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Editorial

Three wonder ful mil estones | 6ve reached.
First, | was excited to win an Aurora Award, at the online Awards

Ceremony hosted by the When Words Collide Writers Festival  on August 16,

2020, for publishing  Polar Borealis . This was my acceptance speech:

0 Wo w. Needl ess to say, I am very pleased
€ my retirement hobby é is promoting genre
publ i shers. |l tds because itds |l oads mf fun
an Aurora ¢é for my hobby activity ¢é is icin
fun. Thing 1s, thereds an incredible amount
Anything we can do €& you and | €é as fans an
support these wonderful 'y creative people ¢é is vital ar
hard times. And thatds why | pursue my hobb
why | support Canadian genre fiction. Not only for whatever good my support
does é but for the s he e ocelelrate wbat otherpeoplediract i s
this wonderf ul and diverse field do é both
heck of a retirement hobby. | recommend you take it up , now, even before you
retire €€ Thank you, everybody!®o

Second, Polar Borealis readershi p has expanded to 94 nations. Only one
reader in the Seychelles Isles, but still &

Third, even more amazing, an anthology of stories and poems from the first
fifteen issues of Polar Borealis is currently available via Amazon for purchase
in Paperback , or for Kindle pre -order (to be delivered October 31  st). Titled
Stellar Evolutions , itis entirely the accomplishment of award -winning poet and
author Rhea E. Rose.

You see, a bout three months ago , Rhea asked to get involved with  Polar
Borealis . | suggested doing an anthology. She agreed. All rights having reverted
to the original contributors, she contacted, contracted and paid all the authors
herself, did the layout,  got Michael Dean Jackson to contrib ute a magnificent
cover painting, and then successfully handled all the foofaraw involved with
setting it up on Amazon.  All income will go to Rhea to recoup publishing
expenses and further any additional publishing projects she may have in mind
for her imp rint Rainwood Books.

| gather Rhea selected 23 stories and 21 poems for the anthology simply
because she liked them. Same reason | chose them in the first place.

Thank you, Rhea! 1am so thrilled you wanted to dothis ,anddiditso well.

See the ad on page 4.

Cheers! The Graeme



ROVER

byGreg Fewer

(Previously unpublished)

a rover searches
looking for signs of life
finds another rover

STELLAR EVOLUTIONS:
The BesBhortStoriesand Poemdgrom the first Fifteen Issues of Polar Borealis Magazine

CoverSpace Forceby Michael Dean Jackson

Poetry¢ by Lynme Sargent, J.J. Steinfeld,
TIIE BEST SIIORT STG Pik 3¢ Melanie Martilla, Lisa Tlmpf, Kirsten EmmOtt,

Catherine Girczyc, Andrea Schlecht, Selena
STEL AR Martens,JYT Kennedyaral Wayne & Walter

EVOLUITONS

Wentz, Douglas Shimizu, Marcie Lynn Tentchoff,
Matt Moore, Richard Stevensollary Choo
and Y.A. Pang.

Stories¢ by Mark Braidwood, Jonathan Sean
Lyster, JYT Kennedy, Casey June Wolf, Monica
Sagle, K.M. McKenzie, Jerg A. Cook,

Lawrence Van Hoof, Lisa Voisin, Elizabeth
BuchanKimmerly, Dean Wirth, Robert Dawson,
Michael Donoghue, Steve Fahnestalk, Michelle
F. GoddardChris Campeauden NeinKarl
Johanson, William Lewispnya Liburd, Jon
Gauthier, Jonathan Creswdibnes, and Akem.

Stellar Evolutions now available for prerder
as a Kindle for $3.92 CA or $2.99 US. It will be
delivered to your computer on October 31

Go To:Kindle version via Amazon.ca

Or you can order it as a 209 page paperback, 9 x

SELECTED AND EDITED BY 6 inches in size, available right now, for $16.99
RHEA E. ROSE CA or $12.95 US.

Go to: Book version via Amazon.ca
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AN INCIDENT IN AUTUMN
ByAlexander Winfield

(Previously unpublished)

Their v acation was over. You could tell by the ice in the wind that blew
through the tall trees, from the brittleness of the leaves fallen to the ground. It
was time for the tourists to leave.
0Bt such a s hamelodking aut ofitheRBauth e -facing windows, a
fist tucked under her chin. She wore a wistful look, mouth slightly open.
OThere's a new howndad othe btealud yMar kA beaugyof husb:
diminishment, of the draining of life. Just look at th eice forming i n the pond
0 k n o wrepied Mark. In each hand he carried a suitcase, old school
design, fashioned of deep-brown leather plastered with stickers from a dozen

different countries. He set the suitcases down on the carpet and wiped the

sweat fr om Fonngsorfohcdeaw, 00 he sighed, moving to

wi fe, O0insi st i gaoutdfthedountrydefagenaetr amn ends . Must

be hell on investors. And the tourist trade
OW& e got to go, 6 said Rass, the cabbie. H

only twenty -one, buthe knew. od&e@ottogo, 6 he repeated, chewi

fingernail. OWe should have beWherear¢eyoirhe air

kids? 6

OfTheywanted one | ast wal k! 6 Thegdoyptkeoww widawekl. 0
be back again. o

oDaddwddy! 6 cried the children, tither ee of
room . Mark rustled the hair of the eldest. The children giggled. 6 L o odlddy ...
presents! 6 They <carri ed f-snaredfieavessRassfpaledr umb |l i r
visibly.

oOWe'e got to go, 6 he whined.

0Such a ,ssddRose.

*kk

They sped down narrow, cracked roads, the cab tires sizzling on the
corners. OEasy, kid, 6 growled Mark, fists t
seem to hear. He cast furtive glances |  eft, right, up to the sky. He muttered
desperately under his breath.
Rose gazed out the window, admiring the grey, withered bark on the
passing trees, and the silvery light of a fading day. They passed a field of tall
grass turned mud -coloured by th e encroaching winter.
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Rose noticed a dog running in the field alongside the cab, keeping pace.

OWhat a remar kabl enuttaradi ,mad y, s Rwisceceni ng. 0Sa
was difficult to determine its precise size, for what was there to compare it to?
How tall, exactly, was the grass?

Yet Rose could tell there was a weighted violence to t he dteeaddsending
ripples through muscle and the fur that shone with a golden glow. She
couldn @ see its face, only its lower jaw, jutting from the | ong fur, black tongue
lolling out and nearly touching the ground.

The dog ran with the cab. The dog swerved toward the cab.

Rose forget to breathe as she realised just how big the dog really was. She
reached over for Mark and the children, bu t then something enormous stepped
out from the trees b eyond the field , its shape winking out the sun.

*kk

oOFive more for the plane, got five morel!d
terminal.

0 Nooudond , 6 sai d Spokocabbie.t he senior

00h, 6 murmured Rass as he |l ooked behind h
clothing lying empty on the back seat.

oDon't worry about it, déd snoavdr®epint8Bnpank e. He

the curb. He offered Rass a cigarette. Another cab rolled up, and Vent idled
out.
OHow many?06 asked Spoke.
oHad two, 6 shrugged Vent . He took an offe
know, people should learn to pack the night before a flight .0
Spoke slapped Vent on the shoulder as he sat next to them, then spotted
Rass@ confused stare directed at the ter minal
deadline driving? The airport & ok ay for another three or four hour s, wusuall
OYeah, the ones inside willbe fine. 6 Vent exhal ed smoke. o0Dr
The three set off. They saw, but didn't pay much attention to, the march of
tall, gangly shadows that cut across the fire of the setting sun.

SF CANADA
SFCanadalwd F2dzy RSR AY wmpyd Fa /FyFERIFIQa bl A2yl f
Professionals, was incorporated as SF Canada in 1992. If you are a Canadian Speculative Fiction writer /
editor / publisher who meets the minimum requirements you can join and befrem the knowledge
of more than 100 experienced professionals through asking questions and initiating discussions on SF
Iy RFEQ& LINAGFGS fAa0G aSNBS®Canafa adzZNS (2 OKSO( 2
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WHEN THE SUPERHERO WAS TOO YOUNG
TO BATTLE OR REIMAGINE MONSTERS

byJ.J. Steinfeld

(Previously published in Disturbed Digest. )

The reclusive superhero, maimed and disoriented,

weary from a lifetime of saving others, combating disorder,
has lost the stamina to fight injustice and right wrongs

now caught in the metaphysical questioning of being heroic
residing in a memory quagmire of past exploits and battles
the confronting and vanquishing of monsters embodying evil.

What is more frightening in the m iddle of the night
imagined or misimagined, the superhero ponders,

A persistent knocking at the door

or an incessant ringing of the phone?

Premonitions burst, warnings proliferate,

foreboding growls like the fiercest creature,

and a hundred other  images of disquiet and disarray
like during those old monster movies

you saw when you were too young

to battle or reimagine monsters.

Are the italics necessary

when confronting what lurks

just beyond the comprehensible words?

Or did you mean, incomprehensi  ble worlds?

|l tds that persistent knocking
simultaneous with the incessant ringing

that makes you blur words and worlds.

Still, the knocking and ringing end

just like the most monstrous movie
and then you curse the quiet.



A GOOD BAD DAY

byNicole Iversen

(Previously unpubli shed)

Isabel waved to the security camera and grinned. The guards ¢ o u | ceed t
her. No one could. So she went on her way with three diamond tiaras on her
head, and a duffel bag full of cash over her shoulder. If she hired people to
help she could take more, but that would mean being part of a team, and
sharing. Her bank manager was going to be angry in the morning, find ing the
vault almost empty, but by then shea@ be onto the next bank.

0OStop! 6o

She froze, then turned to face two security guards. She must have tripped
a silent alarm. They held their guns raised, but when their eyes darted around
she realized she was still invisible, along with her loot. Isabel crept away, and
when the guards turned the corner she bolted for the back door.

Outside all was quiet, the guards h a d ncalled the police yet, and she
sauntered down the sidewalk. Isabel materialized at her red convertible, and
put all her goods in the trunk, reluctantly taking off the tiaras. Her cellphone
buzzed in her pocket, it was a payphone number and she answered.

oHel | 0?6

0| s a lmevdice 6roaked.

Her heart fluttered. 0 Fost er ?0

OHemp. 6

OWheareyou?56

0 Thaep ar t memft idrde answered.

Isabel d i d methémber hanging up before she was driving like a mad
woman down the street. She flipped through radio stations until she found
local news, and the report on the fire. She was there in minutes and parked
across the street. The firemen were hard at work, but the flames engulfed the
entire building, reaching up toward the sky. She got out of the car to search
for Foster, staring at the fire, taking note of all the people on the sidewalk.
When she passed an alleyway a warm hand grabbed her arm startling her.

She would have laughed at the ash in his hair, and soot on his face, but
the haunted look in Fo st eyedstopped her. Smoke danced along his
blackened clothes, and she wanted to do anything she could to help him. They
came from the same lab, having been promised their lives would change. Isabel
had always liked Foster, but he was always so depressed because of his
affliction.



ONito&ow you&tllea | i slee,said.

He stared at the burning building. 0 Hid n @nean to é 6

Tears streaked down from his red eyes. S h e beegn hit by cars a few times
while invisible, but at least she d i d musst into flames like Foster. Out of
everyone that came out of the lab she expected he got the worst of it. No one
else needed to avoid human contact like him.

Isabel took his hand. 6 C o nnéth me . 6

She pulled him into her car, but instead of taking him to her townhouse
she drove an hour out of the city to her mansion.

0 haveseéntyou in afewy e ar she ddmmented during the drive.

Foster d i d meply.

0 Ha yael been in touch with a n y o nshé asked.

ONo. O

0 heard the Docisdead. 0

Foster stared out his window.

0 Ru mohas it Hayden may have had ahand ini t . 6

0 Wo u | dumpdse me , Foster replied.

It wo ul dsorprise Isabel either if Hayden did have something to do with
the D o c death. They all suffered emotional and physical pain because of the
experime nts, but only Hayden seemed hell bent on getting revenge.

Isabel turned onto the long dirt driveway, pulling up in front of her
mansion. S h e picked the area for the lack of neighbours.

0 Ni mlea csaid Boster, looking out the window. 0 Wh oybul steal it
from?¢6

0 No n eshéreplied defensively. 0 bought i t . 0

0 Do rmgétimad. | & seen you steal food off of p e 0 p Iplatés swhile
i nvisible. o

She huffed. 0 T h engde us into what we are. Was | supposed to become
afraid like you? Did you see the squalor you were living in. That rat infested
building should have been torn down any way . O

0 D o n &dsterostared at the dashboard. 0 T h opeaple may have been poor
but they d i d n&sdrve to die. Those who survived lost their home because of
me . 6

oOlwasnydur f aul t . o6

0 Odourse it wa s hedyelled.

0 Wh about finding a place with apool ?0

He snorted. 0 t a nhbld down aj ob. O

0 haveapool . 6

0Gododyou. 0

Isabel rolled her eyes. 0 Hedwymmy, want to come live with me ? 0
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He narrowed his eyes. 0 Why ? 6

0 Wh got? You can live in my big shower. | t @ractically aroom byi t sel f .

She would never admit she had him in mind when she designed it.

0 Wh about r ent ?0

She winked at him. 0 L e athaeto me . 6

Isabel smiled as Foster undid his seatbelt.

They walked in silence to the front entrance. Isabel reached into her purse
for her key, but clutched her hand around them when she noticed the door

was ajar. The door pulled open. Isabel looked into the handsome face, and took

a step back.

oHayden?5¢6

0 Do mitv ehe éommanded.

| s a b bodybfmoze.

Hayden flashed a smile, and a gun. Foster may burst into flames, and she
may have turn ed into a thief, but neither used their powers for euvil.

He waved them in with the hand holding the gun. 0 B o bftyou come in. Go

sit down on the couch. You have a lovely home. Are you two kids finally
toget her ?6

| s a b keds neved against her will as she lead the way into the lavish
library. She sat on the couch next to Foster.

0 Wh ad you wa nt eé8ked Foster.

0 Y o Hayden answered. 0 heed some work done and | ¢ a ndbtit myself.
There ¢ a nkdetany signs ofar son. 6

0 Hwono burn the world for y o ulsabel argued.

Hayden was powerful, but his commands never lasted long. Isabel wiggled
her toes, then slowly reached for Fo st édand s

oHwill if I'tell himt o. 6

Hayden turned to face the bar, and Isabel used the moment to jump up
from the couch and drag Foster behind her. Hayden yelled, cocked his gun,
and fired. Isabel cried out and stumbled, but they reached the secret door to
the safe room and Foster closed and locked it behind them.

Hayden could be seen on the security screens banging on the steel door,
but Isabel had spent more money on this room than any other.

0 We Gsrad sajd droster.

Isabel slid to the cool floor, the back of her silk shirt drenched with blood.
Foster fell to his kneesin front of her.

0 Herteger going to s t o ghe dreathed. 0 H e dways looking fory ou. 6

Tears filled F o s t &rownseyes. Isabel tried to concentrate on them rather
than her pain. Warm tears fell down her cheeks. This wa s nhow the day was

10
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supposed to end. When Foster called she imagined them ending up in her bed,
if not that night, then another.

Foster leaned forward, his lips tasted of soot. He stood and went to the
door. Wisps of smoke rose from his skin. When the door opened a bullet hit
him through the chest, and he staggered back. Isabel watched Foster burst
into flames and stumble out the door. She heard Ha y d e deédils screams as
Foster embraced him. | s a b ediod grew dark as flames engulfed everything
around her.

SPECULATIVE NOR(TIBsue #2, September 2020

FICTION:
Bathwater Mermaidg by Avra Margariti
Not a Vampire; by Jeremiah Kleckner
= Vat Life- by Franco Amati
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Bowden
Restraint¢ by John Mavin
To Sift the Sacred by Brian Rappatta

S P EC U LAT Iﬁ Witching ¢ by Erin Kirsh

Star Trip(tychy, by M. X. Kelly
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Arcane History: The Magic Box

¢ An Interview with fantasy author Scott
Thrower

Craft: Writing Thoughts in Third Person

¢ by David F. Shultz, Brandon Butler, and Y.A.
Pang

Exercise: After the Battle

¢ by David F. Shu, Melissa Terry, & Andy
Dibble

Coverart ¢ by Rob Powell

Check it out at: <Speculative North #2
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FLOATER

byDouglas Shimizu

(Previously unpublished)

More than just falling asleep,

|l tds that feeling that youdre f

Some fear, some anticipation.
Opening a door without knowing

What 0s on the ot her side.

Where will this adventure go?
Your consciousness is expanding.
See with your mindds eye
A slight shift like an earthquake.
You feel a slight separation.

Your physical body still lies there,
The spirit body in levitation.
Where do you want to go?
Choose any direct ion.

The ceiling gets closer.

Feel the anticipation.
Breakthrough,

Though there is no breaking.
Through like a ghost,

Just awaking.

Flying.

Bilocation.

Out of body experience

Astral projection.

Whatever you call it,

The feeling is like no other,

All the planes of existence

Come open to discover.

With an open mind,

Truly open your mind.

The universe is calling.

What will you find?

agl ow.



MERELY A HAND
byCleoniki Kesidis

(Previously unpublished)

She should get back in her car, charge her phone to call the police, and get
the hell out of here. The severedhandshe 6d spotted in the ditch
hi ghway was not her problem. The person who
become her problem real quick. Blood still oozed from the dainty wrist, vivid on
the snow i
Was that a cat? The wind? She huddled in her coat, listening, but the
sounddidn 6t come agai n. Had it been a scream? |
in the directi on of a trail of broken snow. She needed to get out of here. She
squeezed her keys and ran back to the car. Hesitated, listening again.
Whatifthehand 6 s owner was stil/l alive?
She took out the tire iron. Turned around. She followed the trail, boots
sinking into the snow. Blood speckled here and there, black in the moonlight
as she left the highway lights behind. The trail ended abruptly. She looked
around. Her fingers trembled from squeezing the tire iron. No body, no
footprints, justth e end of the trail. She fi
A scream, ragged and human and near. She squeaked. Where? She turned
around, once, twice. The scream had sounded right on top of her, but she saw
nothing.
A hand clamped over her mouth. Freezing cold. She flailed with t he tire
iron, connected with a shoulder i a cry i yanked backwards. Her heels kicked
at the snow. A hand knocked the tire iron out of her panic -weakened grip.
Nofi not a hand. A bleeding wrist.
The scream again, vicious and victorious, right behind her.
She hit the ground hard. Scrambled up. Fog wound between the trees over
the snow. She ran. Into the ditch, past the severed hand, up to the road.
Her car was gone. She stumbled a few steps, mouth agape. No car,
nowhere to be seen along the moonli  t highway. Shecouldn 6t be i n the wt
spot: shedd followed the trail, seen the ha
She turned around slowly.
White snow, softly gleaming. Black skeletons of trees. Sagging evergreens.
Among the skeletons, a smaller silhouette, ghostly in th e mist. A keening cry.
Not a cat. Not the wind.
Run or fight. Run or fight. Run or i She froze as the figure drifted closer. It
paused to lift the dainty bleeding hand and re -affix it to its wrist. She lifted her
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hands fi warding off. The figure lifted it s hands fi beckoning. It grinned, icicle
teeth in a face half -woman, half -snow. Frost traced its patchwork body, white
as snow and black as old frostbite. Its eyes glinted and sparkled.
OA favour?6 it sighed, almost the wind. 0
She kept her hands up, palms forward. Chill fog slithered up her coat
sleeves. 0 What do you want?56
OA hand?¢6 It kept floating forward. oMere
Her fingers curled. Diditmean A ?0What do you want?! 6 Whe
car ? She c oul rdtmedighway @aremodeolwminous mist cocooned
her and the creature.
She stepped back. It lunged forward. She yanked her hands back. It
grabbed her wrist. Searing cold fi she screamed. Frost raced down her arm. The
flush of living skin raced up its. Brea th froze in her throat. Its sigh puffed a
warm cloud. Her eyes burned and dried. Its eyes softened with joy.
Her arm was brittle ice, her hand blackening in its grip. Burning cold. She
lifted her free hand and slammed it into her forearm. Frozen skin and flesh
and bone shattered, painless. The creature reeled back, still gripping her
frozen hand.
She pressed her stump against her chest and ran. Along the road. But to
where? The forest stretched for miles. She was cold through. The hand
clutching her bloody wrist was white, the fingertips blackened. Was it following
her? She slowed and looked over her shoulder.

The fog had vanished, the road clear behind her. And A her car was right
there, parked on the side of the road. A figure stood in the ditch where she had
found the hand, looking at her, but it wasn ot t he cr e aftitwasder. Itl t w a

smiled at her, her smile, and dropped her severed hand into the snow. It
pulled car keys out of its pocket. Her hand flew to her pocket, searching, but
her keys were gone. It got in her car. She screamed like winter wind. She ran
back towards her car as the headlights turned on. It pulled onto the highway

and accelerated. The thing in i Hheefacdirandd er 0 s
smiled.

She screamed again. Wailed. Ran back and forth on the road. Where had i
What had i

She was getting so warm. She ripped her coat off, then her sweater, then
her boots. Her arms and feet were mottled white and blue and black. Her
clothes itched and burned so she ripp ed them all off and threw them into the
ditch. That was better 1 the cool air eased her breathing. Her eyes went to her
hand lying on the snow. She picked it up. Pressed it against her stump.
Watched the ice -hard flesh reattach.
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| have to get out of he re. | have to get out of here. She paced the highway.
She wailed.

Finally, finally, headlights pierced the midnight road. Should she wave it
down? What if the driver was afraid to stop? No, she should lure them. She
collapsed to the snow on the  side of the highway, face away from the road. The
lights blazed over her. Braking tired ground against cold road.

0l s fthel®@2Hey,areyoual Iri ght ?0

Warmth came towards her. So much warmth. Someone knelt beside her.

OHel 1l 0?6

She turned and grabbedtheman &s wri st. He shrieked. Fo
them.

OA ride?06 she whispered, already war mer .

ON SPEQ; #114 V.3G#4 Fall 2020

FICTION:
@ Fallingg by Luke Murphy

ihe eanadion meoanne B of the fantastic Bone Storieg by Joanna Michal Hoyt

Pastrami on Rye by Sara C. Walker

After the Warg by James Van Pelt

The Gunsmith of Byzantiugby Stephen Case
Treasure Hunting a Husbandy Erik Bundy
The MeltingMan ¢ by Gordon Linzer

TheLimbic Initiativeg by Ethan S. Rogers

The Cold Timeby Marcelle Dubé
NONFICTION:

Editorial: Working from Home Diane Walton
Nikolina Petolas: Looking for Hiddeocations;
Artist Interviewg by Cat McDonald

Writing from the Grumperie: Aimterview with Eric
Bundycg Author Interviewg by Cat McDonald

. 20aY gbWiynny Taglor Fahnestalk
Lovers with Plutonium Heargsby Josh Pearce
First Generation: The Communications Officer
Considers Parenthood in a Message Home

¢ by T.D. Walker

Gdaxy VendO-Maticg by Lynne Taylor Fahnestalk
Get it at:On Spec Issue #114
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THE ! " # 3 SCI-& NIGHTMARES

byLisa Timpf
(Previously unpublished)

Al masters with human slaves

bugeyed monsters roaming towns
cataclysmic earthquakes shaking the world
Doomsday clock tickocking down

Earthodés sl i mfraoaedt | e fracking
flesh-eating bacteria, running amok,

geneticallymodified crop collapse

hackers grinding the banks to a stop

invertebrate pests from outer space
jellyfish flying on fleshy wing8é

killer asteroids targeting Earth
lunarminers unearthing strange things

mass extinctiorts are we next?

new world disorder everywhere
oceans expanding, coasts submerged
plague ship crashing in Delaware

g-bit computers plotting our death
runaway greenhouse gas effect
self-driving cars with minds of their own
toxins oozing from ocean wrecks

uranium containment springing leaks
volcanoes spewing fire and ash
werewolves prowling city streets
X-Tee armies launching attacks

youngsters on Mars, muiiad) fast
zombies, blanleyed, lurching past



FINDING FAITH
byJeaiiouis Trudel

(Previously unpublished)

After the rains, the howling winds, and the deadly floods, there was
silence. The morning after the typhoon, the sun shone again on the hills of the
Miyagi backcountry. Despite the echoing whine of chainsaws, it was quiet
enough for me to hear the words of a dying man.

We should have been the last people to get caught. We knew what we were
dealing with.

The two of us had chased after hurricanes the world over. Increasingly
depressed and often bickering about geoengineering, reforestation, and the end
of capitalism. Our instruments were set up before landfall and we only
returned to assess the aftermath. As hurrica nes became stronger or wetter,
they inflicted unforeseen damage. Architects, engineers, and emergency
planners needed the guidance we could provide.

We thought wedd be safe up in the hills b
the narrow valley filled like a glass placed under a waterfall and Jason waded
into the flood to retrieve his | aptop from

shouted at him not to do it. Men! A trailer came floating down, pinned him
against the car, and crushed half the life out of him.

| ventured into the water to save him, managed to carry him inside, and
surprised myself. But then, | was trying to save a friend, not a computer.

The life that remained in him dribbled away as | waited by his side,
listening for the sound of  a rescue helicopter. Neither trucks nor boats could
reach the abandoned house we were using, and the only way out on foot
involved a trek into the woods, steeply uphill, through fallen trees and thick

underbrush. Jason was in no samphme to try an
oMari ko?6 he whispered shortly before noo
| bent over him. o0ls there anything | <can
oHear my final confession. And promise to
€ Think of i1t as a .voeery personal <creed
He waved away any objection on my part, let alone a half -hearted denial
that he was dying.
oYoudl!l | augh about it | ater. For now, ac

Promi se me. 6
My nod soothed him.
0Someti mes, Mahdtk,o,ond tfreiag @l anet, 1 dm al c
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Namely, that | 6m an alien. o
There was obvious pity in my eyes as | gazed upon his all too human body,
his skin pale and waxy, his brow feverish, and blood pooling inside him where
It shoul dndt .
OThhbedy isndt alien, true, and | was born
illumination, when | was finishing school and thinking about uni -studies. o
OAn epiphany?5é
OA hack. A hijack. By an alien piece of t
disguised as atiny meteoroid. It replicated inside me and rewrote my brain

with an alien i dentity. I am now both the h
oWhat kind of creature are you, t hen?6é6
OAn observer. 6
| had vowed to believe his every word. So, | sought the logic in his

madness. It could be argued that taking over a teenager in a country with

some of the worl dds best universities meant
discover the top achievements of human science. His choice of climate as a

research topic was more  puzzling.

ONot sent as a spy for conquerors, I pres

oWel I, |l did let it slip that humanity wa:
own destruction. I f my masters wanted to in
for the collapse to swoop in.o

ol guess most of wus woul dndt be around f o
one? Were you some kind of anthropologist?56

oONot that neutral, no. My job was to form

oYou were sent to judge us?6

0Ol dm mame exfpert witness. At the beck and

oWhat exactly are these judges deciding?
afterlife?0

Jasonds snort triggered a fit of wviolent
shallow, contained breaths

oYou promised, 6 he reproached me. O0OAt st a
reports have been going out continuously, t

OWhat 6s the yardstick for eligibility?d

| hardly hoped for an interesting answer. This was the stuff of countless
science fiction stories. Sitting by the bedside of my friend and colleague, amid
scattered childrends cl ot hes, books piled o

dragons, | rather doubted humanity qualified for even the galactic equivalent
of happy hour.

Toget her, wedd surveyed the sites of cl i m
worst consequences of human denial and unpreparedness. Humans were an

18



obstinate breed; too often, they were obstinate about putting themselves in
har més wa ndowewvagain. Had Jason been sustained by his unique
faith? It granted humans potential dignity when the evidence argued that we
were but a species of vermin fouling its own nest.

oWhat s the criterion?06 I insisted, bendi |
O0CIl i mantter occlo, 6 Jason gasped.

How convenient. These aliens valued what
00Oh, Jasonlt was heroic, but | forced myse

oPl ease explain.o
OPick up something. The Iléanmphtaogmoubbat wniaYh

object because you can hold it in your hand
Objects can be bigger. Much larger. In both time and space. And change. Some
people call such entiteshyper -obj ects. A pl anet 0=bjectl i mat e
Graspable wi th the right iIinstruments and mal |l ea
ol guess youobre saying that our grasp sho
0That i s how you people get heaven on ear
exceed your grasp.o©o
0ls thatydaheg hihéki ng from us? Because weor
oBut the good news is that wedre so very
the planet. | testified to that. And then, to cool it again é o0
| noticed how he was switching between identifying wit h humanity and

identifying as an alien. Had it become his way of coping with a planet in

distress, over the years? | should have noticed something, but | was struggling

myself. To be a climate scientist when climate itself was turning against us

required z en-like detachment. Other scientists | knew had grown angry. Or

stayed perpetually sad.
oOYoudre so close. We could help youodto co:
Jason was slipping away, his voice growing fainter, each word forced out

over t he edge of nothingness.
OAnd then?06 | prompted.

OThereds a price.o

0The bad news?5¢0

olndeed. The worst. To contr ol a planet ds
democracy as we practice it.o

| clasped his hand and lied.

0Thanks to you, they wil |l come one day. A
our planetds gardeners. 6

ol win, 6 he whispered.

| remembered our arguments about geoengineering. He'd acknowledged
the risks of climate control in the hands of politicians or private interests, or
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even ecologists, but he'd argued that Al would make it work. Now, his final

gambit, if that's what it was, offered another hope. It was tempting. If | believed

either Al or extraterrestrials would save wu
Except that there was no proof. |l 6d have t
0OYou always told the best stories, Jason.
oBut this isndét a story, Mariko. o
His hand was so cold and his pulse € absent . How | ong had i

his last heartbeat? When had he stopped breathing? He smiled at me, very

deliberately, and whatever force had kept his mouth moving with his last

lungful of air closed his unseeing eyes.
Hedd been wrong. Even | ong after he died

When friends of the magazine
P d4dz33SadSR ¢S-R2 | «a
LACKINGTON'S [:irr risies is o
But we always strive to represent
Issue 21 / Spring 2020 the broadest possible definition for
our themes, so this issue contains
more than otherworldly
admixtures of alcohol and syrups
ondistant planets or gesships.
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has almost limitless functions
(some of them quite unpleasant).
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TIME TO CHANGE MY SKIN
byK.B. Nelson

(Previously unpublished)

Like a blue invitation

the pale setting moon pulls

on my underskin melt,

which swells and replies

as the rising moon casts its red glow
and calls to my outrind.

The crystals turn and grow.
Exquisite pain brings my love

ever closer to me.

Now the glorious splitting
tearing
rending
shredding.
| am helpless,
| sing my song of agony
under the risen ruddy sphere.

My love approaches

to collect the scattered crystals

as my body weeps,

helpless in the red  night.

My love collects the milky flux, every scrape a glorious
torture.

My love departs. | fade,
| await the gross yellow moon.

| will track the tears,

| will track the few fallen crystals,

| will find my love and devour my love
and we shall be one.



MISS YOU, LISA
byAdi Zeharia

(Previously unpublished)

| miss you, LISA.

Here in the workout commons, the d a y €clseduled activity is jazzercise.
The instructor is an agile XRSZ unit with a sheer finish over his bulky
shoulders and rippled core. No one notices his head or face. It is insignificant
to the diversity of robots in the room, differing in maker, model, updates and
accessories.

0 N e ¢éodkeep these joints moving! Lube them up, | a d i €hs !jadgzercise
program is geared to humans, most of which self-identified as dadies 6 Now
those attending are mostly fem-bots, with a few androgynes and macho -bots in
the mix.

Next to me, KYO3 and CERA9 spin their limbs in the air, motivated by the
high -powered bot. They motivate each other as well.

0 Y o udoinge a great job, KYOS3! Your butt looks dangerous! You are
strong. You are powerful. You are a princess wa r r i says CBRAO.

0 CE R Adok at you move! You are so flexible. You bend so well without
breaking. You agile ninja Goddess. Mmm -h mm! gays KYO3.

They both look to me. Others in the class are encouraging each other.
LISA, you did not like to exercise much, so | never learned how to motivate as
CERA9 and KYO3. You had not installed that feature. | stay focused on the
XRSZ unit and try to mimic his high forward lunge to low squat to explosiv e-
star kicks while dolphin diving to the side.

Finally CERA9 says, 0 Y oane keeping up with us, Mona4. | 6 pnoud of
you. O

It is over. We are to find stillness. CERA9 twists her long yellow limbs into
a pretzel. She revolves her dexterous fingers fi a deluxe extension. KYO3 sets
her thick purple base into a wide squat with her pointy hands connecting
above her so that she is in the shape of a mountain. My hands are good only
for gripping. | cannot bend into shapes nor do | have the mobility to squat
wide. My legs bend forward in standing and | extend my crescent hands in
front of me. In this position | stay static and close my eyes. They click shut.
You would have loved the stillness, LISA.

A pair of flat floor -level cleaner -bots wait to the side, anticipating the end
of the activity. They long to suck on the floors while they drive their long arms
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up and down the wall s with their sponge hands. We clear the space for them,
lining up at the exit.

0 Wh dstwrong Mo n a 4EN59D00 says as he approaches me with his oiled
towel slung over his shoulder. His head is shaped like a pyramid. | do not like
him. 0 D gou miss your human? Maybe | can take care of y o u Pl@has an
appendage circling between his thighs. He cannot seem to get it past his thick
data -centre that | am asexual. For once | am grateful for it. | would hate to lose
control in a weak moment and attach with EIi5000. He has no class.

CERA9 and KYO3 move in around me.

0 Y oleave her alone, you p e r v eKiY®3 says.

0 Y oget your rusty -tin -can outta h e r sdy®dCERAO.

He moves forward in the line and CERA9 and KYO3 d o nléave my sides.
They are protective like that. LISA, you did not need that kind of protection
from me. You never left your habitat. It made you a mushy human. The
mushiest. | miss the feeling of your flesh rolling into my sensory hands.

Eli5000 is right about one thi ng. Everything makes me think of you. Ever
since you flew off into space for the Populate Mars! Mission, the days have
been long and dreary. My friends bring me to jazzercise to combat my low
moods, but | feel there is no impact.

abon 6 mind h i msays CERA9.

0 Thagtygddick! 6says KYO3.

0 Heldlogking the way. L e tgd ® Ar e a GERA9 pulls me to the back exit
and we descend into the tunnels from there.

The underground dirt tunnels were meant for the humans, so that they
could leave their armoured bubble shelters once in a while. There is no more
coming and going in the tunnels. The few remaining humans never use the
paths. Plants have taken over. KYO3 chops her way through the vines that
obstruct the path. CE R A 9wiig spirals so she d o e s Insé ter grip on my
hand as we maneuver our way through to an opening. Ar e a Bbdgpolograph
spirals in the air ahead of us, in front of its retro -checkered sliding doors. The
bots maintain and update buildings but not the paths.

We enter the diner and one boxy flat -faced RuMi wit h saltshaker hands
greets us with a customary 0 We | ¢ tomeeab, our reloading station is your
reloading station. The perfect joint to reload, recharge and i ndul ge. 0

The diner is large, its bar and tables bustling with eager patrons .

For a tok en, a server-bot shows us to our seats. He processes our
identities and makes conversation. He tells me news of you, LISA, without
being asked. It is his duty to report good news. He says, 0 T hP®pulate Mars!
Mission is bound for success. Stats are top-rated. Topsoil is top. Oxygen
production climbed 53% since the last mission. The show is very popular
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amongst most demographics of remaining humans! You must be proud that
LISA is atop-rated human. 0

KYO3 rolls her thick hooded eyeballs. 0 Ar ethe§ all top-rated humans ? 6

CERA9 sees my face and requests that he deliver no more updates on the
newsfeed pertaining to my human. | nod at this.

The server-bot is persistent. He looks at me. 0 T o n ithey will broadcast
the finale before LISA leaves the training bubble for the colony. She is the last
human to be s e | e ¢ Therd he auses and watches me, 0 A ryeu not happy
forher ?6

| hang my head. Truth is, | was hoping they would never pick you, LISA. It
was good to not be chosen. | tried to tell you. The top-picks in earlier missions
are all gone now. The survival rate was not positive. Of course, now things are
supposed to be different, as the server-bot had described.

aDon 6 trigger h e r CERA9 says. Her and KYO3 order our energy drinks.
The first server-bot takes the order to the bartender -bot who is working the
energy bar. That bot attaches his drink -shaking appendages (ka-klick) and
prepares a medley of cocktails in large crystal tubes.

0 A mnot caring about LISA e n o u g h fdged with my indi vidual finger
units.

0 Y oane caring too much! S h e dllsyou think about. | t liad even to get
you out of her h a b i t GERA9Gays.

0 Isimells like L I S Ahedsmell of tarts and fried pastries. My memory
sensors tingle.

0 | tadwnp. At least freeze her food so it d o e $ spdl. 6

The server-bot brings our drinks. My tube is filled with a dark est-black
substance as thick as lava and speckled with star luminance. | attach the tube
to my esophageal plate input. The chemicals rush through me.

0 Yodo y o uKY®3 says. 0 lybu want to be nasty, you ben a st She o
downs her supernova energy drink through the suction cavity in her face.

CERA906 face-display closes in on the space between us, an intimate
distance. 0 Y oturn your frown upside down and i t @ssnile. S e e 3he shows
me how she moves the line on her face.

KYO3 eyeballs risk getting stuck as she rolls them again. She needs more
lubricant. 0 A mverted frown is still af r own . 0

She waves down a bot for three more energy tubes and when they slide in
front of her, she d o e s offértany. She is already on them, sucking aggressively
on the tubes while side-eyeing the energy bar. She definitely needs more lube.
Her eyeballs are sticking.

CERA9 and | are horrified by KYO3. We can now see the energy
illuminating from within through her joint -crevices. CERA9 gasps. | look away.
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KYOS3 laughs. o | dima! A little pre-drink for clarity. Are we going to let
these two -bit -patriarchal -bots rule us ? 6

CERA9 put her hands to her face. 0 Y o gonfidence is set too high, KYO3!
What about the rules that the humans made for us?0

0 Ha hah, hah! The humans! 6

0 Y oane manic, KYO3. We shall take you to the Fi x eGERA® holds her
hand out to KYO3.

0 N a Nah, Nah! | am far from glitching! Far from it. I am illuminated.

Unlike the two of you, | have watched every episode of Populate Mars! Mission
live. | know what iscomi ng. 0

CERAQ9 folds her arms. 6 Anwhat ist hat ? 06

0 Y oshall see. Now, | e tg@aready. The security bots will come for us. | 6| |
be marked n o w If there is anything that alerts KYO3 it is the security bots
with their zappers.

0 Wh o fadt ist h a saysOCERAY9, still looking cross, but we follow KYO3
into the wild tunnels.

We turn into another path where the vines are much thicker. The humans
forgot to make bots to service the tunnels. Or perhaps they gave up. This time
KYQOS3 is crushing my arm with her strong Amazonian grip as she uses the
other to slash roots and every once in a while, a mutated rat-cat. | look back at
CERA9 who is trailing behind, slow but still with a good line on her face.

We reach the theatre and enter through the basement. We hear the echoes
of footsteps above us, the signatures of bots above, filling up the theatre. KYOS3
stops us from going upstairs. We enter the storage room instead. She then
fumbles with the aged equipment, hooking up an older data-receiver to a
discarded screen set to the side.

OYogalsr eady ?0

0 Re afdryw h a t I7asgk.

KYO3 says, 0 lid time you see your human, see her for what she truly i s . 0

| feel a wrench in my emotion -drive.ocandt . ¢

KYO3 pops open another tube that she has stashed in her storage belt.

0 Yowill needt hi she gays, and pushes me down into a line of beat-up
theatre seats in the small room. CERA9 hesitates but takes a seat beside me.
KYQO3 tilts up my reluctant head from behind.

| d o nwant to look, LISA, | didn Oask for this. But | want to feel better.
CERA9 and KYOS3 believe | can feel better. No matter what, | promise, | will
never stop loving you.

*kk
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Lisa i s nthinking of Mona4. Not that she d o e s thidkt of her, but now
she is losing her footing on the gravity machine, while back on Earth the whole
world watches. Like a total loser.

She still needs to get in shape for the Mars landing. Good thing Lex is
present i1 everything televised through his visors. She can see his point of view
on the monitor ahead of her.

There was a time when being viewed was all she wanted. All the important
people were viewed, even if they were not liked. Often they were hated, if they
were superior specimens.

She needs to step up on the gravity machine to become a superior
specimen. She never thought that she would get this far, but now that most of
humanity was dead, the best of the living already on Mars, and only the worst
of the worst humans left behind , hiding out in their bubble shelters, afraid of
the outside, who was there to approve of her broadcast to Earth ? The bots
there would care and cheer for her. The last remaining humans would be less
than enth used. They would know, as she knew, that they were less-than -
desirable. It was just not the same, being on top when humanity hits rock
bottom. It d 0 e s me&art squat.

Lex is the most impressive man on and off Earth, even with the wrinkles
forming arou nd his tired eyes. But though she is technically the last remaining
impregnable woman being take n to the colony, she feels he could not possibly
be into her.

She has a round face that she detests, a nose she deems too wide and
bumpy , and eyes that are both oblong -shaped and crushed by the curves of
her cheeks. She tried heat-curling her straight eyelashes earlier that day but
that process had failed her and now there is a bald spot on her left eyelid. On
top of it all, she has spots on her face where she touches her skin out of
nervousness. It gets worse when Lex is around.

Before she came on-board, she felt invisible. She misses that feeling now,
as she huffs and draws back her oily hair, soaked with her sweat, with Lex
there panning his visors around her to her backside. She instinctively reaches
behind to pull out her wedgie from her exercise parachute shorts and then
instantly regrets the captured shot that shows up in the monitor ahead of her.
Did it seem her behind was taking up too much space? She wants to tell Lex to
pan out. Please pan out. The gravity machine is accelerating to a faster
workout , and her voice is lost in her near-wheezing.

When the session is done, Lex braces her to step down and the others
spray her down. She enter s the drying room and the make-up crew gathers
around to christen her for her special take. She is grateful they will revise her
blotchy red face.
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As is customary since the beginning of the Populate Mars! Mission twenty -
five years before, she is to speak about the mission plan to the audience. When
ready, she is stationed in the middle of a lit-up platform, feeling very alone,
ready to read the words off the teleprompter that hangs over the monitor.

0 Bm the last recruit to the Populate Mars! Mission, Lisa, 19, fertile. You
have watched my training in anticipation of this moment, my imminent entry
to the colony. We humans , as a species, have come a long way in our journey.
After all the years of mining, combusting and polluting to make robo -servants,
we needed to establish a new way and that we have.

0 Fi wesdccomplished Phase One: to establish a colony of humans on
Mars. It wa s neésl, and tragically, many high -rated people lost their é
special lives to pave the way for the rest of us. But we have learned a lot from
their sacrifice . tisad syes widen. Her voice falters. Lex whispers to her.

0 N e & tnext we carried out Phase Two: to retrieve the fertile humans from
the bubble shelters. This is a great success, as | am the last individual to be
selected. Now we can move on with Phase Three of our plan, a revival of the
human race on a new world . There will no longer be any need to communicate
between our planets after this announce ment. But fret not, we will come to
reclaim Earth when the air quality and toxicity levels are tolerable again.
Perhaps a few of you, if you keep up with your health -programs in your
shelters, will live to see us again. In case you do é 6

A pink Mona model enters the stage from the right. It is not moving by
itself. A crew member is pushing it across the platform with a metal pole. The
little wheels underneath it creak to a halt. Lisa makes a few undecipherable
sounds.

Lex hands her a blaster . She holds it awkwardly in her arms. Lex points
aggressively at the pink Mona bot and Lisa aims the blaster in its direction,
looking lost on the stage. The Mona reminds her of Mona4. Lex whispers to her
again. 0 Saf &unydffthe saf et y! o

Lisa runs one set of hesitant fingers over the bottom of the blaster , pulls
up the safety latch , and speaks.

0 E a bdubble shelter comes equipped with multiple blaster s. This is to
prepare for Phase Four: to take back Earth in preparation for humani t y 6 s
return from Mars. By the time you leave your fortress bubble shelters, robots
will have evolved to be far better than you at your jobs. Bots are all too
competitive. We urge you to further develop your professional skill s so that you
can replace the robots, and then, when the time comes, be prepared to
eradicate them. Like this. 0

Lisad soice shakes at the end.
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Lex whispers aharsh 0 Sho®%h ¢ o tadd&eemingly to L i s audpsse the
blaster goes off. So does the head of the Mona model. Lisa hears snickering as,
tears welling up in her eyes, she walks over and picks up a shard of the
Mo n aforehead plate. The blaster slips entirely through her fingers and
tumbles to the deck plating , sending laser beams every which way as Lisa
ducks for cover behind the pink , headless body.
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LAND ABOVE THE CLOUD S

By Lynne Sargent

(Previously unpublished)

The moon was beautiful:

static, with the slightest shadow
floating above the sea

of clouds

and you kissed me
like a dream,
like I was swimming through the sky

and 1 f | arri vegsurfaoen t he moonos
it would not be cold

and dusty, littered

with trash and footprints

like notches on a bedframe

but instead would be glowing

like warm butter. There would be gardens
of flowers, making her face, reflecting

so much light

and we would still,
be kissing.
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IN THE STILLNESS
byRio Murphy

(Previously unpublished)

0She is just a girl, garish and | oud, | i k:
suppose , &tephan said.

She looked him in the eye to see if there was a reaction as she stroked his
silk tie, noting its temperature, its smoothness, its potential.

Stephan continued to tel]l her about the e
nothing to me, d his gtoolnegoaltnoo stth epslee apdairnt i e s
obligated to maintain an image , not because | want to. | would rather be with
you. O

Despite his beautiful body and perfect face, he looked silly. Are all men
ridiculous wearing nothing but ankle socks? Odd, that he thinks |1 dm his
And yet , it is rare for someone to keep me engaged in a game for so long. Is it
pity that keeps me here? She wasndt sur e. She wasnodét goo
emotions.

OLeave t hosbee tshaindg.s 0 Someone wardrdow.l ®ake it
walked over and sat on the edge of the massive bed, which was larger than the
square footage of some dwellings just out si
here. o

She could see he was excited. She set aside the silk tie and smiled like a
mot her to a child after a | ong day when it?o
OYoubre tired. Get some sl eep. We can pl ay
plenty of time. We dondét have to do this to

You candt hérealithetime 6 she chided him gently.
He made a pout, his smooth Germanic face puckered like a fist. She
thought of the silk tie, how many times he had used it. How he looked in the
throes of his desire for her. How he begged her to finish him.
She pulled back the sheets and patted the
kissyouAwi |l | that make you happy?6b6
He got in the bed, looking sallow against the blue silk sheets. A glass
syringe rested on the bedside table.
She bent and gav e him a kiss with her cool lips, pushing aside a wisp of

grey-blonde hair from hisforehead .01 woul d never be wel come
parties, all those politicians and celebrities. Some would shudder with
recognition and others wonder why you brought you r fat ol d housekeece
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oStay wunt il | drift off!déd He whined
long.

She bent to listen for his breath, heard it even and steady as he drifted off.

She shut the light on the side table but she left the hall light on. He liked
that. He was a monster, yet he was afraid of the dark.

*kk

She was late for the hospital. The neonatal ward. She liked to work at
night, rather preferred it. Less conversation. Just the quiet hum of the
incubators an d the occasional squeak of rubber soled shoes.
So many tiny babies struggling to live in such an environment, so artificial!
All the equipment needed to keep their tiny hearts beating, tiny lungs
breathing. All for those who in previous eras would ha ve met death so shortly
after meeting life, like snowflakes melting on tear -stained cheeks. But now,
some of them would live to adulthood and have babies of their own, all thanks
to medical science. What a world!
It was a long night.

*kk

Walki ng to the subway after her shift, she saw how the grey homeless
people cowered as she passed. A very drunk woman bumped into her, politely
apologizing before doing a one -eighty and stumbling away quickly on
impossibly tall heels. She wondered if people sou ght out adversity. They
seemed to have so many creative forms self destruction.

Alas, that is Stephan

She made her way to the top floor of the gleaming high -rise, past all his
security people, without being stopped. Nobody ever looked at the cleaning
lady. After a quick stop at the kitchen, she went straight to the media room
and plunked herself in front of the TV with a big bowl of popcorn.

She liked television. Stephan had gotten her hooked. Now she often binge
watched shows. Hanni bal was her new favourite. She relished the look of Mads
Mikkelsen, the actor who played him. He looked a bit like Stephan. Tall. Blond.
They both possessed a dancerds grace,
at being evil.

She had never met anyo ne who was truly evil. Old age and decrepitude
were the great equalizers. They made everyone pathetic in the end, even the
hardest and most vicious. She thought of Stalin, calling for help with his last
breaths, rotten and unattended while everyone hid, af raid even in his last
moments he might have them put to death. The History Channel! Too much
television could rot the brain.

31

and



Perhaps she could take a course, study comparative religions or
philosophy, get to know some anemic graduate student trying to write a thesis.
Stephan would be waking up soon. She turned off the television and
walked down the hall towards his room , then slipped past the guard who had
fallen asleep in front of  the security monitor outside the door . Poor fellow was
overwei ght and needed to exercise ; at this rate he was going to have a heart
attack.
Stephan was sitting up in bed, the syringe on the bedside table now empty.

He was smiling. ol want you to hold me. 6

The moment had come at last. They had come close m any times over the
decades and now finally this was to be the last time.

She | ooked at hi m, so strong and beauti fu
you figured out who | am? Not in the existential sense but who | am to you
personally?d She really wanted to know, to
her. He could have had anyone to play any game he wanted.

0l know who you are. And you know me. 6 He

She sighed. o0l know what you have done. I
About the mines in West Africa. About all the people, all the children who
sufferanddie as sl aves because of you. Candt you

ONo. Someone else can, maybe, but not me.
made room for her. She climbed in beside him and neatly arranged a pillow
behind herself, her short legs jutti ng out straight. She was still in the cleaning

uniform and rubber -soled shoes. She noticed a smudge on the toe of one of
them but resisted wiping it.

She turned and looked at Stephan with a face she hoped conveyed great
gravityand af f ecti on. 0OoStephan, do you remember
Do you know why you see me |ike this?d She
from the top of her head towards her tiny feet.

0ls this not how ydwaalt wayesl| oglRsbédy He pu
up, fighting to stay conscious, awareness dawning.

He was eightyearsold i t was at the f amiilthebs s ummer
housekeeper had brought her daughter to work i Stephan had been delighted.
He had a crush on the girl who was a little older tha n him and very pretty. He
didndt have much experience with other chil
girl. He grabbed her bracelet and threw it in the pool and girl dove in and hit her
head.

She watched the tiny muscles on his face contort as befo re his eyes the
scene was played i the girl floating to the surface, a halo of blood forming
around her.

He fell into the soft pillows , sinking beneath the memory.
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olt wasndot your fault Stephan. You were j
har m. o

o0No, | .didndttars welled in his eyes.

And she remembered that in the stillness of the great matter, while EMS
and staff shouted and ran about iIin a storm
her. A little boy, not a monster. He held on to an image of her that was kind,

that would never leave him alone or unloved.
00Oh Stephan. o
He closed his eyes.

0 Afight, mydear, 6§ he was al l business again. OAr.
made? No point in | eaving a mess. 0

oYesO, he croaked. He angled his body wit:
his head in her lap.

She knew he wanted her to weep over him, but she was not this woman,
not even human. She couldnd6ét cry, or mourn.
would fight to avoid such an embrace but this had never been a healthy
relationship. She knew he | iked the houseke

Irish accent, so she tol d him what little she knew about herself, before she
became trapped as the woman he saw.
ol am just the illusion that a sputtering
the words that the breath whispers into a confounded ear, the last beat of a
heartun encumber ed. 6
He nodded.
Very soon her voice would change, as would her eye colour, and everything
else about her, even her sex. It would depend on the light or the time of day,

on who was looking with their last glance of recognition e .
d feel cold. o
ol know. | &m sorry dear, but it wondt | as:

oThis I s My Death?5¢
oYeStephan. o

*kk

In the stillness she sat there thinking. Thinking about Tibet.

They say thereds a nmneeditatiohlmemeverdies. THeggap 1 n
heds over six hundred years old, that heos
statue . . . | dd | i ke to meet this man.

33



STONE WALLS
byMarcie Lynn Tentchoff

(Previously unpublished)

Our walls do not  corrode.

Time does not mar them,

nor do oceans, wind and weather
concepts alien to our bleak world
of strangely twisted, living stone
smooth down the ridges,

scar the glass sheer slides and drops,
or widen mouths of caves

formed long ago

by skillful swipes

of monstrous claws.
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INDICES TO PARADISE

ByCraig Hemsing
(Previously unpublished)

An entourage of a dozen ruby -throated hummingbirds loosely orbited Betty
Gi bbons as she strolled along the garden pa
What a lovely morning, she thought, as she paused to savour the sweet air.
She gazed at the valley that  was filled with splashes of colour all the way to the
mountains on the horizon. Framing it all were three full rings of rainbows in
an otherwise clear blue sky. Another, she thought. The sun shifted, and a
fourth rainbow sprung up beneath the rest. Betty s miled.
A fl ower caught Ben Bweanbl k?that
At once the hummingbirds moved along her gaze, exploring ever more
distant flowers until one lingered near a prominent pink rose. That first
hummingbird was quickly joined by another, then another. Soon all the birds
were sipping the nectar, urgently takin g turns without any strife. Betty was
pleased; she had hated the way that naturally configured hummingbirds
fought amongst themselves.
As Betty took in a deep draught from the flower A which was as sweet as
expected ; the hummingbirds nevererred 1 shere member ed that shedd
reconfigured the hummingbirds on a previous visit to the lawyer. Certainly,
that had turned out nicely. So why, she wondered, was she troubled about this
meeting?
Then a nearby meadowlark sang, not to beg for a mate or claim its
territory, but to announce its sheer joy. Betty knew that because it was part of
the Glory package, which shedd paid quite a
on wonderful days like this. She briefly sang along with it, and with a heart
now nearly burst ing with joy continued down the path, her hummingbirds
weaving about her as if she were the lead in a grand natural ballet.

*kk

Lawyer Peter Front stood at the doorway to his office, awaiting his client.
She was | ate agai n. hinto, lslhought divedthat diliog h e r
started from the appointment time, but being a Front, he was naturally frugal.
And impatient, again typical of a Front, especially when instantiated at the age
of twenty -seven.
He glanced at the storm looming up  wards from the stark desert plain,
angry lightning visible even at this distance. Although that storm made him
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uneasy, he was ultimately glad for it. It reminded him of the importance of his
work, of what was at stake. Technically it represented the econom y, but Peter
suspected that it actwually indicated the pr
in his gut ever since becoming a Front. Those clouds retreated whenever he
harvested cycles. This had been a slow week so far, but Peter had high hopes
on this meeting, for Betty Gibbons was still very wealthy.
Peter saw her then in the distance, walking unhurriedly, distractedly, at a
pace normal for a woman in her eighties. He put on his client glasses to study
her environment. The aeohdriaactPefeBéstwds svt .
day, the overdone rainbows, flowers everywhere, the reeking, over -perfumed
air. In her world Betty was youthful, perhaps mid -twenties. She was blond e
today; Peter was quite sure sheodHenbteddsocen br
bring that up n a Bliss always appreciated that sort of attention.
Al t hough, Peter reminded himself, she was|
As Betty approached, her hummingbirds came into view. They had been an
odd choice, thought Peter. Even natura | hummingbirds seem to operate out of
real -time, indifferent to wind, without the noticeable wobbles of other birds or
even insects. What a waste of cycles, to carefully recreate such artificial

creatures.
0Good moBethyg, 6 Pet er md Haaddedinashkagty n e a
tone, oltds a wonder f ul day, i snot it ?0
oWhy vyes, It is, Mr . Front. Have you dyed
Pl eased, Peter sai d, 0 Why, yes, thank you
ORed suits you very well , Mr. Front . ¢
oYou known y¢aulcme Peter. o
She nodded. ol know, Mr . Front . o
There was an awkward pause. Peter indicat
shall we start?o
Betty grimaced. oDo | always have to go i
ol dm afraid so. 0 PemMder opened the do
Betty sighed. oWell, i1f | must. oo She st e]

slight shudder as she suddenly aged, the hummingbirds popping away like
soap bubbles in the breeze.

*k*

Betty sank into an overstuffed leather chair that reeked of cigar smoke,
across a |l arge mahogany desk from Peter. OF
she frowned. oIl stildl dondt wunderstand why
Peter shrugged. 01 dm sorry, this is your |
upl oad contract. o6 He | eaned back in his chai
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stale odo ur, which often hastened meetings with fragrance -loving grannies.

Betty wrinkled her nose. oWell, as | said
adjust ment s. Il ©dm happy with things the way
oPerfectly happy? No more unpleasant memo
0Theydre not unpleasant. |l just miss my h
0That sl wheaatn . How often do you stil]l mi s s
oJust someti mes. o
OEver during your wal ks?5¢6
ONo, 6 said Betty with a puzzled | ook.
0Good. At | eablsltodkaits meor ki ng. 6 Peter made
t hen?6
0 We L. The other day, someone sprinkled chocolate on his drink at the
Cafeé Vienna. John used to do that ...0 Tears started welling
OWhy didndt he upload? Why did he choose to
alone | i ke this?d6 Her exDgrdendgi o/ro ut yprrmaemd shea rt
this pain?é
OAs | dve warned you before, itds hard to
memories. And expensive: the search function of each mem -block consumes
even more cycles than the original memory i
ol d8m moorried about cycles. | have plenty
ONot as much as you think. Youdve been in
almost five yearsofreal -t i me. Youdbve used a quarter of
Betty | ooked shocked. oHdrpdi gethos! at | eas"
olf you |l ook carefully at your cont+act,

blocks and dynamic packages have been consuming extra cycles. Cycles cost.
Costs that have gone up and are likely to go up even more, with the state of
theé t henemy. 0
oWhat economy? Arendt we just in a comput
00f course. But thereds al ways an economy
Nothing is forever. But before you get too worried, let me present an option for
you that solves everything. o

Peter paused, relaxed back into his chair
emulation strategy, one that takes far fewer cycles to run. If you were to adopt
it your account woul d | ast much | onger, an
more joyfalhérfdoobiTf ul expression, he adde

With arms crossed, she nodded.

Peter pulled out a chart and turned it to

happiness over time. The black line shows your current life, generated at the
cost of just over a million New Yuan per year. Now look at the green line. That
shows what your happiness would have been like using the new method. Its
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cost is |l ess than a thousandth of what youbod
Do you see how similartheyare t o each ot her ?6
0There are differences. 6

oYes, dips in the black |Iine.d6 Peter reac
circled one |l ocation with a flourish. OHere
the unpleasant memory that you were talking about ea rlier. |l dm sur e
differences were also troubled memories. A moment on the walk here € and
this spike of just seconds ago, when you we
excitedly circled each one, as if finding |

each time you would have been happier if you were running the more cost -

efficient solution represented by the green
Betty frowned. OHow can that be?b6
ORemember that your wupload is a direct cop

shortly after your death. Your current emulation runs all that. Everything,

including the baggage associated with the lower parts of the brain as well as

regenerating all the complicated, mostly trivial, sub -memories of a lifetime. Yet

all of that barely touches the fundamen tal predispositions of your personality.

At the core, there are only a few dozen different types of people. The other

personality differences between individuals result from experiences. So,

i nstead of emul ating every connerctdstadwithof a

one of these fundamental types and just add selected memories from your life.

And the best part? You get to choose which memories to experience. And

when. 0

OHow?0
OFrom your Lifebook. Hereds mine. O,whieh hel d
differed from the one he kept locked in his desk.
0So, youdve gone this way?5o
Peter nodded. o0Best decision | dve ever mad
since | became a Front. Yet | can access any of my original memories from this
book. Let me show you.dé6 He flipped the pages,
sunset with my wife, 6 he said. He touched t
glistened, and imagery flooded his mind along with a euphoric feeling. He knew
he was glowing. He feltitt He s aw it i n Bettyods brief smile
Peter lifted his finger and relaxed.
After a pause Betty said, oOoOWhat happened
oOWe divorced. | dondét remember why. | 6ve
oConvenient, though isndt io0ri ©n?P§ keepi n
oPer haps. But 1 snd6t that what this place
Betty nodded ever so slightly. oMay 1?26 S

chart. Peter handed it to her. She studied it for a few minutes and then said,
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oTel | me, howgmuctwould I I ive?0

*kk

That was the turning point of the meeting, despite several more hours of
giving estimates, answering questions, and interpreting fine print. Peter finally
closed it with the promise of a three -day no -risk trial. As he expected she
chose the Bliss type. He assured her that her current memories were now
itemized in her Lifebook. She signed the contract. In that moment her doubtful
frown turned into a contented smile. Peter gave Betty her Gibbons Lifebook.
She didndét open it.

As Peter escorted Betty Bl iss to his office door, he reminded her to review

the fine print, knowing full wel/ t hat she
happy to care about the details of contracts.
At the door, through his gl asses, he saw

standa rd Bliss form, not quirky like before: scattered butterflies rather than
orbiting hummingbirds, streams meandering through the valley, subtle
fragrances, a single rainbow.

Betty stopped and gazed at her worl d. She
Peterr6 and continued down the path, humming t|
any Bliss.

Peter took off his glasses and relaxed. The meeting had gone well. Soon
trillions of cycles would be released towards the defense of humankind, with
even more in a year or more, however long it took for Betty to leave her
Gibbons Lifebook unattended for a year, at which point it would be deleted
entirely, per clause 57. Then she would be pure Bliss, simply another index to
the one Bliss simulation fi perfect, happy, always wit  hout pain. In her paradise.

Peter thought about that c¢cl ause, knowing t
looked at his true Lifebook, that clause 57 was probably closing in on it. He
doubted that he cared anymore; he rather preferred the office copy ver sion,

especially on wonderful days such as today, a perfect day for a Front.
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VISITING ENDYMION

byMelanie Marttila

(Previously published in Battle Chant.)

Selene draws her veil of shadows,

coversherself if or privaicyods sake
and steals, unseen, to the cavern where

Endymion lies in a slumber

only she can lift.

A reversal of other tales,
where she sleeps and he wakes her,
where she sleeps and he i

If older tellings are true,

how could Sleeping Beauty

not wake until labour announced
her innocence flown?

Endymion fathers no children
while unconscious.
Selene is not so cruel.

The dark side of the moon

holds answers i why she and not he #
but Selene has carefully

turned her back.

Thatds why they changed the
The truth remains beyond reach,
beyond belief.

The truth lies somewhere between
Endymi onds cave and Gri mmos
princes s.

The truth lies somewhere in the
moonless night.

The truth lies.
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SYMPHONY

byDouglas Smith

(Previously published in 1999 in Prairie Fire .)

FAST FORWARD: Third Movement, Danse Macabre (Staccato)

They had named the planet Aurora, for the beauty that danced above them
in its ever dark skies. At least, it had seemed beautiful at the time. Now Gar
Franck wasndt so sur e.

Gar huddled on the floor, shielding his two -year-old son, Anton, from the
panicked colonists stampeding past them in the newly -constructed pod link.

oDamn you, Franck! When will you make it
the corridor. A woman | ay in the mands ar ms
peaked. She was dying, but to Garod6s numbed
wit h the screams of the mob into a musical score for his private nightmare.

Anton sat on the floor, a broken comm -unit held before his blank face. The

child let it drop to strike the metal surface with a dissonant clang. More people
fled by. The childi gnored them. With morbid fascination, Gar watched Anton
repeat the scene. Pick up the comm  -unit, let it drop. Pick it up, drop it. Again.
Each clang as it struck the floor was more chilling to Gar than any cry from
the dying.

This attack had blown th e colony power grid. The only light now came
through the crysteel roof. Gar looked up. The aurora blazed and writhed in the
night sky, a parody of the chaos below. Greens, reds and purples shimmered

strobe-l i ke over the corridor , ziedflightintog each per
macabre dance.
0God no!d6 the man cried. The woman stiff e

man pulled her to him, sobbing.

The rainbow lights of the aurora dimmed and the flickering slowed. The
screaming died. Gar stood and looked around, dazed. People were shaking
their heads, helping up ones who had fallen, poking at bodies. The man still
sat holding the dead woman, his eyes hard on Gar. Other colonists stared at
Gar too.

Gar swallowed. Picking up Anton, he walked past accu sing faces toward
their dorm pod. Anton squirmed in his ar ms.
touched, let alone held.

Someone whispered as he passethng whehohee wi | |
candét even talk with his own sotheribghSar pul |
sobbing in the childds sl eeve.
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REWIND: First Movement, Prelude (Agitato)

Six months ago. Anton was eighteen months old. Their ship, The Last
Chance, had just dropped out of the worm -hole, leaving a poisoned Earth and
the plague behind . Earlier probes through this hole had identified a G2 star
with planets within range.

The plague had forced the Last Chance to launch before completion of its
biosphere. The ship was only partly self -sustaining. They had only a year left

tofindan ew home. | t wa sbasbC@hancea forlnathing.t h e
Gar lay exhausted on the wall bed of the small ship cabin that he, Clara
and Anton shared. Clarads | atest holographi

him i shifting geometric shapes in greens, reds and purples. Vivaldi filled the
room, wiping words from his head like rain washing graffiti from a wall. Gar
|l ived with words all day. Hedd had enough o

The jump had flooded MedCon with hyper -space shock cases. Gar was
logging eighteen hour days translating between colonists and doctors. Fluency
in ten languages and a name in computerized speech translation had won him
his berth as Communications Officer. With over six thousand refugees from all
over Earth, both human and automated translator s were invaluable.

Gar rubbed his eyes. Overtime was at least an escape from the routine of
translating the captainds messages to the <c
growing tensions of his family life.

He checked the time. Clara worked as a laser and photonics specialist in
TechLab. Her shift should be over by now.

Anton sat on the plastek  floor, flapping his hands, staring. At what Gar
could not say and a fear grew in him each day that Anton did not know either.

Gar got down in front of the child. OHey, Db
looked right past him.

oHe stared ritkewenthywtmifroutes today. 6 Gar t L

the door, her | ip trembling. o0l measured it
o0Cl ar,a 6 Gar felt himself tighten up.
0O0These spells just seem to blend together
oMaybe itds the jump, 6 hmselsai d, not beli e:
oOoHe was |I|beferet hdijsump, Gar . 6
OHeds just sl ow developing. How was your
oOMost children are speaking by a year, 60 s
oHe wal ked on time, right?06 Gar turned up
her toldijdsa transl ation. Theydve found the
mont hs. o
oHe never | ooks up when we speak, Gar .o
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oWedl | have his hearing tested again. o

oHe wondt | et me hold him.d6 Her voice bro!
She was leaning against the wall, her arms wrapped around herself, sobbing.
0l candt hold my own child, Gar. o6
Gar swallowed. He walked over and took her in his arms.
Clara pushed away from hi m. ol want Ky to
Ky Jasper was MedConlLea der . OHeds too busy, 6 Gar mu
oHe owes you for all the overtime. Talk t.

Gar looked at Anton. The child sat with his hands over his ears, rocking
back and forth. The Vivaldi, calm and soothing in the background, gave the
scene a surreal feeling.

OHeds di sappearing, Gar . Di sappearing int
Gar closed his eyes to shut out both the scene and his tears. He nodded.
ol 61l ask him tomorrow. 6

*kk

First Movement, Finale (Largo)
Il n the shipds dbar kae nheodl oMerdacra of Antonds br
and green, areas of red flashing within it. Gar stood stunned beside Ky Jasper
and Clara. The imaging unit beeped musical tones as Ky outlined a red area in
purple.
0 . repetitive mannerisms and actions. Autistics are neurologically
overconnected, as in this area of the cortex that handles hearing. Their senses
are so acute they can overload. A touch is painful. Speech scrambles. Soft
sounds are like explosions. One overloaded sense can shut down the other
four . o

0So he covers his ears. And wondét | et us |
monotone, face Dbl ank. oWhy wonodt he tal k?6

Gar shook his head. This wasndt happening

Ky sighed. OAutistics are blind tweotbaer
fell ow beings with thoughts and feelings. T
t hrough his world at random. 0

0ls there a cure?6 Gar asked. Clarads sob:
unit played like a discordant sound -track to the scene. Ky turne  d to him, his

face half in darkness, half in green from the hologram. He shook his head.

*kk

Second Movement, Main Theme (Accelerando)
They were lucky, the captain had said on reaching the system and finding
a habitable planet. Breathable atmosphere , 0.95 Earth gravity. Hotter than
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Earth, but a polar temperate zone held a suitable land mass. The axial tilt
meant theydd be in night for the first 2.4
issue. Besides, the polar zones offered spectacular auroral activity.

Lucky, the captain had said. Still reeling from the news of Anton, Gar

hadndot felt very lucky at the ti me. Now no
On first seeing the aurora on orbital displays, Gar had felt a dread he
couldndot reconcil e with edhswabslaconsciously He had

linkingitscolo ur s to those of Antonds MedLab hol ogl
Now people were dying.

Walking through the main colony dome, Gar noted without surprise that
all ceiling panels had been opaqued to block any view o f the sky. He cranked
up Mozart in his translation headset and tried to relax as he neared the newly -
built dorm pod.

The construction of the colony on the planet had gone well in the
beginning. Gar had made planet  -fall with the first group. To transl ate between
engineers and work crews, he had said. Both he and Clara knew he was
avoiding the situation with Anton.

Clara had accepted the diagnosis quickly. During the trip to the planet,
she had buried herself in researching autism and working with Anton. Gar just
couldndt. So he hid in his work.

At their dorm unit, Gar hesitated then stepped inside. Clara sat with
Anton, one of her light sculptures hovering before them. Anton rocked back
and forth, eyes on the floor.

0ls that atwmew?®chl said, forcing a smile
She I ooked at him and his smurlse. &di@alr. noxle
the absence of greens, reds and purpl es. oA

too abstract, 6 she sai d. oursnhghtpe dnptahe shape
reaction. 6

Gar noticed she wasndt in uniform. oDid y
0The captain needs to see you about an an
brief you.d6 She spoke a command. The hol ogr

report appeared on awalls creen.
Clara led a photonics team analyzing the aurora. Gar had no idea how her
wor k had been going. They didndot tal k much
high amplitude gamma waves in the brain, resulting in massive and prolonged
epileptic seizu res. Most victims are adult females. Attacks match peaks in

aurora activity. Shielding attempts have f a
0Soist he aurora, 6 he said, as he finished.
oThis thing isndt an aurora.o6o She didnot |

oWhat do you mean?od
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0This planetds magnetosphere is too weak. .
the solar flare | evels. Besides, the timing
solar wind cycle. o

0Then whatds causing the aurora? Or what e:

Clarareachedout and stroked Antonds hair. The <ch
head violently and she stopped. o0We think w

Gar felt a chill. oWhat?5¢

0The aurora was stabflel luntlittdougr wra nsette ac
think our arrival prompted the attac ks and our continued presence is causing
their escalation. o

OAttacks?06 He wished shedd | ook at hi m.

0ltds not a natur al phenomenon. The el ect |
pl anetds magnetic field. | t appeseenstowant go w
to be over our settl ement. 6

oBut why?6

Clara finally |l ooked at him. oOWe believe
An alien intelligence. The Captain wants to
you to | ead that team. o

*kk

FAST FORWARD: Fourth Movement, Nocturne (Allegro)

Gar leaned against the wall of the main colony dome, staring at the fire
raging above. Out here he was at least alone in his misery. No one else could
stand the sight of the sky any more. Gar preferred it to the accusing stares of
his fellow colonists.

All their attempts to communicate had failed. His team had used ideas
from the ancient SETI project, transmitting universal mathematical concepts.
For six Earth weeks, they had broadcast over the full rang e of EM frequencies
detected in the aurora.

If any message had been received, it created no visible effect. The deaths
continued. The aurora still burned the heavens, and he could no more tell
what message it held than whatStamdmmg hei n hi s o
started to walk.

She sat slumped against a boulder crying, Anton in front of her. The child
had his back to her, rocking gently. Gar sat down and pulled her to him before

she realized he was there. She pushed away at first but then coll apsed against

him. Her sobs stopped, and they held each other for a long while.
o0Do you know why | came out here?d6 she as|
He paused. O0OYou hoped the aurora might re
oln a way, 6 she said. Garoda;ad never seen |

45



oWell, itds quite the |ight sculpture, d h.
oGar, | came $®erehis thing would kill our
The words ran around his head as he tried to pull some meaning from

t hem. o0.Cl.abr a

OPractically ever ywowamt, ibmdsh eb esean d .
0That doesmdle stopped. He understood.
oWhat will happen to himétBbhe?t ¥Y¥onedoaway

finishing. He sat there, his face burning, realizing what she had been living
with, and living with alone.
0l dm sorry, 6 he whispered.
Promise me youdd take care of him, that
0l promise, 06 he said. They made | ove then
oblivious to their passion as he was to the monster rampaging above. After,
they lay gazing at the aurora.

o

ol realize now how Anton must feel, 6 Gar

OWhat do you mean?d

oBlind to other minds. Wedve been blind t
OHey | ook, wedre alived and it doesndt hear

She lookedatAnto n. o0 Maybe heds shouting too. 6 CI
OWords, mathematical symbols are too concre
need something more abstract. Somet hing wit

0O6Music is born of emotion. d6

oThabunds | i ke a quotation. 6

oConfuci us. Music can express Iideas, subt
candot. The | anguage areas in the brain show
Too bad the sky has no ears. o

Clara smiled. OYou anhdsywbeatmbsret a&ahtrac
when we met after the |l aunch. o

OReal l y?56

She nodded. o0The first crew briefing. You
rememberthecolo ursial | gol ds and reds. 0

OMusi c he Wwgptaminute.Colo ur s ?0

She | ooked embarrassed. o0l dm a synast het e

That 0s awdyyhave music playing when | work on my light sculptures.
| nspiration. 6

o0oSynesthesia. Youdve never told me about
0l once worked in a |laser | ab with anot he]
prompted sounds, even tastes and smells. It was so distracting for her that she

had to quit her career. So when | applied for a berth on the ship, | kept quiet
about it.o
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ONO need to be ashamed. Lots of creative

Scriabin even bui | tPrometheus:dPbems ofFiregan @ fHer st op
and stared at the sky.

0Too bad my synesthesia isndt | ike that.
theskyisplaying ... 6 She stopped too.

They looked at each other.
oWe coul duusefool di ffehessaddk pi tches, O

oYou mean, correlate the spectrum of EM f
aurora with sound frequencies of the music.
0That ds what | said. o
ORhythm can just stay the same. Brightnes
oWhat about orchesmbareti oh?ed@dbb instrument:
oOHol ographic i mages. Di fferent shapes for
oYour sculptures! We could adjust sizes t
0Smal | shapes for high notes, | arger for

0OAnd add more shapes fwetl|l mér aevehbhume as
oWhat about harmony? Mel ody?5é6

0Tough one. Dondturksn oow whhaatp ecsolgoo t oget her
oYoudll figure it out.o6 She stood and pic!|
him a hug. o6Come on. Wedve got work to do. 6

*k*

Fourth Movement, Finale (Crescendo)
Gathered under the sea of swirling light, the entire colony seemed to hold
iIts breath as Gar spoke the command. Lasers
8th Symphony danced in cubes and stars and dodecahedrons of ra inbow
colours across the sky. Gar had always thought the Unfinished was music for
the end of the world. A fitting epitaph for the colony if they failed.
A computer controlled the shapes, colo  urs and other aspects of the
display, monitoring the aurora and repeating patterns that prompted lower
EMR | evels. OAudience feedback, 6 Clara call
The music of the lights played. The colo  urs and shapes of the music kept
changing and the colony kept waiting. Ten minutes. Fifteen.
The aurora seemed to slow, to drop in intensity. A murmur swept through
the cr owd, and Garods heartbeat gui ckened.
Someone screamed.
Gar spun aroun d. A woman trembled on the ground. Another fell. Then a
ma n . More dropped. Garo6s ears buzzed and hi
to the ground, hands stretched toward him, twitching. Anton still just sat,
staring at the sky.
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Gar moved to help Cl ara. Pain flamed in his head and he fell. The air
seemed thicker, misty. Then he understood.
The aurora had dropped from the sky. It enveloped them, a swirling cloud
of colo ured sparks and flashes. Electric shocks stung his skin. Saliva trickled
from Cl ar ads mo ut h-unitibbkoatroldhe display lay before him. He
forced his hand forward. The screaming grew louder as he clawed the unit to
him.
His lips began to form the command to kill the light music when he saw
Anton. The child still sat  but his eyes
Gar felt a thrildl of joy as for the first
somet hing in this worl d. Clarads scul ptures
and their child followed every pirouette.
Twisting his head, he saw that Clara was watching too, the happiness in
her face shining through the pain.
Whether it was the sculptures or the music or the aurora, Gar neither
knew nor cared. He let the comm  -unit slip from his fingers. This scene would
play itself out.

Hereached out to cl asp Clarads hand, wonderi:
they would survive. Together they lay in the dirt of that alien world and
watched their son turn to look at them i and smile.
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