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Broccoli Beastie Boy
By Gerard Sarnat

Neo-optic
Steampunk
Sexologist 
Debauched
Come-to-Jesus moment, 
PSA
Riotous
Trashfire
Shimmying
Cushions untold effects,
Coveys of 
Gamy
Upper-class 
Educated men’s
Prostatic carcinoma.  

Digital Toilets a no-no
By Neil K. Henderson

Hardly has word leaked out about a blockbuster breakthrough in hygiene technology before the whole box of tricks
has been poo-pooed by experts as undoable. The Digidump® Bodily Disposal Suite was all set for manufacture
when a major system flaw came to the surface. Now there's something rotten in the brave new world of digital
toilets.

David Carmody, Professor of Digital Studies at Richard the Third School of Economics, dropped the brick.
"Put simply, digital applications work from data coded in groups of zeros and ones. Toilets, on the other hand, work
on a series of number ones and twos. The two systems are mathematically incompatible."

Now it's back to the drawing board for the designers. "It's something we'll need to sit down and think about,"
they agree. "This could take some time. It's probably best to leave it for a while."

Had the Digidump® gone into production, Britain might once again have led the world in life-enhancing
commodities. The new faster, simpler, more efficient toilets would have been the last thing in personal convenience.
There were even plans afoot to develop a toilet application for mobile phones - thus enabling people to go to the
toilet while queuing up for public loos. You could even phone to complain about the wait at the same time. Sadly,
the logistics didn't pan out.

"We've  spent  a  fortune  on  publicity,"  admits  Darren  Strain,  managing  director  of  Pony  and  Trap,  the
company behind the big push. "Now the fliers are only fit for bog paper."

So much for the 'paperless toilet'. It's nice to know some traditional methods still hold good.

Ends

https://news.harvard.edu/gazette/story/2019/05/beth-israel-researchers-uncover-anti-cancer-drug-mechanism-in-broccoli/?utm_source=SilverpopMailing&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Gazette%2020190517%20(1)#main




Rib Thief
By Mark Hudson

Back in 2013, a thief
stole a slab of ribs, and
got fifty years in prison.

He shoved a slab
of ribs up his shirt,
and when asked what
he had up his shirt,
he said, “a knife.”

Then he ran off, and
got caught.

I hope he at
least got to eat the
ribs before going
to prison, fifty years
without ribs is
a long time!

A Highway Of Worlds/
Turn Off The Sky
By Andrew Darlington

I stand at the centre of the field
where the Flat Earth goes on forever,
Alexa is a million miles away
she whispers close in my ear
tells me things I already know,
the pyramid on the moon’s dark side,
how an alien conspiracy killed
the Kennedy’s and controls history,
I see people wearing wires that feed
them disinformation off the grid,
built for travelling, yet never arriving,
petrochemical corporations insist
the climate is not changing,
it’s just reality that is skewed
into endless grey relativism,
hot-dogs are made of dachshunds,
electricity comes from other planets,
every atom in my body is a
miniature solar system with
worlds and moons of its own,
news is a virtual construct
of fabrication and lies,
Alexa tells me so,
there is no truth
there is only opinion





CRISPR 
By Khadija Anderson

Today when I got home from work there was a box on my front porch. I was a little surprised to find it there because 
the cute, tattooed, bearded Amazon delivery guy Jason knows not to put packages on my front porch, but to leave them
with my neighbor. Either way, there it was, a medium sized Amazon box with no return label. Both the box and the 
lack of address label made me a bit surprised and curious. Was it my birthday and I had forgotten? Had I ordered 
something? Was it a gift from some secret admirer hoping to win my affection? No matter. I picked it up and took it in 
the house to make dinner because, Amazon.

After dinner I made my way back to the box. I was teeny bit worried to open it. After all, there was no address 
label and I couldn’t think of who might have sent it. I didn’t think I had any enemies who would want to send me 
anything explosive or deadly. I decided to open it. Inside the medium box was another box a bit smaller with one word 
printed on the top. CRISPR. My initial thoughts were that this was something to go in the refrigerator next to my 
vegetables. Or some kind of new toaster oven. I was pretty sure it was something that belonged in the kitchen. 

I opened the box. Inside was a plastic tube, a syringe, a glass microscope slide, a pair of very strong glasses (like
the type they give you when you get your eyes dilated), a pair of tweezers, tape, a red sharpie (fine point), a razor 
blade, a small jar marked CRISPR, and a tube of super glue. There was also an instruction booklet and a card that read:
“Quick Set Up”. Since it was getting late and I was sort of tired I thought I would go for the quick set up option and 
hope that would be sufficient.

The “Quick Set Up” read as a set of steps. At the top of the card it said “Congratulations you are about to be 
relieved of all illness!” When I read this I felt happy and sad at the same time. I didn’t think I was ill, perhaps I 
actually was and the sender of the box knew something about my future that I didn’t. 

The numbered steps read as follows:

1. Spit into tube
2. Use syringe to extract saliva from tube
3. Carefully put ONLY one drop from syringe on to glass slide
4. Wearing glasses, locate one strand of DNA and stretch it out with tweezers
5. Quickly tape each end of the DNA strand to the glass slide
6. Use red sharpie to mark approximate center of DNA strand
7. Cut DNA strand in half with razor blade
8. Using tweezers, carefully remove CRISPR from jar 
9. Set CRISPR gently in between each half of DNA strand
10. Super glue the CRISPR to the center of the two halves of DNA strand to make a complete strand
11. Pick up strand with tweezers, place in mouth, swallow

I followed all the steps and it seemed to be successful. When I dropped it in my mouth, the DNA strand with its 
CRISPR center tasted like a very slim, slightly sweet, not at all sour gummy worm. 

I felt better immediately.



Butt Call
By Jill Morgan Clark 

Made both of us feel awkward.
Me hurt and embarrassed,
you inconvenienced at your accidental call to your wife.
We facetimed. 
What were you doing when your ass meshed out my number by mistake?
I starving for any communication from you.
You were picking up dog shit on the hotel grounds. 
A noble act indeed. 
A more critical endeavor than intimate conversation with me for God’s sake!
It’s been months since I’ve heard from you. — you on business, so you said. 
Guess it’s the business of picking up dog shit.
And then because your butt has a mind of its hazardous own,
it has learned like Alexa to respond to me when I need to talk. 
That damned phone is more sensitive to my needs than you are. 
Get your Apple iPhone out of your back pocket and 
get to a heart surgeon immediately. Have him rip open your chest and 
implant Alexa. 
Maybe she can correct that irregular fibrillation. 
See if you can get Google and Siri and Cortana to join her as well—
it may just save our marriage. 



The Golden Age of Piracy
By Miles Ellingham

All around him, as if to spite the cold, the city of Leeds was all too happy. 
He remembered reading a statistic somewhere that ranked Leeds as the number one British city when it came to

proportion of students – and here they all were, down Briggate at the heart of things: chatting up, dressing down and
facing the future with wide-open arms – it made him feel utterly sick. 

Twenty minutes left before his friend was due to arrive, bringing with him enough cash for them to ride it out at
The Angel Inn until closing.  His friend was loaded on account of his father, a bullion dealer who’d only recently gone
clean and taken to looking after his offspring with overly large maintenance packages. 

She’d broken things off just the week before, on April Fools Day – of all days! 
April brings the showers sweet - by which Chaucer painstakingly chose to omit the long-held ‘I’m so lonely’,

tears in the bathroom, or the agonising minutes stood in front of the mirror attempting to will your own face to beauty -
fuck you Chaucer, you fucking clown! 

He usually carried a book in his back pocket; it was his firmly-held belief that a book in the back pocket is better
than any medicine.  Yesterday it was Stanislaw Lem, which he didn’t enjoy particularly, all this crap about ‘Cryonids’
and ‘Electroknights’ – sounded like something one of those awful Dark Web ‘intellectuals’ might go on about in the
smoking area of some high-street club. 

However, today, there was no book, and his iPhone bore no battery, so he had nothing but the image of the
lovely young couple passing by before him, bearing the brunt of the Yorkshire wind arm in arm. 

What to do, what to do, what to do? Having lost his credit card, the only spendable currency on his person was
one pound, twenty pence and a penny – just enough for a cup of tea at Starbucks. 

How he hated Starbucks. Not on a political level – he could take it or leave it – but on an aesthetic level: he
hated the wooden flooring, the lounge reclines, the simulacrum, the endless nondescript jazz that spewed from tinny
little speakers. 

Equating his hatred for Starbucks with his newfound resentment to his ex, he decided on a swift wank in the
disabled toilet – that’ll show ’em both!

Crossing the threshold into the institution, he thought about her, and immediately his nose started to bleed. He
didn’t notice at first, and it was only when the cashier pointed it out, “what happened pal?”, that he began to pinch and
wait for the blood to clot. 

The red, freshly oxidised, was on his shirt now and he’d found unwanted attention.  Paranoia set in. 
Once inside the toilet he hung up his shirt and attempted to touch himself. But the blood just kept on coming,

niagra hadn’t seen the likes, it was almost holy. 
Some he managed to wipe away with his jacking hand –  a mistake, a mistake for a blood red cock. Blood,

sweat without the seamen.
Washing the blood of his member in the sink, he resolved to sit on the seat of the toilet and wait for the bleeding

to stop. 
Was this some kind of curse? It certainly seemed that way. Some type of dark magic. Or was God simply

laughing at him? 
He could just about hear the chirping of birds through an open window, a sound that never failed to bring him

back to his childhood. A life in writing is much the same as the life of a child, one forces oneself to harvest, even in
times of drought. 

His pocket stank of cheap skunk. He’d always detested that smell, ever since little Sam Bowler offered him the
end of a shoddily rolled joint in the school toilets. Whist scrolling though Facebook the other day, he’d noted that Sam
was currently studying business management at Cardiff – godless. 

Suddenly, The Captain came bursting through the mirror. 
“Look at yourself my boy! What a mess!” roared The Captain. 
“It’s not my fault – you think I want things this way?” He replied
“Look here you little shit,” spoke The Captain, “I’m a sea-fairing man, I know loneliness, and you’re going

about this all wrong.” 
“Oh yeah,” he grunted, “how so?” 



“For starters, you young ones always think that it’s the end of the world.  It’s not. In my day, the end of the
world meant certain death, meant an enemy at the gates, it meant a great wave was on its way to crush you. It meant
the Spanish!” 

“Can’t you just fuck off,” he implored The Captain, “I’m a little pre-occupied.” 
At that, The Captain unsheathed a telescope and clocked him about the head with it. 
“Why are you so very afraid my boy?” 
“I don’t know. I just am. The absurdity of life scares me, particularly without someone to share it with.” 
“You’ve got me…” 
“Yeah… but you’re not real…” 
“If only you knew how totally insignificant you are.” 
“Thanks. Any more clichés?” 
“Clichés are important my boy.  They are metaphors, straining to become a truth.” 
“Ironically another cliché.” 
“Yes, yes, I thought you’d say that. Still perceptive as ever. What are you reading these days?” 
“I finished something by Stanislaw Lem.” 
“Who’s that?” 
“Doesn’t matter.” 
“Have you given Keats a go?” 
“No, but I’ve been to his house in Hampstead.” 
“Oh yes, how’s it keeping?” 
“Alright, but there’s this guy who wonders around pretending to be Keats, like some impersonator at a theme

park, it’s a bit cringe-worthy.” 
“What’s a theme park?” 
“Doesn’t matter. I honestly have no idea why I even bother dreaming you up.” 
“It’s not up to you boy, you need me.” 
“Do I?”  
“Why yes you do. For guidance. Moral guidance. The world is changing and you’ve been hit with a shard of

shrapnel.” 
“All you ever do is lecture me on cowardice and poetry.  What kind of guidance is that?” 
“Oh… the best kind… the very best...” 
“Great.  Now will you go please, I’m in a bit of a mood here.” 
The Captain seemed disappointed. Perhaps he felt abandoned?  Suddenly he exploded. 
“You feckless coward! It’s time to grow up, finish your wank and be on your way.” 
The moment The Captain disappeared was the moment the blood stopped, but he no longer felt like finishing.

That’s not to say he didn’t give it a go, just that there wasn’t much of a response. 
A knock on the door. 
‘Ignore it’, he thought ‘I’ve a right to be in here’.   
Another knock, and a voice this time, “Come on man! What are you doing! I need a piss!” 
He stayed silent, waiting for his assailant to retreat, but he gave no such quarter. 
“This is bullshit!” The voice went on, “I’m a paying customer”
Fine he thought, just pull the chain and be on your way.
Having aimed for the flush, he got the alarm, and the sirens started up. 
It may have been the blood loss, it may have been the sound or the daylight, but as he opened the door, he

promptly passed out. 
Floating over dreams of far off shorelines, broken doorbells and jumbled memories of big escapes, he saw the

eyes of God baring down upon him. He saw the world all wrapped in plastic. He saw her face on someone else’s lap.
He saw the writing on the wall, that tablet on the table. Saw the deep-sea divers and the severed heads of many fishes.
Saw nothing but blue, then darker blue, then black and, finally, nothing – but for a picket sign that read, ‘your fly’s
undone.’ 

Ends



Because Elon Musk launched a Tesla into orbit and wants to start a colony on Mars
By Khadija Anderson

Absence makes the heart grow fonder
everything we thought we knew
is a blessing in disguise
like mountains crumbling in a tsunami

Adding insult to injury
we will remember trees and insects
through the halting speech of a broken cell connection
so don’t give up your day job

Read the handwriting on the wall
and cross that bridge when you come to it
the climate turbulent as a Netflix crime series
murder victims everywhere

At the drop of a hat
people will come from distant valleys 
and take the last water 
after Elvis has left the building



An Alien Goes Home
By Jordan Whatman

Tram tracks lead up the street to a row of shops running parallel. A neon sign hangs from above the fronts, rusted
orange and resigned to disrepair. It says ‘Welcome To Tellsom Blue’. Connor always felt that the sign was like a
clown, masquerading as something nice and silly when the reality is decay and malignance beneath. It is an honest
sign.

Kebab shops, barbers and European supermarkets used to run down the arm of Tellsom Blue’s high street. They
have now been replaced by green grocers, butchers and a quartermaster’s store that stocks high value items for trade.
Such items include shoe polish, marmite and framed photographs of the King of which each house has one hanging in
the living room. Those resident in the town prefer to call it a village, a little corner where they can be themselves in a
world that has been perverted and twisted from the one they grew up with. The tram lines no longer have any practical
function. The only recent investment in the town is a ten foot tall, steel perimeter fence that boxes the community
inside a square mile severing the tram route. Those on the outside of the perimeter can easily read the sign affixed to
their side of the steel fence, ‘Platinum Zone, Residents Only’. They can also read the crude graffiti on some of the
buildings just within the perimeter, facing them, about them, some words, some symbols.

Connor continues to kick the ball at the green grocer’s wall. The perimeter fence is five shops, two burnt out car
chassis and a dead dog’s body to his left. He controls it with his left, then lays it off again with his right, having it back
on his right and doing a few keepy-uppies before Mr Grantham comes flying out of his grocery shop with a rolled up
newspaper. Connor scoops the ball up and sets off toward home at speed in one rehearsed motion. The old man is
telling him that he will get the hiding of his life when he catches him, and one day he knows he will. Connor knows it
too, but the park is on the other side of the fence and he will never play there, he is old enough now to feel that the
world is configured unfairly and deserves some upset. Grantham’s threats shrink into tiny sounds as Connor turns
down Greencoat Avenue, and there he stops before he is due.

There, at the number 16 bus stop, sits an alien without disguise.
Connor has begun to access restricted networks on his social media accounts, using a scrambling filter to ensure

the activity cannot be linked to his phone. He knows the scrambler is a placebo, and that he will be caught soon, but it
seemed only proper to maintain an illusion of fear by covering his tracks. He has become aware of the aliens, the ones
who walk among the human beings, the reasons for the perimeters. His mother and father never discuss them, the one
time Connor asked if they were alive when the aliens arrived they yell and scream and jam their fingers in their ears
and it scares Connor dearly to see his leaders reduced to such low creatures. It empowers him also.

“Oi” says Connor, fast approaching with the ball shielding his chest “you’re one of them aren’t you?”
The alien straightens up on the bench, inhaling and casting his gaze toward his feet.
“One of what, young man?”
Connor is mesmerised by the intonation, the depth of the voice, the peculiar idiolect so much like his own. So

human.
“I’m not supposed to talk to you” he says, running the soles of his trainers down the kirb again and again.
“Then don’t” says the alien “if I was your mother I wouldn’t want you talking to strangers either”
Connor laughed at its joke, he knew from the forums online that they were not capable of creating human life.

He didn’t know what sex was, but he knew it was above the aliens.
“What’s so funny, young man?”
Connor looked at the kirb, still running the soles of his trainers down, down, down.
“I’ve read that you can’t have kids”.
Its  face  is  confused  for  a  moment,  eyes  squared  off  by  furrowed  brows  and  lips  taut  in  contemplation.

Afterward, there is an exhalation of breath, and a smile.
“I had three kids, young man. Two have gone now, the one that’s left has given me two grandchildren”.
It snaps its fingers and Connor looks into its face with a start, almost dropping the ball.
“Don’t believe everything you’re told, whether it’s your school or your social, doesn’t make it true”
Connor had heard about this trick as well, the aliens like to scrunch up your head until you’re inside out and

don’t know truth from fact, right from wrong, north from south.
“You’re tricking me” he smiles “I thought it would be scary if you tricked me, but, you seem all right”



The alien is clearly perturbed now, rubbing its legs with the palms of its hands, letting out little jagged pistons of
air. Opposite the bus station a net curtain twitches, it sees, and it understands.

“I used to live” it says, pointing a finger to the trembling curtain “in that house, just there”
Connor follows its finger over his shoulder, again mesmerised in good humour at the alien’s bravado.
“That’s Mr and Mrs Swandlicote’s house, not your house”
“Well before Mr and Mrs Swaddlewhatever it was mine, young man. Mine and my family’s. I’ve got no time

left, so I’m coming home to rest”
Connor  hears  nothing  after  ‘Swaddlewhatever’,  his  innocent  giggles  drowning  out  the  alien’s  stream  of

consciousness.
“If you’ve got nowhere to live, if you’re a level 1, then I bet my mum and dad wouldn’t mind if you stayed in

our spare room. It’s for my sister when she comes back from university, but she’s not back until Christmas so she
won’t mind”

Its smile is sudden and precious in response to this offer, a kindness unknown for a generation as for as it is
aware. A frown touches its grey brow, the offer not quite perfect, a jagged edge jutting out at the alien’s aging mind.

“What’s a level 1?”
Connor has the ball rolling off the kirb now, left foot, right foot, right foot, right foot, right. He is all one sided

thinks the alien, the kids used to learn with both feet but they’ve gone back.
“Dad calls them ‘tramps’ but mum says that’s not very nice. At school they’re called ‘Level 1s’, they take your

money and pretend to buy food but really they’re giving it to their secret boss or using it for beers”
The alien grunts, and looks up the street the way Connor came.
“At school is there a level for people like me, young man?”
Connor is tired of the alien’s jokes now, and something in him is beginning to doubt the stamina of its good

humour.  He  thinks  that  the  alien  might  be  telling  the  truth  about  everything,  and  pushes  the  thought  away
unconsciously, in defence.

“No” he says.
Connor notices curtains twitching now, not just at the house where the alien said it used to live with its family

but on the other side too, on all sides curtains twitch like gills on a fish’s gut. He begins to feel examined, the way he
sometimes does in school and to a lesser extent at home, and resentment builds in his belly again.

“What position do you play, young man? You in a team?”
Connor gawps into space for a while, absently bouncing the ball off the kirb with his right foot again and again,

trying his left once or twice. Football. The alien knows about football? He hasn’t read about this online, it is new
ground, it is unknown and it is that which scared Connor the most about the alien. A question about football.

“Number 10” he says, looking down the street where no cars go, a dead end harbouring nuclear families who
have no business outside the perimeter.

“I was left back” it says “left back in the changing rooms everyone used to say. They weren’t far off either, don’t
get me wrong I was always in the team. Apparently because I was one of the only left footed players, don’t believe it.
Set up quite a few, but the only chance I ever had to score I messed it up. Penalty shoot-out, so not even a proper goal
really,  if  I’d scored we would have gone through to the County Cup Final”  it  looked back to Connor,  who was
transfixed, magnetised, no adult ever discussed football with him unless it was Coach on Sunday mornings or Sir who
taught PE “the ball is still going up now”.

Cramps seized Connor’s abdominal muscles like never before in his life. He had missed a penalty last Sunday,
his team mates had not spoken to him since as was procedural and his mother had belted him with his dad’s biggest
buckled lick of leather. That was far less conventional, but apparently necessary due to the level of embarrassment is
had caused the family.

Yet here was this alien. So much more than all he had read about, he didn’t realise as tears kissed his bunched
up, warbling cheeks that it was this taboo, villainous thing that had made him happier in a moment than he had ever
been in his life. It wasn’t a knock, knock joke as was customary, nor a remark on the weather or some such banal
patter, it was conversational, spontaneous, real. His laughter stifled as he reflected on the nature of their conversation
out on the bench of the Number 16 bus stop.

“You can’t be here” Connor said “can you? You’re not supposed to be here, we’re not supposed to even know
you’re real”



The alien had lost its own bright face now, flicking a glance back at its old house where the curtain was now
held open with blue eyes blaring out.

“No, son, I’m not supposed to be here but like I said, I used to live right there. I was supposed to be there then,
and I’ve not got long to live now. So I’ll get round that cheap fence they put around my house, and I’ll see the place
my kids grew up before they put me down. Fuck them.”

Connor took a step back as if clouted by a blast of explosive invisibility.
Profanity.
The punishment  for profanity was a  bar of coal tar  soap in your mouth,  washed out for ten unadulterated

minutes with scalding water. He had seen this once, and once was enough for him and his class mates. Bethany from
History class had said a bad word when she knocked her bottle of water over with the lid open. They had all heard
their parent’s utter similar Anglo-Saxon snippets during likewise unfortunate incidents but for them, in the privacy of
their own home, there was no punishment. The school buildings were old, Connor had been told they were Edwardian
as if it meant something to him but even in History no further context was provided, or needed. It simply meant that
the place smelt of a malignant fust at all times, the bricks that accumulated to form the fabric of the building were
sound, the very shape of the windows, the designs carved into doors and the patterns on the tiled floors were old
fashioned and for some reason half of the classrooms had faucets installed in the corner. Her tongue was a grey banana
when the ten minutes concluded, swollen and blistering, bleeding and hurting badly. She had cried, and screamed, and
gagged as Mr Thullerton had rammed the bar into her mouth, rubbing it into the nubs of her milk teeth and telling her
that her use of profanity was disgusting, that she was disgusting and they would all watch and remember what they
saw.

Connor pulled his buzzing phone from his pocket, he’d missed half a dozen calls from his mum and had another
hat full of messages across the two social media apps that were age appropriate and regulated for his enjoyment.

“Go on, young man” the alien said “you make sure you tell them that I made you stand here, offered you some
rationed cocoa or whatever you take with your milk now days. Thank you for keeping me company”

Connor looked into the twinkling eyes of the alien and felt a deeper emotional element than had ever been
described to him in his English classes, nor ever expressed before him by his parents to one another or to his siblings.
It was the feeling he had when Granny had gone to Heaven, he attached the feeling now to a more diluted event. The
penalty miss he had shared with the alien, that had been like this too, less upsetting but far more lonely.

“I don’t want you to go”
The alien took to its feet now, the smile returning in earnest.
“Well, we all have to go sometime young  man”
“My name’s Connor”
The alien rested a wrinkled hand on the boy’s shallow frame.
“It was nice to meet you, Connor. You’re a good lad, but it’s time to go now”
Blue lights now teemed down the road, the lazy asphalt spitting across the front gardens of all the houses lining

the street. Connor noticed that the two guards, who were usually there to protect him as they marched the perimeter,
were now charging toward the alien with their assault rifles crooked in the hollows of their shoulders. They were
screaming the word ‘breach’ which Connor lacked the vocabulary to understand. The whistling whip of blades cutting
the air to ribbons whined above, three drones with similarly deadly nozzles mounted atop circled them from on high.

Connor was grabbed by one of the guards, stupefied at the sight of such excitement and all the while in the
throngs of horror as the nozzles bore down on the alien.

“Well done, Connor” said the guard “‘Well done. You kept it here for us, didn’t you. If you hadn’t have done
that it would have escaped.”

Connor could not control the contorted mania that now occupied his face. He came within a hair’s breadth of
striking the guard across the mouth when he spoke again, in a softer voice than before.

“Your family will do very well out of this” said the guard “I think they will be awarded the freedom of the
village, yes, yes they will. The Lord Mayor will be there, the Empire Chair for the whole County will be there in fact.
They will be honoured, Connor. You have honoured them.”

He turned his head from the clutches of the guards squeaking gloves just long enough to see something that
satisfied him completely, and that he would remember in silence for the rest of his life.

The alien was no longer there, he had moved on.
Ends





The Rising Sun 

By Jeannie Warner

Music plinked over the intercom; an arpeggio of minor chords coaxed from steel strings. It echoed unpleasantly along
the catwalks and corridors with an exaggerated sliding noise of fingers along the strings as the player moved his
fingers through the positions. The bass reverb from the lowest string scratched with feedback that sent the finer alloys
in the ship’s wiring singing a protest. 

I knew that song – there are archives that never seem to die in the inter-system music feeds. I punched the
intercom just outside the bridge and leaned close to the speaker beside it.

"I’m going to enter this bridge, and I'm going to kill you slowly." I whispered. "I'm going to rip off your head
and arms and sew them back on backward with those steel strings. Future travelers will come upon your frozen body,
just floating in space, with the neck of that guitar sticking out of your-"

"Oh." The music broke off with the thump of a pair of boots sliding off a console. "The intercom was on? Sorry
Captain!”

I shut off the connection and entered the bridge. My pilot was hastily stowing an antique instrument back into its
synth-lizard  case.  With  the  snaps  shut,  he  kicked  the  case  toward  the  weapons  locker  where  it  stuck  halfway
underneath. 

He smiled back my way and essayed his best ingénue expression. "Sensors are all clear down the lanes, Captain.
We'll rendezvous with the Constellation Miner in fifteen minutes."

I snorted very slightly. His demise was only in abeyance for the sin, and I could see by the whites of his eyes he
was aware a line had been crossed. "Cascading distortion enabled?"

"Yes, Captain," he averred, and surreptitiously flicked a button on the panel next to the offending all ship’s
broadcast setting.  I forgave the inattention this once, as I’d startled him. It was rare enough. "We're timed perfectly
with the solar flare activity. I've already received the all clear from our target, along with a hee-haw welcome wagon
message."

I stared at him for a moment, and he flushed. "Sorry. Their permission to approach and make airlock. They're
delighted to trade with us for spare air filters." He knows I hate the colloquialisms. Idioms are for dirt-lickers, the
people  who spend too  long on colonies  or  in  mining fields.  Space  is  for  precision,  calculations,  and profit.  No
cowboys.

The beams from Central with about the noble cowboy were so full of plot holes you could fly a cruiser through
them. Cowboys are sloppy and don’t attend to details. Cowboys get people killed.

"See that we follow their landing instructions to the letter," I said. "If they get clever or change things, ping me."
I reached up and touched the implant behind my ear and tapped it once more for two-way communication. "You have
the bridge."

I headed down to the docking bay where the crew was assembled to start inspection. It steadied the new recruits,
this regular routine before every mission. "You've all read the specs? Is everyone clear about their assignment? Any
final questions?" Bai handed me a bottle as I looked the crew over. They were perfect. As expected.

My newest recruit raised her hand tentatively. "I have one. I…Can I ask if…"
I sighed. Having a reputation as a terrifying martinet means you have to coach newbies along to get them past

the fear. "Spit it out, Zu. When I ask if you understand, that is exactly the time to say no. Did you read the briefing
materials and project plan?"

"I did," Zu nodded hard. "I did! I just wondered if-…will there be enough oxygen for them to make planetfall
anywhere? I mean, this isn’t just aggressive pre-abandoned wreck salvage, right?"

Eyes rolled on either side of her, but no one ventured any verbal signs of exasperation. “Bai?” I looked to my
right hand.

Dark-eyed Bai’s lips quirked with amusement, their tone level. “The Constellation Miner’s last dock was New
Manitoba. They loaded fifty-nine point six eight tons of fuel, with a maxed-out reading according to the deck manager.
With a capacity of sixty tons, at a burn rate of point eight six Roeslers out of orbit and into this lane, they will have
four hours to recover and still make atmo at an inhabited moons.” 

Our ship has a rep in our branch of hostile takeovers in the Corp, and we earned it through precision and tight
deadline management. “Thank you, Bai. Any other questions, Zu? Are you confident?”



The girl nodded, gulping a little with nerves. "Yes, Captain. Comms. Data. I practiced all night with Ning on the
sim."

Beside her, Ning inclined her head once. It was enough. Ning was an old hand, a trusted crewman. She has
trained most of the newbs we've had.

From the bridge, our pilot's voice came over the intercom as the ships linked with a kiss of pneumatics and
pressurization.  "Airlock in 4, 3, 2, 1, connecting." 

I turned to look at the hatch as a clang shook the hull. I felt our gravity decrease, matching the new ship’s lighter
pull. The rest of the life support match-up procedure sounded a series of beeps on both sides, with little puffs of air as
the lock equalized the pressure. When the all-clear light above the portal turned green, dual irises slid open.

"Smiles," I murmured, putting on one myself. There were cheers from the assembly on the foreign ship as I led
my crew through the airlock. Their crew was dressed in varying degrees of the Miner’s corporate uniform: One-piece
jumpsuits, long zippers for easy changing in any grav rating. Six waited for us, men and women with poorly-combed
hair.  Deep-space  miner-cowboys.  They hadn’t  even scanned our  ship.  So  much for  P and P manuals  from their
corporate masters.

"Good people, our thanks for the response! You've saved us from having to take up gambling and pillow fights
to keep the boredom away while we waited for supplies." I swayed forward, barefoot in flowing silks and toting the
bottle. I identified their Captain from his body language and the way the others were arrayed behind him. His legs
were splayed, his head tilted back. A dominant position, hands on his hips. It was an easy mindset to disarm if you
know how. And there on his chest was the patch with his name - Nico. 

I headed straight for him and raked him with a glance head to boots with an appreciative smile. I stopped too
close and laid a hand over his heart, slowly moving my eyes up toward his lips. 

“W-welcome,” he stuttered a little, off guard by my combination of daring without making eye contact. I slid a
hand around the back of his neck and pulled him down slightly to meet my lips for a long, wet kiss. His crew cheered,
and I rubbed my hips against his suggestively.

When I pulled back to smile upward, his breath was shorter, his cheeks flushing from the intoxicants in my
lipstick. “I’m so glad we were in range. My engineer has a set of replacement filters ready.” He gestured weakly
toward a man in engineering markings who had eyes only for Bai. They’d already marked the poor soul and were
stalking him with a graceful swing of the hips.

I was briefly envious. If I could walk like that, I’d have made my fortune and retired already. But Bai didn’t
have the same ambitions; They liked the game.

"Allow us to show our gratitude properly. What do you say to maybe a little time with you and me in private?" I
smiled at the Captain, hefting the bottle. I linked my arm through his.

“Oh, by all means. Your crew will find a warm welcome. Heck, I feel like we’ll owe you for the filters by the
time we’re all, uh, done.”

“I’ll  pay,  Cap!” one of  his  crew laughed,  wrapping an arm around Zu’s  waist  to  pull  her  close.  The girl
simpered up at him, batting her lashes. Good girl.

We had a procedure for any reaction the Captain and his crew might have, a strict decision process that could
have involved violence just as easily as seduction. Luckily (for us) the man in my arms was all too happy to be led
back to his bunk. 

Plan A, the simplest. My favorite. I spared a quick look back over my shoulder. My crew took their charges off
in different directions. Ning led three away, two of the men and the woman. She was good. She could handle three.
She’d already started telling dirty stories in her low, throaty voice.

I let the Captain lead me away, and I stopped him frequently for more dosed kisses and an interrogation about
his full complement and schedule, and the drugs made him glad to answer. He was glib about his charter, the haul, his
marital status. 

Poor Captain Nico. It’s not your fault your Corp never preps its officers to recognize and resist interrogation.
Our intel matched his words, and I let Captain Nico feel my full pleasure when we reached his cabin.

He was a tall man, with dark hair, a well-trimmed beard, and an attractive grin. Strong hands. His eyes were a
soft hazel, I noticed, as they rolled back into his head. He collapsed decoratively in my arms. 



It took little effort in the partial gravity of the ship to leave his half-naked form unconscious on his bunk. I
activated the zero-gee straps and safety-webbed him before snapping off the manual release lever with a swift kick. I
touched his hair,  smoothing it  back as I  looked into his  unconscious  face.  It  was important,  I  think,  to  look. To
remember. You lose your soul when you forget what you’ve done.

"Report," I said quietly to my implanted microphone. I listened for unexpected noises in the walkway outside,
hearing none. Good. One by one my crew checked in. I picked up the abandoned bottle and took a sip. 

"Engineering secured. Three."
"Cargo Bay secured. Two."
"Communications." That was Zu sounding shaky. 
"Mess. Seven." Ning is a wonder.
"Brig secured." I think it was sad that they had a brig. Their Corp was famous for crappy discipline. It’s all

leadership. People behave like their leaders do.
Bai’s voice again confirmed what we’d both heard. “All secured, save the bridge.”
"Ning and Zu with me. The rest, proceed with retrievals." I made my way out up a catwalk and waited at the

bottom of the stairs leading to the bridge. The door was closed but there was music coming from inside. 
Ning and Zu arrived. Zu's eyes were a touch glazed. It worried me for a moment, and I grabbed her face to

search her eyes. No chemical bleed from the lipstick seal, no dilation. Just nerves. It happened to everyone, their first
time. Ning had a hand on Zu's shoulder, smiling at the newb. Ning wearing a real smile on a job? Wonders and
miracles are alive. 

I turned and rapped on the closed doors. "Captain's compliments. We've brought brandy to leave for the shift." I
pulled a small packet out of my pocket with my free hand and held it low with the bottle in the other hand at eye level.
The door slipped open a few centimeters, and a frowning face looked out. 

The woman's eyes widened, seeing the three of us without escort. I tossed a small packet inside at her feet, and
she snapped the door shut again. There was a muffled poofing sound, followed by an exclamation. 

A ship-wide alarm sounded for a half second. Then the klaxon cut off, because my crew was very good. "Good
job, Zu."

"Thirty seconds to clear," I said, and glanced at Ning who raised her voice to speak aloud. "Thirteen. Fourteen.
Fifteen..." She counted seconds with her pulse, which never changed on a job.

At Ning's "Mark," I reached up and placed our electronic pick on the lock beside the door that opened with a
whir and a click. The three of us entered the bridge.

The Miner’s command deck was smallish; one seat for the pilot, one for the chief drilling engineer. "Logs, feeds,
data records. Get everything about the system they’re coming from, and their ops there," Zu headed straight for the
computer to jack in our jumper to pull data.

Ning pulled the two bodies on the floor over out of the way as I went for the main console and started work. She
looked up at me briefly, a silent question. I glanced at Zu, who was busy with her work. Then shook my head.

Ning understood.  She left  the hapless miners in a heap and went to work on the underside of the control
consoles. That knife in her hand could pry open a machine and gut the wiring in practically the same motion. 

Above her, Zu set up the beacon on a timer, setting it up as an independent system. “Now,” she offered when it
was complete, and Ning’s knife flashed again. Frantic beeping started, which Zu turned off with another tap.

I laid in the new course for the  Constellation Miner. It would arrive intact. Its crew might. On this job, we
weren't paid enough of a bonus to guarantee personnel safety. 

As a professional, I always wanted to leave a fighting chance for any ship’s crew. They were just doing their
jobs, serving corporate masters who didn’t even care enough to give them the training and tools to fend us off. Buying
insurance was cheaper.

I felt the hum of the small thrusters as the ship started to change course. 
We all returned back through the airlock with the portable cargo from the Miner before the main engines kicked

in. Total mission clock: thirty-five minutes. Not our best time, but within acceptable deviation.
I touched the intercom. "Make the switch."
"Aye aye," I heard our pilot say cheerfully, as outside on our hull the designation display Rising Sun flickered to

become the  Interceptor 5 with our corporate logo. The engines spun up and we left the  Constellation Miner in our
wake. 



The rest of the crew laughed and chattered as they moved cargo crates into storage, and I collected the data
chips on the mineral deposits and identified fuel sources from Zu. "You did well," I offered the girl, and she smiled
weakly.

"What do we do now?"
I shrugged. "We go back to Nouveau Orleans station. Then we offload the cargo and data, collect our credits,

and we drink."
Drinking, you don't think about it too much.

Ends



Sting
By Valkyrie Kelly

Luscious plum lips sip on the straw,
As wisps of blond hair surround her baby face.
Deep oak eyes gaze longingly around the club,
As music thrums and she seeks her perfect mate.

Coloured lights, flicker, filtering through the smoke,
Her stare locks with a potential, gruesome suitor.
Unusually chiselled, surreal, piercing and dark.
His ebony hair hangs listlessly, emerald eyes hypnotise.

People fade, only he exists. He holds her with his regard.
Barely a word is spoken between them, the noise dims.
Her teeth nuzzle a swollen lip, wantonly.
His fingertips caress her cheek, she sighs passionately.

She is led to the floor and allows her body to melt into his.
Sounds soften, they are alone in a crowded room.
He grips her firmly, his teeth grazing her throat.
Mesmerised she follows him, and is lifted into oblivion.

There his body enshrouds hers, exposed she submits.
He loves her just as the drug of infatuation swims to her mind,
And she sinks deeply into sensation, barely noticing the sting;
The sharpness penetrating her naked belly.

Then, he is gone.

Alone in her room, unable to move her body starts to ache.
Time stands still.
Locked in her flat, unable to leave, she feasts on wet sugar.
Her tooth is sweet.

Light burns, sheets cover the windows, rot sets in.
Sweet wrappers carpet the floor, college is abandoned.
She no longer answers the phone or door,
As her abdomen swells.
As the days pass vomiting starts, horrendous amber gunge.
She does not try to move, strong odours leak to other flats,
She does not respond to angry hammering.
Her abdomen balloons and pulsates, no clothes cover her.

Afraid, alone and helpless.

Pressure builds forcing her ribs outwards,
Rashes itch and bleed across her belly.





According to AOL
By Ruth Sabath Rosenthal

Dear Sister, I pray you’re hearing me loud and clear: 
I sent you an e-mail hours ago, and in AOL’s 
words — “Your message has been sent!”

The impulse to write you came from a place weirdly 
devoid of reality, insomuch as it’s been 1 month, 
5 days, minus approximately 9 hours since you died. 

If, by some phenomenally inexplicable transmission, 
you actually do receive the email, please, please send me 
a sign confirming not only this, but that you read 

what I wrote: contrition — short and especially sweet 
in contrast to those less than loving e-mails we’d ex- 
changed in what turned out to be your final days.

Renée, if I don’t hear back from you I’ll have to assume 
you can’t make yourself be known, or you choose not to, 
although, it could be I’m not listening well enough — 

what you claimed I did when you lived. No matter, 
I plan to keep writing to you and staying on high-alert 
lest I miss a single word or sign you send. 

FYI: It’s been 3 days since I sent you that last email, 
and a few minutes ago AOL returned it, marked 
“unread” Undelivered Mail Returned to Sender 
MAILER DAEMON  which prompted me to 
look up daemon in the dictionary: 

(In ancient Greek) archaic spelling of demon — 
a divinity or supernatural being of nature between 
gods and humans; an inner or attendant spirit or
inspiring force; tutelary spirit; genius loci. 
 

So, thanks to AOL, I’m believing it’s possible 
you exist somehow, somewhere in the electronically 
charged universe. Perhaps in the defined space 

universally referred to as heaven — the very place 
you’re rejecting me from. You, out there, objecting 
to my reaching out to you. You watching me 

grappling with your death 24/7.         



Unfair Fight
By Trevor Hearfield

Julie knew that she’d made a mistake the instant she stepped off the bus and her foot touched the ground.
In the flash of seconds that followed as she took in her surroundings, she knew that this wasn’t the place she was

supposed to be in; maybe it was the next bus stop she should have got off at.
But, as she turned around, the bus’s doors hissed closed and it accelerated away from her before she could bang

on the door. Her shout was lost in the increasing roar of the engine as it took off into the dark, rain-wet streets of the
late-night city.

She cursed and reached into her coat pocket to take out her phone, looking around to try to get her bearings as
she did so.

She pressed the screen and, as she waited for her friend, Peggy, to answer, she was able to recognise a building
in the distance which she remembered as being vaguely near Peggy’s flat.

“Hello?” a voice came up on her phone and Julie spoke back quickly, “Hi, Peggy: it’s me Julie. I’m afraid I got
lost. Must have got off at the wrong stop.”

“Where are you now?”
Julie looked around, “Um, I’m near the corner of the park and I think I see the weird building with the jagged

edges in the distance on the right.”
“Oh, okay. That means you’re at Clarendon Park- that’s good: it’s not far. I’ll come and get you.”
Julie heard the sound of music and laughter in the background and didn’t know Peggy well enough to want to

drag her away from her own party.
“That’s all right, if it’s not far. Just point me in the right direction and I’m sure I’ll find it.”
Julie had been to one of Peggy’s parties before and she was sure she’d remember the street and the building

where she lived.
“Um, all right. Head to the jagged building, as you call it, then cross over the street and it should be the next

street on the left. Give me a ring when you get there.”
“Okay, that sounds good – thank you.”



“It’s about a three- or four-minute walk.”
“Great – okay. Thanks again. See you soon!”
“Okay, then. Bye! Don’t forget to call me.” Peggy hung up before Julie could respond.
She looked at the light on her phone for an after-second then she slipped the phone back into her coat pocket.
In her left hand, she carried the fancy wine bottle bag and the thirty-pound bottle of red wine she’d bought to

give to Peggy for her thirtieth birthday – not very imaginative but she knew that Peggy liked wine and it would be a
little story to tell.

Julie began walking and noticed how the streets were quite dark and that there was no traffic at all. It was later
at night than she’d expected it to be but, then, she knew that she couldn’t stay at home on a Saturday night by herself
like she had been doing for a long time now.

She headed towards the funny-looking building with its jagged frontal edifice, designed like that, no doubt, by
the architect to show something different – to stand out in some way or other, though basically it was the same cheap,
box-like building as so many were, with an unusual façade, as if that could disguise its cheapness.

Julie’s head filled with how she might behave at the party and if she’d have the confidence to talk to many
people or if she’d do her usual thing and find a corner to stand in, sip a drink or two then make her excuses and go
home. But then her attention was drawn to a few shadowy figures that crossed the road ahead of her and were now
approaching her on her side of the street.

She felt her heartbeat race and she drew in a bigger breath than she had expected.
There were four of them, all very quiet, and Julie felt the fear run down her back in a cold stream and her chest

tightened into a fist squeezing the air out of her.
She checked the street behind her and there were no other people and no traffic so she crossed over to the other

side of the street as the men came nearer.
One of them shouted, “Hey!” and she glanced back and her heart jumped when she saw that two of them were

crossing the street behind her and the other two had run to get in front of her.
She increased her speed, almost running, but then realised that it didn’t matter – she was trapped. She wanted to

scream but realised that the buildings around her were all empty office blocks: there was nobody around to hear her.
Got to stay calm. Think, she told herself and she steadied her heart and breathing as the men now had her boxed

in on the pavement.
“What’s a fine bitch like you doing out here?” one of the men spoke and she saw a flash of light in his mouth

which might have been a gold tooth or something like that.
She didn’t answer and tried to consider her options.
She could try and run but she knew her shoes weren’t good for running in and that they’d catch her anyway.
She could try and be nice and get them to like her so they wouldn’t hurt her.
She could appeal to their better natures and remind them of their mothers and sisters.
Or she could lose her mind and go as mad and violent as possible and fight them all, tooth and nail, scratch at

their eyes, bite anything she could get her teeth on, rip something off or kick them as hard as she could but she knew
that she wasn’t very big or very strong and that they would easily overpower her. 

She had to think.
“What is it that you want?” she asked, trying to keep her voice as flat as possible.
She knew that the next one to speak would probably be their leader.
“Shut your mouth, bitch!”
Julie named him Thug 1. She watched to see who sniggered loudest and echoed and joined in with the leader’s

words. She then identified them in order as Thug 4, Thug 3 and, then, the one not speaking, Thug 2.
She had their hierarchy worked out.
“Okay, okay,” she said, trying to make their own fast-beating heart slow down a little.
“I’ve got some money – you can have my phone.”
When Thug 2 grabbed her by the side of the neck, she knew that they were going to rape her. “Alright, alright,”

she said quickly. “You will do to me whatever you want but what if you didn’t have to and I did it to you?”
Thug 1 did something weird with his eyes and leaned in towards her, “What are you talking about?”
Julie looked him in the eyes. “I could do many things. Use my tongue, my fingers in places you wouldn’t

believe. Make you come so hard and nobody would have to get hurt.”



Hug 4 leaned in and hissed in her ear, “But we like to hurt, bitch!”
He looked around for appraisal from his friends which was just the moment Julie needed.
She pointed at an alley that she could see between the nearest two office blocks. “Not here. In there!" she

gestured with her chin.
The men looked and Thug 1 made a decision. “Let’s move her,” he said and they pushed and led her towards the

alleyway. They arrived at its entrance and ushered her deeper into the darkness inside it.
Julie heard their panting breaths and calmed herself down.
“Okay. I’ll do you one at a time, that way I can give you each proper attention.” She kept her face calm and

business-like as the men looked at each other, slightly confused.
The leader finally nodded. He indicated to the others, “Okay. You stay here and I’ll take this bitch back there

and see what she’s made of.”
Julie shook her head. “No, no. You’re the leader. I’ll do you last. I want him first.” She pointed at Thug 2 and

she got the reaction she was hoping for.
Thug 2 was emboldened and Thug 1 was threatened and Thugs 3 and 4 were interested to see what would

happen next and, in the time that they did this, Julie was able to slip her hand into her coat pocket and, focusing
intently, felt for the on button, pressed it and then felt for the screen as she moved her fingers upon it.

When Thug 1 had made up his mind and shook his head, “No. I’m going first!” Julie pulled out her phone from
her coat pocket so they could all see its bright flashing red and blue lights which lit up the alleyway and flickered their
shadows hugely against the walls.

She held the phone aloft and spoke rapidly, “No, you won’t! You will all get away from here as quickly as you
can because I’ve got a special app on my phone which immediately alerts the police and they’ll use the GPS sensors to
come and find me straight away!”

The men looked at each other, suddenly unsure.
Julie continued, “And they’ll be able to pinpoint exactly where I am and which other phones are in this exact

location which means they’ll know exactly who else is here with me.”
She stopped and looked at Thug 4. “Which means you!”
“Shit, man,” he said as he touched at his jacket front, feeling his phone inside.
“Bullshit!” said Thug 1 as he leaned into her face, “There’s no such app as that!”
Julie stared back at him, “It’s brand new-  straight from the U.S.. And it works. You’ll hear the sirens any

moment now.”
Come on, come on! There were always sirens going off in this city, that was the first thing she had noticed about

living in the city ever since she’d moved there four months ago. She needed to hear sirens now!
The men looked at each other, their young faces caught in the flashing blue and red lights pulsing off Julie’s

phone.
Then, in the distance, there was the sound of sirens.
“Here they come,” Julie said. “You’d better leave now. I’ll tell them it was a false alarm.”
She looked at Thug 3, “And everyone goes home safe and free.”
She saw Thug 3 crack. “Shit,” he said, “I’m out of here!” and he turned and ran out of the alleyway.
“Fuck this, man!” Thug 4 panicked and slipped away from her and then followed his friend, running out of the

alleyway.
“You bitch!” Thug 2 raised his hand as if to slap her, but then he turned and also ran.
Julie knew it was important, whatever happened next, not to look at Thug 1 so she stared out into the main street

hoping against hope that it would seem that the sirens were getting louder.
Thug 1 finally cracked, “You crazy bitch!” he then turned and fled and she followed walking quickly behind to

get out of the alleyway as fast as she could. Then she was out on the street and she watched as the man ran off in the
direction she’d come from.

He stopped and half-turned and called back at her, “There’s no such app!”
Julie wanted to scream and turn and go sprinting down the street as fast as she could but she forced herself to

hold her nerve and to stand her ground. She held the flashing phone by her side and said nothing and waited until the
man turned and ran off into the night.



When she was sure that he’d gone, she turned and walked quickly down the road towards the building with the
jagged edifice.

It was only once she came out of the darker side street she’d been on and crossed into the streetlamp-lit block
where she could now see other people and the traffic of a few cars that she felt safe enough to look down and switch
the DiscoLights app off which she had on her phone. It was only once she had done this that her fingers began
trembling.

Ends



Nightmares of the Consumer One, Two, Three
By Jeff Burt

Anonymous

Slaves: we worked with marble,
floors and surfaces
we would never afford, 
or perhaps, in the dust, 
the marble worked us, 
for every rock taken took a part 
of one’s life, 
slab took soul. 
Block by block 
the marble removed the whorls
of identity from our fingerprints
and worked our lungs 
like rope and pulley.
In the porticos of the wealthy
we laid gloss beneath Vuitton soles
as we crept in anonymous socks.

Assembly

We worked with silicon, 
test tine and transistor, 
sweating over bonding images 
of sand to dual row pins of gold, 
intricate and accurate angles 
and microscopic lines, 
striving for perfect switching 
and silencing crosstalk, 
nulling noise, and the ones and zeroes 
made blended binary beings, 
the electrons and acids 
ate through our fingers 
until they pulsed with codes 
contorting the holy helix 
that lived within our cells. 
Still we kept striving for high standards 
of living at lower standards of life. 



Drones

All day the drone of dollars –
no hoot, no howl, no holler, 
no magic, music, nor metaphor, 
only the humming honeycomb 
and the numbed wingless workers. 
Even the sun was but 
a platinum coin pale 
from trading behind the dust. 
We dressed in collars 
that pinched into necks 
and became abstract as numbers. 
Numbers were abstract and 
business was numbers, 
the numerical chimera 
which could not be felt 
though we bent 
to the weightlessness of its meaning. 
The death of the soul was the commerce 
of notations, where adds and subtracts 
replaced vowels and fricatives 
and we slaves lost our tongues 
which rung once like hammers on steel, 
we knew feeling by calculation. 



Even Greater
By DJ Tyrer

Reynolds gestured out the front window of the flyer. “Isn’t it something?”
Jeanette nodded in agreement as the flyer angled its wings and brought them in towards the landing pad atop the

Gaeatech tower.
It seemed amazing to think that just eighty years before, the ancient city below them had been scoured from the

face of the earth, the Syrian army, then the American, Iranian and Russian airforces in turn each laying it waste.
But, Damascus had risen Lazarus-like from the dead, one of the world’s oldest inhabited cities managing to

cling onto its existence, growing even greater.
The countryside that had been reduced to desert by war and shifting weather patterns was green, again, and the

reign of nature didn’t end at the city’s edge for, as Jeanette could see from her viewpoint, arteries of green and blue
threaded their way between the soaring towers and even cascaded down their sides or formed oases on their rooves.
Now that wheels were no longer a necessity for travel, the urge to cover the land with concrete and tarmac had receded
from the human psyche. Other cities would take decades to catch-up, but Damascus was leading the way.

The flyer gently touched down and doors popped open in its sides. They climbed out.
“This way,” said Reynolds, directing her to the lift.
Palms shaded them as they approached it.
Jeanette laughed. “It’s paradise.”
“It can be. But, like Eden, there’s a serpent waiting in the grass.”
As if response to his words, there was a sudden loud and echoing sound. An explosion.
Jeanette looked about in confusion. “What was that?”
Reynolds sighed. “A bomb.”
“A bomb? Why would there be a bomb here?”
Bombs were things that happened in France and China, not in a perfect city like this.
“Not everyone likes Damascus as it is.”
“How could they not?”
He shrugged.  “Islamists  offended by freedom. The few remaining Syrians angry they can’t  get  good jobs.

Lunatics. There’s always someone who isn’t satisfied.”
She shook her head, didn’t know what to say.
Reynolds smiled. “Now, you see why we wanted you. You’re the best at what you do. We need your skills to

help bring them around, make them see the truth, that this is the best Damascus will ever be.”
She looked out across the city, a distant plume of smoke the only thing marring the scene.
“I hope I can do it.”
“Well, it’s impossible to win everyone over. Nowhere and nothing is ever perfect. But, if we can just manage the

threat, it can be darn close.”
Jeanette continued to stare out at the skyline. She hoped he was right.
Then, the lift doors opened and they stepped inside and she readied herself to do battle with words to prevent the

city sliding back towards the horrors of its past.

Ends
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