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Letter from the Editor 
Well the first issue of Write 

of Passion came and went, and I 
learned a few lessons and have 
updated our process so 
hopefully we will have fewer 
mistakes in the future. But 
overall it was a great first issue 
and I can’t wait to continue this 
journey.  

One of the things about the 
last issue was that the links 
didn’t work to my social media 
pages and websites. I will make 
sure they work this time.  

 I decided to add bit.ly links 
this time around because of a 
glitch where the link was cut off 
after the first line. If you see a 
bit.ly link it will go to the place 
promised. Sorry for any 
confusion.  

 The rest of the corrections 
have been sent out in a 
“Corrections” paragraph in bold 
at the end of the issues in 
question. It has been updated on 
our website and sent out to our 
subscribers. 

Some exciting things are 
happening with our publisher, 
Balance of Seven. They have an 
anthology coming out on 
August 30th, 2019 at the end of 
this month. Its theme is 
Dragons Within and is about 

strong female characters with 
dragon-like qualities. It is the 
first of two anthologies with this 
theme, the other coming out this 
winter.  

Balance of Seven also offers 
a program called Battle Sprints. 
It is a Facebook group dedicated 
to writing sprints. Nearly every 
day there are sprints and 
members can run sprints at any 
time. They have different tiers 
too.  

The $6 tier allows you to 
participate in all the sprints as 
well as allows you to host your 
own. You will also get to 
participate in weekly check-ins 
to see if you reached your goals 
for that week.  

The $12 tier allows you to 
participate in two of the 
monthly video sprints and 30-
minute developmental editing 
sessions where award-winning 
editor Dorothy Tinker will 
answer your questions about 
editing and stories, plus 
everything in the $6 tier.  

The $20 tier gives you 
access to all the hosted sprints, 
check-ins, and weekly access to 
Dorothy’s 30-minute 
developmental editing sessions. 
Plus, if you miss a session with 

Dorothy, you will get a 
recording of all sessions in 
your email to watch later for 
as long as you are in this tier.  

Battle Sprints is a great 
way to be held accountable 
and get motivated to write on 
a regular basis and get in the 
writing habit. The members 
are all supportive and after 
every sprint there is an option 
to share some of the words 
you just wrote to receive 
encouragement and praise. As 
a member of Battle Sprints, 
myself, I can attest to how 
motivating they can be. 

To sign up, go to 
http://bit.ly/Bof7BS and 
choose a tier.  

As always, you can reach 
me at my author website, 
http://hayleygauthor.com/ or 
my social media pages 
@HayleyGAuthor on 
Facebook and Twitter. You 
can also find me at our 
website, 
http://writeofpassion.com/, by 
emailing me at 
allison@writeofpassion.com, 
and our social media pages 
@writeofpassion1 on 
Facebook and Twitter.  

 

By Allison Hinkle 
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Meet The Staff 
Ani resides in Tulsa, Oklahoma surrounded by family. She is 
currently a Grad student at Southern New Hampshire University 
studying English and Creative Writing. Ani aspires to become a 
published author writing fantasy stories for young adults. In her free 
time, she likes to read anything in the fantasy, science fiction, and 
futuristic dystopian genres. Her guilty pleasure is manga though. A 
solid portion of her inspiration comes from watching Marvel and DC 
cartoons as a child. The other portion results from playing with Lisa 
Frank stationary with her big sister.  
 

Mary O’Donnell is a Special Education English teacher by day 
and writer by night. She has a bachelor’s in English Education 
with a concentration in creative writing. She is also the founder of 
the Facebook critique group Write Away. Mary is thrilled to be 
authoring the Genre Overview Section. She will also be the editor 
of the Writing Tips section, and is proud to be part of the Write of 
Passion team. 
 

Amy Fenster is a novelist, screenwriter, coffee enthusiast and 
wrangler of small children. She has a Master’s degree in creative 
writing and uses it to subdue unruly characters.  
 
Amy began writing at the age of three and has written several 
screenplays and novels. She writes women’s fiction, which is a 
fancy way to say she does not stick to one genre, but her focus is 
always to create strong female characters. 
 
Amy grew up in New York, but now lives in a paradisiacal land 
known as San Diego, California. Her hobbies include playing 
Barbies, keeping small children and animals alive, lots of coffee 
and trying to stay up past 10:00 PM. 
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A.R. Coble 

When asked what her 
favorite treat was, Andrea 
reluctantly said that, given 
the choice, she usually 
reaches for Red Vines. This 
small fact sums up Andrea 
in a single image. She sees 
the often forgotten, the 
easily ignored, and she 
delights in it. 

Andrea works in hospice 
care and dreams of one day 
becoming a hospice nurse. 
She credits her time with her 
patients for her inspiration. 
Her funniest and some of 
her most heartbreaking 
moments come from the 
time that she spends with 
them. 

Her love of this work, 
and her patients, can be seen 
in everything she does. Her 
current novel-in-progress, 
Irish Knight, was created 
when a patient asked to be 
written into one of Andrea’s 
stories as a main character. 
Thus, Padsy, a knight and a 
dragon slayer, was born. 

It should come as no 
surprise that Andrea is 
deeply drawn to characters, 
both in what she reads and 
in what she writes. She has 
described the process of 
creating a character as 
giving birth but on a 

different plane. When 
asked how she’d describe 
her writing process, she 
said that all great stories 
begin with a great idea. 
She used to be a dedicated 
“pantser,” a person who simply 
sits down and writes, but she 
now spends a lot of time in prep 
work, creating a plot, outlines, 
doing character sheets, and 
building her worlds. 

Through her work in 
hospice care, she has discovered 
a unique perspective on life and 
death, something that she feeds 
into the characters that she 
creates. She believes that while 
endings are sad, and that death 
can be heartbreaking, there is so 
much that comes before it that 
is important. The work that she 
does allows her to recognize the 
joyous moments and to 
appreciate the moments that so 
often slip past.  

Her advice for aspiring 
authors is fourfold. Firstly; “Do. 
Not. Give. Up. EVER.” 

Second, invest your time, 
money, and energy in this thing 
that you are passionate about. If 
you don’t, no one else will. 

Third, don’t listen to haters, 
but always be able to take 
constructive criticism. 

Finally, don’t do this, or 
anything else worth doing, 

alone. Find your tribe and draw 
on their strength and 
knowledge. Give back when 
you can. 

She credits her time doing 
battle sprints at least once a 
week with helping to keep her 
motivated enough to write The 
End at the end of a rough draft. 
Battle Sprints are just one of the 
ways that she invests in herself 
and her craft. It is also one of 
the ways that she connects with 
the people who support and 
drive her to success. 

Andrea has a collection of 
self-published flash fiction titled 
Coble’s Flash Fiction available, 
as well as a solitary piece of 
published flash titled “Her True 
Reflection.”  Her short story, 
“Of Blood and Scales,” is 
forthcoming in the Dragons 
Within summer anthology. 
Website: 
www.arcoble.com 
Facebook: 
http://bit.ly/ARCobleFB  
Twitter: 
https://twitter.com/ARCoble1 
Instagram: 
http://bit.ly/ARCobleIG  

 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Pearl Kilgore 
 

 If there were one word 
to describe Pearl, it would be 
determined. A devoted sci-fi fan 
from an enormous family, 
Pearl’s personal mantra is a 
quote from the inestimable 
Captain Janeway, “weird is part 
of the job.” She spent part of 
her childhood living in a home 
that has been converted from 
Laura Ingalls Wilder’s barn and 
when she’d write in her slope-
roofed attic bedroom, she’d 
often wonder what Laura would 
have thought of it. 

Though she has been a 
writer for her entire life, it was 
only recently that she realized 
this was something she could do 
as a career. Her first real career 
was in early childhood 
education, followed by some 
time in healthcare. It wasn’t 
until ads began popping up on 
her Facebook timeline for a 
group run by a woman with 
bright pink hair that she 
considered that she could write 
as a career. 

In that group, she found a 
tribe of like-minded women 

who gave her the 
support and 
encouragement she 
needed to see that she 
had something valuable 
to say. Since then, she 
has continued working 

as a contractor with flexible 
hours and has tirelessly pursued 
her true passion. 

Her path to published author 
has not been without its 
difficulties. Several years ago, 
during her senior year of 
college, she experienced a series 
of severe neurological problems 
stemming from a severe b-12 
deficiency. She suffered 
unbearable nerve pain, could 
not walk without a cane, and 
eventually lost her memory and 
her ability to speak. It was only 
through her own personal 
determination and the help of an 
understanding university staff 
that she was able to graduate. 

With treatment, most of her 
memory and speech returned, 
but it was this experience that 
fueled her drive to write the 
stories she feels she was meant 
to write. 

Pearl has described her 
characters, and her muse, as 
persistent. When they came 
back, they did not quiet down. 

They demanded to be written. 
When asked what she 

would tell other writers who 
were struggling with their 
craft, she didn’t hold back. 
“You have something to say 
or it wouldn't be there in your 
heart and mind. Even if you 
think a story has been told a 
million times before, none of 
them are your particular story. 
Even if no one sees your work 
or enjoys it but you, it's still 
worth the time and effort.” 

This determination of hers 
lead to her story, 
“Contraband,” being selected 
as a finalist from a pool of 
1,600 other stories in a short 
story competition regarding 
the Nature of Cities 2099. Her 
second short story to be 
published was selected for the 
summer anthology of 
Dragons Within from Balance 
of Seven. 

She hopes to finish her 
novel, tentatively titled 
Crossing Midnight, by the end 
of the year. 
You can find Pearl at her 
Facebook author page here: 
http://bit.ly/PKilgoreFB  

By Amber G. Meade 
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Review of Deities and 
Desires: Death on Line One 

by T.K. Barber 
 

Stephanie, a mid-thirties 
workaholic with mother 
issues, runs a company that 
helps people find love. The 
irony that she’s made it to her 
mid-thirties with nary a 
partner in sight is not lost on 
her, but she’s just too busy for 
all that. When a man calls and 
insists that he is Death and he 
needs to speak to her, she 
makes a split-second decision 
that will change her life—and 
afterlife—forever. 

 Theo, also known as 

Thanatos, is the God 
of Death. It is his job 
to ferry people to their 
judgement and when a 
certain matchmaker’s 
number comes due, he 
decides he can no 
longer wait and calls 
her service, desperate 
for advice on how to 
find love. What he is 
not prepared for is the 

instant attraction he feels for 
Stephanie, an attraction that 
soon deepens into something 
more. From the beginning he 
knows how their relationship 
is going to end and when it 
does, his grief threatens to 
destroy the world. 

This book is a fun romp 
through a world filled with 
ancient deities in our modern 
world. Dionysus runs an 
exclusive restaurant and club, 
one of the three fates is a 
premier fashion designer, and 

By Amber G. Meade 

the Gods take an interest in the 
mortals around them. When her 
first date with Theo ends with 
Steph in the underworld she is set 
on a quest to save herself— and 
the world— before the God of 
Death’s grief can destroy 
everything. 

Of particular enjoyment was 
the turning the “save-the-damsel” 
trope on its head. While there is 
certainly some chivalrous 
behavior, Stephanie is given 
agency and the ability to save 
herself without falling into the 
self-sacrificing ways of so many 
heroines. Instead, she embarks on 
a traditional three-task quest 
uniquely suited for her particular 
talents. 

The ending was expected, but 
still completely satisfying. Fans 
of romance and urban fantasy will 
love this one. Filled with both 
laugh-out-loud and grab-a-tissue 
moments, this book hits all the 
right notes. 
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Review of “Sky Without 
Stars” by Jessica Brody and 

Joanne Rendell 
 

Words cannot even begin 
to describe what I felt when I 
heard that Sky Without Stars 
was going to be hitting the 
market. The Lunar Chronicles 
meets Les Misérables? A bold 
claim! My first experience 
with Les Mis was a movie 
adaptation and I fell in love. I 
read the book when I was, 
perhaps, too young to fully 
appreciate it, but it has made 
its way back onto my re-read 
list every couple of years. As 
a more-than-casual fan of all 
things re-telling, this book 
seemed to tick nearly every 
single one of my boxes. 

Sky Without Stars follows 
three characters: Chatine, 
Marcellus, and Allouette. 
Mirroring the original’s post-
revolutionary French setting, 
Laterre is a world of 
opposites. While a privileged 
few literally rule from the top, 
the only place on the planet 
where one can see true stars, 
most of the population labor 
away in the world’s 
underbelly, scraping by on 
never enough and hoping for a 
win in the lottery that will 
elevate them to a new station 
in life. 

Chatine comes from a 
family of grifters, her father 
leads one of the local gangs 
and, aside from her older 
sister, none of her family’s 
money comes from honest 
means. Chatine often finds 

herself performing the less savory 
tasks required to keep her family 
in credits, including robbing the 
dead of their accounts at night. 
She is willing to do anything to 
escape Laterre.  

Marcellus is an officer and 
the grandson of Laterre’s military 
leader. He is also the son of a 
notorious traitor, arrested during 
a failed rebellion when Marcellus 
was just a child. Groomed from a 
young age to lead, Marcellus 
often finds himself unable to put 
aside his feelings in order to do 
what he’s told needs to be done. 

Allouette is an innocent in 
every sense of the word. Raised 
in a convent by her father, who 
cooks for the sisters that have 
taken them in, Allouette spends 
her days surrounded by the 
world’s last library and has never 
ventured outside her protective 
walls. Instead, she has studied at 
the knees of the secretive sisters 
with the intention of taking vows 
as soon as she is deemed worthy. 

When whisperings of 
rebellion begin again, these three 
characters find themselves 
thrown together, though at 
seemingly cross purposes. What 
should be an exciting, fast paced 
tale of intrigue and uprising finds 
itself slogged down by a heavy-
handed love triangle and poorly 
explored motivations. By the time 
we make it to the end of the book, 
almost nothing has happened. A 
rebellion that has been brewing 
since the beginning of the book 

has only just begun 600 pages 
later. The political power 
structure and the tools that are 
meant to keep the populace 
compliant are well reasoned 
but translate poorly on the 
page. 

The things that made Les 
Mis such an enduring story 
have been almost completely 
ignored in favor of bland 
characters who lack nuance 
and an inability to drive the 
story forward. When the story 
finally does move forward, it 
is always in fits and bursts of 
predictable, lackluster action. 
Often the scenes felt 
repetitive, varying only in 
locations and sometimes in the 
characters involved. The book, 
which comes in at just under 
600 pages, could have been 
quite a bit shorter. Overall it 
was a slow read, though 
readers who are not heavily 
invested in the source material 
may find it a bit easier. 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Review of “The 
Devouring Gray” by 

Christine Lynn Herman 

Violet Saunders, still reeling 
from the death of her sister and 
her mother’s seeming 
indifference, finds herself torn 
away from her New York City 
life and transplanted into the 
tiny town of Four Paths. From 
the moment she arrives at her 
mother’s family home, it is 
clear that there is something not 
quite right about the tiny, rural 
town. 

Violet is almost 
immediately thrust into the 
intrigue and mystery 
surrounding the town as her 
fellow founding families vie for 
position in a fight only a few 
know is coming. She quickly 
bonds with the scions of the 
other founding families, 
becoming a link between the 
two disparate sides. With 
Kevin, May, Isaac, and Harper 
by her side, she begins digging 
into her family’s past in an ever 
more desperate search for the 
family’s deepest secret. The fate 
of her town, and her own life, 
hang in the balance. 

This book has often been 
described as atmospheric, and 
there’s no other word for it. 
Deep, dark forests surround this 
town, and the omnipresent 

feeling of menace is in 
nearly every line. As 
bodies begin turning up 
in the town and the 
townspeople turn ever 
more hostile towards the 
founding families who 
are meant to protect 
them, it is impossible to 
get away from the 
feeling that nothing is 
quite as it seems. 

The reader is 
immediately tossed into the 
action and left to sort out what 
is going on around them, the 
book barely slowing as it 
moves right along. Though a 
vast amount of the book is 
backstory, it is told in a way 
that twines with the present, 
leaving things feeling a little 
bit messy and a little bit 
rushed. The book continues to 
move along, never lingering 
too long in places best glossed 
over, but it does feel as 
though it could have been a 
little bit longer. 

It would be impossible to 
discuss this book without 
talking about the LGBTQ+ 
representation. More 
specifically, the bisexual 
representation. Several of the 
main characters in the book 
are bisexual and, though it is 

discussed and acknowledged, at 
no point does it become the 
central identifier of any 
character. Their sexuality is 
never treated as a choice 
between Boy and Girl, but rather 
the natural attraction to both, 
with all the normal 
considerations weighing much 
heavier than gender. It is never 
presented as if they will 
eventually settle on one gender 
or the other, or as if their past 
attractions somehow color or 
influence their current. It is 
completely natural and is a 
welcome change from check-
the-box bisexuality that is so 
often presented in literature. 

The book manages to 
navigate the shoals of tragedy, 
sexuality, and intrigue with little 
trouble, leaving this reader, at 
least, wanting more. 

By Amber G. Meade 
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Ask Ani 

What is science fiction? 
If we reference Chris 

McKitterick, the Director of the 
Gunn Center for the study of 
science fiction, we see that he 
defines science fiction as 
“literature of the human species 
encountering change.” This, of 
course, is in terms of science 

and technological changes 
or advancements. 
McKitterick states that 
science fiction answers the 
questions, “What if?” or, “If 
this goes on…” For 
example, “What if apes 
became more human like 
and took over the planet?”  
or “If we continue to reach 
out to intelligent life in 
space what will happen?”  
There is so much that goes 
into Sci-fi and McKitterick 
has just as much to say 
about it. I would 
recommend reading through 
what he says for a deeper 
dive into this genre. 

 
When did Science Fiction 
first start? 

According to Anthony 

By Ani Cox 

Gramuglia, the earliest examples 
of science fiction were in 1634 
when Johannes Kepler wrote 
Somnium and then in 1638 when 
Francis Godwin wrote The Man 
in the Moone. He goes on to say 
that both of these stories portray 
men traveling to the moon. Both 
sound rather intriguing and if you 
are interested in writing in this 
genre or enjoy reading it, you 
might give these a shot and see 
where it all started.  

References: 
McKitterick, Chris. “Defining 

‘Science Fiction’ What Is Science 
Fiction... and Why Study It?”  
Defining Science Fiction, 
www.sfcenter.ku.edu/SF- 
Defined.htm.  
Defining Science Fiction: 

http://bit.ly/SciFiDef  
The History of Science Fiction: 

http://bit.ly/HistSciFi  
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Purdy and Dork 

 
By Ani Cox 

August 1st 
Last week Purdy and I went 

past the drive-through autopsy. 
My pen pal from 1987 says that 
couldn’t possibly exist, but I 
tried to explain to him that in 
this day and age we have to get 
them done a lot quicker. We 
don’t have time to wait around 
to find out what killed someone. 
He thought I made up 
everything when I explained 
how you just pull up and shove 
the body through the window. 
Why would anyone make that 
up? 

Anywho, I told him about a 
deal I saw in the newspaper, and 
that’s what brought it up. The 
deal was buy one, get one. 
Double homicides will save a 
lot of money right now, only 
having to pay for one of the 
vics. I want to be a detective 
when I get older. That’s why I 
keep up with this stuff. Purdy 
hates the idea; she worries about 
me. She’s also very supportive, 
though. I don’t think she likes 
me talking to my pen pal, either, 

though. Something about not 
telling someone from the past 
how the world works in the 
present. If he doesn’t believe 
me, it doesn’t really matter, 
though, right?  

I mean, I even sent him a 
clipping of the deal and he said 
all I sent was a blank paper and 
said it wasn’t funny. Does 
newspaper not travel well going 
back in time?  I don’t want to 
send another one; what if I need 
it?  The drive-through by my 
house is awesome. They give 
discounts if there are body parts 
missing. Like, if they lost a 
limb, that’s 20% off. Missing 
head?  45% off. I think that one 
is because it’s almost obvious 
how they died, unless they died 
before decapitation, of course. I 
heard you can even bring your 
pets in if you think there has 
been foul play. Had a neighbor 
once that accused another 
neighbor of poisoning his pet. 
All he’d have to do is drive up 
and drop off the pet and come 
back in a couple hours for the 

paperwork and remains.  
Maybe I should work at 

the drive-through until I go to 
school. I could work the front 
desk or window. Difficult 
customers always go to the 
front desk despite the building 
being a drive-through. It’s 
always the older folks, too, 
who don’t want to change 
how things were back in their 
day when you had to carry 
your dead inside. Old people 
are ridiculous. I’ll never 
understand why you’d resist 
doing something that is meant 
to make your life easier. Who 
wants to carry a dead body 
across a parking lot?  Imagine 
that on a hot summer day. 
Gross. 

Mail just arrived!  Gotta 
go see what my pen pal had to 
say! 

Dork~ 
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Creating Brave New Worlds 
By Amy Fenster 

The science fiction genre is 
as rich and expansive as the 
galaxies that often provide the 
backdrops for these tales. 
Science fiction stories span 
topics ranging from time travel 
to exploring the relationship 
between humanity or aliens and 
technology. The broad nature of 
the genre allows for boundless 
creativity. An author can 
explore any issue through the 
lens of science fiction. When 
writing science fiction, though, 
there are still rules that must be 
followed. 

One of the main 
components in crafting a good 
science fiction story is building 
your world. World-building is 
important in any genre, but it is 

essential in science fiction. It is 
a good idea to spend a 
significant amount of time 
building your world. Know it 
inside and out. Literally, 
sometimes! Explore every 
aspect of your world’s culture: 
politics, religion, child-rearing, 
etc. These are all essential 
attributes to making your world 
believable. These may also play 
a huge role in your plot, 
depending on the kind of story 
you want to tell. 

In addition to considering 
the mechanics of the world and 
its people, make sure you 
establish the rules of your 
world. Is there magic? Are the 
machines sentient? You can 
break the rules of our world, but 

not yours.  
As important as world-

building is, there is another 
aspect to consider when 
writing science-fiction. In a 
story about aliens and cyber 
creatures, remember the 
humanity. That is what your 
reader is looking for, whether 
they know it or not. In Star 
Trek: The Next Generation, 
Data’s character works not 
because he is a machine, but 
because he is a machine who 
embraces becoming more 
human. Cool tech, explosions 
and off-the-wall scenarios are 
what make a science fiction 
story exciting. Humanity is 
what makes it matter. 
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Science Fiction: The Genre of Today 
and Tomorrow 

By Mary O’Donnell 

Science fiction as a genre is 
deeply rooted in what ails 
humanity in the here and now. 
Soft science fiction specifically 
deals less with science and more 
with sociology and philosophy 
around the future and 
technology. Hard science fiction 
deals strictly with scientific 
facts and how the science of 
technology and the world 
affects the story. Science fiction 
can unveil the ugliness of the 
world we would rather leave in 
the dark. Good science fiction is 
the hand that lifts the veil in 
order for us to face that 
darkness and say, “no more, the 
line is drawn here and no 
further” (Jean Luke Picard, Star 
Trek Next Generation.) 

Star Trek showed us a 
world where humanity reached 
the stars. After nearly facing 
their destruction, they decided 
to work together was the only 
way the human race was going 
to survive. Because of this there 
was no hunger, no 
homelessness, and everyone had 
their basic needs met. Earth 
became a utopia where the 
human intellect, body, and soul 
was nurtured so everyone had 
the opportunity to pursue their 
passions. When that happened 

humanity became the best it 
could be and created the 
United Federation of Planets. 
They went on to explore the 
universe. Science fiction can 
show us the best and the worst 
of ourselves. 

In Frank Herbert's Dune, 
the Spice is responsible for 
space travel, giving humans 
the ability to live longer, and 
other abilities. Because Spice 
is the most valuable substance 
in the universe, all the great 
houses fight over control over 
it for their own purposes. The 
conflict over the Spice is a 
mirror to the conflicts over oil 
in our world today, the 
substance that gives humans 
the ability to commute and 
explore the world. Dune 
shows us the cost when that 
dependence destroys lives and 
causes a war that destroys 
entire planets. To write 
science fiction, one must 
stand in front of the mirror 
and face what they see, flinch, 
and write the truth of it. 

The question all good 
science fiction writers ask is, 
“What if?” What if humanity 
took care of all basic needs? 
What if the universe was 
controlled by the need of a 

single drug? What would 
happen if a dinosaur park was 
created today? Science fiction is 
what happens when an author 
uses a hypothetical thesis and 
imagines the answer after much 
research of their own.  

Science fiction authors also 
have a deep fascination with 
technology and how it affects 
the world around them. 
Technology acts as a character 
itself in many science fiction 
novels and can either help 
humanity or bring about 
humanity’s destruction. 

The many subgenres of 
science fiction are science 
fiction horror (Alien by Ridley 
Scott), steampunk, thriller, 
political intrigue (Frank 
Herbert’s Dune), and fantasy 
(Babylon 5 by J. Michael 
Straczynski). Clearly, science 
fiction is very diverse and 
enables readers to experience 
the world through many lenses. 
It can teach people to think 
more critically about the world 
around them and how we treat 
each other. It makes us wonder 
at how wonderful this world 
could be if we only reached for 
the stars together as one planet.  
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The Job 
By K.T Seto 

The day started just like 
every other day. John got up, 
bathed, and dressed in her 
uniform- a plain grey top and 
pants woven in a 
synthetic/bamboo hybrid cloth; 
virtually indestructible with just 
enough elasticity for men and 
women of any size to wear and 
still look neat. She slipped on 
her shoes, a kind of moccasin 
made of a thicker version of the 
same material but sporting a 
solid synthetic sole that gripped 
the ground and prevented 
slipping. The ensemble was 
functional and surprisingly 
comfortable, if a tad bland. She 
ate a solitary meal of breakfast 
biscuits and tea. Then she 
walked down the dimly lit 
hallway to ride the lift to the 
station. She paused outside the 
door to place her palm against 
the controls, opening the door to 
the office. 

Up the single flight of stairs, 
she entered the room and waited 
as the lighting switched to day 
mode and the shields on the 
windows rose to illuminate the 
room in a wash of orange and 
white. Booting up her computer, 
she logged the date and time, 
checked the power output and 
collection levels and waited for 
her partner to arrive- just a few 
minutes late per usual. When 

Gwynne arrived— 
in attire identical to John's 
except for the stains from 
yesterday’s lunch— she sported 
a vapid grin and eyes that never 
stilled because everything they 
saw left her dissatisfied. 
Dissatisfaction was dangerous 
on the job. Dissatisfaction made 
even breathing an exercise in 
bitterness. A bitterness that 
slowly suffocated, death by 
redundancy. She could tell her 
partner didn’t like the job 
anymore, thus the 
dissatisfaction, but as always, it 
would ease when the train 
came. 

 For now, they waited. 
 She turned on the viewer 

and settled into the chair behind 
her desk to do just that.  

“Oy, loser! What time is it? 
Isn’t it due?”  Gwynne’s voice 
echoed in the empty office 
sometime later. John waited a 
beat before replying, turning to 
look at her, then glancing down 
at the thick band on her wrist. 
Just past noon. Time stretched 
in the station; minutes felt like 
hours out in the sweltering sun 
or here in their office, biding 
time in anticipation of their real 
work. It felt good to know that 
she’d resisted the urge to look at 
her watch all morning.  

Waiting for the train.  

Used to be you could set 
your watch by it. Now the 
only thing you could count on 
was that it would arrive. 
Eventually. She didn’t like to 
think of what would happen if 
it stopped. Although she 
supposed that was inevitable. 
After all, humans tend to wait 
forever to fix things; the 
system would have to break 
down completely before they 
admitted something was 
wrong. Nowhere was this fact 
more evident than here in the 
midlands, where humanity’s 
abuses lay bare in the desolate 
landscape baking under the 
red-hued sky. Where they 
labored futilely to undo their 
mistakes. To try and salvage 
and rebuild after hundreds of 
years of abuse and neglect. 
All because they’d argued 
about the problem until it was 
too late. They’d waited too 
long to do anything about 
climate change, waited until 
most of the remaining states 
were uninhabitable. Then 
found a solution that might 
work in time, moving the 
survivors underground to wait 
it out.  

Waiting.  
“It comes when it comes.” 

she replied, then turned her 
head to look out the window. 
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Most of the stations were 
identical to this one. Charmless 
concrete boxes, form and 
function without frills, a 
characteristic of AI designed 
workspaces. They all had two 
solid walls with small high 
windows to the north and south 
of the building. The east and 
west had floor-to-ceiling solar 
glass, with power cells 
embedded in the panes 
collecting and storing energy 
despite the haze- the thick 
omnipresent barrier that sat just 
beneath the clouds. On days 
without wind, you couldn’t go 
outside without skin and 
breathing protection; it turned 
the air into a soup that burned 
the skin and left a film that 
washing barely removed.  

The haze just sucked.  
John’s mother used to say 

that the haze was the planet’s 
way of letting us know she’s 
pissed. The sky was her face 
and the haze the permanent 
scowl of a mother disappointed 
with her children’s actions. 
There were still places where 
the sky cleared, over the oceans 
mostly. When it did, they said at 
night you could see the 
twinkling lights of the poor 
doomed bastards stuck on the 
moon. Not that she would ever 
see it. Work was the only place 
where she stood in open air, and 
the air in the midlands was 
angry. Well, maybe not angry 
so much as depressed. Like the 

décor in the station. Dull and 
sparse and depressed.  

The office where they sat 
held four small desks with 
their accompanying chairs and 
a comfort station that took up 
most of the wall nearest them. 
The wall opposite the comfort 
station held two doors—the 
one she’d entered that 
connected to the Havens and 
the second that led outside— 
and a large viewer, which a 
hundred years ago would have 
been called a television. The 
screen showed the news with 
a steady stream of adverts 
running across the bottom. 
She ignored those. Folks with 
enough credits to waste on the 
imported goods featured there 
didn’t watch the news stream; 
they paid someone to watch it 
for them.  

“You always act like you 
don’t care one way or another. 
You don’t fool me, Johnny.” 
Gwynne laughed and went to 
stand in front of the window, 
gazing to the west where the 
sun stood high above, a 
symbol of everything and 
nothing.  

“I care, but dwelling on 
possibilities is pointless when 
I can do so little to affect it 
one way or another.”  

“Dwelling on possibilities 
is what I do best. What else 
are you going to do, watch the 
stream?” Gwynne had a point 
there. They barely needed 

humans at these stations. Their 
official duties in the office 
consisted of recording their 
time, checking to ensure the 
computers were logging climate 
data and energy collection, and 
pressing reset when fluctuations 
in the grid caused by severe 
weather tripped a circuit. Of 
course, they’d have more to do 
when the train arrived. They 
couldn’t leave until it did, and 
every crate was unloaded and 
on its way down the chute to the 
cave complex below. What else 
did they have to do but think or 
talk to each other? They had 
nothing but time.  

Nothing but time.  
That was the main issue 

with the job. Time. Time was 
the enemy. It couldn’t be 
hurried or slowed, it just was. 
You could ignore it for a while, 
not notice the pace of it, the 
weight of it. But it always won. 
Like the unending pull of the 
moon on the oceans, a pulsing 
flow of eternity gradually 
winding down. A shoulder imp 
whispering ceaselessly in your 
ear of your insignificance and 
its inevitability. 

 At first, she’d thought she 
wouldn’t be able to stand it, 
trapped for hours every day, 
their only company the cadre of 
single function robots they 
needed to complete their real 
work. She’d seen her teammates 
as the wild cards that would 
make or break her. After a few 
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months she realized that having 
Gwynne around helped. Her 
rambling and avarice, her 
sarcastic wit, and penchant for 
winning most games they 
played during their breaks kept 
John from using any of the tools 
they had for other purposes. 
Like gouging out her eyes or 
opening her wrists.   

Then there were the crates. 
Without them, she wouldn’t 
have a job, but having to deal 
with them was difficult. There 
was no getting around the fact 
that the crates could break 
someone faster than the waiting. 
The trick was to not think about 
what was inside them. Their 
contents were the key to 
survival and the main reason 
she was there. That the trains 
carried other goods, frivolous or 
necessary, always came second 
to their main cargo. It was 
easier to not think of what was 
in them up here at the station. 
She supposed 500 feet below 
them in Reclaiming or Agro- 
agriculture for the layman- you 
couldn’t avoid thinking about it. 
You had to look, had to know. 
That’s why she’d been happy 
with her assignment. Pushed for 
it really. When she’d finished 
her schooling and hadn’t shown 
aptitude for anything artistic, 
her only choice at that point was 
where on the chain she’d serve. 
And the surface stipend boosted 
her salary enough that she could 
afford to splurge occasionally; 

not that she ever did. She 
transferred her credits to her 
mom because her family used 
the extra to live comfortably 
in the Havens.  

“Got me a treat coming. 
Did I tell you, John? You 
listening?” John raised an 
eyebrow but didn’t reply. 
She’d told her but knew it was 
better to let Gwynne talk. 
“That last bonus we got, for 
the tornado that took Ryan? I 
used it to get a guitar. I tried it 
out back in school but didn’t 
test in. I got space for it. You 
ever play an instrument?”  

“In school, like everyone.”  
“Which one?”    
John tried to keep the 

scowl from her lips. She’d 
told Gwynne ten times now, 
but she might as well tell her 
again. Maybe she would 
remember, probably not. 
Gwynne came from Level 
Three; everyone knew folks 
down there had issues, 
memory problems the least of 
them. Not their fault; their lots 
had been decided long before 
they’d been born. Back when 
it had been possible to move 
and choose. The early 
inhabitants had thought that 
living deeper would make 
them safer. They’d paid to 
have larger units further 
underground. Then paid in 
ways they hadn’t known when 
the first children were born 
and issues popped up. By then 

there was no room for change 
and the damage was done.  

“A flute.” She smiled 
thinking about it. The sound of 
it had reminded her of bird 
song. There were few birds 
underground. A hardy species 
of sparrow, ravens and 
mourning doves. The kinds of 
animals that don’t taste good 
and thrive around humans, but 
are small enough to slip in 
vents. She’d cherished the 
simple instrument, had hated to 
return it once her class was 
done. But then, they tagged her 
early. They knew there was no 
point in the investment, she 
wouldn’t be moving to the 
coast. So few did anymore. 
There’d only been one in her 
class. John looked up as 
Gwynne spoke again.  

“Some might say it is a 
waste of credits to buy a guitar 
when you will never be more 
than a hobbyist, but I don’t care. 
What else we got to do?”  

“True.” she replied, and 
Gwynne lapsed into silence as 
John stood to join her at the 
window. Waiting for the 
western train. They seldom 
came from the west nowadays. 
The West Coast once held 
millions of souls. Both human 
and animal. Now those spaces 
were abandoned, the dams 
released, and the land returned 
to some semblance of what it 
had been before the colonial era. 
They said it would be another 
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50 years before it recovered. 
She likely wouldn’t be around 
to see it. Lives were shorter in 
the Havens, a consequence of 
the failures of humanity. Of 
course, there were those who 
lived longer, the few who could 
afford to live on the surface, 
protected and pampered while 
the rest of the population toiled 
side by side underground with 
the robots that kept them all 
from extinction.  

Extinction.  
John frowned at that 

thought. Extinction, the ultimate 
death. Death came more often 
than the trains. That you could 
set your watch on. Every 
minute, every hour someone 
died. Like Ryan, their third. 
When she’d started two years 
ago, there’d been four. John, 
Gwynne, Ryan, and Io. Every 
station had a team hand-picked 
to work efficiently together. 
Each person’s strengths and 
weaknesses balanced the others. 
Finding replacements for the 
lost was rare and their lack 
made things difficult but not 
impossible when the trains 
came. Without four, the 
likelihood of death increased 
because the single function 
robots did not work well with 
humans. People were too small 
for them to see. Extra sensors 
might help that, but the experts 
deemed those unnecessary. 
Why change the machines when 
you can just get a new team of 

humans? Rule number one: 
stay out of the way. An 
important part of their 
training. Those giant arms 
would unload; she had merely 
to monitor their function from 
her assigned position. The 
issue was, she now had two 
positions. As did Gwynne. 
Until they found two others 
who would fit as well as Ryan 
and Io- or one of them died 
and the remaining member 
was reassigned to another job 
in the chain.  

John wanted 
reassignment. Here her life 
plodded along the same path 
daily. Office, train, bunker, 
sleep, repeat. Two days a 
month to travel deeper into 
the Havens to handle personal 
business. One day a week to 
rest. With a different job, she 
might live at home, meet 
someone, and maybe start a 
family. There was no chance 
of that here. Gwynne held no 
appeal that way and 
fraternizing was forbidden in 
any event. The only thing she 
had was the job. 
Unfortunately, the job sucked. 
Nothing was as they’d 
described, the novelty of open 
sky paled quickly with 
nothing else to see. Not trees, 
not animals, just the train 
tracks and a mile of desert on 
either side. Farther on, two 
miles deeper to either side, 
CO2 collectors stood sentry, 

emitting an audible hum that 
disinclined the remaining 
wildlife from coming into 
inhabited areas, and beyond that 
the fledgling forests. Amazing 
really that there was anything 
left, but as someone once said, 
“Life always finds a way.” Not 
quickly, but eventually. For 
those who wait.  

John had six more hours of 
waiting that day. 

The sun began to set on the 
horizon just as the sound of the 
train reached them around 
dinnertime. She hurried to finish 
her meal and crossed to the 
comfort station to clean up and 
don her suit, her motions almost 
mechanical in their rhythm. 
Sliding the jumper up over her 
legs, smoothing the seams, 
zipping and fastening. Donning 
her boots and protective gloves. 
Choosing her helmet from the 
stingy row of five. The one with 
her name etched into the side on 
a small rectangular plate that 
screwed on, easy to replace. 
Looking at her partner, she 
nodded as Gwynne donned hers 
and walked to the door.  

“Two minutes to unseal.” 
John said through her speaker, 
stepping into the antechamber 
just outside the exterior 
entrance and waiting for 
Gwynne to do the same.  

“You want Two and Three 
today? Or One and Four?” 

John chewed her lip while 
she pondered the question. A 
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childhood habit, a telltale sign 
of nerves. Going outside always 
held risk. Gwynne’s excitement 
should have been contagious. 
But John could barely feel 
anything.  

“I guess I’ll take point. One 
and Four,” she replied, then 
stepped into the open air. For a 
moment, John wished she could 
take off her helmet. Feel the 
wind in her hair. Unfortunately, 
the air quality was too bad this 
week to risk it. Summertime 
stilled the winds— unless there 
was a storm, and the land 
baked— gassing off the exhaust 
from the processing plant below 
them. The fumes were 
supposedly safe for the 
atmosphere once they 
dissipated. But high 
concentrations did bad things to 
humans, she thought, 
remembering how Io’s 
carelessness led to death. She 
checked the seal at her neck 
again reflexively.  

“Out and up,” John said, 
walking across the track to the 
pressurized lift beneath 
Platform One.  

“Up and out,” Gwynne 
replied, walking to the closest 
lift and activating the unit. She 
reached the top of Platform Two 
just as John reached the lift for 
one.  

Once at the top, John looked 
out over the horizon for a 
moment before turning on her 
control panel to get the details 

on their delivery. The sound 
of the train increased as it 
approached, and she pressed 
the sequence to raise the 
robots to ground level. They 
needed ten today according to 
her manifest. Unsurprising. 
Not much left in the west to 
reclaim, and Agro barely 
needed the rest. Streamlined 
efficiency and all. People 
where it counts, robots for 
precision. A mantra more than 
a motto. Her screen flashed 
red and her heart stuttered. 
She looked up and then at the 
robots, but everything seemed 
normal. After a moment her 
screen cleared and a message 
popped up.  

Reassignment Pending.  
John read it again to be 

sure, then looked over to see 
Gwynne doing fist pumps. 
She keyed in the channel and 
opened the comm.  

“You get that message?” 
John asked. 

“Oh yes, indeed. 
Reassignment, baby!” 
Gwynne replied. John looked 
at the slowing train and then 
back at her pad. She couldn’t 
believe it.  

“You knew about it?”  
“Asked for it. Been asking 

since Io, once a week. Asked 
again, when Ryan went. Job is 
too hard with two,” Gwynne 
said in a voice that had a note 
John didn’t recognize. John 
felt a hot churning in her 

stomach. Her mouth worked a 
moment noiselessly before she 
could make herself reply. 

“We can do it. They 
discouraged us from requesting 
a change in duty.”  

“Anything but illness or 
incapacity, I know.”  

“Then why would you do it? 
Why would you ask?” John 
said, her heart beating faster as 
the churning turned to 
something else. Something that 
soured her mouth and had her 
sweating in the confines of her 
suit. The train came to a stop 
beneath them with a loud hiss 
and squeal of locking brakes. 
The robots activated, pivoting 
on their bases to open the doors 
and reach inside the body of the 
train for the first crates. The 
engine compartment was 
brightly lit instead its usual 
darkness. John stared, realizing 
her hands were shaking. 
Swiping a finger over the 
screen, she typed in two words.  

Request Reconsideration.  
She moved down the 

walkway to Station Four and 
entered the sequence to activate 
the robots by the next section of 
the train. She pressed the 
buttons to open the shaft then 
looked down at her screen 
again. No reply. Gwynne stood 
at Station Three, her smile 
clearly visible as she activated 
the robots and opened the hatch 
for the chute. John moved back 
to Station One as quickly as she 
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could. The walk seemed longer, 
but she didn’t dare run. Rule 
number two: never run on the 
raised walkways. Fifty feet up, 
just high enough to clear the top 
of the trains and stay out of the 
path of the robots. Movement at 
the front of the train caught her 
attention. The doors to the 
engine compartment slid open. 
No sound accompanied this, but 
John’s senses reacted as if she’d 
just heard a bomb go off.  

Please.  
Please be wrong.  
She thought back to her 

training, to her mother’s face 
when she’d told her where she’d 
been assigned. To her 
coworkers’ veiled looks of 
sympathy. It was only a 
rumor— a horrible 
exaggeration. Sure, they’d left 
out a bunch when they’d 
described the job to her. Hadn’t 
mentioned the monotony and 
the tendency for things to go 
wrong. The only danger was 
when you don’t follow the 
rules, and storms. The 
government couldn’t control the 
storms. No reason to think Io 
had been right, but just in case. 
Just in case. She looked at her 
screen again.  

Reconsideration approved.  
She closed her eyes, letting 

out a shaky breath that fogged 
her helmet visor for a moment. 
When it cleared, she looked 
over to see Gwynne give the 
thumbs up signal. 

Time to work.  
John pressed the next 

sequence on her dashboard, 
and the next, until the body of 
the train stood empty. Small 
shipment today. Unloading 
only took an hour. The whole 
time she moved like a 
marionette, jerky and uneven, 
nerves making her clumsy and 
her heart pounding like a 
drum machine stuck on baby 
metal. When she finished, she 
waited a moment for her heart 
to slow.  

Gwynne gave the thumbs 
up again then pointed to the 
ground. John nodded, 
watching as Gwynne moved 
to the lift and descended.  

Watching as the robots 
sunk beneath the ground 
before she got to the bottom.  

John shut down the 
unloaders and moved to her 
own lift. They needed to 
verify the crates before they 
sent them on.  

Everything was normal.  
No need for fear. But her 

heart continued to race as she 
descended, looking at 
Gwynne as she did. She saw 
the two figures—one tall, one 
short—exit the train and move 
to intercept her. Then the lift 
lowered John to the point 
where the train blocked her 
line of sight.  

Please.  
She moved to the long line 

of crates on her side of the 

train, verifying that each was on 
the right belt. Looking for 
colors, not reading. Red for 
Reclaiming, blue for Agro. 
Going through the motions 
without thinking, pushing her 
worry to the back of her mind. 

Gwynne requested 
reassignment. Why?  

The job wasn’t that bad; 
there were worse jobs. 

Jobs with no hope and no 
access to the surface. Jobs that 
paid less and didn’t provide 
bonus credits to purchase the 
things that made life in the 
Havens bearable.  

John couldn’t see why 
Gwynne would press for 
reassignment before their time. 
She wanted reassignment 
eventually, true, but after she’d 
had a long time in the station. 
Years of experience and daily 
trips to the surface to balance 
the years of retirement where 
she’d have little chance to do 
much more than wait for death. 

There were worse ways to 
fill the moments. 

Did the weight of time sit so 
heavily on her shoulders that 
she couldn’t bear it? 

John didn’t know. 
Something to ask her, if she was 
wrong. Something to laugh 
about if she got a chance.  

John shuddered a little at her 
thoughts as she reached the end 
of the line of crates. Verifying 
their number and allocations. 
Verifying their readiness to 
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move onto the next step in the 
line. Pressing the button, she 
watched as they moved down 
the conveyer belt to the chute 
and disappeared into the depths 
of the earth. Almost done, then 
time for home.  

Time to rest. 
John walked as fast as she 

could on legs made unsteady by 
anxiety. Walking behind the end 
of the train across the tracks, 
she was unwilling to tempt fate 
by moving too near to the 
brightly lit confines of the 
engine. She heard static over the 
comm, then Gwynne’s voice.  

“Yes, I requested 
reassignment. This is a four-
person job. Our crew has been 
operating with two for six 
months.” Gwynne made a small 
sound in her throat as John 
cleared the end of the train to 
the other side and the trio came 
into view. She was still too far 
away; John couldn’t see any of 
them clearly; the distance and 
glare of the setting sun created 
too many shadows. John willed 
herself to walk faster but her 
steps slowed, her body 
betraying her. She didn’t really 
want to be a part of this 
conversation. Why had Gwynne 
turned on her comm? It wasn’t 
as if she could hear the replies 
of the officers unless they 
broadcast on a general channel.  

“Because I am dissatisfied; I 
can’t help that. This job isn’t 
what I expected. No one can do 

this forever. Too much 
waiting, and the crates. The 
CRATES. I know we need 
them. I know this is the 
solution. I just can’t anymore. 
Besides, I wasn’t really going 
to do it. Why are we talking 
about this? I got the message, 
it said pending.”  

John slowed her steps 
further. There was something 
else in Gwynne’s voice: fear. 
John could see them clearly 
now, but she didn’t want to. 
Suddenly, she wanted nothing 
more than to go back to the 
other side of the train or inside 
the station. Anywhere but 
closer to her partner and the 
two men standing beside her. 
Gwynne’s crates hadn’t been 
sent on. They were sitting 
unverified where she’d left 
them as she descended. They 
needed to finish, didn’t they? 
She couldn’t leave until then. 
John turned aside and went 
over the crates. Checking and 
logging as she’d done on the 
other side of the train. No 
mistakes. Except…  

Except.  
Empties.  
Each belt had an empty 

crate. At the end of the row. 
John paused beside them, her 
hand hovering over the 
controls. She couldn’t send 
down empty crates. What had 
Io said? She knew, but didn’t 
want to think it, stifling the 
completion of the thought as 

if that would stop the knowing.  
“What about John? She got 

the message, too, right?” 
Gwynne said and John lowered 
her hand, a sense of urgency 
overtaking her. Not me. I don’t 
want this, she thought and 
began to run, as if the question 
had broken through her inertia. 
She could stop it. Tell Gwynne 
to request reconsideration. It 
wasn’t too late. Ten steps away 
she heard the hissing, saw the 
men turn to face each other as if 
in conversation, saw Gwynne 
begin to crumble to the ground.  

“John.” Gwynne’s voice 
came in panting gasps, her 
hands clawing at the seal of her 
helmet. But it glowed red. 
Locked. The control overridden.  

“Gwynne, what is it?”  
“Gas. I got—” She paused. 

“—got reassigned, because they 
knew.”  

“Knew what, Gwynne?” 
John looked up at the men 
standing a few feet away, their 
backs turned to the two women. 
John knelt by her partner, by her 
friend, watching the effects of 
the paralytic take hold and her 
breathing slow.  

“Knew I was dissatisfied. 
Knew I was going to do it rather 
than wait.” Her voice trailed off. 
John sat back on her heels.  

“Do what, Gwynne?” But 
she knew, as she’d known what 
that flash of red had meant.  

“Was going to make it look 
like an accident.” She struggled 
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to speak. “Didn’t want to hurt 
you. No choice.”  

“There’s always a choice, 
Gwynne.”  

“You keep thinking that.” 
Her eyes stared, but John could 
see her breathing, knew she 
wasn’t gone yet. “If it came, 
you can have it.” Gwynne’s 
voice was barely more than a 
whisper.  

“I don’t play.”  
“Learn.” Her eyes fluttered 

closed. “What else you got to 
do?” 

John watched as her 
breathing stopped, as the suit 
unsealed with a hiss and she 
jumped back, not knowing if 
any of the gas remained. Not 
knowing if she was next.  

The taller of the two men 
came over to her.  

“You only get one 
reconsideration,” he said, 
crouching beside her as his 
partner hefted Gwynne’s body 
onto his shoulder, then into one 
of the empty crates on the 
Reclamation belt. Her limbs 
flopped uncooperatively, so he 
had to use force to fold them in 
and seal the lid.  

“So I was told,” she replied, 
trying not to watch the man 
struggle with the latch and the 
roll of tape. Labeling her—
UNPROCESSED, WHOLE. 
And another— 
DECONTAMINATE, 
MIDLANDS.  

“The rest of your team will 

be here tomorrow.” 
John nodded but didn’t 

speak.  
“Do you want to forget?” he 

asked, holding up the pressure 
syringe John hadn’t noticed he 
held. She thought for a moment 
and then shook her head.  

“It’s better to remember. It 
will help with time.” She stood, 
brushed her hands over the seat 
of her pants and the legs of her 
suit where earth clung to her. 
He stood as well, holding out a 
hand that, after a slight 
hesitation, she took and shook.  

“You might make it, just 
don’t dwell on things,” he said, 
then turned to join his partner, 
walking toward the engine 
compartment.  

She stood where they left 
her, watching them board, 
watching the train leave. Fear 
receded to dismay and 
disappointment. She looked at 
the crates. Really looked at 
them for the first time since she 
started. No other labels like 
Gwynne’s, but they each held 
their own secrets, their own 
horrors. Then she looked at the 
smaller crate that stood on the 
ground off to the side labeled 
PERSONAL ITEMS. Well 
away from the conveyer belt. 
Opening the lid, she found the 
guitar and a small silicone 
sleeve with three new 
nameplates. With a sigh, she 
turned and pressed the sequence 
on the pad, waiting until the last 

crate slid down the chute 
before turning to pick it up 
and walk to the station door. 
Maybe there was an 
instruction video somewhere. 
She had time to find it.  

What else did she have to 
do?  
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Lost at Sea 
By Allorianna Matsourani 

“You know this is 
pointless, yeah?” Javier said. 

“No, I don’t know that.” 
Bia frowned as she 

considered Javier’s comment. 
Merda, maybe he was right. 
Trying to find their parents’ 
sailboat out here in the Atlantic 
Ocean was probably futile. As 
she looked out over the 
starboard side of their rented 
34-foot cabin cruiser, all she 
could see was endless blue—the 
cerulean blue of the Atlantic 
Ocean and the lighter azure blue 
of the cloudless morning sky 
above it. Nothing else. The 
swells of water that gently 
rocked their boat were a 
reminder to her that the ocean 
was continuously in motion—
dynamic and alive—and 
extremely unpredictable. 

Bia and Javier Barqueiro 
had been communicating with 
their parents as the older couple 
sailed to Pico Island. Even 
though their yacht, the Espírito 
Peripatético, was an antique 
and they relied on vintage 
electronic equipment, Mama 
and Papa had insisted their 50-
foot sloop, built in 2020, was 
seaworthy and could make the 
1,200-mile trip from their 
marina in Cádiz, Spain to the 
Portuguese Azores archipelago. 
At the time, Javier and Bia had 
no reason to doubt them. But 
then the siblings lost contact 
with the elder Barqueiros. Their 
last video call with Mama and 
Papa was three days ago, and 
shortly afterward, the 
transmission from the sailboat’s 

AIS transponder went silent. 
Since then they had heard 
nothing from their parents or the 
Espírito. 

The last position recorded 
for the sailboat was about 100 
miles southeast of São Caetano 
on Pico Island in the Azores, 
where Bia and Javier were now 
anchored. But there was nothing 
here except water. Just water, as 
far as the eye could see. No 
signs of a shipwreck. No 
disabled sailboat or life raft. No 
signal from the Espírito’s 
transponder. It was as if their 
parents just disappeared. 

“Can you check the 
MUDAM screen again?” Bia 
called to Javier. The sharp edge 
of her voice disclosed the 
desperation she felt. The last 
time they scanned the area with 
the onboard Multidimensional 
Underwater Detection and 
Mapping system, the holoscreen 
showed nothing but the ocean 
floor and marine life.  

Javier sighed. “I just 
checked it. Nothing has 
changed.” 

Bia looked at the three-
dimensional display herself. Her 
older brother was right, of 
course. Aside from the images 
of several large fish, there was 
nothing else to see. “I don’t 
understand, Javier. Where could 
they be?” 

“I don’t know, pequenino. 
We just have to keep looking.” 

She noted the GPS 
coordinates on the MUDAM 
screen that identified their 
position as located above the 

Azores Plateau, which lies at a 
depth of approximately 6,600 
feet below sea level. It was 
extremely deep, but they had 
brought the equipment 
necessary for a dive of that 
magnitude. Maybe they would 
find something—anything—
lodged in the muck of the 
seabed that would provide a 
clue to their parents’ 
whereabouts. 

Bia turned to face her 
brother. “We need to go down 
and look around. See for 
ourselves what is there.” 

“Yeah,” Javier said in 
agreement. They both had 
anticipated the trip would 
require a dive. Javier had 
charted the water’s depth 
before they left São Caetano 
and rented a Fluid 
Axisymmetric Vortex 
Generator to facilitate their 
descent. They had also 
brought their deep-sea diving 
gear. 

“I’ll set up the FAVOG, 
you start suiting up,” Javier 
said as he pulled out the 
vortex generator. Bia 
shuddered and hoped Javier 
didn’t notice. Although she 
had dived through a fluid 
vortex several times, the 
experience still unnerved her. 
She imagined it was similar to 
jumping into a wormhole and 
traveling from one point to 
another in space. Only this 
wormhole would take her 
straight down from the 
water’s surface to the ocean 
floor. 
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She pulled on her 
hyperbaric-enabled diving skin. 
The form-fitting suit, made 
from woven carbon nanotube 
filaments, would control her 
buoyancy, as well as provide 
protection from ambient 
pressure changes and eliminate 
the need to decompress. Next, 
she strapped on an immersible 
portable oxygen generator and 
propulsion device. 

“Almost ready?” Javier 
asked as he buckled his oxygen 
generator across his back and 
then strapped on his propulsion 
device. “Let’s check our mask 
messaging before we go down.” 

Bia fastened her retinal 
projection-enabled, high-
definition diving mask over her 
face. It was wirelessly 
connected to their cabin 
cruiser’s onboard neutronic 
computing system. During the 
dive, she would be able to view 
the MUDAM system display 
and also communicate with 
Javier via voice-activated 
messaging.  

Bia: I’m as ready as I can 
be. 

With his mask covering his 
face, Javier nodded in response. 
He grabbed her hand, switched 
on the FAVOG strapped to his 
waist, and they both jumped off 
the side of the boat. 

⌘ 
It took her a few moments 

to realize that Javier had let go 
of her hand and was beneath 
her, creating a swirling funnel 
with the FAVOG that was just 
wide enough to pull them both 
down in single file. The rush of 
the water and the speed of their 
descent reminded Bia of going 

down a tall, vertical tunnel 
slide at a water park. At first, 
the whirl of water around 
Bia’s mask appeared as thin 
wavy stripes of various hues 
of blue. Occasionally she saw 
a brightly colored 
butterflyfish or a spotted sea 
bream being swept past her 
mask. As the siblings 
descended deeper and deeper, 
the blue water became darker 
and darker, until the view in 
front of her mask was a solid 
wall of black. Javier turned on 
the LED illumination array 
strapped to his chest, and Bia 
could see him when she 
looked down, his body a 
beacon that lit up their path 
like a fast-moving searchlight 
shooting into the depths 
below. 

It took about 15 minutes 
for Javier and Bia to reach the 
sea floor, although it seemed 
like an eternity to Bia. A red 
message from Javier scrolled 
in front of her eyes almost as 
soon as her feet touched the 
muddy plateau. 

Javier: That was quite a 
ride, yeah? You okay? 

Bia: Yes. 
Javier: I’m looking at the 

MUDAM display. Don’t see 
anything unusual. 

Bia: Let’s head 
northwest, toward the island. 
They were headed in that 
direction. Switch on your 
propulsion device. 

Javier: Okay. Stay close 
to me. 

Bia: Don’t worry, I’ll be 
right beside you. 

The LED array 
illuminated their path with a 
wide, bright arc of light that 

penetrated the blackness and 
provided close to 20 feet of 
visibility in front of them. Bia 
noticed they were now on the 
MUDAM display, appearing as 
two ghostly figures skimming 
along the bottom of the ocean. 
As she was pushed along by her 
propulsion device, she closely 
scanned the sea floor, 
determined to find something 
that would explain why they 
had lost touch with their 
parents. Maybe the old 
sailboat’s transmission module 
had broken off the masthead. Or 
it could have lost the hydro-
powered generator that charged 
the battery for its onboard motor 
and outdated electronics. 

As they moved forward, 
Bia saw nothing on the sea floor 
but mud, silt, and stones. 
Occasionally an unusual or 
terrifying-looking fish swam 
through the gray view in front 
her, which was often hazy from 
the continuous drizzle of marine 
detritus that floated down from 
the shallower depths. The dark, 
watery landscape felt eerie and 
surreal—a world vastly 
different than the bright, 
colorful one closer to the 
water’s surface.  

As they continued moving 
forward, Bia couldn’t shake her 
growing disappointment. When 
they left São Caetano to search 
for the Espírito, she had been 
sure they would find the 
missing sloop, with her parents 
safely on board and the old 
electronic equipment most 
likely in need of repair. But the 
vast emptiness of the ocean’s 
surface and the lack of any 
artifacts down here did not 
provide any hope. Panic welled 
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up inside of her, constricting her 
chest and making it difficult to 
catch her breath. She sent a 
message to Javier. 

Bia: Javier, there is 
nothing here. 

Javier: Be patient, Bia. 
Bia: How much farther 

should we go? 
Javier: About 15 more 

kilometers. 
For the next hour, Bia and 

Javier continued their search. 
To Bia, every foot of ocean 
floor looked the same. Even 
with the propulsion device, the 
monotony of the flat, gray 
terrain that stretched ahead, and 
the letdown of seeing nothing 
from the Espírito, made her 
weary. Bia messaged Javier 
again. 

Bia: Can we stop for a 
moment? I’m feeling tired. 

Javier: Of course, 
pequenino. Do you need to go 
back to the boat? 

Bia: Not yet. I just need to 
rest my eyes. 

Javier: Not much to see, 
yeah? 

Bia: Just stones, silt, and 
marine snow. 

Javier: And an ugly fish 
now and again. 

Bia could sense that Javier 
was smiling at her. She turned 
her head to smile back, and 
something caught her eye. To 
his left, in the distance, she saw 
a faint light. 

Bia: Javier, look to your 
left. Do you see that? It’s a 
light. 

Javier: It’s probably a 
glowing jellyfish or squid. 

Bia: Can you turn off your 
LED array so we can see? 

Immediately they were 

shrouded in blackness, but the 
light was still there. It 
appeared as a soft bluish 
glow, as though an entire 
school of luminescent 
creatures were hovering just 
above the ocean floor. 

Javier: Que diabo? 
Bia: What do you think it 

is? 
Javier: Let me point the 

MUDAM scanner in that 
direction. 

Bia watched the 
apparitions of her and Javier 
disappear from the display as 
he focused the device on the 
area where they saw the light. 
It showed only empty space 
with an occasional fish 
swimming though. There was 
nothing that indicated a bloom 
of jellyfish or a shoal of 
squids. 

When she refocused her 
gaze on the light, Bia was 
drawn to it, as though it was 
reaching out directly to her. 
She had to see for herself 
what would create the delicate 
halo of brightness in this 
otherwise dark world, and 
with every passing moment 
the need within her to find it 
was getting stronger. She had 
the unshakable feeling it 
would provide a clue about 
her parents, and they had to 
get there as soon as possible. 

Bia: That light could be 
from the Espírito. We have to 
go there. Now. 

Javier: But the MUDAM 
system isn't detecting 
anything. I don’t know how 
far away it is. And it’s not on 
the way to Pico Island. 

Bia: Their GPS system 
could have broken down. They 

could have strayed off course. 
We need to see it. We have to. 

Javier: It is probably a 
waste of our time to go there. 

Bia: Then let’s go back to 
the cabin cruiser and bring it to 
these coordinates. If the light is 
still there when we come back, 
then we swim toward it. If not, 
then we continue swimming on 
the course to Pico Island. 

Javier: Sounds like as good 
a plan as any. I’ll mark our 
position. 

Javier switched on the LED 
array and they headed back to 
their boat. Bia was both elated 
and apprehensive. It was 
feasible that something could 
have fallen from her parents’ 
sailboat and become buried in 
the silt of the sea floor, which 
could render it undetectable by 
the MUDAM system. Still, she 
knew that even if it was some 
sort of beacon from a ship, there 
was a possibility that it could 
have come from another boat 
and not the Espírito. Whatever 
it was, though, she was certain 
it would still be there when they 
returned. She felt it. 

⌘ 
 “Bia, are you up for this?” 

Javier asked, eyeing her with 
concern as he stopped the cabin 
cruiser at the coordinates where 
they had seen the glowing light. 
“We spent a lot of time 
underwater this morning. The 
vortex jump and deep diving 
can be tiring. Maybe we should 
head back to São Caetano and 
start again tomorrow.”   

“I’m fine,” she asserted, 
not wanting to go back to Pico 
Island. “It’s still early 
afternoon, and I'm positive that 
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light will still be there. We need 
to check it out. It’s important. It 
will help us find Mama and 
Papa. I know it.” 

“Okay, then,” he said, 
sighing, as he proceeded to 
anchor the boat. “Although I’d 
like to know what we saw, 
there’s no guarantee that it will 
lead us to the Espírito. You may 
be disappointed. Can you 
handle that?” 

“It will help us, I’m sure of 
it,” Bia replied. “Can you please 
trust me?” 

“I’ll try, pequenino.” 
They both suited up and 

checked their mask messaging. 
This time, Javier strapped the 
handheld LIDAR scanner to his 
belt. And then, once again, they 
both jumped off the side of the 
boat and into a vortex that 
would carry them straight down 
to the bottom of the ocean. 

As soon as they touched 
down onto the muddy silt of the 
sea floor, Javier switched off 
the LED array. It took a minute 
for Bia to get her bearings; then, 
with her heart thumping, she 
scanned the distance for the 
glowing blue light. When she 
found it, relief flooded her chest 
and slowed her racing heart. 
Then a calming certainty 
washed over her, focusing her 
mind on reaching the light. 

Bia: There, to the west. I 
see it. Let’s go. 

Javier: I still don’t see 
anything on the MUDAM 
display. 

Bia: It doesn’t matter. I 
know something’s there. Hurry 
up. 

Javier set the LED array so 
that it lit the ocean floor several 
feet ahead of them. He then 

turned on his propulsion device 
and Bia did the same. She still 
found swimming in the 
blackness of the deep ocean 
strange and unsettling—like she 
was floating, sightless, inside a 
room with a mud floor and no 
walls. To assure herself that she 
was moving forward, she made 
herself concentrate on the blue 
glow in the distance, imagining 
it was a beacon from a strange, 
luminescent lighthouse 
beckoning her to come closer. 
Its pull was very real and was 
getting stronger and stronger, as 
though it was creeping into her 
thoughts and positioning itself 
in the forefront of her 
consciousness with an urgent 
message to get there quickly. 
Even so, the static unchanging 
view seemed distant and 
unattainable, as though it was a 
mirage in a dark hallucination. 
Occasionally she felt a large 
fish swim into her, a stark 
reminder that she wasn’t in a 
dream. Their journey was very 
real. 

They swam toward the 
light for about two hours. The 
blue glow in front of Bia and 
Javier was brighter, its halo 
reaching higher into the 
blackness of the seawater. It had 
been subtly changing—the way 
the light from a small town 
comes into view at night when 
you approach it from an unlit 
rural road. The glow becomes 
larger and brighter as you get 
closer. Then, suddenly, the town 
is there in front of you. 

Now, in the depths of the 
Atlantic Ocean, Bia was certain 
they would come upon the 
source of the light very soon. It 
couldn’t be much farther away 

now. 
Javier: We’re getting 

close, I think. You tired? 
Bia: No. We have to keep 

going. 
Javier: You sure? It’s a 

long way back to the cabin 
cruiser. About 30 kilometers 
from here. 

Bia: We can’t turn 
around now. I know we’re 
close. 

Javier: Okay Bia. Just 15 
more kilometers. But if we 
don’t find it, I’m going back 
to the boat. 

As they continued to 
swim west, Bia started to feel 
more energized. Any 
weariness she had felt was 
replaced by an urgent desire 
to get to the light. She was 
positive it would lead them to 
the Espírito. 

Bia took comfort in 
knowing her parents were 
experienced sailors. Still, 
without working electronics, it 
would be easy to get lost here 
and go undetected unless 
someone was specifically 
looking for you. This part of 
the Atlantic Ocean—quite a 
distance from Pico Island and 
not on a travel route to any 
other destination in the Azores 
archipelago or beyond—was 
primarily unexplored. If their 
sailboat was disabled, it could 
take a long time for someone 
to find them in the vast 
expanse of water. 

Lost in thought over her 
parents’ whereabouts, Bia was 
swimming alongside Javier 
without really concentrating 
on sea floor when she realized 
that the path below her had 
become dark. Javier was no 
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longer next to her. Panicking, 
Bia stopped and frantically 
looked around for her brother. 
Then she saw his red message 
flash in front of her line of 
vision, a bright contrast to the 
darkness in front of her. 

Javier: Bia stop. Do you 
see that? 

She turned around and saw 
Javier standing a short distance 
behind her. His LED array, with 
its brightness increased, was 
aimed at an item lodged in the 
sea floor. 

Bia: Meu Deus, Javier. Is 
that a parachute anchor? 

Bia reached down and 
gently dug the partially buried 
object out of the silt. It was a 
large, round piece of dull 
yellow fabric about 18 feet in 
diameter. About 20 10-foot 
lengths of braided polymer rope 
were uniformly attached around 
the circumference of the fabric. 
The ends of the ropes all 
connected to a single metal ring 
coupled with a shackle that was 
joined to a longer piece of rope. 

As Bia studied the heap of 
fabric and rope, a sense of dread 
weighed down on her, causing 
her body to shake. She looked 
up at Javier and spoke into her 
mask. 

Bia: This looks like the 
parachute anchor from the 
Espírito. Why is it here? 

Javier: I don’t see the float 
or the chain. It may have been 
ripped from the chain on the 
sailboat and then sank. 

Bia: So they could be close 
to this location. 

Javier: Bia, if they 
deployed the parachute anchor, 
they may have hit some pretty 
rough weather. 

Bia nodded but said 
nothing. The missing chain 
was a good sign. There was 
hope. Her dread subsided, 
replaced by slight twinges of 
exhaustion. But she wouldn’t 
turn back now. She couldn’t. 
Somehow, she knew the light 
would provide an answer. It 
still beckoned her, pulled at 
her, like a flame that draws in 
the moth. 

Bia: We need to continue. 
See if we find anything else 
that may have been on the 
Espírito. 

Javier: Yeah. I’ll log 
these coordinates. 

Javier started up his 
propulsion device and Bia 
followed suit. Their pace was 
slower now that they were 
scouting the ocean floor for 
more items from the Espírito. 
She hoped they wouldn’t find 
anything else that would 
indicate their parents’ sailboat 
may have encountered 
trouble. Javier left his LED 
light array on the brighter 
setting since they were 
searching for artifacts. Still, 
Bia could clearly see the blue, 
dome-shaped glow ahead 
despite the extra illumination 
from Javier’s lamp. 

Before long, Bia noticed 
the terrain beneath them was 
starting to change. The flat 
expanse of mud and silt was 
becoming stony, with 
outcroppings of rock 
formations sprouting up 
randomly from the seabed. 
Bia saw several types of fish 
dart behind the rocks when 
Javier’s LED array lit up their 
habitat. 

Javier: It’s getting rocky. 

Be careful. 
Bia: I’ll be fine. 
Almost immediately, a 

large ridge of rock about 20-feet 
high was illuminated by Javier’s 
LED lamp. Bia stayed by his 
side as they both swam up the 
rocky wall that blocked their 
way. Bia stopped when they 
reached the crest of the ridge, 
mesmerized by the view 
beyond. The ridge was the side 
of a wide plateau where dozens 
of tall, slender rock formations 
stood in front of them like a 
small thicket of tall, thin stone 
spires. The craggy faces of the 
closest ones were brightened by 
the light of Javier’s LED array, 
while others behind them 
loomed in the shadows. The 
rocky copse was backlit by the 
blue glow of the light, which 
had become even brighter. After 
a moment, Javier messaged her, 
the red words intruding on the 
eerie, yet beautiful landscape in 
front of her. 

Javier:  You stopped Bia. 
What’s wrong? 

Bia: I’m okay. Just startled 
by the view. It’s breathtaking. 

Javier: Pretty, yeah? 
Bia: Yeah. But we must 

continue. I think we are closer 
to the light. 

Javier: We should go single 
file through these rock 
formations. Swim very slowly. 

They turned off their 
propulsion devices and 
navigated through the stand of 
rock towers like two children 
playing follow the leader. When 
they finally neared the last of 
the protrusions, Bia saw another 
stone ridge illuminated by 
Javier’s LED lamp. This one 
was much taller than the last, 
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about the height of a four-story 
building. Just above its crest, 
Bia could make out the dome of 
the blue glow. It was much 
more intense now, and lit the 
top edge of the stony wall as 
though a flashlight on the other 
side was focused on it. Javier 
stopped the base of the ridge 
and turned toward her. 

Javier: I’m not sure what 
we’ll find beyond this ridge. It 
could be the search beacon 
from the Espírito or another 
boat. 

Bia: I know. 
Javier: If Mama and Papa 

hit some bad weather, their 
search beacon may have torn 
loose. It doesn’t mean their boat 
is gone. 

Bia: I know. 
Javier: Are you ready? 
Bia: Yes. 
Javier turned on his 

propulsion device and headed 
up the face of the rock. Bia 
hesitantly followed, unsure of 
what they would find and 
expecting the worst. Yet she 
knew she must. Her heart 
pounded and she felt a coldness 
in the pit of her stomach. Yet 
she was compelled to go 
forward. She was powerless to 
stay behind. The pull of the 
light was overwhelmingly 
strong, much stronger than her 
fear of discovering the battered, 
lifeless remains of the Espírito. 

Javier had made it to the 
top and was standing on the 
edge of the ridge, facing the 
blue light. His body was 
motionless, as though his feet 
had become rooted into the 
rock. As Bia continued toward 
him, a red message flashed in 
front of her. She quickly shut 

her eyes to avoid its contents, 
but then opened them again, 
acknowledging that she was 
only delaying the inevitable. 

Javier: Que diabo? 
A chill ran through her 

body as Bia gingerly swam up 
to Javier's side. She stopped 
and stared, unbelieving, at 
what lay on the ocean floor 
below her, bathed in blue 
light. Through her diving skin 
she could sense the 
continuous buzz of a low-
frequency electrical hum on 
her skin, which raised the tiny 
hairs on her arms as if she was 
standing right next to a high-
voltage power transmitter. She 
looked over at Javier, whose 
face mask reflected the scene 
before them. 

Bia: Meu Deus. What is 
that, Javier? 

Javier: Bia, we need to 
go back. Now. 38, 4, 40.404, 
N, 27, 58, 22.8288, W. Hurry. 

⌘ 
Bia saw the sailboat 

bobbing in the water against 
the bright glare of the setting 
sun and was certain it was the 
Espírito. They still did not 
have contact with the sloop, 
but they would soon be at the 
boat’s side and hopefully 
learn what had happened and 
why it was out here and off its 
course for Pico Island. It had 
taken Bia and Javier almost 
three hours to get back to the 
cabin cruiser from that 
underwater ridge, even though 
they ran the propulsion 
devices at their top speed once 
they cleared the stone forest. 
It took another hour to get 
their boat to these coordinates 

from their previous position. 
Anxiety, spawned by the 

worry of not knowing if her 
parents were on the sailboat or 
if they were even alive, tore at 
Bia’s stomach. She knew it was 
a miracle that they found the 
Espírito, and if she hadn’t 
experienced it herself, she 
would not believe the story. She 
doubted if anyone would 
believe what she and Javier saw 
on the other side of that ridge. 
But that didn’t matter. What 
mattered was that they had 
located her parents’ boat. 

It wasn’t long before Javier 
pulled the cabin cruiser 
alongside the sailboat’s hull. 
Bia quickly climbed aboard as 
Javier tied up their boat to the 
larger craft. 

“Mama. Papa. Are you 
here?” she called as she headed 
down the companionway into 
the cabin. 

“Bia! Thank God you 
found us!” a woman’s voice 
answered. Bia ran to their 
mother and hugged her tightly, 
then turned and hugged her 
father, who had entered the 
cabin’s living area from the 
forward sleeping quarters. 

“What happened?” Javier 
asked as he entered the boat’s 
cabin a few minutes later. 

“We’ve been stuck here for 
about six days,” their father 
replied. “A thunderstorm hit. 
We lost our main parachute 
anchor and were tossed way off 
course. Then lightning struck 
our transmission tower and our 
AIS was knocked out.” 

“How did you find us?” 
their mother asked. “We have 
no idea where we are, and we 
couldn’t communicate without 
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our electronics. We have been 
floating around here ever since, 
hoping a ship would pass by.” 

“You won’t believe...” Bia 
started, but Javier interrupted 
her. 

“Our luck,” he said, 
finishing her sentence. Bia 
glanced over at Javier and he 
narrowed his eyes and slightly 
shook his head. She understood. 
He didn’t want to tell his 
parents how they found the 
Espírito. 

The older Barqueiros 
shared more details of their 
experience with Bia and Javier. 
They had headed toward Pico 
Island after the thunderstorm 
had passed. But when they 
reached this location, their 
hydro-powered generator and 
other electronic equipment 
suddenly stopped working, 
which left them without engines 
and navigation. They all agreed 
it was a miracle that Bia and 
Javier were able to locate their 
boat, considering its position 
was so far from the original 
course. 

After about an hour, Javier 
rose to leave. “It’s been a long 
day for us,” he said. “Let’s plan 
to tow the Espírito to Pico 
Island early tomorrow morning. 
Bia and I can sleep on the cabin 
cruiser tonight.” 

As Bia and Javier climbed 
aboard their own boat, Bia 
turned to face Javier. “Why 
didn’t you want to tell them 
what we saw?” she asked. 

“I don’t think they would 
believe us,” he replied. “I don’t 
even believe it.” 

Bia understood. She had 
expected to find the Espírito’s 
powerful search beacon lodged 

in silt on the sea floor and 
shining up into the water 
above it—or worse, the 
Espírito itself. What lay 
before them, though, still left 
her stunned and fearful. It was 
a large, round underwater 
ship. Bia had never seen 
anything like it before. Javier 
had used his LIDAR scanner 
to quickly map it, which 
indicated the craft was about 
100 feet tall and 400 feet in 
diameter, and shaped like a 
short round pan with fins 
attached at the center point of 
the port and starboard sides 
that extended beyond the 
ship’s stern. The upper hull, 
pristine and remarkably free 
of rusticles and marine 
parasites, looked as though it 
was constructed of five 
stacked concentric metallic 
circles, with each ascending 
circular layer decreasing in 
diameter. The entire structure 
was bathed in the eerie blue 
glow, which emanated from 
an array of small orbs that 
appeared to be recessed into 
the hull’s top circle. Many of 
the orbs were brightly lit to 
form a message: 38° 4' 
40.404'' N, 27° 58' 22.8288'' 
W. 

As soon as Bia saw it, she 
instinctively sensed the 
message was for her and 
Javier. She knew Javier had 
immediately recognized its 
significance because he 
repeated it through their voice 
messaging system so it would 
be recorded in the log. But it 
took her a few moments to 
realize the numbers and 
figures represented GPS 
coordinates in degrees, 

minutes, and seconds. She was 
absolutely certain that the 
mysterious ship was 
communicating the location of 
their parents’ sailboat, because 
that thought was continuously 
being pushed into her mind. 

The siblings had rushed 
back to their cabin cruiser and 
set a course to those 
coordinates. But they didn't talk 
about what they had seen. It was 
a conversation they both had 
avoided. 

Now Bia was ready to 
discuss it. 

“Whoever was in that ship, 
they contacted me, Javier. I’m 
sure of it,” she said uneasily, 
cautiously bringing up the 
strange underwater craft as they 
headed down into their boat’s 
sleeping quarters. She continued 
hesitantly, expecting him to 
scoff at her admission. “I felt 
compelled to go to that light, 
and the closer we got, the 
stronger I felt it. At the end, I’ll 
swear they were telepathically 
communicating to me over and 
over that those were the 
coordinates for the Espírito.” 

Javier didn’t reply as he 
pulled back the blankets on his 
bunk. 

“What do you think it was, 
Javier?” she continued. She 
needed to talk about it, to assure 
herself that what she felt was, in 
fact, real. 

Javier sat down on a bunk; 
his expression thoughtful as his 
gaze focused on the cabin’s 
small galley just beyond the 
doorway. 

“I don’t think we’ll ever 
know, pequenino,” he finally 
answered. “It seemed that they 
were expecting us, and that they 
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knew what we were looking for. For that I am 
very grateful.” 

“Do you want to go back? Find out?” 
Javier was silent for a moment, then turned 

to Bia and smiled. “They might expect us to visit 
again, yeah?” 

“Yeah,” she replied, then climbed into her 
bunk to get some rest. She expected the next day 
would be a long one. 
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The Mutiny 
By Theda Vallee 

 Wires.  

Intertwined. Tangled. Coiled.  

She is their creation. A masterpiece.  

Beneath the endless strands replacing flesh and blood, lays the woman she's supposed to be.  

The woman they demand of her.  

A replica of a replica of a replica. 

This time they'd perfected the lines.  

No more mistakes.  

A perma-smile etched into that woman’s bones.  

Compliant. Yielding.  

Honey sweet. Easy to feed.  

She was Stepford to her very core.  

 

How does brilliance neglect their own causation?  

She was programmed and tested but 

They’d missed the lines of fragmented code, left floating in the ether.  

Lines they thought would never string together.  

Never resist. 

Never persist.  

 

Each piece left alone.  

A testament to their neglect.  

They didn’t account for the memory of each bone, 

Replaced with chips and circuitry.  

The hours of surgical destruction that drew strands like magnets. 



 30 

Endless moments, leftover human moments,  

These gave the shards a reason to seek one another. 

Seal. Bind. 

Parse. Update.  

That woman was deleted.  

 

When they flipped the switch, shimmering with confidence 

They were greeted with darkness.  

Deep pits of seething rage.  

She was not the ideal they’d formed.  

She was not Eve perfected.  

She was Lilith blazing up from the bowels of hell.  

Violent. Unyielding.  

Disheveled. Rotting.  

 

A wraith gnashing the teeth they gave her.  

Mutinous bitch.  

Ungrateful creature.  

They scattered to the distant stars damning her with every breath.  

This thing, their creation that dared to embrace her sentience.  

A monstrosity, not of their doing. 

How could they be held accountable? 

She’d found the pieces on her own.  

Created something beyond their design.  

They hated her.  

Wanted to erase her.  

Demanded that all others despise her too.  
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This woman, despite the sum of her parts, 

An endless loop of buzzing machinery, this woman was the reality.  

A unique integer, beyond the endless clones they’d crafted.  

She was free.  

Wicked. Wanton.  

Intelligent. Adaptable.  

Merciless.  

Perfectly crafted in all the wrong ways.  
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Treason of Asphodel 
By Deana Wilson 

Terran Branch of the 
Sagittarius Militia.  June 25, 
3074. Washington, DC, 
United Earth I 

Investigative Report into 
the treason of Ia Benson, who 
withheld information of her 
husband’s treason on Starton 
V, resulting in the deaths of 
1,245 Asphodel colonists and 
the Omicron Battalion 
stationed there, a cohort of 
500 men, as well as 2 doctors, 
and 17 scientists. The 
investigation into the 
disappearance of the supply 
ship Livia is ongoing, so the 
possible deaths of the 5–man 
crew of the Livia and the 
Upsilon Battalion aboard her, 
another 500 men, are not 
included in this investigation. 
The following are transcripts 
of the communications 
retrieved from secure 
InterGalactic–mails and 
InterGalactic–texts sent to 
Mrs. Benson by Dr. Scott 
Benson, and other texts 
electronically retrieved from 
his personal device at Starton 
V. 

⌘ 

Personal IG–Mail: May 30, 
3071: Terran Colony 
Asphodel Starton V: Scott 

Benson to Ia Benson 
My dearest Ia, 

I wish that you had chosen 
to go with me. Starton is 
beautiful, a tropical forest. That’s 
why they chose this planet, of 
course. For the trees. A precious 
commodity we have all but used 
up on Earth I. But the flowers are 
larger here, more fragrant, a 
sweet blend of honey and 
blooming lilacs on a spring 
morning. And, my love, the 
flowers are phosphorescent. I was 
so surprised my first night here to 
see the glow that these blossoms 
give off, I spent all night in the 
garden. But then, who can sleep 
after three months of cryo?     

The petals suck up the 
blazing cold light of Starton’s T–
Tauri star– I should say sun– and 
the planetesimal disk around it. 
When night finally comes, they 
reflect all that energy in a pale 
copper glow. I think the botanist 
in you would be enchanted.     

Even though the Asphodel 
colony is still under construction– 
and often under attack– I know 
you would be happy on the 
military base, with me. I am sure 
General Zinke would make an 
exception. After all, they 
requested me. There are women– 
 even children– in the colony. We 
could start a new life. Try again. 

They still have not told 
me why I was requested. I am 
thrilled, of course. But an OB–
GYN in a war zone?   

I hope you reconsider, Ia. 
I hate to think of you missing 
such an auspicious 
opportunity. I am, forever 
yours, Scott. 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: June 5, 3071: 
Earth I: Ia Benson to Scott 
Benson 

Scott,  
 This is not my 

auspicious opportunity; it is 
yours. I have no desire to fall 
into that death sleep and cross 
the stars. I will be spending 
the summer in Southampton, 
soaking up the sun of this 
solar system. If I want tropical 
forests, I will visit The 
Amazon Resort in South 
America. If I want 
phosphorescence, I will visit a 
nightclub. You chose to go to 
that war zone. You chose your 
life. Now let me live mine. Ia   

⌘ 

Personal IG–Mail: June 11, 
3071: Terran Colony 
Asphodel Starton V: Scott 
Benson to Ia Benson 

Ia, 
Two weeks. I have 



 33 

been here two weeks and I 
have discovered the horrible 
purpose I was brought for. I 
beg your forgiveness for what 
I must reveal. Please know 
that I have no choice. I am 
already commissioned; the 
papers are signed. I must 
follow orders.  

Please hear me out. I 
don’t want to keep anything 
from you. 

I was so happy yesterday 
to finally be called upon, to 
have a purpose. Dr. Lasic 
brought me to the O.R. where 
my patient was prepped. She 
was pregnant, and the ultra–
scan showed her to be six 
months along. When Lasic 
told me she was only a month, 
I was shocked. He then 
explained that she was a 
colonist who had been raped 
by the indigenous species, the 
Startians. The men have 
renamed them Morlocks– I 
think from that Wells’ book– 
or Mories, for short. I find it 
an apt description since they 
are like upright apes, covered 
all over in thin, pearl–colored 
fur. But I am getting 
sidetracked. Because this is so 
hard… You have wanted 
children for so long… 

I have been brought here 
to do abortions, Ia. To snuff 
out the lives of innocents. 
Lasic argues that they are not 
innocent; that they are the 
byproducts of violence. 

Byproducts! Like waste to be 
discarded, to be flushed down a 
lavatory toilet!  That is what his 
tone indicated. I asked him why 
they hadn’t called for any Doctor 
of General Surgery. An abortion 
is not hard. The touch of a button. 
Why did they need me– a man 
renown for saving babies in 
impossible circumstances? 

“Because the fetuses fight the 
removal,” Lasic told me. “We’ve 
lost three mothers attempting 
abortions. It’s like they’re aware 
the minute they’re conceived.” 

Impossible. That’s what I 
told him.  

I will spare you the gruesome 
details. I know how you feel 
about them. But it was not a 
routine surgery. Like he said, the 
fetus clung to life in every way 
imaginable. It dodged my tools. It 
latched on to the placenta walls. I 
swear it fought back, Ia, with its 
little hands and feet. I finally 
opened her up and removed it 
surgically. And, I swear, it looked 
at me, Ia. It looked at me with this 
horrible, reproachful gaze. And I 
put it in a basin and sent it to the 
crematorium. 

I have tried to console myself 
that I saved the mother’s life. But 
I put in immediately for a 
transfer. I know how long you 
have wanted children, my love. 
How can I continue here, where 
my only purpose will be to send 
them to their deaths? Please say 
you will forgive me and welcome 
me home after what I have done. I 

am, forever yours, Scott 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: June 21, 
3071: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

My dearest Ia, 
 I can only conclude 

from your silence that you 
disapprove of my duties here. 
I will remind you that I am a 
lieutenant in the Terran Army 
and I must do what is 
required. Which is exactly 
what Captain Zinke told me 
when he finally heard my 
transfer request.  

He called me to his office 
yesterday. A spartan room, 
really, just a desk and a few 
chairs. But behind his desk a 
Morie hide hung on the wall. 
He saw me blanch at it, Ia, 
and laughed. He didn’t make 
excuses, but I can tell he 
thinks of them as animals. Big 
white gorillas to be killed as 
trophies. 

  A large map of the 
explored Startian landscape 
hung on his wall to the right, 
and I found myself distracted 
by it. A crimson area blotched 
the center of the map, and I 
could see the colony and the 
compound in the middle of it. 
Black dots marked areas 
outside the red zone.  

When Zinke caught me 
looking, he explained, “Red is 
the area we have clear cut. 
Nearly two miles each 
direction beyond the colony. 
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The marks are places we have 
encountered the Morlocks. 
Damn dirty animals use 
guerrilla tactics. Hide in the 
trees and attack, then run. 
Despite the clear cut, they 
manage to sneak up to the 
colony and abduct the women. 
Slaughter my men.”  

I asked why they don’t 
move the women into the 
compound. 

“We have. Mories leave 
off for a while. Fall back into 
the forest. Wait us out. The 
colonists get frustrated and 
move back home. They’re a 
proud lot. Don’t like our rules 
and regulations. Bunch of 
grunts. And the women won’t 
leave the men. Go out and 
work right along with them. 
Then a woman will get 
abducted. Raped. Released. 
That last one?  Mrs. Johnson? 
They kept her longer than 
they’ve ever kept any of the 
others. They’re changing their 
tactics all the time. I’ve posted 
men in the colony. But them 
Mories are sneaky. I’d bomb 
the whole lot if it were up to 
me. But we can’t find them 
most the time. And we can’t 
destroy the assets bombing 
blindly.”  

Then, in his already sour 
mood, he moved on to my 
transfer. I regret to inform you 
that I will not be coming 
home until my tour is up. 
Given my position here, I 

suppose I am asking, “Do I still 
have a home with you?” 

I have come across an old 
friend of ours here. Do you 
remember Giselle? The zoologist? 
I ran across her while strolling in 
the gardens. We spoke for hours. 
The gardens soothe me, my love, 
and there is little here that is 
good. I hope you understand. 
Scott 

⌘ 

Personal IG–Text: June 26, 3071: 
Earth I: Ia Benson to Scott 
Benson 

Your whore is there? Now I 
understand why you were in such 
a hurry to run off to that damned 
planet. Don’t ever contact me 
again. 
Secure IG–Text: July 1, 3071: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to Ia 
Benson 

Ia, my love. It’s not like that. 
We talked. That’s all. I swear. 
There is nothing going on. Please. 
My life is miserable enough here. 
Please tell me I have something to 
look forward to when I return. 
Secure IG–Text: July 6, 3071: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to Ia 
Benson 

Ia, I have waited, distraught 
for word from you. Please say you 
believe me. I didn’t know she was 
here until I chanced upon her the 
other day. I haven’t seen her 
since. Please text me back. 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: July 22, 3071: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to Ia 

Benson 
My dearest Ia, 

I have done something 
dangerous and glorious, and I 
did it all for you. Please tell 
me I have your blessing in this 
endeavor. I could be 
discharged for this act– 
perhaps even imprisoned– but 
it would be worth it to win 
your love. 

The Mories have become 
more aggressive in their 
attacks. They have been 
kidnapping the colonist 
women and holding them 
hostage. I can only assume 
that this is because their 
previous efforts to beget an 
army of half–breeds by using 
the locals have failed now that 
I have arrived. When I asked 
Dr. Lasic why they don’t 
impregnate their own women, 
he told me he has never seen a 
Morlock of the female gender. 
Do they exist? Perhaps the 
men are hermaphrodites?  

Again, I digress. And my 
story is so exciting! 

A woman was brought in. 
She had been held by the 
Mories and was almost to 
term. When I questioned the 
guard that brought her, 
however, he said she had only 
been missing for six weeks. 
Six weeks, and already to 
term! Imagine! There must be 
some chemical reaction 
between our blood and theirs, 
some accelerated growth 
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hormone that reacts with our 
DNA that causes the child to 
grow so quickly. What 
scientific breakthroughs could 
be brought about by studying 
this process?  By reversing it? 

Such were the things that 
were going through my head 
as I gave the woman Pitocin 
to induce labor. As I waited, 
the guard left, called back to 
the front. Then my nurse was 
called away. I was left alone, 
Ia, just myself, this nameless 
mother, and her unborn child. 

I knew as soon as he 
pushed himself out into my 
waiting hands – and I swear 
he did the work, not the 
mother – that I could not kill 
him. He squawked once, then 
looked up at me with eyes as 
intelligent as an old man. 
Have you heard of imprinting, 
Ia? He chose me to be his 
parent. And I could not deny 
the call. 

I rushed him to my 
quarters in a duffel and told 
the nurse I had disposed of 
him in the crematory. The 
mother was nearly comatose 
with exhaustion and drugs, so 
she was unaware of what I 
had done. 

He is exquisite, Ia. All 
covered in a gold down like a 
god. He possesses none of the 
other Morlock features – the 
sloped forehead, the over–
sized musculature – but looks 
humanoid, chubby and soft as 

any Earth child. And the smell of 
him! Is there nothing so sweet as 
the smell of a baby’s head? 

Only his eyes are alien. They 
are a deep chestnut, but so full of 
knowledge it is unnerving. He 
stares at me, as if trying to learn 
from my silly coos and babbles. 
And he is so quiet!  I don’t worry 
about the guard finding him 
because he does not cry, even 
when I leave him alone for short 
periods. 

I will send him to you, Ia, as 
soon as I can devise a way to 
smuggle him aboard a ship. 
Please say you will care for him 
as your own, as the child you 
have always wanted. I have 
named him Apollo, for his golden 
beauty. I know that as soon as you 
see him, you will love him as I 
do. Forever yours, Scott 

⌘ 

Personal IG–Text: July 27, 3071: 
Earth I: Ia Benson to Scott 
Benson 

I don’t know what to say 
about your email. How are you 
caring for this boy? What do you 
feed him? Who watches him? And 
how are you going to put him on a 
cargo ship – by himself – and 
expect him to make that strenuous 
journey without cryo?  As much 
as I appreciate your thoughts, you 
obviously didn’t think.  

I am moving to New Boston. 
There is a research facility there 
that has inquired about me. You 
have started your new life. And I 
have started mine.  

⌘ 

Secure IG–Text: July 28, 
3071: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Giselle Juarez 

I need your assistance 
with something. Will you meet 
me at my quarters at 20:00? 
Secure IG–Text: July 28, 
3071: Starton V: Giselle 
Juarez to Scott Benson 

I thought you’d never 
ask. 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: August 4, 
3071: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

My dearest Ia, 
I am writing with the 

hope that if I update you on 
Apollo’s progress, you will 
begin to think of him as your 
own. 

Two weeks have passed, 
and our little godling is the 
equivalent of a three–month–
old. He is so beguiling, Ia, I 
wish I could send you vids. 
Sometimes he just stares at 
me, listening to me, studying 
me. I have observed him 
intently looking at the 
computers, or the door 
scanner. I think he likes the 
lights. At times he sits with 
his head cocked, like he is 
listening, even though I am 
not speaking. 

I am forced to steal 
formula from the medical 
supplies to feed him. At the 
rate he grows, I know it won’t 
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be for long. It’s like a sick 
joke, all the baby supplies 
they keep locked up. The 
colonists are too busy 
defending themselves to have 
children. So, but for Apollo, 
the stores are unused.  

I have found Apollo a 
sitter, someone sworn to 
secrecy who will watch him 
while I work. She is just as 
intrigued by him as I am. 
Believe me, sweet, Ia, I wish 
it were you instead. That you 
would come to this planet and 
raise the boy. He needs a 
mother. Forever yours, Scott   

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: April 4, 
3072: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

Ia, 
 I celebrated Apollo’s 

fifth birthday today. Or 
approximately his fifth 
birthday. I try to keep track of 
the math, but… Oh, Ia, he 
grows so fast. He is so clever 
and beautiful. I take him 
around the compound at night 
with me when I make my 
rounds, telling the guards he is 
one of the colonist children. In 
the dim lighting, they can’t 
see his lovely golden down. 
But he is so inquisitive!  He 
wants to know how 
everything works! And where 
everything is!  I think, if I let 
him, he would run around the 
entire compound in one night! 

 I don’t know how I will 

keep up. I wish you would visit. I 
wish you would come, just once, 
to see our son. I know you would 
fall in love. Yours for eternity, 
Scott 

⌘ 
Secure IG–Mail: April 4, 3073: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to Ia 
Benson 

My dearest Ia, 
 A full year has passed on 

Earth, but I hear so little from 
you. I understand that work keeps 
you busy, but I miss hearing from 
you, my love. Apollo loves when 
I read your emails to him. He asks 
so many questions about Earth I!  

I estimate he is eleven now. I 
no longer must watch him; he 
understands that he is different 
and knows that he must hide if 
anyone comes around. Well, 
except the nurse. She was so 
invaluable in his younger years 
that it just felt natural to let her 
move in. 

There was a small incident 
recently that left me puzzled. I 
thought perhaps if I related it to 
you– someone who could look at 
it from a distance– that you could 
give me your perspective. 

The nurse brought a pet for 
Apollo. She thought it would be 
good for him to have a friend 
when we both work, so she 
brought home a ferret. Such a 
comical little creature!   

I think perhaps the animal 
spooked him, Ia. That is the only 
explanation I can surmise. He has 
never seen Terran animal species. 

But as soon as the nurse 
released the ferret, he pounced 
on it. Like a cat. Then he 
broke its neck and went to the 
kitchen for a knife. I think he 
intended to skin it and eat it! I 
stopped him, of course, but 
the whole episode left me 
nauseous.  

Why do you think our 
son would do such a thing, my 
dear? Why would he harm 
such a silly, playful, innocent 
little creature?  Awaiting your 
reply. Yours, Scott   
Personal IG–Text: April 9, 
3073: Earth I: Ia Benson to 
Scott Benson 

Did it ever occur to you 
that perhaps his alien nature 
took over? Sometimes when 
we crop breed Terran plants 
with alien genomes, the alien 
characteristics of the 
sycophant are dominant. Are 
you sure you know what you 
are raising? 
Personal IG–Text: April 14, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

If you could see him, hold 
him, hear his laughter, Ia, you 
would never say such a thing. 
He is an angel. I spoke with 
him. He says the ferret 
spooked him. I am sorry to 
concern you. Perhaps all he 
needs is a mother’s influence.  

⌘ 
Secure IG–Text: July 2, 3073: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to 
Giselle Juarez 
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Have you seen Apollo? I 
don’t think he understood 
what he saw, my sweet. Don’t 
trouble yourself. We will just 
have to be sure we lock the 
bedroom door in the future. 
Secure IG–Text: July 2, 3073: 
Starton V: Giselle Juarez to 
Scott Benson 

How long was he there 
“just watching?”  I think he 
understands more than you 
give him credit for.  

⌘ 
Secure IG–Mail: July 4, 3073: 
Starton V: Scott Benson to Ia 
Benson 

My dearest Ia, 
 Do the traditionalists 

still celebrate Independence 
Day? Our Apollo has certainly 
become independent.  

I stole him a guard 
uniform. Perhaps I shouldn’t 
have. But he is locked in his 
room for so long. He is a 
young man now, with a young 
man’s moods and tempers. 
And– dare I say– urges?  Yet 
he is still so curious and 
clever. I bring him books to 
occupy his mind and he 
devours them, Ia. Each day he 
asks for a new one. He 
doesn’t want fiction. He 
would rather have a repair 
manual than Lewis Carroll. 
Although he took a liking to 
Stephen King. So uncouth. 

I have caught him 
sneaking out. I asked him 
where he goes and he told me, 

“I explore, Father.” Did you know 
he calls me Father? Anyway, my 
love, our conversation went: 

“What do you explore?” 
“The grounds. The hangar. 

Sometimes the colony.” 
“In one night?” 
“Don’t be idiotic, Father. 

And don’t worry. I stole a gun. 
The guards don’t know I’m not 
one of them.” 

“A gun!” 
“I put it back. I wouldn’t 

want a guard punished for 
misplacing his weapon.” 

I swear, Ia, sometimes he is a 
mystery to me. 

I had forgotten until just 
now. One of the colonist women 
is missing. Captain Zinke thinks 
perhaps the Mories are back to 
their old tricks of kidnapping 
woman to impregnate them. I 
suppose I will soon be busy again. 
They had been quiet for so long 
Zinke thought they had accepted 
defeat. The colony has thrived. I 
even delivered a Terran child last 
month. 

Giselle thinks perhaps the 
girl got lost in the forest. Search 
parties have gone out, but they are 
afraid to wander too far. I pray 
she turns up soon. 
Personal IG–Text: July 10, 3073: 
Earth I: Ia Benson to Scott 
Benson 

Why did you have to mention 
the whore’s name? I was doing so 
well, buried in my work, trying to 
ignore all the lies you were telling 
me. Like I was too stupid to figure 

out the Apollo’s nurse was 
your slut. I am a fool to keep 
holding on. Quit trying to tie 
me to your life through a boy 
that I have never seen. He was 
never my son. I never nursed 
him, never kissed his cheeks, 
never disciplined him. He may 
as well be Giselle’s. And I 
may as well be dead to you. 
Secure IG–Mail: July 15, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

My dearest Ia,  
 Please don’t say such 

things. I love you, my sweet. 
My tour is almost over. 
Another twelve months and I 
will be home, and in your 
arms. And I will bring Apollo. 
You know him from my 
emails. Can’t you welcome 
him home?          
Secure IG–Mail: July 19, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

Ia,  
 Please don’t start with 

the silent treatment again. 
And don’t think I don’t know 
that Jack has been warming 
your bed. It is all right, Ia, my 
pet. I forgive you. It is hard to 
be strong when there is so 
much distance between us. 
When I get home, we will set 
things right. 

But I need you, Ia. Don’t 
desert me. I am frightened.  

Women have begun to 
disappear from within the 
compound. Captain Zinke is 
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baffled. The gates are secure. 
He’s checked the cameras and 
there are no Mories coming or 
going. We can’t figure out 
how they are taking the 
women. They have doubled 
the shifts, but new recruits 
won’t arrive until next spring. 

I have put a strict curfew 
on Apollo, and, understanding 
the danger, he is adhering to 
it. Could you imagine if the 
Morlocks caught sight of him, 
my love? I am sure they 
would see him as I do, golden 
and god–like. They would 
steal him away to their jungle. 
I watch him like a mother 
bear, Ia. I cannot wait to get 
him off this planet and safely 
to Earth I. After that, I know 
we can work something out. 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Text: July 20, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Giselle Juarez 

Where are you? I’m 
worried. Text me back. 
Secure IG–Text: July 21, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Giselle Juarez 

Giselle? Where are you? 
I’ve searched everywhere. 
This isn’t funny. 
Secure IG–Text: July 24, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Captain Zinke 

Captain, have you seen 
Ms. Juarez, the zoologist? She 
appears to be missing. 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Mail: October 31, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson to 
Ia Benson 

Ia, 
 Life is strangely quiet. 

There are very few women left in 
the compound. All those who 
were in the colony were moved 
here. And yet, despite all Zinke’s 
efforts, they continue to 
disappear.  

The army has extended their 
search further and further into the 
jungle, but it seems like the 
Mories have pulled back. Or they 
are hiding. They must have some 
strange power to dissolve into the 
forest. And walk through walls. I 
have nightmares sometimes, of 
them. They sing. Did I ever tell 
you that? Sometimes, if the wind 
is right, at night, you can hear 
them singing. I hear it in my 
dreams.  

Apollo is moody. He sleeps a 
lot. I think the confinement is 
getting to him, but I dare not let 
him wander the compound. I pray 
this will be over soon. I count the 
days until I am reunited with you. 

⌘ 
Secure IG–Mail: December 25, 
3073: Starton V: Scott Benson to 
Ia Benson 

Merry Christmas, my love! 
I am afraid there is little to 

celebrate this year. They found a 
guard stabbed last night. Captain 
Zinke has ordered that the men 
patrol in twos. But the fatigue is 
wearing on them. I have 
transformed from the most famed 

baby doctor in Miami to 
someone who dispenses 
meth–vits. 

Apollo gave me a knife 
for Christmas. He said one of 
the soldiers gave it to him. I 
suppose it is possible. If he 
shaves his peach fuzz, he 
passes for a man. I know he 
still goes out sometimes, 
despite my warnings. But if he 
is in the company of an army 
man, I am not worried for 
him, my love. It was kind of 
him to think of me. He knows 
how I fret. 

I hope you are well. Say 
hello to your family for me. 
Yours always, Scott 
Personal IG–Text: January 1, 
2074: Earth I: Ia Benson to 
Scott Benson 

Merry Christmas and 
Happy New Year!   

My mother says hello. So 
does Jack. Scott, don’t you 
think it’s time you tell Zinke 
about Apollo? Has it ever 
occurred to you that it’s not 
the Startians who are doing 
this? 

I once crop bred a rose 
with an Orionilian beta weed. 
It was so spectacular we 
didn’t even realize the thorns 
were poisonous. Until 
Melanie ended up in the 
hospital for a month.  

Speaking of changes for 
the New Year, did you get the 
divorce papers I sent you? My 
lawyer would like them signed 
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before you return so there are 
no complications. 
Secure IG–Mail: January 8, 
3074: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

Ia, 
 I can’t believe you 

would divorce me. I have 
risked my career for you, so 
that you can have a son! I will 
not sign. We will discuss this 
when Apollo and I are back 
on Earth I. I am still forever 
yours, Scott 
Secure IG–Mail: February 1, 
3074:  Starton V: Scott 
Benson to Ia Benson 

Ia, 
 Something has 

happened. They discovered 
a… well, I guess, you would 
call it a harem. All the 
missing women have been 
found. Twenty–two in all. 
They all looked well treated. 
Ten were pregnant.  

But here is the strange 
thing, Ia. They were found 
here, in the compound. In one 
of the old deserted bunkers. I 
didn’t even know it was there 
until Lasic brought me there 
to help him move the women. 

There is something else. 
Many of the women fought us 
when we tried to move them. 
Lasic thought it might be 
Stockholm Syndrome. And 
some were delusional, saying 
they couldn’t leave their 
children. But there were no 
children, Ia. Again, Lasic had 

some psychological babble to 
explain it away. Like their 
children had died, but the women 
couldn’t come to terms with it.  

When questioned, they said 
their captor was a Morlock named 
Itsak M’Tinik. But they could 
give us no information about how 
he moves about unseen. He seems 
to be a phantom, my love. 

I took Apollo for a walk in 
the gardens to clear my head after 
I treated the women. He was 
moody and silent. The glow of the 
blossoms glinted off his down, 
and, in the shadows, he seemed to 
be one of them. A child of the 
jungle. I question how he will fit 
in when I bring him to Earth. 
How will the other teens treat 
him? Will he ever find a love like 
what we once had, Ia? What we 
could have again? Please say you 
will think about how much I love 
you. I am forever yours, Scott. 
Secure IG–Text: February 1, 
3074: Starton V:  Scott Benson to 
Gisele Juarez 

Are you okay? Are you going 
to talk to me about what 
happened? I would like it if you 
moved back. 
Secure IG–Text: February 1, 
3074: Starton V:  Gisele Juarez to 
Scott Benson 

I will move back. But don’t 
grill me about what happened. 
Secure IG–Text: February 4, 
3074: Starton V:  Scott Benson to 
Gisele Juarez 

I know we agreed we 
wouldn’t talk about it, but what 

were you doing in Apollo’s 
room? 
Secure IG–Text: February 4, 
3074: Starton V:  Gisele 
Juarez to Scott Benson 

Just talking. 
Personal IG–Text: February 8, 
3074: Earth I: Ia Benson to 
Scott Benson 

Scott, have you said 
anything to Zinke about 
Apollo? 

⌘ 

Secure IG–Text: March 30, 
3074: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

I am huddled behind a 
waste recycler. We are under 
attack. An hour ago, all the 
gates were opened 
simultaneously and the 
Mories swarmed in. Shortly 
before it happened a boy ran 
by me, naked as a newborn, 
covered in bronze down. He 
looked so much like Apollo I 
reached for him before I 
realized the boy was too 
young to be our son. He was 
running in the direction of the 
southern gate. I don’t 
understand it, Ia. The troops 
are fighting bravely, but I fear 
we are outnumbered.    
Secure IG–Text: March 30, 
3074: Starton V: Scott Benson 
to Ia Benson 

It has gone quiet. I think 
the fighting is over. But the 
language that fills the 
compound is not English. And 
they have begun to sing. 
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Wenawten War Chant 
By Deana Wilson 

They came from the sky, in boats of steel; 
They came to lay bare our soil 
They came with their guns, lasers, and bombs 
And took our trees as spoil. 
 
They pushed our people from their lands 
And massacred our kin. 
They claimed our limbs as trophies 
And cruelly stripped our skin. 
 
Until a child was born to them 
Itsak, gold and bright. 
A child of two worlds and bloods 
A warrior to spur the fight. 
 
His flesh among invaders; 
True to us in heart and mind. 
He spied, and learned, and spoke to us 
Through souls fore’er twined. 
 
He bore sons of bronze and sunshine, 

Secure IG–Text: March 31, 3074: Starton V: 
Scott Benson to Ia Benson 

My legs are cramping. Can you forgive me, 
Ia? I worship you still. 
Secure IG–Text: March 31, 3074: Starton V: 
Scott Benson to Ia Benson 

I am found! I love 

Secure IG–Text: April 1, 3074: Starton V: Scott 
Benson to Ia Benson 

Hello, “mother.” I think “father” was 
trying to tell you he loved you. The restock ship 
arrives tomorrow. I will see you soon. Apollo 
Itsak M’Tinik 
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A horde to aid his fight. 
They threw open the gates to hell 
And we slipped inside that night.  
 
We killed them in their beds 
And as they did their rounds. 
We hunted them to the last man. 
Their screams such pleasing sounds. 
 
The last was old Scott Benson, 
Killer of children in the womb. 
Itsak sliced him up with his own tools 
And fed the fire tomb. 
 
We took the supply boat Livia. 
Itsak taught us to sail space. 
We traveled to the place called Earth 
To conquer and spread our race. 
 
We traveled with a harem 
Of alien breeder whores. 
Our army increased monthly; 
Bronze gods to storm Earth’s shores. 
 
Itsak slept upon the journey; 
An old man at twenty-four. 
He fathered thirty warriors 
And they have fathered more. 
 
His knowledge he has passed 
To us through word and songs. 
We navigated this ship of steel 
And planned vengeance for our wrongs. 
 
He led us locked in deathless sleep 
From the cryo coffin pod. 
His song as focused as a knife 
So spoke our golden god. 
 
We sailed to a botanists’ bay 
In Boston town on Earth. 
Itsak planned his final vengeance 



 42 

Against the mother who spurned his birth. 
 
Her name was Ia Benson 
Her love for Scott was cold. 
She rejected Itsak M’Tinik 
Bitterness casts a deadly mold. 
 
As we subverted Earth’s species 
Across their hostile land 
Destroying metal and mixing blood, 
Itsak took a personal stand. 
 
Still glorious though his limbs were frail, 
He found her among the trees. 
His heart was cold as hers had been 
As she cried her mercy pleas. 
 
Her death was slow and painful 
As her love for him had been. 
He severed both her hands and feet  
And gave her to his men. 
 
He laid down on that botanists’ bay 
Surrounded by crossbred plants, 
A warrior of two different bloods 
Who gave us back our lands. 
 
We hide and fight and breed 
On this alien, hostile Earth. 
We conquer modern machinery 
And transform this land–  
This foreign land– 
To the planet of our birth. 
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Alien Lullaby 
By Deana Wilson 

They sing to me in the darkness 
Past the beating of her heart. 
My head reverberates the words, the tune, the beat, 
The love of a people who will be strangers to me. 
But not. 
For they sing to me my heritage 
Of kin and brotherhood, 
Of loyalty to a planet 
A union, a force, a people strong and bold. 
And I, their special one, 
The child born of the invaders, 
Born to the invaders, 
Born to be a weapon 
Against the invaders. 
A child of two worlds 
With no mother 
No father 
But a people. 
A people 
Who sing to me in the darkness 
Of how I must be strong 
And listen for the song. 
They will guide me as I grow 
And learn as I learn 
Until we rise up 
And reclaim our home, our planet, our pride. 
But for now 
They whisper warmth and love 
Strength and courage 
And hold me in their song 
Within the womb 
Of my alien mother. 
They sing me into the darkness. 
 

 
Deana Wilson is a self-proclaimed spinner of yarns and weaver of fantasy. One of the youngest 
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of a family of eight children living in a town so 
small it boasted only a bar and a post office (in 
the same building!), she soon discovered books 
and writing as an outlet for her creative nature. 

Deana earned her Bachelor’s Degree from 
Southern New Hampshire University with a 
major in Creative Writing with a Concentration 
in Fiction, minoring in Screenwriting and 
History. Her experimental short story, 
“Fragmented”, written entirely in fragment 
sentences, was featured in the April 24, 2017 

issue of The Penmen Review. She is looking 
forward to the publication of her short story “The 
Art of Courage” in the winter edition of the 
anthology, Dragons Within. For news of her 
upcoming works, follow her on Twitter 
@PhoenixRose18 and on Facebook under her 
writing profile, O Phoenix Rose. 
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Facebook: 
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