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Dedicated to the memory of Matthew “Smithers” Smith

Chairentity 2007-2008

Whilst at Imperial, Smithers was a huge influence upon ICSF. His pas-
sions for space exploration, nuclear power and anime led to many lunch
time discussions, while his friendliness helped make the society a less in-
timidating prospect for many new members. The film showings he ran,
Which we christened "Smithersfests” (to his acute embarrassment), were
fan incredibly popular social event for the society, as well as a first intro-
duction to some very good films and animes for many of us.

‘As Editor, and later Chair, of ICSF, his influence was equally strong. He
Published Zenith, the fanzine before Danger: Dreams at Work, drew the
artwork for Picocons 23, 24 and 25, and raised the funding to purchase
four new shelves, proving successful enough in the latter to even make a
profit

It is impossible to list everything he meant to those of who knew him.
‘and without exception we mourn the loss of a good friend. Neither wo,
nor ICSF, will be the same without him.
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Decoding Tisha
—
Dr TimJaffais anageing researcher of linguistics

atthe University of Edinburgh, He was granted Tisha,
one mouth old transgenic chimp, almost eleven

Years ago. She expresses the human versionof sev-
tral genes involved in the acquisition of language,
and he has devoted muchofhis careerto teaching her
to read and write using an old-fashioned typewniter.

Tisha has inereasingly become an obsessionofthe
Doctor in the last two years, and he has been gladly
spending almost fourteen hours a day inthe lab with,
her, every day except Sundays. Inthe last few years,
Tisha has began creating grammatically tasking sen-
tenes, conveying complex emotions and illustrating
beyond doubt an ability to understand Dr Jaffa, to
whomshe rather adorably addresses each ofher tran-
scripts

He has revealed very litle about his work tothe
media, his colleagues, or evenhis wife up until this
point, fearing that the polluting influence of other
‘humans would destroy the imtimate bond he had seru-
pulously murtured over all the years withTisha. The
level oflanguage that she was now exhibiting was un-
precedented, and her transcripts alone, he presumed,
would undoubtedly gain himintemational acknow'
edgement

By late autumn, he arranged a seminar at the
London’s Royal society, and the following Monday
hhe would travel downwith Tisha on the train, This
should give him enough time to compile his choice of
hher most impressive transcripts, and also would allow.
himthis weekend to treathis wife fo a preview ofhis
work,

It had become clear that his wife Yvonne was
tiring of his absence fromhome, and since Tisha
would undoubtedly be snatched away fiomhimsoon
after the Royal society seminar, he contemplated that
she would appreciate this exclusive glimpse ofhis ac~
complishments, and with a new sense ofperspective,
forgive his relative neglect. The love had long since
dried upinthis marriage, but he felt that he owed it to
her, out of respect

It was a rare treat to wake up beside Tim on
Sunday. I haven't stayed in that bed for years now,
riainly because I hate to be wokenat five thirty. Yes-
terday, however, he promised me that we would
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spend the day together, To my surprise, last night
even witnessed a fleeting relic of our once-passtonate
‘marriage. For a momentI watebed him sleeping, then
buried my face beneathhis chin and listened to his,
slow, solid heart beat fora few glorious seconds,

Butit wasn’t welcome and he beganto fidget and
stir. Within a minute he was up and showering, de
contaminating himself of my touch, Nevertheless to
get frustrated now would be foolish, and risk wasting
the opportunity to spend a whole day with him. He
hind even said that he would miss church, a rare ges-
‘ture that had surprised me,

T opened my wardrobe, and plucked fiom it a
dress that had not seen the light ofday for years. 1
called fo Tim who T could see shaving through the
bathroomdoor, and asked for his opinion, He replied
‘without looking “lovely dear, though I'mnot sure it
‘matters, 'mtaking youto see my project”

Tcould have killed himright there with the razor
already tickling at his throat, His projeet! After ignor-
ing me for all these fong years to be at his lab, this
‘washis surprise! I felt the day’sfrst squirt of adrena-
line liven up my heart, Wait, I would notlet even this
ruin today, I have beentoo patient fo squander a day
together with one ofmy childish tempers.

put on the dress despite Tim’s lack ofanopinion,
besides, pethiaps T would meet some of his col-
leagues; Timwas surely not the only one so commit-
ted as to work on a Sunday. T imagined four smart
‘gentlemen with their ironed white jackets framing
their erisp shirts and ties, offering approving glances
to Timat my arm,

‘Tim’s notable excitement was infectious, and not
Jonginto the ear ride I began to warmwith anticipa-
tion, When we pulled up to the college, we drove
under an ornate archway, and into a small enclosed
‘car park which Timparked thoughtlessly across,as if
it were not used by anyone else. He hastened to the
doors ofthe building and fumbled throughhis set of
keys.

‘We took thelift uptothe top floor and enteredthe
hallway, which was completely silent, Perhaps no one
did come in on a Sunday. Tim again tackled his
clunky set of keys, and as he opened the door to the
lab, shot me a lookof sheer delight.

steppedin behind hin, immediately struck byan
alien redolence. To mydisappointment the lab was
deserted, and just as T filled mylungs for a deflated

 



sigh, a black shape eame bounding right for me like a
muscular spider Just as I was sure Thad met my end,
it leapt past me and jumped up at Tin’ throat. Frozen
sli, took me a few secondsto realise that Tim and
the creature, now locked tightly, were not tussing,
but embracing

“Yvonne, Tisha, Tisha, Yvonne” announced Tim
proudly, looking at me expeetanty,as if T were to
shake hands withthe beast that had caused the palpi
tations my heart was still dancing to, Thankfully,
“Tisha” ashe had called her, seemed to suggest that
this was aslikely asit wasabsurd, and buted her flat
tened head deepinto his neck, clinging ike a kuala
‘with all four timbs

Obliviousto my heat’treats of retirement,Timm
tumed his back to me, and begantalking with warm
enthusiasm about Tisha; ‘Such a clever git.types
everything down. fist girl like he. just like youor
T', Over his shoulder one of Tisha’s dark browneyes
remained fixed on me like a child I guessed she could
sense my fea,lke they say wolves eansmell if you
ae seared

became clear that Tim was no longer taking to
1ne as he continued his spielat Tisha’ ea, the third
person narration he employed was clearly just to
convey toher, a twisted sense ofsocial inclusion, As
regained my composure, I turned myback to them
and surveyed the room. The surfaces werelittered
‘withhundieds of books and dies,and the walls were
lined with sheetsofwhite paper. Facing the window
‘vas a single compte. It wasasifTim worked here
lone with this animal

‘There was a centralunit in the mide ofthe room,
with « cage the size of a small ca. Init were more
toys and a comfortable spread ofcushions, Beside the
cage lay a green type writer, at which Tisha was now
proudly typing from my husband’slap.

‘One wall ofthe lab was filled with large windows,
allowing an epic view of Edinburgh. fisted with the
iden that this is why he had brought me so eatly; the
sun rise breathtakingasit was,but as [looked over to
shase it with Tim, he was warmly encouraging Tisha
at the typewritel™As the moming progressed, I
become increasingly evident that my presencein this
conversation was oflitle concernto Tim, who con-
tinued delivering a conceited babble about Tisha’s
grammatical accomplishments +

‘The fetters that lined the wall were all addressed
to ‘jafa”, They seemed to get more advanced as T
‘wandered aroundthe room, asif cerry picked to xep-
resent her improvements and laid out in a deifying
chronological exhibition, [lost myselfin her words,
and bythe me Thad scanned all three wallsofher lit
erature and arrived back atthe window, I felt that

 

hhad witnessed her entite emotional development,
right up to the most lucid recent works, which were
ladenwith aninappropriate ardour

Stunned, I looked out of the window, to a vast,
dark weather fiont threatening to devour the city. 1
suggested to Timthat we made the trip home before
we were caughtin the stom.

Dr Jaffa woke in the dark on Mondaymorning,
Hehadslept badly after his row with Yvonne, as must
she have too he reckoned, as he had heardher making,
noises downstairs right through the night. As he
packed his bag for London, he mused over some of
the bizarte things she had said to himabout his proj-
‘ect, He would call her fiomLondon in the evening,
she was impossible whenshe was angry.

As ie drovehis car under the arch and intothe ear
park, he could hear the wind still sttong, whipping
around the university's walls, and the fallen branches.
from last night’s storm crunching beneath his tyres
‘The car stowed to a standstill on a branch with a dull
‘rack. “AS he.got outinto the dark car patk. he took
‘care not trip, feeling his way across the dark floor
‘with tentative footsteps

The lift was out of order,and by the time he had
reached the top of the stairs, his heart was thtimping,
hhard at his aged rib cage andhis eyes were lacking
oxygen, He fumbled for his keys, barely noticing
their atypical location in his left pocket, as his lungs
tried hard to regain control ofthe situation. He was
sreeted by Tisha’sleters, which had so proudly lined.
‘the walls and.desks, now strewn all over the floor,
with the window wide open as ifthe storm had found
‘a way in, Most notably, Tisha wasabsent

She had reacted badly to meeting Yvonne, and he
pondered whether it was foo soon forthe Royal soci-
‘ety. She had never met anyone else in her wholelife
before Yvonne,and who knew what was instore after
hhet unveiling. Pethaps he should leave her here and
just bringthe transcripts to London,

With a sudden pang ofself-loathing, he began
calling her name, opening doors to her favourite
hiding places, the cupboard below her cage, underhis
computer desk, beneath her quilt, Pethaps, he should
start locking her cage at night. Then he saw theletter
lying onthe table bythe typewriter

Without reading the words, their significance
served a blow to Dr Jafla’s lower stomach, His focus
shifted to the window. The sun through the open.
window had just breached Edinburgh’s splintered
skyline, and with a careless gazeit singed his retinas,
As he reached the window, he hesitantly stuck his

 



hhead outintothe chilled wind and looked downtothe
car park below. It was still dark, and the persistent
bright spot fiomthe sun tracked his eyes” every
‘movement, making i impossible to see. He closed his
eyes, and waited for ten longseconds. It was atthis, \
‘moment, whilst watching the yellow sunspot fade }
into the dark pink of his eye lids thatthe facts came to
life. He watched Tisha stand atthe window,take one
final look at her square universe,and jump.

Tisha lay dead on the conerete,ler body curled
like a child. Hadit not been for her armlying pinned
lunder the fiont tyre of his car, ste appeared to be
lazily contemplating life. With a sudden surge ofdiz
zying vertigo, DrJaffa fell back into the still ofthe
tab,

As though he had aged twenty years, he staggered
to the typewriter and picked up the letter, It was
headed as usual; “jaffa’. It began with her usual
choice ofwords, enidely stracturedto convey a rough,
but sineete message, With panicked sobs, he read of
her disdain for ‘the woman’,followed by her unintel-
ligible attempts at justifying this seom. Half way
down the letter however, her voice seemed to change
in tone entirely, and took an unmistakably suicidal
sentiment. It was as if she had snapped mid-etter,and
‘taken on different persona,

Ashe read her final remark, her harsh words
cut at hin, He imagined Tisha typing possessed
byan aberrant rage,teeth clamped tight, her
dark brown eyes filling a his were now with
fiot tears. And as if in one last actofdefiance,
‘he Saw her ripping the sheet as she had never
previously managed,from the typewriter’s
stubborn elasp,
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Su eo)ToNLN soe
hen the journalist arrived a number of observations were made: features|

lof his appearance. the precise words spoken» the items extracted from his|
satchel. These facts were duly recorded. A number of additional thoughts|
occurred: his over-confident manners the grating tone of voices his dis-|
tinctly unpleasant odour. These were not noted down-

Super-Roachis Maths Genius!

A cockroach with the mathematical skills of a toddler may be the most intelligent]
insect ever discovered.
A laboratory cockroach can count to nine and
ldo simple sumsaccording to scientist Simon
ICard, a researcher ofinsect hormones at Im-
lperial College London. Only higheranimals
lsuch as primates, dolphins and elephants
Ihave previously shown such abilities.

‘She's amazing — really special” said Card of
Inis star pupil. Known for being an unweleome
land repulsive guest in homes around the
world, no-one had ever thought to teach a
cockroach to count. For Card, it started out as,
fa hobby

+1 gave her beads ofdifferent sizes and taught
Inerto go to each pile in order of number of
beads and not volume,” Card revealed at an
interview in his laboratoryat Imperial's Endo-
lcrinology Research Unit. He then taught her
ito read numbers. A video (available on our
lwebsite) shows Card presenting a large
Inumber 6, while the shinyred insect selects
irompiles of small black beads

‘Though yet to be published, Card’s demon.
stration is convincing. Colleague Jackie Scott}
believes the implications could be revolution.
ary. “If the subject can do what Simon is}
claiming, then yes this is._ineredible, abso-
lutely unbelievable. We really need to repli:
cate this experimentif not with other subjects,
then with otherexperimenters.”

Card's subject maylook ugly, but Card says he|
can see beyond appearancesto theintelligent}
creature beneath. “Shelikes being heldin two}
hands,” he confided “somewhere warm and]
dark, theylike that.”

No-one knows if Card
some kindof genetic anomaly, but this could}
signal an end to treating cockroaches as dis:
gustinginfestations. So before you reach for
the insecticide, whynot see if yourpest prob-
Jemcangive you a handwithtoday’s Sudoku
first?

insectis average, or

Inthe empty PhD student office, Jackie shiffed uncomfortably onher desk chair and watched the journalist
scribble rapidly into a notebook.

“We really need to replicate this experiment,” Jackie co
subjects, then atleast with other...experimenters.

inued witha slightly forced smile, “if not withother

Anexperimenter who was not Simon. Anexperimenter who was not becomingincreasinglyattached to his}
subject. Anexperimenter, perhaps, who wasn't displaying strangelyerratic behaviour and had beendoing so since|
before their break-up. 



“Right, right,” said the young mannodding as he glancedover his notes, “but this couldbe potentially revolu-
tionary, right?”

Jackie hesitated, “Of course,”she managed finally, and whenhe didn’t say anything else, added awkwardly
simon could have stumbledacross something big here

Concentrating fixedly on his notebook, the journalist seemed unaware ofher discomfort every time she said
Simon’s name. He seemedunaware ofa lot of things, including the purpose of peer-review, theabsurdityof sug-
gesting thata cockroachcould do maths andthe fact that Jackie really really did not wantto be doing this inter-
view. Her supervisor hadn't wanted to doit either, which is how she endedup being a sudden expert onthe sub-
ect. No-one inthe department quite knew what fo make of Simon’s unexpectedrevelation: if it didn’t involve|
hormones, they didn’t feel qualified to comment. Yet there wasa certain satisfactionin the idea that an endocr-
lnologist couldhave discovered something that the experimental psychologists had missed. Endocrinology wasa
real science afterall, a hardscience; perhaps those trained it ts methods could go where nopsychologist daredto
tread. But there remained the uncomfortable possibility that there was some flaw in Simon’s experiment, some|
subtle cues he was unconsciously giving the subject, some variable left unaccounted for. There remained the un-
speakable possibility thatit was all a mistake,

‘The journalist was nodding, biting his lip andtapping his penin frustration, trying to findthe right words to
get what he wanted fromher. Jackie, waiting obediently, was determined notto giveit tohim. As colleaguefrom]
te sameinstitution, she couldn’t possibly criticise Simon’s work. The problemwas that she had triedit for her-
self and, toput it bluntly, the experiment didn’t work, She"d waved mumibers aroundlike an idiot but the cock-
roach hadsimply sat there staring at her, then wanderedoff to investigate the comer ofthe tank. What couldshe|

“And do youthink that we could now discover cockroachesor other beetles that are as intelligent asthis one?
Or asintelligent as humans even?” The young man leaned eagerly forwardin his chair, black biro atthe ready.

And thenthere was the problemofSimon, Asa scientist she was trying to beobjective, trying tologically
assesshis findings with a clear head based purely on the information available, trying not to let her emotions
cloud her judgement. Their personal relationship shouldhave noinfluence onher opinion. Butitdid,

Postgraduate students inthe same departinent, they had beentogether properly for about three months before
Simon got involvedinallthis eockroachbusiness. He started spending extra time inthe labsinstead of coming|
home with her, sometimes he even came on weekends, He would stand there just holding the damnthing, strok-
ingit gently, and rant about how clever ‘she” was. It wasn't that Jackie was jealous of a cockroach, that was ridicu-
lous, but Simon’s relationship with the thing just wasn’t right

And then one day while she was working late alone in the labs (one of the few days Simon hadn’t ng
around; was he avoidingher?) she accidentally logged onto his email. He must haveleft itsignedin, andshe|
didn’t notice until she'd already openedthe first unreadmessage, wondering why Simon’s brother was emailing
her:

“Youjust hiave totell her,” she read, confused, before scrolling down focheck whatit was a reply to, Thenshe
readSimon’slast message. Then she readit again, Then she turnedoff the lab computer andwalked very quickly
back to her room. They hadn't spokenaboutit since. She avoidedhimandhe did't pressit, They never had “the
conversation”, She gotthe impression he was secretly relieved.

‘The joumalist was waiting expectantly. You wouldhave thoughtthat he’d have done some research first: even
Jackie knew that cockroaches weren't beetles! Butif he wanted some outrageously dramatic claimsabout super-
intelligent insects he would have tolook elsewhere, As intelligent as humans even? Idiot

“Thaven’t thefaintest idea,” she said sweetly, “you'll have to ask Simon, 



“Thadto, 10 teachher fo go to eachpile in order of number of beads andnot volume, “coz yousee otherwise
she could be counting amount, just measuring the mass as opposedto really grasping the concept ofnumbers
HNo-one’s ever taught an insectto count before you know! And, un, then yousaw the video with the numbers, so
che learnt that pretty quick, ander, yeah now we're on to adding!”

‘Simongave anembarrassedlaughandthe joumalist’s penflickered, trying tocatchup. Theywere perchedon
iab stools, surrounded by scientific clutter on the long white benches. Simonhad thought to perhapsimpressthe
journalist with all the pipettes, test tubes and
chemicals, butthe chap hadproved surprisingly hard
tofaze, Simonsuspected that he wasn’t asignorant
bout scienceas he made out, asking simple questions
to dravy his interviewees out and get them explaining
tingsin public-friendly language. Simon hoped he
had cone OK. Hadhe usedthe word ‘mass’ just now?
Hever mind,

‘The journalist stoppedwriting andtilted his head
tothe side thoughtfully, “Just one more thing, You
seem quite attachedtoher, sort of asifshe’s apet.
Doyoueverfeel like she’s a persou’ Like she can
understandyou?

‘Simonfaltered under the man’s suddengaze,
Attached to her? He wasn’t sure he likedthe wording,
She was like a pet, but having pet didn’t mean you
suddenly startedtreating animals like people, Besides,
ne hadn't given her a name, hadhe? After all this
time, the only identification she had was no. 732, and
Simon usuallyjust referredto her as‘the subject’. Well, to be honest he usually referredtoher as ‘you’, but admit.
king totalking tohis experimental animals probably wouldn’t dohis reputation much good, But no, he wasn't a-
tached toher. Not tothe extent that it affectedhis judgement anyway; he may not be a psychologist but he
the dangers of anthropomorphism. He was a scientistafterall. About some things he was completely obj

“The subjectis remarkably intelligent,” he said coolly “but she’sjust a cockroach.”

‘The journalist gazed down insatisfaction at his black and white pages of biro seratchings. “Right, ok, great, 1
tink that’s everything! AndT spoke to Jackie Scott already andgot some goodquotesthere to put in, I reckon|
this"be a goodarticle”

Jackie, He had spokento Jackie. Simon knewofcourse, their supervisor had told himshe was going tobe in-
terviewed, but... why Jackie? Hopefullyshe hadn’t said anything too negative, She had never seemedinterested|
in his on-the-side behavioural experiments; whether it was because she was onlyinterested inendocrinology or
she just didn’t like cockroaches, Simon wasn't sure, He haul tried to get her involved, but Fackie didn’t havethe|
patience to learn the necessary skills forinteracting withthe subject. Youcouldn't just plonk a number downand|
say go!

She didn’t seem to be speaking to him any more though, anyway, Something had gone wrong and she
wouldn'ttell himwhatit was, Perhaps she realised that they hadbeen spending too muchtimetogether. All day
at work, lunchbreak, tea breaks, then most nightsofthe weektoo. All Simonhadneeded was a bit ofspace, but
suddenly one dayshe hadjust completely shut himout, He was afraid to ask her why but figured she woutd talk
whenshe was ready,

“Outof interest,” the notebook and pen were going back intothe satchel now, and the young man was picking
uphis coatfrom the bench, “where is the subject now? Is she kept here 



‘Simonforeibly prevented his glance fromflicking over tothe large glass ease coveredwitha clothin the
comer of the room, He didn’t want to disturbher

“The inseet room will be locked at the moment I'm afiaid.”he repliedsmiling, and stoodup toshow the jour-
alist out

Ag the tuo en left the laboratory a report vas already being composed ceady for trans-
Jaission. Just the facts. clear and simple. A representative of the media had cone to discuss|
Simon’s work. best not to go into details regarding precisely which vork it was that was|
Jdrauing so much interest. The aost important thing in a job like this uas not to get en
eSonally involved with your subjects. everyone knew that. So it uas probably best if no-one|
found out about the maths tricks- It wasnt relevant to the study anyuay- And her feelings|
leowards Simon hadn*t influenced her account of his behaviour at ally she was always very|
careful to remain objective in her wark- Perhaps interfering with the computer had been |
bit much but Jackie vas getting in the way of progress with Simon. He didn’t need her|
anyway.

The report was sent. Her superiors would be happys they alvays were. And as Long as they]
luere happy, she could keep this posting. It was a bit out of the way it’s trues and the pro-|
cedure was somewhat aukvard, but the subjects were fascinating and a lot had been accon-
plished already.

She waited for Simon to|
cone back and say goodbye
Perhaps he uoula hang around]
if she pretended to learn |
Would note doun how he re-
spondeds and uhat he saidy
and send it in her next care-
fully edited report. obser
vation. prediction. exper:
mentation. She was a scie
fist after all-

Left: Wood Nes Daniel Roh
Opposite: Knight Paladin Daniel Rolpheo 



The Paradox Twins
by Jessica Bland

“Common senseis nothing more than
‘deposit of prejudiceslaid downby the

‘mind before youreacheighteen,”

Albert Einstein

Everyone has a story. Perhaps they might not realise
it, or they might wantto keep it hidden,but everyone
hhasone.

(Our predicamentis not that we can't remember ours
orthat it relates somedreadfulsecre; it's that we have
too many. Not too many inthe way that our grandfa-
ther does when he tells us back-to-back anecdotes
fiomhis younger years. We have too many stories
that happened side-by-side: too many simultaneous
versions of our history, too many incommensurable
pasts

 

til a decade ago, we shared one history. We re-
‘member the same birthday parties, graduations, wed-
dings and joining the Spacelight Unit together. But
then, aged 35, we were picked for a mission that
forced our separation: separation fromone andother
‘and separation from the comfort of singular,linear
time,

Eachofus has a story of what happened on the mis
sion and each of thoseis clear and unchanging: Bob
lived on Earth and worked at Spacelight HQ; Alice
flew to Ranto and back, Butthe story of our joint ex
perienceis not set,

 

This is not because our memories have failed us or
because we didn't have clocks or calenders. I's justin
the nature of the mission — in the nature of any mis
sion that has someone flying close to the speed of
light. In this special kind of situation, the idea of si-
multaneous events doesn't make sense anymore, It
becomesimpossible toplot out a single causal chain
of events,

We were askedto bring our versions of the mission
together - fo try and combine our incommensurable
stories info one, Notone to turn down a challenge, we
present here our final attempt: the story of why we
became known as The Paradox Twins,
   

‘The video relay showed the piot strapped in, eves
forward, concentrating on the altitude monitor.
Clare's command came over, “ready to severe visual
link,” and this final real-time image of Alice disap-
peared, As Bob's monitor went blank, he felt a mo-
‘mentary pang of guilt: why was it her not him who
‘was embarking on sucha dangerous journey? But this
thought was quickly disrupted. Clare barkedinto his
cempiece: “Bob, activate neutronengine,” “Bob, com-
‘mencevelocity increase,” “Bob, shut neutronvent”

Alice accelerated to 86.6% ofthe speed of light. She
quickly passed by the moon and set her trajectory
toward her ultimate target — the Proxima Centauristar
system and within it the planet Ranto and its 7
moons. Asteroids permitting, that was her job done
for the next 2.57 years, Except sending and receiv
ing signals to and fom Earth every 30 days, Alice
was free to do exactly what she pleased until she
reached Ranto

‘The eveningafter the launch, Bob sat alone in the
kitchen eating the last of the icing sugar numbers
three and five from our birthday cake, Already, he
‘was struggling without his twin, At least with her at
HQ he had someone to complainto. Now he had to
suffer Clare's never-endingtorrent of ordersalone.

As the first month went on, Bobstarted fo question,
whether this wasall really worth it, Did they really
need both twins to complete the mission? Wouldn't
{just anyone do to show the differential ageing? Why
did he have to suffer just becauseillustratingthe Twin
Paradox withactual twins makes a better story forthe
press?

At the end ofthe month,things gota little better; Bob
got to send his first picture to Alice. He spent the
night before the transmission posing with a book in
his favourite chair holding his eamera at armslength,
Pretty pleased with the results, he walked to the office
the next moming smiling - something he hadn't done
since Alice left. After processing the image, Bob
spent the rest ofthe day hoping that the Theory was
‘wrong: thatlight travelled instantaneously and so he
‘would receive Alice's picture that same day

But he would have to wait almost another four



‘months until he received her photo - a slightly imper-
sonal but brilliantly detailed profile shot ofthe three
planets nearestthe sun. Bywhichtime Bob had sent
another three images of himself in various poses
round the house: him making coffee, him watering
the plants, and his toothpaste smiley face on the bath-
roommirror, Bobfelt abit sillyabout his photosnext
to Alice's technical image, but was comforted bythe
fact that no one in HQ had noticed. They were all too
excited about howwell the Theorywas holding up.
Evenif they took into account the time Alice's signal
took to get back to earth,and the Doppler shift effect
shestill appeared to be ageing overthree times slower
than people on Earth; for every month Alice experi-
‘enced in space, three months and almost twentythree
days went byon Earth.

Alice spent herfrst 29days ofthe mission practising
the techniques learntinthe eveningclassesin photog-
raphy she had taken before leaving Earth. Setting up
her tripod next to the craft's rear window, she spent
hours consumed with the problem of keeping
Mercury. Venus and Earth in focus at the sametime.
Finally managing it 4 hours before she was due to
send her first signal back to earth, she decided thatit
‘would make a perfect imageto send back.

‘The next 90 days were lonelyfor Alice; she kept
sending her signals and practising her photography,
Dut her mind kept wandering back to Bob. When
‘would his image arrive? How was he coping without
her there? Was he letting Clare get to hi?

‘After 262 days, Bob's image came. Watching the lines
ofthe decader revealthe posed picture ofhimselfin
‘an armchair, Alice laughed. Bob isstil Bob — nothing
thasreally changed. The computer onboard was happy
too; the timing of the message showed it was sent
43.73 months ago. So from Alice's viewpoint, Bob was
ageing slowerthan her, just as the Theory predicted,

This went on month after month, each of us seeing
the other age slower than them. We were out of sync,
‘our times didnt match, butthere was nothing wrong
‘Things were just as the scientists said they should be.

‘After exactly the allotted 2.57 years, Alice reached
Ranto. As she navigated the ship into the planet's
orbit, she realised something was wrong. The space
around the ship filled with opaque gas; the close-
range obstacle alarm wentoff almost constantly; and
the ship beganto sway in and out ofit orbit. This was
notthe 7 moons that used to orbit Ranto. The moons
‘ust have broken up, and now Alice was left driving

2

through the remnants

As she was thrown around the cabin, her left leg
became stuck under the tripod from her camera
Dragging the tripod with her, she still pulled herself
along the floor to the main console and flipped the
radar switch to survey-mode. Whilst the planet
surveycollected its data, Alice struggled free from
the tripod and prepared the craft forthe return flight.
Despite the swaying, the alarm and the pain of a
broken ankle, she succeeded in firing up the reverse
neutron engine and within minutes was accelerating
back upto 86.6% ofthe speed of light, but now in the
direction of Earth

Bob was bored. It had been been almost five years
since they started the mission, Alice's images showed
that she wasonly a year and four months older. So she
was thirty six, whilst he was about to be forty. The
deal they had struck was just not fair. He was stuck
on Earth, ageing fast and still jumping at whatever
the Commander asked: Bob this, Bob that. But the
commander was also Clare. Beautiful, sweet, slightly
neurotic Clare who he would have never met if it was
not forlast year's very drunken Spacelight Christmas
bash. And who he was now going to marry. But so
what?

Marriage wasn't anything new or exciting. Alice,
however, was seeing things no one else had seen
before. Day by dilated day, she was adding to human
knowledge. He didn't even know enough about
flower decorations to satisfy the Commander.

Alice worked solidlyfor 8.5 daysto process the last
of the data from the planet survey of Ranto. ‘This in-
formation might hold the key to why the moons had
broken up. And so, by sendingit back to Earth piece
bypiece over the year and a half since she started her
retum journeymeantthat there was a chance the ex-
planation would be discovered by the time she re-
tured.

Bobhad appeared to onlyage bysix months when
she had turned around after 2.57 years. And now,
after she had tumed around, his monthly signals were
coming almost every week. Hislife had speeded up
so much that he was now olderthan her; he was about,
to be forty, and this month'sfinal data segment coin-
cided with her thirty ninth birthday. Ifthe theoryhad
comectly predicted events on Earth as well, then,
Alice calculated, ifshe sent thelast of data now, they
would only have 0.167 years (two months)to analyse
it. Two months might just be long enough, but it



would be cuttingit fine.

‘Daniel was throwing food at Clarefrom his high chair
‘and Eleanor was throwing hers up on Bob's shoulder.
Bob loved both his children, but sometimes he
wished they would understand that he was almost
forty five and needed his sleep if he was to do any-
thing with his day. Balancing Eleanor against his
shoulder, he reached down to pick up the ringing
phone. It was Lieutenant Frank: Alice had tured
around. However, there had been a problem on her
‘approach to Ranto. She had broken an ankle. It was
splinted, but there was no guarantee it would heal
properly. There was good news as well though ~ she
‘might have discovered a new type ofastronomical
phenomenon.

‘Bob had not felt this particular pang of guilt, since
they first lost real-time contact nine and a half years
ago. Four months after the phone call, when the final
segment ofAlice's data from Ranto arrived, he made
it his goal to spend the remaining two months ofthe
tission analysing her findings. He worked twenty
hhour days, ignoring Clare's protests and his normal
dlsire foreight hours @ night with two hours in the bar
beforehand. The children had been goodtraining, but
it was easy for Bob to keep motivated - he finallyhad
‘a proper role in the mission. Alice's monthly signals
now arrived weekly; herevercloser presence pushing
him on.

‘The analysis was done with a fortnightto spare. Bob
had proved that Ranto's atmosphere had become
chemicallyunstable resulting in a planet-wide explo-
sion that in tum blew apart the moons. The Nobel
committee awarded Alice for her discovery the next
week. So that when she landed back at HQ, she
hobbled off her craft to be met by her brother, her
‘Commander,their two children and a swarm of press.

When we smiled forthe cameras, the smiles was real;
‘we had flown to the nearest star system, we had won
the highest accolade a scientistcan and we were only
forty last month, We also had two children, a loving
‘marriage and were forty four three months ago.
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We no longer have a single history. We no longer
share a single age

Wefollowed two paths that can never rejoined and so
cour dual storiessit side by side, irreconcilably sepa-
rate,

But we are still us; we are still one.

The mission didnslice our identity, it just stretched
it, What makes us twins, what we will never share
‘with anyoneelse, has not changed.

So if there is any any Twin Paradox, it's that even now
‘we are notthe same age, we are still twins. But then
that's not @ paradox, it’s just playing with your

Below: Iron & Frian — Daniel Rolph
(Opposite: United ~ Akbarali Kapasi

 



 



Ikieran’s neurocom cut in with 2 report from control: “Sanyukta’s taken out aleph team.”

the bastard must have had a serious upgrade. Aleph team had conprised six Achaian-class teletroop-
Jers and an Ephor-class full-spectrum support unit. Their engagenent with Aravind Sanyukta on the|
lbridge of the freighter had lasted twenty-two seconds. The tactical data strean fron the conflict
Init Kieran’s mind ~ Sanyukta’s shell was an experimental military model. Aleph team hadn’t stood|
Ja chance. Kieren was on secondnent from Solar Ethics to CRO - the Solar Union's Crisis Response!
lortice. The Crows ere one of the most advanced tactical units in the solar system, and Sanyukta|
hac access to an even higher tech tier. Once this was over, someone would need to find out which
Hiab installed the last of the Nightware Men ~ the most wanted fugitive in the solar system ~ inl
Jan ultra-high-spec combat shell complete with Casimir battery, quad-directional maser emitter and
causs accelerators with guided nanogram antimatter cartridges. For now, though, Kieran had to do
something about the shell’s owner

control cane in again over the neurocom, “Kieran, T can’t spare you anyone. Bet and ginmel teans|
Jare still trying to secure the engine room and shut dovn the engine. It’s still in accelerated
lpianetfall sequence, and rigged for maximum glow on impact.” Sanyukta had set the freighter accel-
lerating full-tilt tonard Wars. He didn’t get a chance to point the ship directly at a habitat
before the boarding team from the Crow strike craft burned out the navigation systen. Still, the|
radiation from the impact site would penetrate the shielding on many of the older and cheaper: habs|
Jon this side of the planet. The prognosis stood at ten thousand deaths minimum, possibly millions
iin need of urgent treatment. Kieran reckoned the Martians wouldn't sit still euch longer. The neu:
Jrocom cut in again: “Mars defence grid has launched missile cluster, four-point-five minutes to
impact, four minutes to final abort opportunity,

sitently tapped into the sare neurocom channel was Senedetta Holbein. Detta was the sole nesber|
lof daleth tean, and at the time she was resotely operating a stealth-optinised shell on the outside!
lor Sanyukta’s freighter. The shell was a Janeson 088, an octopus-like shape about twenty inches|
fin dianeter. Detta was used to nonhumanoid shells, and she confortably walked on eight tentacl
lor nanothreaded gel to the destination point. The 086 spat a gob of penetration fluid onto the|
Hfreighter’s hull, making swift work of the outer bulkhead. A patch of the hardened ceramic soft
Jened to a thick paste, from which Detta’s tentacles could scoop out a cavity. She squeezed herself|
fin and set about echo-scanning for the ship's communication fibres

luith combat support tied up in engineering, Kieran’s Envoy-class diplomatic shell entered the
loridge alone. The smoking, glowing renains of aleph team’s teletroopers littered the chanber. At!
Jthe far end, a metallic monstrosity not unlike @ textbook diagran of a bacteriophage was physically|
jacked into a console. A roughly icosohedral head studded with sensor modules was poised atop the
Inain body column, which was supported by six spidery legs. A number of orifices and appendages|
luere pointing at kieran’s shell, and his tactical overlay identified then as weapons ore than suf-|
JFicient to vaporise it instantly.

lvaravind Sanyukta, this shell is being remotely operated by Dr Kieran Trej, under joint Solar|
lethies/crisis Response office authorisation. You're under arrest.” The battle shell renained
Jsti1i. sanyukta’s hunan voice seened inappropriate for the infernal engine that was his body. “You
Jean’t enforce that, rej. This shell smoked one of your conbat teams, and the drones down in engi-
Ineering rolled off the sane production line. Furthernore, I’m jacked into the delete code for that!
ittte package T picked up after I left Anbikapur. Dead man siiteh, naturally. Every ten seconds
Ir choose to prevent the package’s deletion.”

kieran knew that the ‘Little package’ Sanyukta was talking about was a collection of over Fifty]
fehousand mindstates illegelly harvested from innocent civilians. Kieran had served in the Indian] 



 

var that finally disnantled the Tetrapharsakos setacorporation and brought its executive board ~
Known 0 the nediasphere as the Nightmare hen ~ to justice. All of them except Aravind sanyukea,
luho had escaped from the last Tetrapharmakos bolthole at Anbikapur. He'd squeezed cone kind of[eransmission through the Solar Union countermeasures that swathed the subcontinent. The predomi
Inant theory waz that he had divided his sindstate between several tiny storage units, and electro-
Inagnetically launched then into orbit, where they were reassenbled by # friendly vessel. But by

PP the eine the su teletroopers had finally taken Anbikapur, no evidence of his escape remained. In-Ppvescisators poring over the shards of the netacorporation’s data network discovered that over the
ldecade leading up to. the war, Tetrapharmatos had arranged the abduction and forced destructive|
lipload of 51,692 civilians fron the regions surrounding their offices across the solar system
their mindstates were stored ina massive unit and hidden away until they were needed. hhether theInignenare Hen wanted the mindstates for experinentation or as hostages was unknown. Now that stor=
Jage unit was siveing in the cargo bay, inextricably linked fo the freighter’s computer system, and
hus to Sanyukta
J-the ship's vapour in three and a half minutes, Sanyukta. Planetary defence grid. Your options are
hinited.”

J-r*ve retrieved your file, Trej. You were on psych support at Farsight 5 teleconmand centre. ask
leo negotiate and this is what I get? First an attempt on my life. Then a vieit from the man who
passed the sick bucket around, and handed out the sleeping pills?” Kieran knew that Sanyukta wasn’
really capable of scorn or derision. Everything he did and said was starkly praguatic ~ thats|
lunat the illegal mindworks that the Tetrapharnakos executive board had applied to theaselves haa|
Jdone. Before they’d been human beings - ruthless, competitive, and egoistic - but hunan. The proce-|
Jaures they’d undertaken were the logical extension of the Ataraxia anti-anxiety personality sur-|
lgery that had made Tetrapharnakos a household name. They intended to make themselves the most effi
Jeient and capable businessmen in the solar system, without any of the stress, doubt and guilt that
lptagued then. without any capacity for anxiety on remorse, they'd have a constant edge over all|
Jenein competitors. The procedures worked

betta had found a Fibre optic cable in the system which connected the freighter’s bridge to the
Jeargo bay. Tt should have been the one through which Sanyukta was connecting to the storage unit.
Nore than fifty thousand lives depended on this being the right choice. But time was short, and
betta Holbein needed to work with what she had. She herself had not exactly intended to be uploaded
= as 2 child she had contracted a terminal illness, and her parents decided to have her destruc-
leively uploaded rather than let her die. Tt was not an easy process; she was born and raised in a|
leuropan bishopric. The local bishop at the tine was @ hardliner, and hunan upload was strictly for
lbiaden. The synod was having one of its periodic crises, and the entire moon balanced on the edge
lof schism. as a result migration to 2 liberal bishopric to undertake the procedure was out of the|
question. The Holbeins sold up and noved offworld, to a socialist space habitat. They paid nearly|
leverything they owned to get offuorld and perform the upload procedure, seanning (and in the pro-
Jcess destroying) Detta’s physical brain and copying her to an optical matrix. The habitat health
Jauthority awarded them @ shell for young Detta - but funds were tight, and it wasn’t 2 hunanoidl
Inodel. Detta barely renenbered her hunan form, and even now she had the funds to buy @ humanoid
shelt, she didn’t want to. Detta knew that many of the people in storage wouldn't want to be res-
Jcued, ‘not at First. They hadn't consented to uploading; they weren’t prepared for life as software|
Jentities. fut she knew most of then would adapt, given tine. After all, she had

Her 088 span out a thread of optical fibre, and prepared a small laser cutter to splice her into
Jehe feed through the fibre-optic

 

For a long monent, Kieran said nothing. His oun course of treatnent for the Indian War was not yet|
lover. His therapist had said that he has a unique opportunity in this mission - a chance to con-|
Hfront the nightmare. "what's to negotiate, Nir Sanyukta? You're trying to crash a freighter on an]
inhabited region. If we can’t disable your engines in three minutes, you die.” Kieran checked the|
jeactical feed from bet and ginnel teans. It wasn’t looking good

  

the bristling pillar of steel that housed Sanyukta replied, “The package will be destroyed too,
Jin that case. T only pointed us at Mars so that your people would have to respond quickly. Tt would|
have been unwise for me to give the Crows tine to manoeuvre. Give me access to your vessel’s band:
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lon the SU side ~ the war was fought entirely by remote. Gut the Nightmare Men had been ready for|
fehat. They earned their nane because they never fought to destroy battle shells - they fought to
Jshatter minds. A Slitherjaw could smash your conbat shell to smithereens, but the telemarines|
prayed to face those rather than Crybabies or the Victim Trees. The Tetrapharaakos labs punped out|
Seete enn nncetanecer shtenersneervertee Sst eaareroretrishiarioy!
by engineered horrors before the eyes of the teletroopers. Kieran renenbered soldiers thrashing|
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[shell again. He renenbered breaking up fights in the mess hall between soldiers so numb to brutal-
ity that they would Fight Like rabid dogs over alnost nothing. He renenbered the shanbolic retreat
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Jstood motionless, fodder for the flanking Slitherjaws, while shock and despair shot through the|
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lating a dead man switch. His signal kept the hostages in the storage unit fron deletion. Naturally,
oriikeekenheerceaseter croresty
there was no way she could eavesdrop on the signal, and learn to duplicate it, if the message was|
being sent with 2 perfect quantum security protocol. Detta, however, wasn’t one to give up easily.
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cladding was still standard - which meant that Sanyukta had done things the easy way. He?d have|
Jadéed a down-conversion system to the comm lasers, tuning them to single photon intensity. Quantum
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fehen, it would produce @ pulse of two or more identical photons. And Detta’s beansplitter array]
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Hrine, though, was of the essence. Quantun optics was inherently probabilistic ~ you couldn't pre-|
Jaict’ exactly’ how many two-photon pulses would be transmitted in a given tine. Detta trusted to
Ferme)

Isanyukta’s conbat shell opened fire. Kieran’s shell wasn’t fast enough to register the weapon]
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luas an executable code which insediately and clandestinely authorised a bandwidth increase, and
Jehen unlocked ali the security protocols in the neural teleconmand unit operating the shell, and|
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vival of the mindstate could be burned onto the brain of the shells operator via the neural con-
SotaeanreCtr eeeeneeereo
luser’s visual networking inplant, and given access to a small suite of hypnotic and coercive con-
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land stored in a nunber of secured directories within the teleconmand unit itself, waiting for its
neteeSheetrennastee ce eeeens

Eeec oeneteee
lof the conbat shell, and squirted across Kieran’s shell transmission to the Crow spacecraft. hen
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was being run in a processing space, with zero physical awareness. This wasn’t what he expected.
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‘the video feed was a document, ratified by the Upper Conclave of the Solar Union. The man in the
feedback suit pointed a maser pistol at Sanyukta’s processing unit. Sanyukta recognised the man
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kieran trej stood back from the smoking remains of the processing unit. Sonetines, you need to be|
Jconplately sure you've wiped a drive ~ masering it to cinders tends to offer that peace of mind.
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lsefore Sanyukta fled Anbikapur, Transpacific Intel had informed the Crisis Response Office that|
Hretrapharsakos had access to a very dangerous security exploit. The malware could hijack the sec
londary uplink transmission of an Envoy-class shell operated by teleconnand station from a Baki
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lhe thought ‘that the Crows had boarded the freighter to kill him, that sending Trej in to negotiate
Caesereae aes kt eeeertetre eeretnets

The work wasn’t over yet, though. As soon a¢ the transmission of Sanyukta’s mindstate was complete,
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feransmitting the signal to the storage unit. Kieran bypassed the chain of conmand, and neurocon’al
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his shell’s conn unit directly into the storage drive, to keep sending the dead man switch signal,
Hthe planetary defence grid’s missiles were now inexorable, the last window for the abort comand|
lnaving passed. Kieran and the Crone aboard the Y-182 watched as the jettison charges blew, hurling
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shell clamped onto the side gracefully rolled onward, carried by the forward monentun of the|
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the crew of the Bakuhateu Y-102 received Commendations, with Benedetta Holbein receiving the
CercaCetneneerstereereeeeceterent
conclave, before returning to active duty as an Ethics Officer at his own request
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==There once was a poor couple, who lived right at the |\{CThat night, the man retumed to the deep, dark forest.
“Feige oftheir village, nearthe deepdark woods where \\SSBefore, he had never dared the depths whenthe moon
FErope feared to venture, for there were things which wasinthe sky,for fear oftheterrible thingsthat lived
FFlived in the thoms and in the darkness which bun-ZZZ there. The phosphorescence of witel-fites lapped at

gered for huinan flesh, The man was a hunter, whothe edge of the rivets, totallyclear despite their stag-
dove daily into that darkness to find his prey, while/7Znant nature, Too many tines, he was forced to hide
‘his wife worked day and night to eke what she could 7///by the edge ofthe forest tracks,as greatshapes, both
fiomthelitle landthatthey had. Yetdespite this hard {{(((those which were scaled and those which roared in
life, they were happytogether, The only thing that \\\\\the night, cashed through the piteh-black darkness
they lacked, that they were sure would make their\\The man was tempted to tum back many times, as
lives complete was a child, But despite all their ef C&terrorfilled his heart, but each time he hardened his
forts, they had no luck for many years. Rumours SSChiear, and plunged deeperinto the forest

Yess around the village thatthe man was infertile,
Zithe woman was barren, and they were both terri
fied thatsch tales might be te he found the glade again, By night, it was notably
Z ‘different; though the river remainedcrystal clear, the
EEFinely however, wo strokes of ek eame together ZZpans and tees shinmered with umatualenous
=The manfound a glade in the deep dark woods, with-Zones that the man had never seen before and ones
=eswater angeen gras, round which the tse!Zwhich henever would again,
SScreas fed and watered thenselves, ThepickingsZB

‘were good, and every day he would come back witha7wasat that point thathe realised that he had noidea
careass shang over his back. Meanwhife the mau’s7ZZ whathe wasexpecting to find, He hadto aihis wife

___wife began to swell for she found she was finally withZe" ‘knew,but he had noidea how he could do so
ZFchild. The two dared to hope that this was a sign that
Sty babeen Westd, and alofthe problensZnHtge on thetrie fhesarin
SS were over. ts brightness, and he was forced to cover his eyes,
= lest he be blinded, Even withthat precaution, his.
=However, that was not to be. The wife sickened, her vision in the darkness was ruined, and soit was that]
eu‘tming aspale as ash and her hair falling out, yet € did not see the figure that approached him until “l

despite that the child continued to grow. AndZNlessthanten paces avay

‘But,finally,as the half-moon hung heavy abovehin,
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haps, too late, the hunter realized in vain that there
vas a reason that no others had gone to that glade. SS&-Who are you,” it asked,its voice elderly, female, and
The waters were tainted; he was sure that their verySSS thick with hubris. “I have watched you poach from

(Sr ‘was a perverse sign of the curse that he wasSthe land that is mine, and now you returnat night?
\Snow sure lay uponit. SSWhat more do youwantto take fromme?”
= ‘One of the witeh-folk stood before him, her back
=They called the priest, He prayedall night, his thin=>bowed, white hair ginting under the halEmoonthat
Shands clasped together when they were not being=—Sshone in the sky, brighter than the sick, unnatural
—F,wrung in his failure to help. Faith and doubt warred—— light that burned withinall the plantsin this cursed
Hon bis eyes: perhaps that was whythe attempt to cure=—lade,
Fewowan fiom te strange afition, which drainedEX

al cotour from her body and left her weak,failed.

 

“Ab,”the man answered, “Please, Tbeg of you,elder
fone. I did not know that anyone claimed this land,

On the second day, she began fo rant and rave, mad-))})least not one of your kind. But my wife, who is with
ness clouding her mind and spewing out talk of ter-J)).Wchild, is sick, for her faceis as paleas ashand her hair
‘ible things. The priest continued to pray, but sent his has left her head, T only came backto find hera cure
‘novice out to fetchhis bell, book and candle.
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‘The witch snorted, “You i,” she said simply, a sneer
con her face. “I can see that you would just take from
this place as you please. But we can come to a dea
you and L” The man was afaid for all knew that a
eal with the witch-folk was the path to damnation,
but he did not flee,so great was his love forhis wife
“I shall cure your wife,” she continued, a sly smile
filling her face “and grant you leave to hunt here, to
take what you wish, in retum forjust one thing. You
shall give me the child of your kind which your wife
shall bear. When the birth-caul is removed fromher
face (frit shall bea girl Ican seei) shallbe there,
to collec her.” The man began to protest, but the
witeh raised a hand. “Do not fear in that regard. 1
shall aise her as my daughter, and she will be treated
as my own flesh and blood”

 

‘The man froze, forseveral terrible seconds, as he con-
sidered the del. And, though he hated himself forit,
hae took her outstretched hand and shookit. She gave
hhim three magical stones, bisected with painted red
and blue,and toldhim to fed them to her, with an as-
surance thatthe wife would thus live ifhe did. He did
as she said, and, just so,the wife recovered. the preg-
nancycontinuing unharmed.

‘Summer became autumn, as the leaves reddened and.
fell from the trees, andthen winter came. The birth
‘was long and painful. Forthree days and three nights,
the woman lay in pain, asthe child moved within her.
She grew even paler, retuming to that dreadful
‘morbid state where hervery features looked likethey
‘were hewn from ash. The midwife refused toattend,
for the priest had wamed her about his fears for the
pregnancy. The man did what he could, but he knew
very litle,

Finally, however, the child was bom. And, lo and
behold, just as the birth-caul was scraped from the
newbom's face, there came a rap at the front door.
‘The manignored it,seeing instead tohis wife and his
daughter. The knock came again, a secondtime, then
‘once more. He ignored it again. Then came a voice,
arrogant with power but decrepit with age, which
‘echoed through the wood,

“We had an agreement, you and L

held up myend: she did not die.

Alife fora life,an eye for an eye.

‘Open the doorand give me what's mine.”
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‘The man froze. He had tried to deny it, to delude
himselfintothinking thatthe recovered had beendue
to the prayer of the priest and in his own efforts in
finding the plant, but he could not do so any longer.
He had never told his wife of the price that they
would pay for having saved her life (and there would
be an even greater one after death, ifthe priest was
right, for he had dealt with a witch). He did not want
to.

Eyes filled with guilt, he gazed over at his wife. She
hhad fallen asleep already, totally exhausted; the child,
still coveredin the gore of birth, lay suckling on her
chest. His wife could not know, that was for certain,
And so hetook the child, wrapped in a blanket, and
went to the door. He handed the infant over to the
witch, and then closed the doorin her face. He did
not say a single word.

‘When his wife woke, he told her that the child had
died. He showed herthe patch offrozen earth he had
dug and filled in, once he had been sure thatthe witel,
hhad gone. A crude, nameless cross marked the spot
forthe child had not beentheir long enough to give.
one. The priest came the next day, and told them it
vwas for the best.

‘The woman died three days later, from an infection.
The gravedigger dug a shallow grave in the winter,
soil, and the priest said a few desultory words by the
gave as rain fell fromthe sky.
‘The dayafter the funeral, the man ran into the dark:
woods, treesbarren under a grey sky, and there he:
died.
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SoreOececece pslpeatirgeeneeaeioric
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sions, the secret texts of her people. To access the
needle. the witch would call out a certain phrase, andSpineeaestage snesoeioavis tp ofthe sete nd ste gi Heed here
only seeing, only knowingthe witch who hadnSieicaiames
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"After a fee years it cameto pass that fhe eldest son
ofthe king ofthe lan, fresh frohis glorious victo-

jes over a great foe ofthe nation was told byhis
< father that twas timethat he get marred and produce

an heir, for the old king could felthe infimitiso
age sapping athis strength and clutching athis heart.
"And. a8 wascustomary for them, he went toa single

Pillageatthe base ofthe tallest mountain in the land
\Now, the folk that dwelt in this place were strange

indeed, for they dressed all in black and concealed
their faces behind masks,for their ancestors bad in-®

|| jterbred with the witch-folk and they knew many —

    

    

   

   

  

  
  

   
   
   
  

 

and gifts, as was th practice, the prince eameda gift
and he asked them where the most beautiful gc in the
land lived, Thisis what they told him
*Young prince,the one ofsapphire and gold is hidden’
in the dark woods, never leaving the needle that
pierces the heavens.
witeh-flk who cals herself the git's mother, but she
sas not born ofthem. A monster will tryto enter her

“tower,and it will be slain,oh prince. But you must be!
ere, so that destiny must be fulfilled, and the price

“Ss paid. A life fora life, an eye for an eye.”

With that said, the strange mountain-folk said no”
‘more, and the prince setoffon his quest. For a year
‘and forty days, he travelled the kingdom. He
searched many towers, but none could be truly de- |
scribed as piereing the heavens. Hope dimmedin his\

eS
y heart,but he did notgive up, for he had made an oath:

 

Sto his father, and an cathbreaker would not deserve to
[ype kine
mR,

Mf
‘Finally, however, he came to the small village where =
the girl had been born. They knew nothing of any
‘beautiful maidens, but a hunter did mention thatthere
‘was a greattower hiddenin the darkness of the forest,
‘concealed by mists and fogs and thetallest trees that
Ze peasant had ever seen. The prince ignored their

warnings of monsters; he was a prince of royal blood, $=
Z with valour in his heart and conviction in his head.
{He would channel those virtues to slay whatever:

beasts he faced.

   

   

‘And so it came to past that he found himself at the
footofthe tower, drenchedin the blood of the tainted.
beasts, the likes of which he had never seen before,
but had nevertheless slain to get to the foretold place

\(But the tower was tall beyond belief: the top con
‘cealed in the fogsthat hung heavy over the dampness
of the deep forest,and was made outof shining metal
and some kind of strange crystal. It was sleek and
‘smooth, andthere was no way that he could climbit.
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strange andterrible things. Through sundry offering

/
She was taken by one of the=
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“There will a monster whotries to get in,”he said to
himself, “and thereforeI will follow it, to get passage
into the place where the fair maidenis held captive.”

He waited forthree days and three nights, feeding off
the meathe had takenfrom the beasts he bad slain in
his journey to this cursed place, before he saw an-
other living soul. A hooded and robed figure, clad in
dirty black and grey, emerged fromthe forest. There
‘were no paths or trails; they emerged fromthe dense
‘undergrowth. The prince ducked backinto the cover,
asthe witch removed her hood, and began to chantin
the old tongue of the witch-folk. Suddenly,pillars of
gold burst up from the ground, tearing the earth asun-
der andformingrough hewn steps in the precious ma-
terial, just as a great metal cascade came forth from
the tower of crystal and steel. Before his very eyes,
the prince saw a staircase of gold and steel appear,
ready for the witeh to gain access. And he knew it

Z was his chance.

-Bravely, he charged forth, his sword raised to cleave
ethe witch-woman from shoulder to thigh. The fiend
‘mmed, light the colour of a fresh wound pouring

\_ forth fromits eyes asits visagetwisted into monstros-
ity. Nevertheless, righteousness prevailed: the
'vitch-woman did not have the chance to raise her
cursed hands against him, before he split her clean in,\

tain, from shoulder to hip. But, against one ofthe
witch-flk, everyone knew that tat was not enough
To ensue hate evil fiend could not return from the
cll embrace of death he hacked atthe body. remov-
ing all four linbs ftom the severed torso, before
staking the head and removing the eyes. Only that
way could her spirit notfind her body and return to

SS plague the lands again, And so, bearing his trophy, by
which he would show her proofthat he hadslain the
‘monstrous witch, he began the long ascent

Seroom atthe top,high up in the mists and fogsof
SS the cursed forest, was bare. Roughly hewn wooden

furniture rested uponstrange grey stone, books and
=the like stacked against all the walls. There were litle

‘birds whichflew in and out ofthe uncurtained win-
Lows. Butall that was an irrelevancyto the prince
‘His foretold bride rested in a bed in the middle of the
room, her eyes closed, She wasindeed, he thought,
verybit as beautiful asthe seer-people had said

With a small gasp, she awoke, sitting up. Her lus-
trous golden hair fell in front of her face, as she
rubbed her eyes.

“The princepulled in a deep, shuddering breath,still
23
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Tatigued fromhis brave fight againstthe evil wi
and the long climb. “Fair maiden, do not be afraid” he
began. “I have joumeyed long and far to find th

  

woman who the wise old woman told me was the —|
most beautiful in the land, and thus fit for a prince. =
‘That is myright as heir to the throne. And I have slain/
the monstrous witch who has you held captive, as 7
foretold bythe half-blooded seers ofthe mountain
folk.”
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‘ide, as mybride! Call themoff”

 

she was!” The gitl’s voice was no longer breaking
‘with emotion, but had suddenlygone cold,each word
slotting into place like a beautiful crystal. “She was
{my mother. She raised me all my life. I live, because
Jofher. She fed me,clothed me, and taught me. Who

is the mother, the one who carries them for nine
cyclesofthe moon,or the one who cares for them for

With that si he ied up the witch's head, its eye-4//sems” She ited er chin, he ers sil owing but
less sockets gazing out at nothingness as drops of
scarlet splattered onthe floor. The girl, her beautiful’
long blond hair draped over her face, did not say a
word,

‘The prince paused. He was vaguely aware that this
‘was not howit was meant to go. He had killed the
witeh, had he not, purged this dark forest of her
‘malign influence? Perhaps now it would retum to
normal, the twisted beasts that inhabiteditfed from
the way that she had warped them.

“Fair maiden,”he said, a puzzled notein his voice. “I
would at least know your name. I am a prince of
royal lineage, and you are my destinedbride. Atleast
Took me in the eye!"

She obeyed. Theprince sav that those beautifulblue
eyes, no longerhidden behind a golden veil were run
ning with teas,

“You killed my mother!”the girl hissed, making a pe-
couliar gesture with her hand, sweeping it in. Andthe
room came to life. Birds fluttered in through the
‘window, joining the onesthat had already been nest-
ing on the rough-hewn wooden furniture. The
smaller ones, the bluebirds and the robins and the
sparrows, pecked athisface,forcing him to shieldhis
face with an armwhile he swung his blade through
the air, trying to keep them at bay. The larger ones,
though, the carrion birds and the predators,sat there,
waiting and watching, for him to grow tired

“Call themoff!”he screamed,as his blade swatted the»
tiny creatures fromthe air. “Call them off!”

 

“She was not your mother!” snapped the prince,
taking a wild swing which cut a crow in half. “You\\

Hy {lthe bine eyesfilled with hate. “I say itis her”

“No!”the prince yelled, raising his sword, bloodied
‘with the viscera of countless small birds. “Call them
of”

 

‘The blond gitl shook her head, “No,” she said simply.

‘There was a moment of discontinuity, of sudden,vi-
brant, unnatural life, asthe rough-hewn furniture ex-
perienced several years of impossible growth in less
time than it takes for a heart to beat. The thorny
branches wove a veritable hedge around the prince,
his body trapped and impaled on a new tree made out
of pain.

‘And with that done, the git! picked up a knife from
the table. The prince mewled and groaned, thoms
piercing his body and rippingat his flesh with every
breath. The evil birds that still lived, were staring at
him,t0o, their eyes now glinting with an awareness
which he should have seen before, She followed his
line ofsight,to the knife.

“This?”she said, in that beautiful, lyrical voice. "No,
it’s nota sharp knife. A life fora life, an eye for an//
eye. But which eye should start with?"

 

    

   
  

 

  

  



 

Blood on the rl
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[The liquid crystal matrix ofthe screenread 1400 hours. With a groan, Captain Woodford placed the holoslate>
down onto the table, and then leaned back in his seat rubbing his eyes. White ight blazed of the prefab wal,
erenteyateneterationaenaeeeemena
eereneratrrtanhertenmaere)
wo weeks since they had been assigned to the outpost, and since then, their orders had remained the seme
eres

“The Mesoz formation was much like anyotherpart ofthe hundreds of square klometres of desert suround
ing t « deepcircular depression, petnaps a ite over a Kick wide, the only dfrence being the presence of
rhaneonrerrr eeeer
eeePeReRaaeeeeRoto
tet, below the besin were substantial ol reserves ofsgnicent strategic importance. but the pumpingstation
wasonly manned by sertors = about ll this desert ft for he thought he didn't know better he would have
eeeeeeeeeeeee
annerentera eerabetannette,
mperor-forsaken desert. Woodford preferred his hive-cty assignments, where he could pick uphis smokes
SereetereinarentntlMereerneenen
Eperenceeneryeeenemenornroryearner
Laterterrorcetererteeterarenrer rn
arreynenhyaert sereerremurernin
ine window, Woodtord saw theother prefabs standing in regimented blocks, and beyond that, wie mesh fence
crowned vith berbed vie, and even futher, nothing but desert asfaresthe eye could see
oneetereteeer eetenn
eaeeenSrekeeny erinLiereI
someicenenear enn
aeeacee
eeeeeeeeeeteateeeera
Fearsaaceaeeaeey
Saleneernoberonne nL econniemarta Eerie.)
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Peters’ face fell~ he was clearly unhappyto befaced with a request wth which he couldnt comply
SEareerreTarteat
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Frotking pednt he thought, 0s Peters let. How long befoe he votes me saying he's found a gran of sand
Coon rereaneere tereteTeyatermects
[annieetree

“Clty, sergeant. Whati the stution?”
‘Armoment ltrthe reply came “think... you should come and see tis.”
Ceeeeteetereerart erSerenenCetin
cece
Seeeeeets

eatwaseven more overwhelming. Itrosein hazy sheets trom the ft roofs ofthe outpost'sbuldings, shi
Parees
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“repeat, state your location.”
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his palm, and the sword had served him well on a dozen occasions.
Nothing seemed amiss as Woodford made his way around theste ~ perhaps Peters had just been overre-
ee

Blood. There onthe sand beforehim, a gory spatter. And next toi..the sewer entrance, the lid loose in its
‘groove. As a semi-permanent outpostfacility, there was a small sewerage system leading from the complex
‘outwards, with maintenance entrances dotted among the buildings. He could feel his heart thumping, as he
eee
eeeeen

 Jown blood, six feet below the surface. Whothe hell did this? And where's Peters? The Captain was beginning
to panic. The fist thinghe thought of at the sight ofthe body was the horrors ofthe Tyranid race ~ an icy sen-
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ithe chainsword, and, pushing the door open, stepped slowiyinside. The room wasin darkness, the blind pulled
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ered as he slipped out of the prefab, then pulled out a battered radio transmiter "Right, their boss is dead -
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