
UNORIGINAL

THE SPACE ISSUE



UNORIGINAL

THE

STORIES 

START

HERE



3UNORIGINAL SPACE

Adrift in a soundless void, only thin technology keeping you away from the airless expanse.

From a young age, science fiction enthralled me with ideas of things outside this world. Ender’s Game 
and Neuromancer exposed me to the range of settings that authors use to express ideas, while artists 
like Chris Foss visually demonstrated alien planets and life in deep space.

Fictional settings use exceptional possibilities to highlight the ways people live. There are notable 
examples of these ways of life moving into our lives. Star Trek’s tricorders and communication badges 
influences today’s communications devices, while Gibson’s descriptions of global communications 
through computers and the possibilities those networks presented are two examples of technologies 
moving from print to reality.

Science fiction as a genre covers many possibilities for radical encounters. Looking up into space for 
inspiration and taking advantage of its infinite scale continues to produce both fictional creations and 
inspire innovation in our daily lives as well.

With that in mind I present to you Unoriginal the space issue, a collection of writing and art read with 
an open mind and a space suit near at hand.

Thanks
Michael McGuire

Publisher
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 ”Mr. Grey?“ the voice penetrated the void. “Can you hear me?”
 Now that it had appeared out of the void, I became aware of the void itself. It was   neither dark nor bright, nor did it have 
space, nor gravity, nor temperature; nor did it have anything at all. Except for this strange voice. 
 “Y .. Yee .. Yees?” It was great effort to speak. My words themselves were strangely hollow. “I .. caa .. caa .. can .. ee .. eea .. ear?” 
They were not words, for I recognized them as mere thoughts only. And with them being thoughts I recognized myself. I was.
 Encapsulated in an endless void, without a body, just my mind.
 ”Mr. Grey, is this your name?”I had to think. Yes, it was. I was Grey. Throughout my whole life I had been. Life. I had a life. 
God.
 ”Aa .. aamm I  .. d .. dea ..dead?” I asked my creator.
 ”No, Mr. Grey. You are not dead. We will discuss this in a matter of minutes though. But, first -”
 ”Aaa .. are youu .. Go.. God?”
 ”No, Mr. Grey. I am not God. But, first, please don’t worry, you are in perfectly safe hands and everything is perfectly fine.” 
 I was still worried though for if I was not dead, what was I then? What had I been? I’d had a life. I was .. I am! Robert Grey. I felt 
memories rising slowly from the darkness of my mind. I had .. I had .. something was rising .. someone was .. I had .. a name popped up. I 
had Julia!”
 Whe .. Wheer ii .. is .. Juu .. Juulia?”
 ”You are remembering Julia, Mr. Grey? That’s good. Who is she?”Who is she? Who is she? It was terrible to think, and even 
worse to remember. My   mind   felt   scattered   and   dissolved   and   it   was   hard   to   grasp   the   torn thoughts. Ju .. lia .. Julia? Julia! 
Of course.
 ”Shee .. iis .. myy wife.”
”Correct, Mr. Grey.” the voice seemed a bit nervous though. “Now, can you remember other persons as well?”
 Others .. With Julia .. I had a family!
 ”Myy .. My children .. Pe .. Peter and .. and .. Jennifer!”
 ”Correct, Mr. Grey. Now - “
 ”Where .. Where aree .. they?”
 ”Please, Mr. Grey, we will discuss this in a matter of minutes. Now, what else can you remember?”
 What else was there? I had my family .. they were mad at me though. We had been fighting recently. About what? I had been 
sick. Very sick.
 ”I .. I was sick.”
 ”That’s also correct, Mr. Grey. Can you remember what sickness it was?”Something terrible. Something incurable. “Ca .. Can-
cer!” God!
 ”Correct, Mr. Grey. Wh-”
 ”Did I .. did I .. survive it?”
 ”.. What is the last thing you can remember, Mr. Grey?”
 The memories came flowing in like a steady stream now. I had been terribly sick! All the treatments hadn’t worked. There had 
been no chance. 
 “Nothing worked. And .. I was fighting .. with my family .. a lot”
 ”Can you remember what you were fighting about, Mr. Grey?”
 ”It was a new chance. Not a cure .. but .. but .. “ a further name came up, not the name of a person though, but of a company. 
“Alcor!”
 ”Right, Mr. Grey.” the voice got a bit shaky. “What did Alcor do?”Alcor .. Alcor .. what did they do? .. I remembered the 
hospital, the doctors telling me that there was no chance of curing me. I remembered my colleague from work. He had told me about 
Alcor. I had enough money for it. Then the men from Alcor came to me. We talked. They told me about... I had signed something .. OH 

A New End
Stefan Resch
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MY GOD!
 ”I got fro .. frozen, didn’t I?”
 ”Yes, Mr. Grey. You got .. cryogenized. Can you remember the year?”
 ”It was 2014 .. wasn’t it?”
 ”Yes, it w-”
 ”What year are we in now?!”
 ”I can not tell you yet, Mr. Grey, as to prevent shock.”
 “Is it far?”
 ”Yes.”
 God. How far could that be? 
 “Is my family still alive?!”
 ”No, I am sorry, they are not alive anymore.”
 ”Did they .. did they preserve themselves .. like me?”
 ”I am sorry again, but they didn’t let themselves cryogenized, Mr. Grey.” I started to feel terrible. Julia had been screaming at me,  
It isn’t what life is about, she had screamed at me, There won’t be anything left for you then, she had screamed. Then she had cried and had 
ran out of the hospital room. I had cried too. A lot. In the cold 
hospital bed in fetus position. Alone.
 ”They are surely dead?” I whispered, hoping to change it through asking.
 ”I am deeply sorry, Mr. Grey, but yes, they are.”
 ”And they surely didn’t get preserved?” 
 “They didn’t.””Did .. did my children have children at least?”
 ”.. Neither of your children had any offspring themselves.”
 ”Is .. is there anyone .. anyone who I knew .. still .. alive?”  I almost didn’t dare to ask, being afraid of the 
likely answer.
 ”I am sorry, but no, there is no one alive anymore you knew.”
 I now felt as lonely as I never had been before. The endless void now creeped the hell out of me. It even creeped into me. I felt 
void myself. I wanted to cry, but couldn’t since there was no body I possessed. 
 “Where .. what am I?”
 ”Are you asking about your physical form, Mr. Grey?”
 ”Yes, I do.”
 ”Can you remember it yourself, Mr. Grey? Can you remember what exactly you had agreed upon, Mr. Grey?”
 What had it been? My body had been dying, the cancer had spread through all of it. No need for the body anymore .. Oh. My.
 ”Just my brain got preserved!”
 ”Yes, Mr. Grey, you became, what we call a ‘neuropatient’”
 ”So, that’s it? The .. the void?”
 “The ‘void’ you are experiencing, Mr. Grey, is the lack of sensory input ..frankly put, due to the lack of sensors themselves .. Mr. 
Grey, what you are experiencing is the effect of your brain being placed in a sustainment vessel. We are directly talking to you through 
nanoscopic implants inside your brain right now.”
 That’s it. That’s me. A brain in a vessel ... 
 “But don’t worry, Mr. Grey, science has evolved tremendously since your time. As we have agreed upon in our contract, you 
will be given a new body. Even a better one. A young, fresh and healthy body. No more sickness, no more pain, no more death. It’s a new 
start, a new chance. Health and life are being given to you again, Mr. Grey.”  The voice sounded cheerful, but I wasn’t. 
 I could remember, that this was, what I had signed. I could remember, that this was, what I had longed for so much during the 
years of my illness, during the years of fighting against certain death. I could remember, that this was,what my family had been against. 
They had been so mad at me. They had loved me too much to endure the thought of me being frozen like a piece of meat. And I had 
betrayed them. Hell, I had betrayed death itself. Now, I was given the chance of life again, a healthy body. But I didn’t want it anymore. 
I didn’t! All I wanted was my family! I wanted to be with them again. I wanted to be hugged by my wife and by my children for one last 
time. And I wanted to say a proper good-bye. I wanted to tell my children to take good care about themselves and about their mother. 
I wanted to tell them to live their lives fully. There is just so little time. Life is precious. And I wanted to tell them that at some point it’s 
time for everyone to go. To let go. That everything ends at some point. And that one has to be strong enough to accept fate and even to 
embrace it.
 But above all, I wanted to die.
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Elliot Bosveld

Vouyager
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Space Flow

Space Flag



UNORIGINAL



13UNORIGINAL SPACE

 Goddamn miracle we’re all suited up for another day in the mines when the bomb hits. The ground shakes, a roar splits the air, 
and the gates of hell open as a huge plume of smoke and fire rises above the newts’ village.
 At the top of the mine shaft, our transpo hasn’t left yet. Foreman’s talking to a guard at the security gate who’s got someone else 
on the radio. They’re falling over each other piecing together out what’s gone wrong. Once they figure it out, we’re back in the transpo, 
flying to the village. “Impromptu recovery mission,” foreman says.
 Coming back down, we hover over that big old building in the centre of town. Their only real permanent structure, once a 
high-ceilinged open-air gathering place that dwarfed all the one room huts surrounding it. Now it’s a ruin. Rubble everywhere. The stink 
of overdone barbecue choking the air. A thick layer of dust and smoke obscuring everything, the pale light of the blue sun barely peeking 
through. Some of the local lizard-folk try scaling the wreckage, but a cadre of ValuCorp SecuriCorps guards holds them at bay.
 On the ground, we pick through the debris, tossing huge chunks of plaster and wood aside as we go. Thank god for our exosuits. 
The electromechanical exoskeleton lets me to lift five times my weight. It also has a built-in sensor to locate people trapped in a cave-in 
by their ID implants, so I know who’s under this burning heap the moment we arrive. Five of our boys. As I feared, Ramirez is among 
them.
 Me and Ramirez have shared a bunk at the civilian barracks since the day I got here three years ago. He’s religious, though; like 
Catholic religious. So on Sundays when I go down to earn extra money for my girls back home, he goes into the village. The newts let us 
use the big communal building as a substitute for just about anything. Mosque, synagogue, church, whatever. They don’t judge. It’s not 
like the place was an architectural marvel or anything. Just a bunch of deadfall lashed together by vines and packed with mud. But local 
legend says it stood there hundreds, if not thousands, of years.
 Now it’s just an ash heap smothering my teammates. My roommate. My best friend.
 Ramirez is a couple of feet in front of me, and I dig with furious resolve to expose him, careful not to put weight on him. The 
suit’s stupid heavy and I don’t want to crush him any more if possible. A couple more miners who had the day off show up to help dig, 
and a whole platoon of SecuriCorps guards report for crowd control. Their sergeant barks orders at the newts as if they understand 
English or something: “Remain calm. Stay back. We’ll handle this.”
 “What the hell happened?” someone asks.
 “Red eyes,” a guard says. “Ship came out of nowhere. Left just as quick.”
 Bad news. The Goulangaan. Stubby guys with grey skin, beady red eyes, and a vicious temper when things didn’t go their way. 
We thought they didn’t know about our little mining operation here. Guess that’s changed now.
When our people made first contact with the red eyes a few years ago, there was a language barrier. Our linguists got working on it, 
though, because we wanted to negotiate trade agreements. Put together a cultural exchange. But talks broke down once the 
Goulangaan’s primary demand was deciphered: “Accept our Pantheon as your salvation or we’ll wipe you out of existence.”

JEEK
Steve Chatterton
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 Just our luck. Our first chance to befriend an advanced alien race, and they’re a bunch of religious zealots.
 My heart skips a beat as I unearth a shoe. I use that as a guide for where Ramirez’s head should be. The newts are restless. Agitat-
ed. Groaning in that croaky tongue of theirs. I reckon some of their own are buried under here too.
 Newts look like overgrown salamanders who walk upright and cover themselves with loincloths. Seriously. A little on the prim-
itive side. Things like agriculture, fire, and the wheel are relative newcomers in their society. Under ordinary circumstances we ignore 
cultures like this. We’re sworn not to interfere in the development of emerging civilizations. But these guys happened to be sitting on a 
geological anomaly. The biggest ditrellium deposit in the known galaxy. So we made an exception.
Behind me someone finds a body. What’s left of one, anyway. “Oh crap, that’s not Gennedy, is it?” I ask. My sensor says yes, but the guy 
who dug him out can’t answer, bent over double getting sick.                                   
 What’s ditrellium? Long story short, it’s the stuff that makes starships go vroom. Transwarp is impossible without it. Comes in 
handy when you need to outrun an alien guerrilla army of religious fanatics who want to follow you home and blow up your planet.
The newts live a peaceful enough existence, but they don’t got a clue what they’re sitting on. They think ditrellium’s just a pretty rock. 
They wear pieces of it on strings around their necks. Ramirez befriended one of their kids before I got here. Cute little guy named Jeek. 
In the kid’s hut, it hangs on the wall for decoration. A chunk big enough to send a battle cruiser to the other side of the galaxy and back. 
Just hanging there so they can watch the light dance through it as the sun crosses the sky. It makes cool patterns on the wall, though; 
dancing, splintered iridescence all the colours of the rainbow and then some.
 I dig where Ramirez’s head should be but find the palm of his hand instead. Still attached, though. “Hang on, buddy.” The         
geometry of his body baffles me. I follow his arm through the rocky debris, praying it’ll lead me to his head.
 To one side they’re pulling out another body. Still alive this time. Shastri, the cook. In triumph, foreman calls for a stretcher.
There’s the back of Ramirez’s head. He’s still drawing breath, still in one piece. “Got you, buddy.” My voice high, constricted. Maybe it’s 
the smoke, or the stench. Maybe I’m going to lose it. Ramirez inhales sharply and yells as I pull him up. I look down and get a cubist view 
of his leg as if seeing it from too many angles at once. “Little help!” I call out.
 Foreman gives a hand while the medic team comes with a backboard. “You’ll be okay, son,” he says. “Just hold tight.” He looks at 
me and lowers his voice. “Compound fracture.”
 “Fuck that. I’m all right, boss.” Ramirez grabs my wrist. “Get. Jeek.” His little newt buddy. Ramirez nods toward the hole I just 
pulled him from.
 “In there?” I ask.
 “Tried to shield him.”
 Scrambling to the edge of the hole, I see Jeek’s broken little body down at the bottom. I step in.
 Behind me foreman says, “Humans first. We’ll get to their kind later.” But this is Jeek.
 We don’t know much about newt physiology or whatever, but we do know Jeek’s just a kid. He’s smaller than most of them, still 
lives with his parents. But he tags along with Ramirez and me anywhere he can. Cleans our gear and our barracks and we ask him not to 
but he does it anyway. He’s not allowed in the mines, of course, but sometimes when we get back from work he’s got hot food waiting 
for us. Pretty damn good, too, spiced with some local powdered root halfway between cumin and toasted cinnamon. I’m going in. Jeek’s 
earned this. He’s one of us, in my book.
 He’s even picked up some English, even though we still have trouble saying his name right. And he pisses foreman off, too. 
That’s a plus. Sometimes foreman says, “We need tighter regulations about fraternizing with locals.” And Jeek croaks back, “Go fuck 
yourself.” But foreman hasn’t taken the time to learn to listen so it goes right over his head. Damn near peed ourselves laughing the first 
time.
 After that, I taught him how to sign. See, Kayleigh - that’s my little girl - was born deaf, so I learned to sign for her. Taking this 
job with the mining division of ValuCorp Galactic was my best shot of paying for the new bionics that might help her hear. Anyway, I 
saw this old movie where some guy talked to monkeys by signing, so I gave it a shot. Jeek picked it up right quick, too. So did Ramirez. 
In a few weeks, Jeek could sign “ass-hat” when he saw foreman and I knew a new milestone in cross-species communications had been 
reached.
 Now Kayleigh, there’s nothing I can do for her but put in my time and send her mom every penny possible. Jeek, though, he’s 
right here, and he needs me. He’s motionless as I clear away the rubble. I’ve never watched a newt sleep before, but I’ll wager dollars to 
donuts you can still notice the rise and fall of its chest. “Just breathe, dammit,” I say under my breath, but he doesn’t respond.
Clearing away the last of the detritus pinning his tiny frame, I lift him up and climb back out. I know Ramirez needs me to check in with 
him, but I can’t meet his gaze. Not right now.
 Seeing Jeek cradled in my arms, the newts on the other side of the line of guards are taken aback. I spot Jeek’s mother, her 
webbed hands going to her heart. Her son’s head lolls as I struggle to find footing and she goes weak in the knees, her neighbours 
propping her back up. No way this can be easy for her.
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 Foreman’s growling through gritted teeth, “Put that thing down and dig out your own kind.” But Jeek is my kind. Besides 
Ramirez, he’s pretty much all I care about on this god- forsaken rock. Now we’ve gone and got him killed. The Goulangaan wouldn’t 
know about the newts if it weren’t for us. We brought this upon them.
 As I walk through the security cordon, Jeek’s mom is joined by an older looking newt. A village elder perhaps, maybe a shaman 
of some sort. As I lay the busted up kid on the ground at his mother’s feet, his arm hangs at an unnatural angle. The grinding gears of my
exosuit sound inappropropriate, out of touch with nature, so I step back, giving them space.
 Jeek’s mom gives me a nod, a quick blink. Her way of saying thanks. But she has more pressing needs.
 She takes the ditrellium crystal from her neck and presses it to her son’s heart, mumbling low, rhythmically. The older newt 
puts a webbed hand on Jeek’s forehead, joining the chant at a higher pitch. Administering last rites, I figure. A murmur arises from the 
surrounding villagers, and at the last line there’s an almost imperceptible pulse of light from the crystal. It glows through the mother’s 
webbed fingers and before my lungs exhale Jeek’s hand starts flexing.
 The kid moves his head side to side and opens his eyes, looking for mama. She pulls him close and I’ll be damned if he doesn’t 
reach out with both arms and hug her. I’m seeing this with my own teared-up eyes but can’t believe any of it. Goddamn miracle.
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RETECH

cyberpunk cube v. 2.0
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CDR 26 Interocitor

B425 prol work station

Videon Display Unit
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Astatic 42-C



20 UNORIGINAL

November, Interstellar
 
Would that your distant heat were nearer,
to fall into place against my ear your chest
and hear your heartbeat that rises and falls
as breath (I would wake up next to you as
a spear thrust into darkness, a burning
comet, a pregnant moon) searching
between suns for your body which must wake
tempered by darkness, to move between stars
as between lovers, through the enigma of dark
matter to see that which does not exist, would
that our syntax might bend time and space in
order or disorder as a speck of dust might also
float through an eddy of air, electrically charged
or without gravity until point of contact, to fly in
the face of, to call upon, to outperform death, un-
nerve the entire process and happen or in happen-
ing find you next to me, so what, what if what is
truly undeniable in this life is not love, what then?

Gravity and Light 73, Red Mars
 
For months, I have believed in the co-habitation
of Mars. Not just satellites orbiting or rovers
making their way through variable temperatures,
but the lessening of gravity on human bones,
the blossoming of human intellect, as if we suddenly
were able to see that much better on an infrared
spectrum. Night after night, opened the pages
of a different kind of book and seen the sun through
helmets and bubble domes, tasted the fine grit
of a world of dust and danced through the wind
in dirigibles. To learn something new is the slowest
read possible, and yet, here you are, the same
stardust, each gesture a word, each word, a life.
I want to live you through the blue and green.
Each color as vibrant as the last. Bring your wires
and strings and papier-mâché. I’ll bring my tongue
and forceps. The war to preserve the knowledge
of mythmaking is the only war worth fighting.

Cameron Scott



21UNORIGINAL SPACE

Some Piece of Falling Star
 
After the time of emergence, along the shores
of the great gulf, by way of corporate star coalitions
of interstellar ancillary justice, a projectile cut into
the sphere of the great earth as acid as a slice
of lemon, as watery and rocky as an olive and as salty.
It split the tropo and the strato, the meso and the
thermo, spit debris into the eyes of the heavens.
Farther from dull than shiny, edgier than smooth,
it knocked deep on the doorways of time and God,
leaning against the mantle, startled, spilling a
martini as the world’s clock fell off its axis and broke.

Gravity and Light # 80, The End of the Tour
 
It was a vortex of spinning stars, called the universe
in which I was born, on a planet called earth
in a city called Denver, in a hospital bed in a hospital
called St. Joe’s who was patron St. of being a husband
to Mary and foster father to Jesus which was called
encouraging or promoting the development of something
typically good or raising a child who is not one’s own
by birth which had nothing to do with my own family
who was blood and never went to church, but always
the wilderness instead, where nothing has human form,
not cups or plates or saucers, not sky scrapers or bridges
or baseball stadiums, not finance reform, politics, or philo-
sophy and so it is to the wilderness I often return in search
of solace wishing humanity more often fostered ideals
that knew of but did not choose to create a variety of things
like handguns, rape, and chemical weapons. A rock
desires only the wind and rain and sun, the arc of its life,
a bright blaze among a million bright blazes, but when
a human being walks by, I see something completely alien
to itself. Something raging with knowing. Hungry to move
heaven and earth. To reshape what it means to be human.
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Gravity and Light 85, Gravitationally Completely Collapsed 
Object
 
Everyone adopted it, it wandered
on leashes  and chewed up socks,
fire hydrants disappeared when it lifted
its leg. It came to bed or slept at the foot
of the bed or even howled and barked
for hours at the moon. Tonight, my friends,
we stand at the brink of the unknown.
There are no parallels, or opposites, or
horizontals, or interstices quite like
the one we carry with us. The only
 
thing to do is to fall in. Like falling
into each other’s eyes. If there is something
like a black hole, there must be something
also, that is like its opposite. When a star
is born, it is from the collected gasses
of a thousand million points which coalesce
to produce nuclear fusion. But what about
those thousand million points of light.
And the thousand million black holes
when a thousand million points of light
collapse. When it just becomes a part
of life, pulling ourselves up flights of stars.
 
To travel where no one has dared to go.
To enterprise. To keep something
that can never be satiated and is a single
point so dense as to consume everything
is to float beside it buoyant  and red cheek-
ed. Look in the mirror at your warm flesh.
Your wet eyes and ever-shifting mouth.
Sing for me. I would love you in, through,
and beyond, this dark retainer that follows
me along the wandering path of my days.
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 Lt. Colonel Anna Troth was prepared for this.  Despite her vision being blurred by the long cryogenesis, she immediately 
determined that the lab she awoke in was different than the one she’d been sealed away in.  Statistics had shown that this was the most 
likely scenario – 68% - so she’d been carefully trained to expect it. 
 Still cryosick and half blind, she lowered herself gracefully to the hard, warm floor and folded her legs. Anticipating the battles 
ahead, she said aloud, “I’m ready for the task.” No response. She repeated the phrase in Spanish, Chinese, Arabic, Bengali, Russian and, 
in an halfhearted attempt, IngSoc.  She’d expected that none of the personnel or systems might speak these languages, but where were 
the medical technicians to check over her? Someone should be saying something, at minimum prodding her with a weapon for compli-
ance, fearful of the weapon they had dared to release. 
 Her eyes adjusted and she could see more clearly. Whenever this was, it was many years after she’d been stockpiled. She 
inferred the systems in the room were computer equipment due to the presence of screens and blinking indicators. Flashing on the 
displays was some repeating word blinking away to a status report.  In the far corner, there were some nearly fleshless, desiccated skeletal 
bodies stacked together, all wearing identical uniforms. The lack of decomposition odors in the humid air pointed to them being an-
cient.
  Standing now, she rose to her full two meters and touched the ceiling. Warm metal, probably aluminum. A brief attempt to 
ransack the room revealed nothing. No apparent equipment storage meant no weapons, clothing or food. 

 Well then, Troth thought, Let me see if I can find out where and when this is. 

 She moved to the displays and was gratified to see that there was a control panel with keys or buttons.  She located the two 
largest buttons and pressed them one at a time.  The strange language flashing on the screen stopped and a recognizable map 
displayed.  There even appeared to be a legend for the map in the upper right hand corner, but other than very basic topographic

What pleasure can we have
To war with evil? Is there any peace

In ever climbing up the climbing wave?

Alfred Lord Tennyson—The Lotus Eaters.

Kiya Aten’s Bardo
Robert Lint
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information the meaning of the symbols was still opaque for now.  One blinking blue glyph and one blinking yellow.  
 
A feed of symbols began to crawl left to right across the bottom of the display.  Then different ones, right to left.  Then the output 
switched and another set of characters began to flow downwards from the left corner.  
 
 A remote activation. How inconvenient.
 
 Regardless of the broadcaster’s intentions, Troth’s goals in this moment were simple. Determine which dot on the map she is, 
move to the other.  She’d meet the persons responsible, establish basic spoken communication in a day or two, and then find out why 
she’d been activated and what she might yet achieve.  

*****

 Half just to occupy herself physically, she’d shaken the uniforms from the mummies. Whatever cloth they were made of seemed 
to be too durable to rot or tear and they were far too small for her to wear, but she could improvise a backpack of sorts. She tested the 
femurs for durability but they were all too brittle to make a useful cudgel. She settled for picking the sharpest teeth from the skulls and 
scraping some desiccated tendon into a powder. Once she gained access to water, she could boil that into a glue-like paste and embed the 
teeth in a chunk of wood, rawhide, whatever might come to hand. 
 
 Leaving the bunker had been simple. The door mechanism swung open as if oiled yesterday and she spilled out into an unfamil-
iar landscape. The sky hung gigantic and red above her, and the polished metal of the structures around her glinted crimson in the heat. 
Despite the brightness, the sun was barely a sliver on the horizon. There was vegetation - some low shrubs with midnight black leaves 
looked promising if alien – but it was mostly dark, twisted and spiny foliage which would be dangerous to examine without some kind 
of tool. The windswept soil crumbled under her bare feet and she decided her first priority would be to scavenge the small assortment of 
metal buildings to find something to make clothing and shoes. Then water, both for drinking and for her tendon glue.
 Each door opened with ease; whatever had happened, the residents of this outpost didn’t lock up and for that she was grateful. 
The tools at her disposal would have been woefully insufficient for breaking and entering. There were six metal huts, one for each of the 
bodies huddled in her chamber. She rolled up one of their thin mattresses for a bedroll and tried to take stock of the kind of people who 
had died decades before her rebirth. They were shorter than Tsan-Chan humans – when she was first crafted, her height was engineered 
to be merely commanding – now, she would tower over these 1.5 meter people. 
 They had nothing like paper or books, and nothing was inscribed with language. She searched in vain for anything: a warning 
label, a user manual and even the toilet hoping for graffiti, but located nothing like written words. There would be no quick route to 
deciphering the panels in the computer room. Even the tableware was plain and free of adornment.
 With that, Troth knew her time in this camp was limited. She’d been operational for twelve hours since activation and had not 
located water, food, tools or people. This was slightly outside of mission parameters.

* * * * *
 Another 24 hours and she’d worked out a solar still by using a mattress to grapple some thorny bushes out of the hard-packed 
ground and piling them around an outsize bowl in a shallow natural depression. The ropy, spongy flesh inside the stiff leaves didn’t make 
promises of edibility, but she forced herself to chew a thin thread of it anyway to determine any reactions. Her melanocytes were reacting 
quickly to the demands of harsh, enormous ruby sun and her skin was already a dusky brown. Soon she’d turn as ebon black as the 
vegetation outside and like those plants she would start generating calories through a photosynthetic pathway. While it would not be 
enough to sustain life alone, it would be a critical asset in this sort of ecological failure. When she finally met someone alive, she could 
determine what had been introduced to the atmosphere to create such an intense greenhouse effect. 
 She’d returned to the readouts in the computer room and experimented with simple voice commands in all twelve languages 
she had some verbal ability with. This would have been so much easier if I had an implant. Sadly, all the flowcharts and plans showed that 
her activation would occur during difficult times, so all augmentations had to be biological and simple enough not to impact her 
chromosomal line. 
 Without food there was no real time to waste and any harm would almost certainly be minimal, so she started tapping screens 
and pressing buttons. The forty-seventh manipulation was the first success of the mission. By turning a screen off and on while holding a 
button down, she’d gotten a repeatable message glyph on the screen. By comparing this glyph to others displaying on other screens, she 
learned her first word in this language. 
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Stop/Error/No.

 
Within another hour, she was able to cause the same glyph to appear on multiple screens, most often alone or flanked only by one other 
character. The people that created these systems valued brevity and trusted in the reader to understand contextually what they had done 
to cause the error, yet it was not a simple pictograph – so all the users would have most likely been native readers of the language. 

Ignore/Continue/Yes/OK.

 Of course, in this type of controlled self-study, she could mostly ignore grammar and completely avoid pronunciation. Getting 
to around seventy-five words would net her a 40% comprehension rate.  Some manipulation generated her first list of details. 

1, 2, 3, 4

* * * * * 

 Another full 24 hours had gone by. Eating the small fibrous string of plant didn’t appear to cause any 
reactions so she began to chew a thumb sized portion. Her still provided much more water than she anticipated, and while drinking it 
she noticed that the water bowl had attracted no insect life. Other than the bowl, the only other useful object was a sort of tool that most 
closely resembled a pipe wrench. At least it would be a sturdy cudgel.  Her skin had fully developed into a deep verdigrisial black. Now 
that both her protection from the sun and her photosynthetic systems were at their best, it was finally time to leave. 

* * * * *

 Anna marched in the direction of the mark on the map. Thankfully, whoever provided the coordinates appeared to be good at 
it. The days were for resting stock still under the sun, boring and far from glorious battle, but perfect for soaking up calories and 
minimizing her metabolism. The nights she hiked through sparse baked landscapes. While she was making what seemed like progress, 
there was nothing to see and little to do outside of march. All her training for survival was nearly useless in this scarlet-hued desertscape. 
She found no animal tracks, no insect hives packed with grubs, no small communities with food caches and agriculture. Nothing but 
brick-like earth as far as she could survey. 
 She’d estimated she only had a week before even with photosynthetic assistance she would starve. 
 As she crested a hill, she spotted a vehicle. However long she’d been asleep, the ergonomics of wheeled vehicles hadn’t changed 
substantially. It seemed to be sitting and powered up, the solar array fully deployed. There wasn’t a handle, but there was a panel where 
she felt it would be natural to place her hand. The cockpit slid open and she squeezed herself into the too-small seat. Once the door 
closed, she felt cool air for the first time since she’d awoken. 
 In a mixed blessing, the language on the control panels was different from the one in the facility, but it seemed to be descended 
from Nadsat. She’d never been an expert but she could read some of it right away. As she scrutinized the dashboard, the vehicle started 
moving on its own. A quick check showed that it was headed to the correct location. 
 Had she somehow called up assistance from her fumblings in the facility? Or did the people who’d activated her send it? Either 
way, she’d been given more time. She started to feel her first wave of real relief. 
 Seven days of bleak, blasted solitude operating on borderline starvation might be over now. Then thoughts welled up unbidden 
and unwelcome. Resentment at being crafted for greatness and then being reduced to scrabbling in dirt cooked into dusty concrete and 
chewing small pieces of flavorless corklike plants she couldn’t identify. A deep and nagging fear there would be no rest. An 
unanticipated claustrophobia at being inside a small metal tube again. A sudden crushing loneliness. All this and more rushed up in an 
instant and she buried her face in her hands to push them back down. 
 Anna uncurled herself slowly across the seats in the vehicle and forced herself to breathe the cool, filtered air slowly and calmly. 
She did this until, lulled by the motion of the vehicle, she allowed herself to fall asleep. 

* * * * *

 She awoke to stilted, archaic German spoken in a feminine voice: Mother, I am sorry to awaken you yet again. Please be nourished 
by my offering. 
 Outside the vehicle was the courtyard of a small transmission station and a low-slung robotcart. On the cart’s shelves were 
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some small boxes. Anna clambered out and discovered the boxes held an identifiable long-term military ration. It didn’t taste like any 
food she’d ever had, but it smelled safe and intact so she ate one ration carefully and completely before doing anything else, squeezing 
the very last bits from each sachet. With a supreme effort she prevented herself from opening the other ration boxes. The cart hummed a 
low purring as if it was pleased at her repast. 
 After eating and retaining the metallic eating utensil, she looked at the door of the building, gathered up her supplies and went 
inside to speak with this disembodied voice. 
 The door here did not swing open, but upon witnessing her struggle the cart rolled over and helped push. Inside was a 
depressingly similar scene. A modest communication console with a complex operational chair. The view screens appeared to be in the 
control helmet. No keys or screen on the console outside of what appeared to be diagnostic lights.  She sat, pulled the helmet on and said 
aloud, “Who attends these abandoned places so carefully and for what purpose?”
 Mother, they were museums so that we could remember our parents. Ossuaries where we placed our ancestors. We are so glad we have 
found you. We had estimated there would be a .015 percent chance you were real and still viable but it was worth the effort. 
 Anna stifled a chuckle. It was nice to meet people that thought like she did. 
 “Thank you for activating me and guiding me here. Who are you, where are you and what task is required of me?”
 I am Kiya. We searched for you. Your existence was hidden in files that took us a very long time to decipher. I am not here to ask a favor 
of you. However, it is time for you to seek a path. Everyone who has lived before you has died and we failed to help guide them away from disso-
lution. All that is virtuous and sustaining in the world is gone. Your shell can be abandoned.  The light of this world is fading completely. We must 
leave soon and we ask that you join us. 
 “Where?”
 Epsilon Eridani is only middle-aged now. We can live in its light for many more years. 
 Anna’s guts clenched around the food she just ate. 
“Will we be cryopreserved?”

 Kiya laughed: No. What is to be left behind will be left behind. You will become as we are.
 “What will we do?” 
 We will exist together in peace.
 Peace had never been a consideration. Nevertheless, Anna declared her mission statement again. “Yes, Kiya, I’m ready for the 
task ahead.” 
 A sharp instant pain - and with that, she found herself instantaneously in a different place. She was no longer seated in a chair, 
but standing in a verdant field. Dozens of smiling adults and children were there, and each of them held a seemingly random item. Fruit 
baskets, frolicking farm animals, and incongruously a charming looking fellow held a fully-grown panther as if it were a child.
 A woman she somehow knew to be Kiya stepped forward and placed her hand on Anna’s shoulder.  Anna’s mind whirled, her 
thoughts seeming to accelerate. “Are we still alive? Will we accomplish our mission?”
 Kiya’s eyes seemed to shine. “We don’t have to think like that anymore. We’re together now. Everything we’ve done or did not 
do is forgiven. Everything.”

* * * * *

 The reunion finally consummated, the collection of machine intelligences encircling the dead Earth like a gossamer caul peeled 
away and started their pilgrimage.
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Chris Olson

Road Less Traveled
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Evolution
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 Tracey Gracey ran barefoot through the soft grass, her hair flowing in waves behind her. She leapt over a fallen tree branch, 
imagining her classmates–whose real life voices she could hear off in the distance–oohing and aahing at her performance. She played 
alone in a wooded hideaway near Epsilon Eridani Elementary’s playground. She had no friends among her classmates, and, as such, her 
imagination ran wild.
 All at once she was an honorable space traveler, exploring unknown alien planets for signs of life with her laser gun strapped 
tight to her hip. In the next moment she was a brave knight from the Old Earth tales, her ray gun now a shiny iron sword used to fight 
the fiery red dragon and ensure the safety of the cowering villagers. At last she was a butterfly, floating on the wind, searching for a place 
to rest. Tired from all the adventure, she landed under a sprawling oak tree and drifted off to sleep.
 Her dreams allowed her little rest. Amid images of flashing masks and talking cats she felt a hard thud on her forehead, waking 
her from her sleep.
 Still lying on the grass, her eyes batting the sleep away, she felt lazily around for the culprit. Her right hand grasped an acorn 
which she tossed in the air and caught just before it hit her again. Up and down, up and down, she tossed the acorn until she heard a 
rustling in the leaves above her and felt another loud thud on her head.
 “Ow!” She sat up and rubbed the growing lump on her skull. “Twice in one day?”
 She felt around in the grass for the second acorn when she found a rough chunk of cement. Examining it closer, she noticed 
it was only rough on one side, the other side was smooth with a slight curve and it had been painted baby blue with just a hint of airy 
white puffs, almost like clouds.
 “Wait a second,” she said. Having spent so much time alone she had developed the habit of thinking aloud, even when no one 
was there to listen. “That’s not baby blue, that’s sky blue. And those aren’t almost like clouds, they are clouds.”
 She jumped to her feet and ran out from under the canopy of the tree to look up at the sky.
 “No,” she said, shaking her head. “It couldn’t be.”
 She looked back at the rock then back at the sky, back at the rock, at the sky, the rock, sky.
 “The sky is falling.”
 She shoved the rock in her pocket and darted out of the trees toward the voices on the playground.
 “The sky is falling! The sky is falling!” she called as she ran. The children on the playground stopped their game and gathered 
around her.
 “What now, Tracey Gracey?” asked a round girl in the front of the group.
 “Can’t you just leave us alone, you freak,” added another of the children, sending the rest of the group into a fit of laughter.
 Tracey balled her fists. “The sky is falling.”
 The round girl sneered. “Hah. Yeah right. The sky can’t fall. Everyone knows that.”
 “It can.” Tracey fumbled in her pocket for the rock. “Look.”

Tracey Gracey
Bryan Perkins
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 All the children laughed.
 “That’s an acorn,” one of the boys squealed.
 “No, that’s not what I—“
 

 The round girl interrupted Tracey before she could finish. She turned her back to Tracey and waved her hands like a conductor 
while the rest of the children sang along.

 After a few rounds of singing, the children grew bored and returned to their game of tag. Tracey stomped off toward the school, 
kicking the grass as she walked. As she turned around the corner of the building, she tripped over a boy who was crouching to pick 
something up off the ground.
 “Shmeesh,” Tracey huffed, getting up and dusting herself off. “Watch where you’re standing, kid.”
 “I—I’m sorry,” the boy stammered, adjusting his glasses.
 “No, I’m sorry.” Tracey shook her head. “It’s not your fault. It’s those other jerks.”
 “Yeah,” the boy said, looking away. “I know what you mean.”
 “I’m Tracey Gracey, by the way.” She extended her hand to shake his. The boy examined her hand like it was an alien object 
before deciding it was okay to touch.
 “Yeah, I sit in front of you in class,” he said.
 “Oh.” Tracey blushed. “I thought I recognized you from somewhere.”
 “It’s alright,” the boy said. “You don’t have to lie. No one notices me. I’m Dwayne Wayne.”
 “Well, Dwayne Wayne, do you want to see something cool?” Tracey said, trying to make up for her mistake.
 “Sure, I guess.”
 She pulled the rock out of her pocket and handed it to Dwayne who turned it over and over, examining it closely as he 
readjusted his glasses.
 “No way,” he finally said. “You’re not going to believe this, but look what I just found.” He handed her a similarly smoothed and 
painted piece of cement that was slightly smaller in size than hers. “What do you think they are?”
 Tracey kicked a piece of gravel on the sidewalk at her feet. “I’d tell you, but you would just make fun of me like the others.”
 “I won’t.” He shook his head. “I promise. Cross my heart and hope to die.”
 “Well.” She paused, trying to decide if she should tell him what she really thought and figuring there was nothing left to lose. 
“The sky is falling.”
 Dwayne snorted, trying to hold back his laughter.
 “See? I knew you wouldn’t believe me.”
 “I didn’t mean it. It’s just–The sky? Falling? Is that even possible?”
 “Well, look at them.” She handed the rock back so he could examine both. “You see that? Exact same color as the sky. And those 
wisps of white, those are the clouds. What else could it be?”
 “You know, I guess you could be right. Or it could just be some rock that someone painted and lost.”
 “Yeah, right.” Tracey scoffed. “They just lost it on my forehead. I was laying under a tree with no one around. How could they?”
 “Maybe someone threw it—“ As he spoke, a third rock fell from the sky and landed with a thump between them. Tracey picked 
it up and held it for him to see.
 “Hah! Now what?”
 “I—I don’t—I guess—“
 “Exactly.”
 “But, what are we supposed to do?”
 Riiiiiing.
 The bell announced that recess was over. Tracey and Dwayne were the first inside because they were the only students not on 

 Tracey Gracey,
Everyone knows she’s spacey.

If something stinks,
Everyone thinks,

There goes spacey Tracey.
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the playground, but they lingered in the halls as students streamed in around them.
 “So,” Dwayne asked, “what’s the plan?”
 “I don’t know,” Tracey said. “We have to tell someone.”
 “Tell someone what, Miss Gracey?” Mr. Lister, their teacher, asked, coming inside from recess.
 “The sky is falling,” Tracey blurted out without thinking.
 “The sky is falling? Ha.” Mr. Lister laughed. “You do have quite the imagination, don’t you? But I assure you, the sky is not 
falling, child. Now, off to class with the both of you. Chop chop.”
 “Yes, sir.” Dwayne started towards their classroom.
 “But, it’s true, sir,” Tracey went on. “I have proof. Look.” She handed him the largest of the three rocks. Mr. Lister rolled it over 
in his hand, barely glancing at it before answering.
 “What you have here is a painted piece of cement. Nothing more. Now. Off to class, please. Don’t make me say it aga–”
 “But it fell from the sky.”
 “Now, Miss Gracey.”
 “But…fine.” She slouched her shoulders and stomped off to the classroom.
 After hours of watching the clock while Mr. Lister droned on, the day finally ended. Tracey hurriedly packed her things and 
was the first student out of the school doors. As she turned down the sidewalk towards her house, she heard Dwayne jogging up 
behind her.
 “Tracey. Tracey, wait!” he called through gasping breaths.
 Tracey slowed her pace slightly. “I’m off to find someone who’ll believe me,” she said.
 “That’s what I came to talk to you about. Just wait.” He caught up to her and bent over, breathing heavily, in her path. “I’ve 
been thinking about it, and I think I believe you now. There’s nowhere else that third rock could have come from.”
 “Good.” She walked on around him.
 “So what are we going to do about it?” he asked, hurrying to keep up.
 “I’m going to go show these rocks to my mom. She’ll know what to do.”
 “But isn’t she at work?”
 “I’ll find a way to get there. I’m showing her and that’s that.”
 Dwayne noticed a dog playing in the shade of a crepe myrtle tree and ran up ahead to play with it. “Hey there, puppy wuppy,” 
he said in a high pitched voice, patting the dog. “What are you doing? What have you got there?” He took something from the dog’s 
mouth and turned it over in his hand. “Tracey, come look at this.”
 “What?”
 “Another piece of the puzzle.” He handed the rock to her. It looked the same as the pieces of sky they had already found.
 “This is serious,” she said, pocketing the rock and darting out into the street in front of a passing Colony Police cruiser. The car 
screeched to a halt and the officer jumped out.
 “Excuse me, little girl, do you know how dangerous that was?”
 “It’s important,” Tracey said, squinting to read the woman’s badge, “Col. Pol. Joel. The sky is falling.”
 “Psh, just stay out of the road, please.” The officer laughed as Dwayne jogged up, out of breath.
 “But, look.” Tracey shoved the pile of debris they had found into the officer’s face. “They all fell from the sky. Something’s 
going on.”
 “I’m telling you, kid,” the officer said, ignoring the pieces of sky in Tracey’s hands. “There’s no way that the sky can fall. We are 
perfectly safe. Please, move along so I can get on with my duty.”
 “Isn’t it your duty to protect us?”
 “That it is. So if you don’t listen to me and stay out of the road we might have to take a trip down to the station. For your 
protection, of course.”
 “No way,” Dwayne said. “Please don’t.”
 “You can’t do that,” Tracey said. “We’re just kids.”
 “Well, are you going to move along or are you going to continue to impede an officer on duty?”
 “I’m not impeding,” Tracey complained. “I’m trying to help you. Something’s going on—“
 “Alright then. You leave me no choice. Get in the car.” The officer opened the back door to the cruiser and shepherded the two 
children inside. “What division does your guardian work in?”
 “Meteorolol—meteorolial—meteor—she works in weather.” No matter how often she had practiced, Tracey still couldn’t 
pronounce “Meteorological Engineering”.
 The officer started the cruiser and pointed toward a giant towering structure in the distance. Tracey was excited. She had never 
seen her mother’s workplace before. She had barely ever traveled beyond the grocery store down the street from her house, which she 
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eyed as they passed. She and Dwayne stared out of their respective windows, gawking at how familiar the scenery was. Each new street 
looked exactly like the last. She could have lived on any one of them.
 After some time of repeating scenery, the houses and streets blurred into a single mass. Tracey barely noticed when the car 
slowed to a halt and Col Pol Joel got out, leaving the windows cracked.
 “What seems to be the problem, Brother Smothers?”
 Brother Smothers, the colony chaplain, stood in front of his car which was parked on the side of the road, waving his arms to 
hurry Officer Joel’s approach.
 “Well, a band of hooligans, I’m sure. There I was, driving along, minding my own business, when Lord help me some little hea-
thens threw a rock straight through my windshield. Take a look and see for yourself.” He pointed at his car before crossing himself.
 The officer glanced at the windshield. “Yup. Do you have the object?”
 “The object?”
 “Yes, sir. The object. The item. The perpetrator. The thing. You know, the rock that broke your window.”
 “Oh. Yes, yes. Lord, here it is.” He fumbled through his pocket and handed something to Officer Joel.
 “What was that?” Tracey asked under her breath, nudging Dwayne with her elbow.
 “I don’t know. I couldn’t see.”
 “Yes, well, did you see who did it?” the officer asked.
 “Nope, that’s the thing. It seemed as if the stone simply fell from the heavens.”
 “Alright, Brother. I’ll keep my eyes open and let you know what I find.” She put the object in her pocket and got back in the 
cruiser.
 Tracey scooted closer to the grating between the front and back seats. “What was that?”  she asked.
 The officer started the car and drove away with a wave to Brother Smothers. “Nothing.”
 Tracey put her nose up to the cold metal. “What did he give you?”
 “A rock, if you must know. Some hooligans–much like the two of you–broke Brother Smothers’s window with it.”
 Tracey poked her fingers through the little holes in the grating. “What did it look like? Can I see it?”
 “Nope. Can’t do that. It’s evidence.”
 “Exactly! Gah.” Tracey slouched back in her seat.
 “You want to know what I think,” she whispered to Dwayne who nodded, re-readjusting his glasses. “No one threw that rock. I 
bet it was a piece of the sky that broke Brother Smothers’ windshield. Not hooligans.”
 “I don’t know,” Dwayne whispered back. “Why would Brother Smothers lie?”
 “He said himself that he didn’t see who threw it. It fell from the heavens. Just like when I got hit the first time. I’m telling you, 
this is the real thing.”
 “I still don’t know.”
 The two looked out their windows. The rows of cookie-cutter houses had long since given way to a lush green forest, their desti-
nation still towering above it all.
 “Are we there yet?” Dwayne asked, smiling at Tracey.
 “We wouldn’t be driving if we were,” Col Pol Joel replied.
 “Are we there, now?” Dwayne asked, giggling with Tracey. The officer ignored them.
 “You know my mom’s going to believe me, don’t you?” Tracey said, more of a statement than a question.
 “That doesn’t matter,” Officer Joel replied.
 “It doesn’t matter? The sky is falling! How could that not matter?”
 “What does matter is that you were playing in the middle of the street, and that you were impeding an officer on duty.”
 “It can’t matter that much,” Tracey said. “Not if you have the time to bring us way out here. Is that your super important Col Pol 
duty for today?”
 “You children are truants.”
 “Truants?” Dwayne groaned. “My mom’s gonna kill me.”
 “We can’t be truant,” Tracey said. “School’s already out for the day.” As she finished her sentence, they pulled up to a gate 
blocking the entrance to the now unimaginably tall structure towering above them–Tracey couldn’t even see the top of it, it just went on 
forever and ever. A magnet on the cruiser caused the gate to open and they parked directly in front of the tower’s entrance. The officer 
went inside alone, leaving the children in the car.
 “I don’t like this,” Dwayne said. “What did you get me into?”
 “Me?” Tracey scoffed. “I didn’t ask you to follow me.”
 “Well, I didn’t think you would run out in front of a Col Pol car and get us arrested.”
 “It doesn’t matter, anyway. Once my mom gets here, she’ll take one look at my evidence and set that idiot straight.” She laughed 
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at the thought of it.
 “How can you be so sure?”
 “Trust me, she’s a super smart scientist. She knows everything about the sky. She can even control the weather. She’ll know 
what’s going on for sure.”
 “I hope so. She doesn’t look too happy right now,” Dwayne said, pointing out the window behind Tracey.
 Tracey turned to see her mother, Stacey, walking out with the officer. Her mom had the same look on her face as the time 
Tracey got suspended for punching the kid who came up with “Spacey Tracey”. Of course, it didn’t stop anyone from singing that stupid 
song.
 “Tracey, what’s going on?” Her mom demanded as soon as she was in spitting distance. “This officer tells me you were playing 
in the street. She said she almost—wait a second. What am I saying?” She turned to the officer. “Are you seriously telling me that you 
not only pulled me from my work, but you put my child and her friend in the backseat of your squad car and drove all the way out here 
because she was playing in the street?”
 The officer blushed. Tracey nudged Dwayne. “I told you.” Her mom noticed and turned back toward the car.
 “And as for you little miss, you’re not off the hook, either. Why were you two playing in the street?”
 “I wasn’t in the street,” Dwayne objected.
 “We weren’t playing, Mom. I was trying to get her attention. Look.” She handed the rocks they had collected to her mom. “They 
all came from the sky. One of them hit me right on the head.” She rubbed her knot as she said it.
 Stacey turned the rocks over in her hand, examining them closely. “It can’t be,” she said. “No way. No how. Tracey Gracey, you 
gift. You just might have saved us.” She hugged her daughter tight, driving the rocks uncomfortably into Tracey’s shoulder blades.
 “What? What is it?” Tracey asked, squirming away.
 “We need to get inside. Now.”
 “What? What is it?” Col Pol Joel repeated.
 “The SKY is falling,” Stacey said.
 “What?” Col Pol Joel frowned. “No way.”
 “I told you!” Tracey boasted.
 “But how?” Dwayne asked.
 “I don’t know exactly. That’s why we need to get inside. Let’s go.”

 “That’s impossible,” Col Pol Joel said. “This dome is indestructible. We’re completely safe. A little wear and tear is natural. The 
repair bots will keep everything in tip-top shape. They always have and they always will.”
 “Look,” Stacey said, “some damage can happen too quickly for the automatic repair bots to keep up with. If we don’t take care 
of those damages fast, and somehow even a small hole forms in that dome, then the air is going to be sucked out of here in no time and 
there will be nothing we can do about it. Once the human body is exposed to a vacuum like that, you only have fifteen, twenty seconds 
tops before your saliva boils and you pass out.
 “Now, we’ve already seen weather aberrations in the lab, and with these pieces of cement falling from the sky I’d say that we 
have enough evidence to take action. I’m bringing Tracey inside where she’ll be safe. You can come with us, but not until you alert the 
rest of the colony about the possible dangers, starting with your superiors.”
 “Yes, ma’am. I’m on it, ma’am.” Col Pol Joel saluted and marched back to her cruiser.
 “Tracey, come on. Bring your friend with you.” Her mom said, walking toward the tower and calling someone on her cell phone.
 “Let’s go,” Tracey said, waving for Dwayne to follow her as she started towards her mom.
 “I don’t know,” Dwayne said, looking back at Officer Joel. “Maybe I should try to find my parents.”
 “But you heard what my mom said. It’s dangerous out here. The sky is falling.”
 “But how can the sky fall? The repair bots have always taken care of it before.”
 “Did you hear her?”
 “Yeah, but…she could be wrong. This stuff happens all the time. You heard Col Pol Joel.”
 “She’s not wrong. I’m not wrong. Look, I’m going inside. You should come, too. You don’t even have a way to get home.”
 “I could ask Officer Joel.” Dwayne tapped his feet, looking back and forth between Tracey and the cruiser.
 “Well I’m going now,” Tracey said. “Don’t take too long.” She ran toward her mom who was holding the tower door open and 
waving her hands at Tracey to get inside.
 “What’s your friend doing?” her mom asked, still holding the door.
 “He hasn’t decided yet,” Tracey said, shaking her head. “I don’t think he believes you.”
 “Well, I don’t know how much time we have,” her mom said. “I need to get upstairs to run some tests. This could be urgent. I 
have no idea.”
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 In the distance, Tracey saw a large chunk of rubble fall from the sky.
 “Mom!” she yelled. “Did you see that? Dwayne! Hurry!”
 The trees around the tower bent under the weight of heavy winds. The clouds were sucked out of the sky. Dwayne turned from 
the cruiser and tried to run for the tower but his pace slowed instantly. Tracey tried to slip outside and save him but her mom wouldn’t 
let her through the door.
 “Tracey, no. We can’t.” Her mom pulled her back inside. The glass door closed with a pneumatic hiss.
 Tracey banged on the window. “No! No! Dwayne, please!”
 Dwayne fell over on the ground, holding his throat and convulsing, while Tracey fell to the floor, red-eyed and crying. And the 
SKY fell atop them all in the end.

 END



42 UNORIGINAL

Some Science Fiction Suggestions.

William Gibson
 Cyberpunk stories which focus on society’s attachment to technology. The pace often takes time, Gibson builds his 
world subtly before ending the book in a few chapters of explosive action. Neuromancer is my personal favorite.

The Expanse - James S.A. Corey
 From about a chapter in this series is pretty exciting. Political intrigue, ancient dormant aliens, reasonably impressive 
descriptions about the physics of space travel and its effects on the human body. This was the first time I had heard the term 
space opera, and I’m not upset. It’s also been recently turned into a SyFy original series and it’s feeling like a good successor to 
Battlestar Galactica.

Futurama
 From Matt Groening, the same guy that did The Simpsons, comes a far superior show featuring an idiot from the year 
2000 living with the advanced technology and social woes of the year 3000. That should be all I need to say, if not, just watch 
it.

Saga - Art: Fiona Staples, Story: Brian K. Vaughan
 While there is almost nothing realistic about the setting, this story of star crossed lovers and a tumultuous galaxy 
portrays its characters wonderfully. Love, babies, drug use, struggling to raise a family while on the run from two 
governments and some oddly named mercenaries, this comic has it all. While not always perfect it’s definitely one of my 
recent favorites. 

We Stand On Guard - Art: Steve Skroce Story: Brian K. Vaughan
 Apparently Mr. Vaughan has a talent for writing interesting Science Fiction. The United States invades Canada under 
bogus pretenses and launches an all too familiar campaign against them. Giant robots, advanced computers and 
uncomfortably familiar politics make this a pretty fun read so far.

The Left Hand of Darkness - Ursula K. LeGuinn
 This is a brilliantly written piece of literary science fiction. It contains traditional elements such as interstellar travel 
and communication as well as first contact and negotiation with alien races. The unique element is the alien race that the 
book is centered around, they are capable of being both sexes and their society is genderless except for the birth of their 
children. It’s a very smart read and very interesting in comparison to how we live.

I also do my best to review things that I’ve been reading on my website
check them out if you’d like

http://Unorigin.al
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Thank you for reading!

Please come back next time, and as always check 
out this project on Facebook and the website.

http://UNORIGIN.AL

I’m looking forward to continuing this project and 
please share this issue with a friend!


