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take it elsewhere.

“Transcendence,” Roderick said again and
stood now, holding out the interface in front of
Carter. "You were the Good Samaritan and so
deserve this.”

“I'm not interested.”

“He don’t go in for it,” Trixie chirped in, "he
neglects his spiritual side.”

“This is the way, the truth and the light. If you
accept this you will see creation.”

“Where’'d you get it?" asked Trixie peering up
to get a better look, ‘my dealer hasn’t got those.”

“There is only one,” said Roderick.

“You hear that Carter? There is only one of
them, you've got to use it."

Carter pushed past Roderick and headed for
the kitchen carrying the bucket of water, "Like |
said you can stay for a cup of tea.”

Trixie stood now, wincing with the pain in her
leg. Roderick still held out his spurned gift, the
serene features of his face sagging with a
crestfallen slump.

“I'll take it,” said Trixie and swiped the package
fram Roderick’s hand so that it was tucked away
inside her bra and she was back in the armchair
before he realised it was gone. “Vll save it for after
work," she said, “that's when I'lf need it."

When Carter came in Trixie was alone,
inspecting her prize. “He gave it to you?”

“Yeah," said Trixie, “| guess he figured | could
do with a little lift." She looked at him for a
moment “You don’t want it do you? I'm mean he
did offer it to you.”

“No. But look, Trixie, you don’t know what it is.”

“Leave it out. It's just an interface. What could
it do? Anyway, he had the face of an angel.”

“Yeah, but still?"

“Look Carter,” she snapped, “after I've been at
it all night | can always do with a buzz. Ok?”

They left it at that, sipping their tea staring at
the spare cup on the table that hadn't been
touched.

it was four in the marning when Trixie knocked on
his door. ‘I need a place Carter. | don't want to be
alone.”

There was something wrong with her face. Her
eyes weren't focusing properly; the balls flitted
about and then rose slowly to the top like dead
fish in an aquarium.

“What's the matter, Trixie?”

Arms stretched out befare her she stumbled
through the living room, bashed past the coffee
table and managed to find her way into the
bedroom. Already she was sprawled on Carter's
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bed.

Then she was talking, her tone clear, her voice
not directed at him, “English and Therapy. Basic
passes. | want to be a beautician.”

“What?” He came forward and lent over her,
she was shuddering slightly but her face looked
into a place he couldn'’t see.

“Oh Carter. Sorry.” She looked around her
head focused on him even while her eyes bobbed
about. “I was talking to Mr Wales, the careers
teacher. He's going to do me a favour.” She
giggled with an abrupt eruption that died on her
lips.

“What are you talking about?” But then he saw
it, the fading lime stain on her palm, the vestige of
a recent connection. “You used that interface?
Trixie, can you hear me?”

“Transcendence. Of course | can hear you
Carter. Don't leave me with Mr Wales, he's dying
to get his hands on me. Stay with me?”

She began to shake so he lay down next to her
and held her, felt her sweat and heard her gibber
to people that weren’t here. When at last she fell
asleep he wandered into the kitchen put on the
kettle and hoped she would be better by the
morning, knowing that he didn't have the money
to call out a doctor. As the dawn rose she began
to scream, not loudly but in high pitched sighs of
pain that he knew he woutdn't be able to stand for
long.

He decided to call Annie Ann, the ex-nurse
that he worked with; he would ask her to come
and look at Trixie, offer her money since she
always needed extra to support her habit.

Annie Ann shaok her head and flicked her long
grey hair in synesthesic disdain as she came into
the fiat.

“This room tastes awful. Like stale
peppermints and fag ash.”

“Just take a fook at her, will you?" Carter
pointed to the bedroom.

Trixie was still on the bed. Annie Ann felt her
pulse and looked into her eyes. Then began to
shake her gently in an effort to wake her. “What
was the interface?” she asked Carter.

“I don’t know. It had some letters on it. | didn’t
realty look at it."

“Trixie, Trixie,” Annie Ann was cooing, “I'm
going to help you.”

“Please,” said Trixie without opening her eyes,
“I| don't want to be nice to Phil.”

“It's all right you're here,” said Carter.

“it's mummy's new friend,” said Trixie, “he took
me for a ride in his old ground-car. it smells.
Petrol. He says it's petrol. He's got a horrid rash
on his face and he’s wearing too much aftershave
and that stupid hat".
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He stepped forward, “It”'s me, Trixie - Carter.
You're in my flat, remember?”

She opened her eyes at that; they wandered,
trying to focus. ‘I should be out on Banford Street
now. | should be working.” There was increduiity
to her tone, as though the words spoke through
her and she barely understood them.

“it's all right, Trixie, you need to rest."

“No, you don't understand, Carter. It's this
evening and I'm on Banford Street. A punter in a
yellow jacket is coming with me. We'll be back in
my flat soon. But I'm here too. A moment ago |
was twelve and Phil..." She broke off and tumed
her head away, “What? Yeah. | can do that, but
it'll cost you extra.”

“Trixie?"

“Sorry Carter, | was just talking to the punter.”

Annie Ann looked at him, “Try to keep her
attention, bring her back.”

He leant over, “Focus on me Trixie, focus on
Carter.”

“I know you're there Carter but this is the past.
Just like Phil. The punter is taking off his jacket
and unbuckling his belt. At least he's not too fat. |
hate the fat ones.”

Annie Ann touched his arm fightly. “You really
need to find out what virtuality that interface was
hooked up to.”

“Trixie,” he shouted, “Trixie listen to me. We
want to help you. What did it say on the interface,
the one Roderick gave you?”

She didn't respond to him and he thought she
hadn't heard. Then she said, "What, Carter? It's
difficult to concentrate on you. Didn't [ tell you that
this morning? Oh yeah, I'm telling you now. | don't
get it Carter; it's all too confusing. The punter is
gone and I'm heading back to the street. Phil is
pulling up the carin an empty lane.”

Carter put his hands on her shoulders and
gripped them "What was the interface connected
t0? Trixie?"

"You wouldn't believe me Carter. It's like I'm
expanding. | can see my whole life.”

Carter let go. Trixie seemed incapable of
telling him anything; she was too far-gone into
whatever world the little green lozenge had drawn
her into.

Then she said quite clearly, as though she had
known all the time what it was that he wanted to
hear, “It was to a place calied Cern, Carter. That's
what it said on it, Cern with a C.”

“Shit,” said Annie Anne.

“What? You know what it is?”

“It"s some kind of temple in Eurape. | dunno, |
heard they're into some heavy duty theology
there.”

“What are we going to do?"

They both looked down at Trixie: she was still
now, eyes closed with the lids flickering, her
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expression unreadable.

“Well,” said Annie Ann at last, “I'm going to get
my arse into work and you better find out what
you can. I'll try and cover for you.”

"l owe you,” he said over his shoulder as she
left.

“l know.”

But he wasn't listening now, just looking at
Trixie and wondering what his next step should
be.

Roderick could be anywhere so Carter decided
he'd better follow the lead he had. In a newsagent
he bought a interface to a European guidebook
and walked to the church grounds. Sitting on a
bench he let the interface be absorbed by his skin
and, over the background of the church with its
surrounding trees, began to search for something
called Cern.

He was soon at the official site of Cern, an
unexptained name of an underground religious
centre in Switzerfand. Carter found himself
floating over a town and being shown how a
circular  tunnel, twenty-seven kilometres  in
diameter, was hidden undemeath it. He couldn’t
change the view and a commentary began to tell
him that his search for gnosis would begin here.
An agent appeared: a young woman with
unbiemished skin, wearing a long smock.

"My name is Marianne,” she said with a slight
French accent, “| will be your guide on this tour.”

"What is Cern?” Carter interjected.

“I would like to tell you about the Temple of the
New Transcendence and how we are using Cern
in our quest for ultimate knowledge. You too can
know the reality of God. By participating in some
of the most sophisticated experiments...”

“Skip!” shouted Carter.

Marianne frowned, displaying only the slightest
ripple on her forehead, sighed, and Carter found
himself underground. This is Cern, he knew. He
floated behind Marianne along tunnels that
contained what looked like pipes, monorail tracks
or gigantic antique lathes, the terms "accelerator”
and “collider”, that filled Marianne’s narration
meant nothing to him. "Each channel is calibrated
in a dynamic fashion...” she was saying now.

“What is this place?”

“l am trying to explain. Fundamentally it has
allowed us to explore the basic structures of the
universe. Ahead is where our most ambitious
project is unfolding even as we speak.

“This,” she said, “is the Brane Chamber. I'll let
our founder and the leader of the Temple of the
New Transcendence, explain it to you.”

Marianne faded away and Carter found himseif









looking at the white pillars and cylindrical frame of
the building, you think it looks like a mausoleum.
You sit on a bench and look down on the town of
Malory. All the streets are lit up, and the light
reflects off the still water of the river. The town
itself is quiet. An occasional car whispers past on
the riverside streets, a sharp laugh barks out and
breaks the silence somewhere among the houses
below. It must be very late. Or, you think, as the
first streaks of pink and gold creep out of the
horizon, it must be very early.

You know you have to get back inside.

You have fo get back inside before the sun
comes up, she said. Her voice lingers in your
memory,; she spoke over your fallen body, When
the sun comes up you have 10 hide.

Walking away from the observatory, heading
away from the river and into the streets on the
other side of the hill, you see a house with
boarded-up windows and a peeling sign in the
front garden that reads: FOR SALE.

At the back of the house you find a broken
window, and you carefully remove the glass until
you can squeeze through without getting cut. You
know that you must be very careful not to leave
any traces, and not to be heard. If anyone was to
look at you too closely they would become afraid,
and if they are afraid they will make more noise.
You will be discovered, and it is too close to
daylight to be discovered.

Inside the house there is a rank animal smell,
but as far as you can see it is empty. Despite all
the exertions of getting into the house you are not
sweating. You find a room on the top floor with
thick curtains, drenched in dust and spiderwebs,
and you lie down on the floor, on your back.

When you fall asleep, it is not sleep, and when
you dream they are nat dreams. Who are you?
You don't care.

When you wake up the sun has fallen behind the
horizon and you are lying in the same position as
when you went to sleep. There is a hunger inside
you more profound than anything you can ever
remember feeling. It suffuses every moiecule of
your being. At the same time though, you view it
as an abstract. As something that merely needs to
be filled.

There are two children playing in the street
outside the front of the house when you walk
round from the back garden. Instinctively you
leave them, knowing that they will be missed
sooner. They look at you, and you make the
mistake of looking back. They stop playing and
edge away from the road. You move on.

You walk back past the observatory, towards
the river, and walk down the hill. There is a small
park that borders the river on this side, and you
walk up and down it twice without seeing anyone.
You are about to leave when you see a young
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man approaching. You walk towards him. it is far
too dark for him to see your eyes properly. There
is a gentie rushing sound as the river passes by,
and as a summer’s evening breeze plays through
the branches of the trees.

“Excuse me,” you say to the young man. He is
about twenty; he has hair growing down to his
chin and is wearing a black leather jacket. He
looks up expectantly.

“Do you have a light?”

He takes his eyes off you and fumbies about
his jacket packet. Quicker than the eye can see
you have snatched a handful of his hair and are
pulling his head back. Your mouth clamps down
on his throat, and your teeth are tearing at flesh
and sinew. He fries to shout but you have
clamped a hand over his mouth. You drag him
into the bushes. Thick, black metallic blood is
spurting over your lips, dripping down onto you
chin. Some of it is soaking into his clothes. He
screams as you bite deeper; the scream starts
from his mouth, and then gurgles out of the gash
in his neck, pitched lower, as you rip his throat
out.

He dies. You can see perfectly in the dark, and
watch the sheen on his eyes fade and grow dull.
There is not much blood on you, but what there is,
you use your hands to wipe off. You lick your
fingers clean.

You drag the body out of the bushes and pitch
it into the river. Walking on, you cross the bridge
onto the other side of the river, where there are
lights and people.

In your pockets you find money. The streets
are busy. Eventuaily you go inta a bar decorated
in chrome and red leather. The lights are dim, and
no one will be able to see your eyes properly
unless they look closely. You order a bottle of
beer and sit at the bar. Occasionally you raise the
bottle to your lips, but you don't drink any.

it's not too busy yet. There are groups of
people sitting at tables, girls wearing halter-neck
tops so you can see their bare shoulders, men
wearing brightly coloured shirts. Everyone is
wearing a different shade of perfume or
aftershave. Every grace note of every smell is a
symphony to you; you can pick out every acrid
chemical component of every scent in the room.
You can tell which girls are menstruating. You can
tell what people have been eating earfier from the
smell of their sweat. You take no pleasure, no
displeasure, from these facts. It just is. You just
are.

The bar fills out, more people come in. A girl
sidles up to you and starts talking. She has dark
blonde hair, white teeth stightly crocked at the
front, dark blue eyes. She smiles at you, and
begins telling a story. You barely listen. At the end
of the story she starts laughing. You don't really
understand what laughter is, and so you can't join
in with her. Eventually she walks away.
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You are not sure what to do with your bottle of
beer. You know it will look suspicious if you don't
order another, but you don't want the barman to
realise that you haven't fouched the first one. You
walk into the toilets and pour the beer down one
of the urinals. No one sees you. When you come
back, there is a young man sitting in your seat at
the bar. You watk up to him and look him in the
eyes, and then he leaves. You see him put on his
jacket and leave the building. You order another
beer. You could kill everyone in this place in a
matter of seconds, but it is still important that you
rouse no suspicions.

Another girl comes up and sits next to you.
She has long red hair and is wearing a low cut
green dress that exposes the deep cleft between
her breasts.

"Do you mind if | sit here?” she says. She talks
loudly over the music.

“No.”
"So ... what's your name then? I'm Rebecca.”
“I don’t know.”

“You don't know your own name?” She sounds
sceptical, to say the least. “What, you've lost your
memory or something?”

She starts laughing. You try to join in this time,
but you don't really know what you're doing, or
why.

"1 come in here quite a lot,” she says, “and 1
don't think I've seen you before.”

“{ haven't been here before, not that | can
remember.”

She starts laughing again, then stops and
holds up her hand.

"Oh God!" she says. “t fove this song! Don't
you just love this song?”

She closes her eyes and very gently nods her
head along to the music. You can tefl it is a
different song, but all the companents sound
much the same as the one that came before. You
neither like nor dislike it. When it finishes, you
can’'t remember how it went.

“You're a strange one, | have to say,” the girl
tells you. “I don't mind that though, don't get me
wrong. A place like this, it could do with some
strangeness.”"

She lights a cigarette and gazes off into the
middle distance, into a space occupied at the
moment by people standing and dancing and
drinking.

“So,” she says, "where are you from then? Are
you from Malory?”

“The observatory,” you say.

“You're from the observatory? Oh — kay?"

“Would you like to go there?”

“I hate that place! It looks like a fucking fomb,
wouldn't you say? It's always frightened me.”

“But from there you can see the stars. You can
see the whole town spread out before you.”
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You look her in the eyes, and you almost see
her mind change as she decides to go with you.
The eyes — they work on the oppasite sex. You
understand that now. They attract them.

Thirty minutes later you are crouched aver the
girl's bady on the floor of the observatory. Blood is
spattered all over the floorboards, The girf's dress
is hitched up over her thighs; she tried to struggle.
There is a scrap of fiesh between your teeth that
you pick out with a fingernail.

You leave the building and cross the bridge
back into town. You leave the body where it is.

You pick another bar and, using the money
you took from the dead girt, buy a beer that you
do not drink.

You sit at the bar and wait for someone else to
approach you. You raise the bottle to your lips and
then place it back down on the surface of the bar.
You have infinite patience, you can wait forever.
You cannot wait forever, because you are feeling
hungry. You realise that you will always feel
hungry, for eternity and a day, and that no matter
how many people you drink you will never be able
1o fill that hunger. This is just knowledge, you feel
nothing about it.

Did you feel things once? Would you have
laughed once, and understood what made music
worth listening to? There is a question hovering
on the brink of some kind of consciousness, but
when you see the woman sitting next to you, you
forget what that question could possibly have
been.

It is the woman who took you to the
observatory. She is wearing the red leather jacket.
She places her hand over yours and ilooks you in
the eyes.

“There was a question you were going to ask
me,” she says. "I can sense it."

It comes back to you, forcefully. You can't
understand why you had forgotten it?

“Who am I?"

She looks away. "l wanted to ask you the
same thing,” she says. “l don't know."

“How did | get like this?”

“I made you.”

“How?"

"I killed you. | drank your blood and then | let
you drink mine.”

“Is that how you were made?”

"Yes."”

"Who did it to you?”

“l don’t know,” she says. “| never found him
again, | wanted you to find me. But you don't
know either.”

“Know what?"

She opens her mouth to speak, but no words
come out. Her eyes glaze over. You take her hand
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half the systems on this starship do, and I'm
supposed to be the support personnel. Which,
basically, means | get all the crappy jobs.

The inner door cycles shut. | feel the suit ripple
as the pressure drops and the airlock becomes
hard vacuum. Then the door control pad lights up
green, which means I'm good to go. | press the
wide pad and the outer door slides open.

Space. And lots of it.

At first | feel the bile rising in my throat and |
hear the distant words of Geri in my headset;
"Steady, Jay." My faceplate threatens to mist up
as my breath becomes quick and erratic and | hit
the autoreguiators an my breathing apparatus. |
hang there for a litle while to get used to the
sensation of continuous falling and then | grab
hold of the handholds either side of the airlock
outer door and puil myself out.

The stars are bright. The sun, far off in the
distance, glimmers softly through the polarisation
of my faceplate. Saturn hangs below me like a
bright oil painting, hypnotic in its beauty. | take my
eyes from the vista and concentrate on my target.

Roughly three hundred metres away, drifting
dead in space, is an old ore hauler. Its an
absolute wreck, totally ripped to pieces from what
apears to be one of two things; either a space
debris impact (which, to be honest, is a billions-to-
one chance this deep in space) or an enemy ship
strike (considering we'te on the edge of
Corporation space, that seems the most likely).
The whole forward section appears to have been
ripped away, long tendrils of torn metal and hull
supports, twisted and jagged, jutting out in all
directions. It iooks like a debris strike, but...
maybe I'm just trying to convince myself there isn't
a Corporation ship in the shadow of one of
Saturns moons, waiting for a small group of
salvagers like us to happen along the wreck. And
then kill us and take our ship.

That'd put a right downer on my day.

"Okay, Jay, head straight to the engine
section. That appears to have suffered the least
damage.” The skipper again. Douglas clears his
throat after he speaks and | hear a strange
sipping sound. Probably drinking again. Great
timing.

"Look, why doesn’t Bass do this? | mean, he's
the engineer, he knows what he's looking for." |
already knew the answer but | figured a nice bit of
moaning wouldn't go amiss, just to remind
everyone how much | hated this part of my job.

"Once they make a spacesuit four feet high,”
Bass says over the communicator, "I'l be mare
than glad to go drifting in hard, deadly vacuum.”

"Just call it 'space’, will you, Bass, for Christ’s
sake?" | could feel my breath picking up again.
Then | can hear Geri humming, frying to put the
rhyming words ‘space’ and ‘Bass' to a tune.
Strange girl. "Do you want some music, Jay?” she
asks.
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“Yes, please. Something soft. Like... | don't
now. .
"l can spocl up some Albinoni."

“That Adagio G minor thing you were playing
on Tuesday night?"

“That's it."

"Yes, please.”

I've attached a lifewire from one of the reels on
the outside of the ship to my belt and I'm ready to
go. As | push myself off from the starship the low,
emotion-driven pipe organ of the piece wells up
from the suit communicator. As the strings begin
I'm drifting freety, my arms and legs paddling with
no effect on my trajectory, and | suddenly realise
the music seems a bit too depressing to suit my
mood. Still, it is a calm, moving piece and it takes
my mind from throwing up in the spacesuit. Geri's
coflection of classical music, some of it over eight
hundred years old, is one of the things | like about
her. She has good taste.

I remove the mini-thruster from my belt and
press the nozzle on the top, turning myself to get
a look at the starship | call home behind me. The
Farsight Dreamer is a strange ship, with
absolutely no symmetry about her at all. A heavy
forward command section, the engines either side
of her hult at different angles and of different
sizes, the upper huil covered in modified engine
Jumps and intakes. The rear engine section is a
line of four huge cylinders taking up nearly a third
of the ship’s size. With the huge underbelly for
cargo she looked like she was about to give birth.

| press the nozzle and turn back to face my
target. The music in my helmet gives the scene a
sombre atmosphere, like we're intruding on the
great ship's death. The long thin boormn from the
engine section fo the forward cargo spheres and
the main decks is undamaged, as is the engine
section itself, but the spheres are rent open and
the command decks are nothing more than scrap
metal. As | get closer | can only feel a small
amount of pity for those who were on board when
she was hit. Every spacer knows the risks of
escaping atmo, especially those spacers who
decide to drift this close to Corporation territory.

The Corporation is what the denizens of
Saturn are called, not what they're actually part of.
They're the remnants of the original miners and
resource controliers who came to Satumn to rob
her moons and rings of ore and elements. Then,
when the Corporation who funded the expeditions
had its fill, it collapsed in on itself thanks to
boardroom greed and mismanagement. And the
poor bastards who were left behind had to make a
living in the asteroids and moons of this beautiful
planet as best they could, with age-old
atmosphere pumps for air and algae breeding
farms for food. That was over two hundred years
ago. The descendants have learned to detest
anything that drifts too close from the Earth sector
these days, and to take what they need.



This includes ships five times bigger than any
of the vessels they have. Now that | can see the
cargo spheres more clearly | can see they've
been blown open at their weakest points, where
the support struts are at their thinnest as they
wrap around the module. Well, I've never heard of
space debris being that accurate.

"Looks like the Corporation's been making
some new acquisitions, | can see the cargo pods
have been blown open,” | report.

"That's great, Jay. How's the engine section
looking?"

Didn't he even hear what | said? Has the
skipper already downed the contents of his flask?

"Erm... looks good. No sign of power. I'm
almost there.”

When | connect with the dark hull of the ship
I'm travelling a little faster than | anticipated and |
crumple against the side of the vessel. | don't
report it, of course, it's a new spacesuit. After a
little time searching | find an external entrance
and | get to work on the opening mechanism. It's
a simple disclock, like an old-fashioned safe
tumbler, and 1 can see that it hasn't been used in
a white. If there’s no power I'll have to open the
door manually which takes a long time.

As | experiment with the disclock a few lights
come on around it, which is encouraging. | have to
trust that the destruction in the command centre
has deactivated any security seals and | give it a
twist. it continues to twist on its own and, ever so
slowly, the airlock door begins to slide open.

“No problem with access,” | say. "Be in in a
few minutes.”

As the music reaches its dramatic peak | take
the time to lock at the ship in more detail. The hull
is dark (old freighter camouflage to help avoid
pirates) and almost featureless. There are several
viewing ports along this line of the hull and | drag
myself along the handholds that run the length of
the ship to have a look in one. Its then | notice
something peculiar.

"Skipper, | just noticed that the cargo spheres
have been blown open from the inside," | say. It
never occurred to me that the rents in the ship
were curved outwards.

"And?”

"if the Corporation were attacking the ship for
its cargo, they would have blown their way in from
the outside."” Bass's voice.

"Maybe they took the ship first,” Geri offers.

"if they took the ship, why blow open the
spheres at all?" Bass counters.

An uncomfortable silence.

I glance into the viewport I'm drifting next to.

Into frozen eyes.

I screamed and pulled myself back, almaost
losing grip and drifting away. My breath is a damn
sight more rapid than it should be in a spacesuit.
The great bowl heimet bangs against the hull of
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the ship and the communicator crackles.
"Jay! Jay, are you okay?" Yeah, thanks,
skipper, now you're concerned.

"Just..." [ stare back at the Farsight Dreamer.
"Looked in the ship. Body in the ship.”
Silence.

"Can | come back?"

“Come on, Jay, you're doing fine. You won't
have to stay long." For Gad's sake, skipper, what
do you want from me?

“l told you we should have bought a suit with
waste extraction," | say with a small chuckle. But |
really didn't feel the humour of it. "Skipper, the
interior must be vacuum. | would really, really like
to come back now."

"Okay."

Thank God!

"Okay, just have a quick look inside. Just have
a poke in their maintenance room, see if there's
anything worth taking."

"Skipper... sorry, but | don't want to be drifting
in a ship full of frozen bodies. Call me
squeamisi|

“Jay, this is the best chance we've had in ages
for a decent take. | don’t want to spend the next
three months looking for ancther one.”

"Doug, | know that, but my job does not include
floating through corpses on this or any other
Sunday afterncon!”

“Jay-boy, remember who gave you this job!
Now get in that ship and get me something | can
sell”

It took a few moments for my blood pressure to
fall. I'm sure Geri was monitoring it back on the
Farsight Dreamer. | tried to force from my mind
the image of the frozen eyes. Then the image was
clear in my mind again.

"Skipper. The body was a littte girl."

More silence. | could hear Geri whispering oh,
my God. Bass saying something like can't be
expected to, or something. The skipper cleared
his throat.

"Okay, Jay, come back."

Thank God. Again. | pressed the recall pad on
my belt and the winch back on the Farsight
Dreamer began to pull me back. | let my body
relax and went along for the ride.

Now, | said I'd done some crappy jobs for the
Farsight Dreamer, but don't think that this is a
normal thing for me. | have never, ever seen the
frozen body of a girl before. I've never seen the
frozen body of anyone, ever. The closest thing
I've come to frozen life was a shipment of freshly
packed chicken we hauled a few months ago for
the Europa Research Centre. Life on a salvage
ship is usually pretty boring. I've never seen
anything like this before.

Which is probably why the tears are weiling up
now. The shock had passed. The reality was
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starting to set in. Looking back on it, | can't
understand why it didn't register sooner, the fact |
had looked into the dead eyes of a child. But then,
it's not the thing you expect to see on an average
working day.

| made it back to the Farsight Dreamer. |
unhooked, climbed in, sealed the door, equalised
pressure, opened the inner door, staggered out,
fumbled with the helmet, got it off, looked straight
at Geri and Bass and Douglas, who all looked at
me with confused expressions.

And ! burst into tears.

It's a natural reaction. | mean, crying like that. I've
always prided myself on being a little hard-edged,
you know, being a spacer, and all that. But I'm
pretty sure no one with even half a soul could
have looked at what | had looked at and not been
affected. | mean, dying in space is a horrible thing.
Maybe | would have reacted differently if the body
had been adult. Either way, | cried for quite a
while.

| fumbled out of the suit quickly, with Bass's
help. | kicked it towards the locker but noone said
anything about me booting a brand new
spacesuit. The light grey walls of the cargo bay
seemed a little bright after my half-hour behind the
polarised faceplate and | squinted, forcing out
more tears. It took a few minutes to calm down
but finally [ felt okay to get up and walk up the
stairs and into the common room. | dropped into a
maock-leather couch.

"What did you see?" Dougias asked, taking a
seat opposite me, He wiped a hand over his shiny
bald head.

“The cargo spheres had been ruptured from
the inside, Each one at the weakest point. The
command decks were ripped to bits, probably
mass driver fire. The engine section was intact
but..." Pause. "Vacuum. | guess there's a lot of
stuff in there, but..." | shrugged.

"We should report this,” Geri said, tying back
her tong black hair.

"Are you having a joke?" Douglas frowned. We
all jooked at him with concern. Surely he wasn't
about to say what | think he was about to say. "An
old Manta-Class hauler, engines intact? We can't
leave it for the next salvage team to strip her.”

"Skipper, there are bodies in that ship," Bass
rumbled. He was a dwarf but he had a voice that
could shake mountains. His hair was short, greasy
from the amount of time he spent in the tight
engine compartments. "We need to inform
Central.”

"After we take some prize salvage," Douglas
painted a meaningful finger at his engineer. "I'll go
myself if | have to."

"You bloody well would as well, wouldn't you?"
| said sharply. "Skipper, | saw... lock, the ship is
big, for all we know there are families drifting
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about in that thing. More kids."

"Look, the Dreamer is in financial trouble, you
all know it. I'm already three months behind on
contract payments. Another two months and we're
shipless. |... we need this hit."

"I'm not going back over there," | say.

"l don’t expect you to,” Douglas said, almost
derisively.

Geri made a sideways chopping motion with
her hand. "Count me out.”

“Great," Douglas said as he stood up. "l get
this ship, get you all on my payroll and now you're
willing to let it all go, just like that. After all I've
done for you lot." Oh, great, another you'd all be
unemployed back on Keepsake Station if it wasn't
for me speech. "Fine. I'll get suited up and do it
myself, but no bonuses."

"That's not fair!" said Bass. "l can't suit up and
help!”

“Then help with the loading. You pair," finger at
me and Geri, "get up to command and monitor.”

He stormed off to the cargo bay. Bass,
shrugging hetplessly, followed him,

And that's how Douglas Warner, skipper of the
Farsight Dreamer, died. He went into the ship,
had a nose around. He never talked of what he
saw in there. Never mentioned the fact that there
were dozens of dead families in the ship; adults,
teenagers, children, babies. We saw it all on the
news. 'Roamer Ship Hit By Corporation. Sport
Next.'

We got a great haul from the wreck, got great
prices on Keepsake Station for it, no guestions
asked. | think that Jim knew where we got it from,
but he never mentioned it. Lucky Jim's Used Ship
Parts made same horribly good profit.

Four weeks later, Douglas killed himself.
Apparently, the air in the Farsight Dreamer was a
bit stale and he decided he'd go outside for a walk
in his t-shirt and underwear. Thing is, we were
haifway through a two-month journey to Mars at
the time.

Two days before the ‘tragic accident, he'd
signed over ownership of the Farsight Dreamer to
me. A note he'd left had a line in it for my
attention.

It said, ‘'m glad | never made Jay go back’.

Life's weird, isn't it?

Jonathan Hicks has been writing for his own pleasure
for twelve years, and has written over a hundred short
stories of varying genres and quaiity and three pulp
adventure novels, just to see if he could do it. He's only
recently considered trying to get published — and this is
first time he's appeared in print.



UK Short Story markets
Rosie Oliver

Where does a gal (or guy for that matter) submit
their short stories to in the UK, especially if they
are hard science fiction? That stalwart Interzone
was out of action for most of the early part of this
year, and nc doubt, will have a nice backlog of
excellent stories to choose from. But it means it
will be more difficult than ever to get a story
accepted there.

There are of course the old favourites of The Third
Alternative and Scheherezade. When | looked into
them many moons ago, | was put off by their bias
towards the gothic and horror. (Yep, I'm
squeamish and a born coward.) There are several
such other longer standing fanzines that inciude
harror amongst their science fiction and fantasy
as well as a new magazine Postscripts. By
including that dreaded genre, they come under
the title: ‘not for me, guv!’

Of the longer standing magazines, that leaves
Spectrum and Jupiter. Spectrum after a couple of
years of regular publication, has become a
random feast in that the editor publishes it as and
when. A great shame as it was really producing
such wonderful stories and articles. Jupiter has
been going for over a year now, publishing on a
quarterly basis. Its stories have interesting ideas
and some of them even show a sense of humour!

A new magazine, Orbital is hoping to launch later
the year, publishing on a monthly basis. More
information can be found on
www.orbitalmagazine.co.uk. | cannot tell you more
as 1 refuse to connect up to the internet: but that's
another story.

If a gal can't get into Interzone, Spectrum, Jupiter
or even Orbjtal, where else can she get
published? She could go abroad and Light's List is
an excellent source of zine information for
English-speaking countries. The oniy other option
is to look at the general market and hope they will
take your science fiction.

What about magazines for budding writers?

If you are unpublished and a subscriber, The New
Writer will accept stories of 1500 word for their
‘first time’ slot. The editor likes science fiction.
Yes, | did write, ‘likes science fiction’. However,
like any other professional, Suzanne Ruthven will
not compromise on quality.

Otherwise, the three main writers’ magazines will
only accept stories through competitions. The
New Writer has one major competition a year for
short stories up to 4000 words for a non-
subscriber fee of £4 per entry and novelias for up
to 20000 words for a fee of £10 per entry. The
clasing date in the last few years has been 31
October. It occasionally asks subscribers to
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submit short stories on a given theme, but as they
covered science fiction not all that long ago, they
are unlikely to redo it in the near future.

Writers' Forum only accepts stories between 1500
and 3000 words through manthly competitions.
You pay an entry fee of £10 if you are non-
subscriber (otherwise £6) If you dont get
accepted, you will get a four page marking sheet
indicating the weaknesses of your story.
According to their representative at this year's
Annual Writers' Conference, they have published
the occasional science fiction story, the main
reason for rejection being the Jack of
characterisation. So come on, get rid of those
cookie-cutter people. Change them in hero(ine)s
with little mannerisms portraying their strengths
and having slight faults that are useful ta the plot.

That leaves Writers' News. Whilst it is good on
keeping you up to date on the market
opportunities, it is to my mind the least supportive
of the main three writers' magazines for publishing
science fiction. It has run the very occasional
competition for science fiction requiring stories of
either 1400 to 1600 words or 1600 to 1800 words
for a minimum entry fee of £2.50. They regularly
run competitions based on a given picture,
opening line or last line and there may be an
opportunity there. However, pictures of old clock
towers and summer houses don't inspire me to
put fingers to keyboard.

Some contact addresses are listed below. Please
remember to include a stamped addressed
envelope for all enquiries.

As for me? I'm off to write a 5000 word story
about Uranus for a national competition | haven't
mentioned, Well, a gal has to keep some secrets!

Interzane: Andy Cox, TTA Press, 5 Martins Lane,
Witcham, Ely, Cambs. CB6 2LB

Spectrum: Paul Frazer, Spectrum SF 53 Waverly
Park, Kirkintilloch, Glasgow G66 2BL

Jupiter. lan Redman, 23 College Green, Yeovil,
Somerset BA21 4JR

Orbital: Orbital Magazine, 1 Firshill Mews,
Pitsmoor Road, Sheffield S3 9AU

Light's List: John Light, The Light House, 37 The
Meadows, Berwick upon Tweed, Northumberland
TD15 INY

The New Writer: Suzanne Ruthven, PO Box 60,
Cranbrook, Kent TN17 2ZR

Writers” Forum: Writers' Intemational  Story
Competition, PO Box 3229, Bournemouth, Dorset
BH1 1Z8

Writers' News: Writers' News Ltd, 1 Floor
Victoria House, 143-145 The Headrow, Leeds, W.
Yorks LS1 5RL
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Why There Can Be No Life
On Mars
Alessio Zanelli

She said she’d never comply

with his request; she’d rather run
the New York marathon

or, on her own, ctimb K2.

She restated she’'d never, ever

do that, anyway;

then added that she maybe would,
if littte green men

should actually land, and make her.

He took exception to her resolve;
indeed, he flew off the handle

and began to curse her,

shouting as if he were possessed.

She swore at him with equal vehemence,
even while she completed her toilette.

They went on like that

throughout the damned night,

watching The Thing From Another World
for the hundredth time,

sprawled out apart on the couch,
sipping beer and crunching popcorn
without restraint,

exchanging scowls from time to time.

That's why brewers, maize growers
and TV makers will never go broke,
safe as attorneys and morticians.

This also explains why there can be no life
on Mars,

NASA’d better take it into account
and revise its space program.
UFO fans ought to understand, ought to put
an end
to the laughable pretence we're not alone.
So, gulp down beer and popcorn at your
ease
while watching the twentieth repeat of Star
Trek,
and don't forget to cast the evit eye at your
spouse.

Above all, keep on making

indecent requests of each other.

| have just purchased professional-quality
ear plugs.

Focus#4é
Lost Oneness

Alessio Zanelli

Our country is the world—our countrymen
are all mankind.
William Lloyd Garrison

From antipodean worlds, from disjointed

milieux,
from reciprocal enclaves—one mankind
proceeds, multiplies, expires.

One but riven, severed into vestigial

splinters
sickly dragging along, in their finity’s

affinity.

Myriads of trails—originated from distant
cradles
but forever impressed on the only surface—
converge

to the only precipice, on the verge of the
only deep.

The common stare—nonplussed—
contemplates

the sweep below, inundating the horizon

as far as the eye can reach.

And from the sinking light a domineering
recall arises,
then turns to regret, in the end to ache for
the wasted time.

Along with shades, the early inducement
returns
ever stronger each night—the idea of diving
into that sea.

Clasing the eyes, waiting a long while
then traversing the expanse on the instant,
twigging at tast what teems in the mind

of the neighbor oppasite the world.

Becoming one again.

First published in The New Cauldron {UK).

Alessio Zanelli is an Italian poet who has
adopted English as his artistic language, widely

i in ines, includ Pulsar, The
Journal, California Quarterly, Italian Americana
and Poetry Salzburg Review, and the author of 2
collections, toose Sheets (Upfront Publishing,
2002) and Small Press Verse & Posticonjectures
{Xlibris, 2003). He lives and works as a private
financial advisor in his hometown, Cremona,
northern Italy.
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