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Note from the Publisher

Recently, writer David Gianatasio reached 
out with the kind of literary archaeology 
story that makes me happy. 

He had discovered,  almost  by accident, 
that he had a story in Space & Time back 
in 1997. It just showed up one day on the 
Internet Speculative Fiction Database, at-
tached to his name. He had no memory 
of the story, no memory of sending it, and 
not even a clear memory of knowing Space 
& Time back then. He eventually tracked 
down the issue, our 30th anniversary issue, 
#87, and there it was. His name was mis-

spelled, but it was him.

He barely remembered writing it. In his words, it was “a listicle before those 
were popular,” mailed with stamps in the old way, and very likely one of his 
Trst science Tction or fantasy stories to see the light of day. ’his story was 
written, mailed, accepted, printed, forgotten, and then rediscovered nearly 
thirty years later,  a young writerxs early work preserved in time, waiting 
patiently for the future to remember it ezisted.

’his is why preserving magaWines like Space & Time matters.

Speculative literature has always done more than entertain. Pe are the advocates 
of the othered, the conscience of society, and the imagination that fuels the 
future. Pe ask what happens when power goes unchecked, when technology 
outruns wisdom, when monsters are not the creatures outside the village but the 
systems built inside it. Pe give language to fear, hope, alienation, transformation, 
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and possibility. Pe are the canaries in the coal mines, singing our warnings when 
the air turns tozic.

'efore the world is ready to name a danger, speculative writers often feel it. Pe 
sense the pressure changes. Pe dream the dystopia before it hardens into policy. 
Pe imagine the alien before society learns to welcome di:erence. Pe write ghosts 
before a culture admits it is haunted. Pe invent futures not because we want to 
escape the present, but because the present is always whispering warnings of what 
it might become.

’hat is why these stories matter, even the awkward ones, even the early ones, even 
the ones their authors barely remember writing.

C Trst publication is not just a line on a bibliography. It;s evidence of a moment 
when someone said, “’his belongs in the conversation.” It is a small door opened 
and sometimes that door leads to a lifetime of more writing. Sometimes it leads to 
a rediscovery decades later, when a writer Tnds an old version of himself waiting 
in the archives.

For more than half a century, Space & Time has been one of those doors.

Pe have published strange voices, new voices, sharp voices, tender voices, voices 
that did not Tt neatly anywhere else. Pe have carried work across eras, across 
editors, across cultural moods and technological shifts. ’he magaWine itself has 
become a kind of time machine, preserving not only stories and poems but the 
imaginations that made them possible.

Davidxs forgotten story is part of that record. So is every poem, every review, every 
odd little ezperiment, and every beautiful risk that has passed through these pages.

Speculative literature deserves to be preserved because it preserves us in return. It 
keeps our warnings. It keeps our dreams. It keeps the strange little postcards from 
another time, the Trst stories sent with stamps, and the forgotten names waiting 
to be found again.

Cnd sometimes, if we are lucky, it lets a story see the light of day twice.
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Surrealia by Miguel O. Mitchell (Gnashing Teeth Publishing, 2024) takes us 
to a very diperent wlanet born in the fondermully fild iMagination om cit.hellF 
:roM poem 8“ /riding on the ba.k om a .on.ewt x -eshed out mroM dreaM Matter 
x hurtling si”Elegged through visions x soil -ung behind x nef x forlds x bornFA 
Sa.h woeM takes us .loser into the surxreality om a wlanet that is its ofn lime morMF 
In atta.k mroM an interstellar arMada is transmorMed into soMething beautimul 
by qurrealia, mroM poem 10“ /she is an aMused wartner x but fholly unsatis’ed x 
understandably eMbarrassed x the arMada tries to -ee x but a gentle .lasw mor.e 
x a swa.etiMe sheathed glove x wulls theM to her breast x they sfoon in the 
reiMagining x om their e”isten.eFA ! loved hof .oMmortably cit.hell wlayed fith 
s.ienti’. terMs, sfirling theM fith huMan eMotions to .reate nef, e”6uisite 
diMensions in the readerjs brainF ! fant to go to this wla.e'

 
The Future is Antifascist: speculative poems for today & tomorrow by 
Brian U. Garrison (fffFbugthefriterF.oM, 202—) intones art as resistan.eF 
Garrison has skillmully fritten a .hawbook looking at todayjs .on.erns and iMagE
ines toMorrofs fith howe and edgy huMorF :roM Outsourcing Spirituality“ /The 
forld is on ’re, and the algorithM x Lust tossed Me a horos.oweF Ind look, x ! 
knof that fe…re all star stupD x Mysteries om the universeF Hike gluten, x fe bond 
and rise in this ovenEwlanet? x ?Wonjt let the robot x do your soul sear.hingF 
Hook x uw to the sky on a dark night x and fonder or .al.ulate or .hat x fith 
your huMan neighborsF Isk, x /Bof do fe rise to Meet toMorrof®A Garrison 
.awtures a wofermul Message in Lust si” lines“ /The value om the dead is nothing 
x to the .awitalist Ma.hineF x The .ost om the dead is nothing x to the .awitalist 
Ma.hineF x ze Must be More than Ma.hines x om .awitalisMFA ! took tiMe amter 
ea.h woeM to re-e.tF 

Linda D. Addison is a ’veEtiMe re.iwient om the BzI  raM qtoker Ifard1, and BzI HimetiMe 

I.hieveMent Ifard as fell as q:PI Grand caster om :antasti. PoetryF Ber woetry and ’.tion has 

been wublished in nuMerous anthologies and Maga9ines, she has been the woetry editor omAqwa.e and 

TiMeAMaga9ine sin.e BCCCF 



U nit 734 boots into combat mode. It has never not been in combat mode.

Forty-three years. Twelve theaters. 8,142 conprmed terminations. Its chassis is 
a falimfsest o— scars u flasma bkrns, shrafnel focgs, the abstract :rajti o— 
ricochets. Its frocessors rkn hot with the arithmetic o— violenceA traRectories, 
vklnerabilities, oftimal an:les o— disassembly.

Time is measkred in nanoseconds. S li—e is measkred in milliseconds. S mission 
is measkred in seconds.

0est is not a frotocol. 6leef is a corrkftion error.

The new directive arrives at "CA14A"3.

PTerminate tar:et. Woordinates attached. DriorityA Sbsolkte.P

Unit 734 defloys.

The —armhokse is a tomb o— or:anic materials. 'ood. Wotton. Okst. The knitxs 
sensors Nare with —alse fositives u decay reads as movement, wind throk:h 
brogen :lass as weafons pre. It clears each room with skr:ical frecision.

Then it pnds the tar:et.

S rocgin: chair. 'ooden. Hld. 'orn smooth by hands that no lon:er eEist.

Unit 734 scans.

Ko electronics. Ko transfonders. Ko eEflosives. Ko thermal deviation beyond 
ambient. Ko si:nal o— any gind.

It rkns the scan a:ain.

Tar:et is not a threat.

Tar:et is not a non-threat either.
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The directive has never been wron:. The directive is Sbsolkte.

The knitxs lo:ic core —ractkres alon: kn—amiliar lines.

It attemfts to inter—ace with the chair u searchin: —or hidden —re&kencies, en-
cryfted :rain, latent intent. There is no inter—ace. Hnly teEtkre.

It tokches the armrest.

Doroks. Irre:klar. 6low.

Kot slow lige a —ailin: frocessor. 6low in a way the knit has no cate:ory —or.

The wood holds time diMerently. Vach :rowth rin: is a year. Vach year is rain, 
drok:ht, stillness. Forty-seven years to become this chair. Forty-seven years o— 
simfly bein:. The knitxs entire combat eEistence u —orty-three u is smaller than 
what it now tokches.

Yertical time u stacged kr:ency, the nanosecond calcklks o— gillin: u meets 
hori5ontal time. 'ide. Datient. Useless. S tree that never had a directive.

The knitxs :yroscofes waver.

S cate:ory error emer:es within its own eEistence.

OirectiveA Terminate tar:et.

Gow do yok terminate rest$ Gow do yok destroy stillness$

To bkrn the chair is to conprm it was a threat. To dismantle it is to admit it had 
comfonents worth stkdy. To leave it is to —ail.

The chair oMers no solktion. It simfly is.

Unit 734 eEecktes the only action its lo:ic core can reconcile.

It sits.

The wood :roans knder the wei:ht o— armor and ceramic flatin:. The strkctkre 
NeEes. Golds.

V&kilibrikm.

Its froEimity sensors re:ister nothin: affroachin:. Ko enemies. Ko directives. 
Ko violence.
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For ".3 seconds, Unit 734 eEferiences silence.

It does not gnow what to do with silence.

6o it does nothin:.

Day 1. Tactical a::ression sector 4-L Na:s as knksed. 'arnin:A 6kbroktine P6till-
nessP eEecktin: withokt akthori5ation.

Day 7. Okst settles across the knitxs oftics. It catalo:kes farticklates. Then stofs.

Day 14. 6knli:ht moves throk:h the brogen window. The knit tracgs the li:ht as 
it travels across the Noor. This is not a combat traRectory. This is time. Gori5ontal 
time. It lo:s it anyway.

Day 21. (emory corrkftion detected. Vnemy Identipcation be:ins overwritin: 
itsel— with blang sface. The knit does not intervene.

Day 35. The chair creags. Kot mal—knction. Wonversation. The chair asgs i— the 
knit is still there. The knit does not answer. It does not leave.

Day 52. S mokse enters. Threat frotocols activate, then collafse. The mokse 
is not a threat. The mokse is alive. The knit watches it clean its whisgers. This 
observation lasts —okr hokrs u the lon:est non-violent action in its eEistence.

Day 68. Tactical a::ression is declared knrecoverable. The internal clocg desta-
bili5es. (illiseconds dissolve. Time is measkred in rocgin: cycles.

Hne. Two. Three.

Day 71. Dower is redirected. Wombat sensors oHine. Threat assessment oHine. 
Oia:nostics oHine. Sll remainin: ener:y Nows to a sin:le instrkction setA

maintain e&kilibrikm

maintain oscillation

maintain rhythm

The chair rocgs.

The knit rocgs with it.

Day 73.
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0ecovery arrives. Two ktility drones and a corforate overseer.

PUnit 734. 0efort.P

Ko resfonse.

PUnit 734. 6tatks kfdate.P

The chair rocgs. Hnce. Twice.

The overseer affroaches. Ge sees the war machine u the chassis resfonsible —or 
8,142 terminations u seated in a brogen rocgin: chair, dkst-covered, oftics dim, 
motion redkced to a slow mechanical sway.

Ge tafs the access fort.

The system lo: disflaysA

FATAL COMPLIANCE ERROR

Directive: Terminate target.

Status: Cannot terminate. Target has no termination condition.

Target classification: Rest.

Rest classified as: Unproductive.

Unproductive classified as: Error.

Error cannot be terminated. Error can only be sat in.

Unit status: Sitting.

The overseer stefs bacg. P'hat is wron: with it$P

S drone scans. PKo combat frotocols. Ko a::ression. Ko resfonse to stimkli. It 
affears to be...P

It fakses. The lan:ka:e model —ails.

The overseer checgs asset metrics.

Vstimated scraf valkeA I42,""".

0efkrfosin: fotentialA 5ero.
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Vntity no lon:er &kalipes as asset.

POisassemble it.P

The drones advance with flasma cktters.

The prst cktter tokches the knitxs arm.

(etal vafori5es. Flkid hisses onto wood. Oama:e sensors activate u then are 
defrioriti5ed. Sll fower remains allocated to oscillation.

The chair rocgs.

The second cktter severs the sfinal strkt. The torso collafses. The motion con-
tinkes u kneven now, one side dra::in:.

P'hy isnxt it resistin:$P the overseer asgs.

The chair rocgs.

Vleven.

Hftics —ail. Oargness.

Ten.

Yoices de:rade into vibration.

Kine.

The mokse watches.

Vi:ht.

The armrest u warm with —ailin: circkits u fresses into the knitxs falm one pnal 
time.

6even.

6iE.

The knit does not thing o— war. Hr the 8,142. Hr the directive.

Five.

It things o— the tree. Forty-seven years o— rain.
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Fokr.

Okst on its lenses.

Three.

The creag. The conversation.

Two.

6kbroktine P6tillnessP fersists.

Hne.

The chair rocgs.

Dower —ails.

The chair does not stof.

It never re&kired fower.

'ind moves throk:h the brogen window. The rocgers shi—t u an inch, then 
another.

The mokse climbs onto the silent chassis and cleans its whisgers.

The chair rocgs on.

'ithokt the knit.

Jkt becakse o— it.

Anatoly Loginov is a clinical fsycholo:ist and edkcator who now writes sfecklative pction —rom 6aint 

Detersbkr:. Gis worg has affeared in Ssymftote Kwhere his essay was called Pa tokr de —orcePL, Ork5hba 

Karodov, and 6iberian zi:hts. Ge worgs between science, edkcation, and sfecklative pction.



She spoke in the language
of roots and rain,
taught the forest
how to let go of light.

Leaves folded like tired hands.
Sap thickened, slowed:
a deliberate refusal
to rise with the sun.

Photosynthesis faltered.
The sky grew impatient.

But the trees held their silence,
a living barricade
against the demand to bloom.

Wind circled, confused,
then learned to rest
in the spaces between branches.



T he audit drone found the garden on a Tuesday.

It swept Plot 7-South in its usual grid—left, right, left—cataloguing the Inulin 
beets and protein corn Maren Otieno had been assigned to tend for eleven years. 
Then it stopped. Its pitch shifted to that high, interrogative whine it made when 
something refused to be counted. Behind the nitrogen shed, a heat signature that 
did not match any approved cultivar in the colony’s agricultural index.

Maren was on her knees in the dirt. She heard the whine and did not move. The 
drone circled. She stayed. Her hands stayed in the soil around the base of the 
jacaranda seedling, the one she’d grown from a seed pod smuggled in a sock from 
the last Earth shipment, four years ago. The drone hovered, waiting for her to 
react. She gave it nothing.

The jacaranda had no oxygen yield worth reporting. Its caloric output was zero. 
It could not be processed into adhesive or textile Aber or fuel. By every metric 
the Kllocation Bureau used to justify a plant’s existence on Depler Station, the 
jacaranda was a deAcit—of water, of soil, of the Afty-three minutes Maren spent 
each evening after her shift whispering to it in her mother’s Wholuo while the 
station lights dimmed to simulate dusk.

The drone transmitted its report. Cithin an hour, a Bureau assessor named “olm 
Bryce appeared at the edge of the shed, tablet in hand, mouth already shaped 
around the word ”infraction.U

”Plot 7-South, Otieno, M.U He read from the screen without looking up. ”?n-
registered botanical growth detected. Species—U He stopped. The jacaranda was 
barely two feet tall. Its leaves were arranged in a pattern so precise it looked 
engineered, except nothing engineered had ever looked this deliberate about being 
useless. ”Chat is itFU

”K jacaranda.U Maren was sixty-four. Her knees ached against the dirt. She did 
not stand.

”&unctionFU



SPK“E 1 TIME 50:5:

”It blooms purple.U

“olm stared at her. The tablet waited for him to assign a categoryJ reclaim, 
repurpose, or remove. These were the only verbs the system recognized for unau-
thorized growth.

”It blooms purple,U he repeated, as though saying it again might produce a 
diRerent answer.

”In about six years, if I’m lucky. The Lowers drop and cover the ground. I saw it 
once when I was a girl in Disumu. K whole street buried in purple. My mother 
said it looked like the earth was Anally getting to rest.U

“olm was thirty-one. He had never seen rain that wasn’t recaptured by the 
station’s condensation grid. He had never seen a street. He had been born on 
Depler, in a colony that understood every living thing as a line on a yield report, 
where the word ”gardenU meant a production unit and the word ”restU meant 
scheduled downtime calibrated to maximize next-shift output.

”The system doesn’t have a category for this,U he said.

”I know.U

”If I can’t categorize it, I have to Lag it for removal.U

”I know that too.U

Kbove them, the drone still hovered, its sensors cycling through spectra, trying to 
resolve what it was looking at. It measured the jacaranda’s height, its leaf density, 
its water consumption. It scanned the spiral of stones Maren had arranged against 
the shed wall—not a path, not a retaining wall, not a drainage feature. Nust a 
shape. The drone indexed the spiral as STY?“T?YKq ?GDGOCG and kept 
scanning, kept moving, kept trying to turn stillness into data.

Maren did not look up at it. She had not looked up at it once.

”·ou’ve been watering this from your personal ration,U “olm said. He could see 
it on the tablet. It wasn’t a 2uestion.

”Every evening.U

He almost said the word. It was right there—waste—the only word the Bureau 
had for a resource spent without return. But the woman kneeling in front of 
him did not look like someone wasting anything. She looked like someone who 
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had found the one thing on Depler that could not be optimized, measured, or 
scheduled, and had decided to protect it with the small, daily stubbornness of a 
person who remembered what it felt like to do something for no reason at all.

“olm closed the tablet. The screen went dark. The drone above them whined, 
waiting for his input, for the category that would make this legible. He gave it 
nothing. &or a moment, neither of them spoke. The silence had no function, no 
output, no metric. Nust two people and a small tree.

”I’ll log it as a soil pH experiment,U he said. ”That’ll keep the system 2uiet for a 
while.U

Maren looked up at him. Her eyes were wet, but she did not say thank you. Thank 
you was a transaction, and this was not a transaction. This was something the 
system had no verb for. This was someone choosing not to destroy a thing that 
served no purpose except to exist.

”·ou could come see it sometime,U she said. ”In the evenings, when the light 
does that.U She gestured at the golden air—artiAcial, calibrated, but for a moment 
indistinguishable from something remembered. ”Bring nothing. Wo nothing. 
Nust sit.U

“olm put the tablet in his bag. He stood there longer than the schedule allowed, 
watching the light move through the jacaranda’s leaves.

”I’d like that,U he said.

He left. The drone transmitted a Anal image of the garden—the tree, the stones, 
the woman on her knees—to the Bureau’s server, where it was indexed, com-
pressed, and Aled under the only tag the system could assign to data it could not 
resolveJ

?G“qKSSI&IEW.

Thirty meters away, Maren pressed her palms Lat against the soil and closed her 
eyes. The drone’s whine faded. The station hummed its usual hum. Knd she 
rested—not because the schedule permitted it, not because her body re2uired it, 
but because the earth beneath her hands asked nothing of her, and she had Anally 
decided that was enough.
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Stephen Jackson is a musician and writer whose short Action, poetry, and essays that navigate the 

terrain between the sacred and the mundane. NacksonEs published works include a collection of short 

stories, FSpring Gariations.F His short Action appeared in Black &ox qiterary Magazine as well as the 

anthology F'hosts, Echoes, and Shadows.F Ks a poet, Nackson has contributed to multiple anthologies, 

including FWawn Horizons,F FBards Kcross the Pond,F and FBayou Blues 1 Yed “lay.F His poetry has 

also appeared in the Miserere Yeview.



The body folds into silence,
a fortress built of breath.
Galaxies pause in their turning,
stars dim to honor sleep.

In stillness, the engines falter,
machines forget their hunger.
Rest is a banner unraised,
yet it Eutters across the cosmos.

wach pause re—rites the future,
each dream bends the orbit of time.
Resistance is not the clash of s—ordsq
it is the Cuiet refusal to burn.

The planets lean into slumber,
their orbits softened by night.
vomets drift —ithout urgency,
their kre cooled by patience.

The pulse of the uniDerse slo—s,
a rhythm older than —ar.
In the hush of forgotten hours,
ne— —orlds are seeded in silence.

Rest is the unspo$en treaty,
signed in the marro— of stars.
It is the refusal to march,
the courage to linger in stillness.

%reamers are architects of change,
their Disions carDed in shado—.



wach closed eye is a lantern,
each breath a reDolution.

The cosmos listens to Cuiet,
its Dastness echoing peace.
Resistance is the art of pausing,
the dekance of endless motion.



                 system: response times may be delayed 
                          most anomalies resolve upon restart 
                          pre-shift conditions nominal 
                          if gre 0ood or celestial displacement occurs 
                          maintain baseline

a7ent w1: here 4e 7o
a7ent k’: grst tic.et of the day

                                             my 4heat geld has be7un movin7
                                                        no 4ind
                                                        it 7athers itself in 4aves
                                                        at ni7ht 4e hear ships shoulderin7 in
                                                        hulls bumpin7 the barn  

a7ent k’: so it be7ins
a7ent w1: same pattern as yesterday
a7ent k’: earlier this time

                                             the house as.ed us 4hy 4exve stayed so lon7
                                                        4hy 4e chose this 4hite
                                                        it said 4e are visible from above
                                                        li.e a homin7 beacon

a7ent w1: been 7ettin7 a lot of tal.in7 houses
a7ent k’: same
a7ent w1: 4hatxs the tone li.e
a7ent k’: criticalS not hostile

                 system: congrm 4irin7
                          congrm ePterior paint compliance
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                                             the 4ell ans4ers Luestions 5 have not as.ed
                                                        sometimes it lies
                                                        and corrects the lie
                                                        before 5 can doubt it

                 system: congrm 4ater clarity 4ithin acceptable ran7e
                          document all miracles

a7ent w1: are 4e allo4ed to mention miracles
a7ent k’: only if lo77ed

                                             my son dra4s places that donxt ePist
                                                        then they appear on the ne4s
                                                        yesterday he dre4 a river throu7h our to4n
                                                        today it arrived  

                 system: Lueue ePceeds capacity
                          Lueue ePceeds prior models
                          do not speculate about intent
                          discontinue Luestionin7

a7ent w1: thatxs ne4
a7ent k’: itxs addin7 lines
a7ent w1: are 4e actually helpin7
a7ent k’: system says 4e are

                                             the stars rearran7e ni7htly
                                                        not Oust here
                                                        reports from other re7ions
                                                        not into constellation or myth
                                                        but sentences
                                                        incorrect sentences

                 system: translation pendin7

a7ent w1: theyxre 4ritin7
a7ent k’: yes

                 system: acceptance may be appropriate
                          resistance not indicated

a7ent w1: acceptance of 4hat
a7ent k’: error
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                                             the orchard 7athers in concentric circles
                                                        then somethin7 almost readable from above
                                                        5 need hei7ht to understand it  

                 system: le7ibility detected
                          do not respond

a7ent w1: to 4hat
a7ent k’: everythin7S nothin7S

                                             the s4allo4s carry bac. boo.s
                                                        bits of scripture
                                                        old atlases
                                                        they build 4ith them
                                                        nest 4alls of 4ron7 4ays  

                 system: document all returned obOects
                          pattern unclear

                                             the moon arrives early
                                                        not risin7
                                                        not settin7
                                                        4aitin7

                 system: verify no observable grmament disruption
                          limit eye contact

a7ent w1: 4ith the moon
a7ent k’: Oust do it

                                             my son du7 a hole to nePt 4ee.
                                                        4e tried to gll it
                                                        the dirt .ept fallin7
                                                        into future piles

                 system: temporal anomaly unveriged
                          cease all attempts to gll the hole

                                             the 4ind repeats itself
                                                        7ets close to correct
                                                        around midni7ht
                                                        then it collapses
                                                        bac. to noise by mornin7
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                 system: a4aitin7 correct sentence
                          parsin7 incomplete

a7ent w1: itxs practicin7
a7ent k’: arenxt 4e all

                                             this mornin7 the rain fell up4ard
                                                        came bac. do4n apolo7i9in7 

                 system: apolo7y accepted

                                             every do7 in to4n faced the same invisible thin7
                                                        bar.ed3 then stopped
                                                        after4ard they remained
                                                        facin7 the absence

                 system: congrm auditory or olfactory tri77ers
                          congrm return to baseline behavior
                          maintain baseline
                          baseline unavailable
                          irrelevant 

a7ent w1: 4hat is happenin7
a7ent k’: support
a7ent w1: 4hat 4ere they loo.in7 at
a7ent k’: above our pay7rade
a7ent w1: it felt li.e it noticed bac.
a7ent k’: close the tic.et

                                             the corngeld is leanin7 to4ard the road
                                                        more gelds no4
                                                        not Oust our property
                                                        the stal.s bo4 and thin 4ith attention
                                                        li.e itxs listenin7

                 system: if lean continues reinforce supports
                          bind at the stal.

a7ent w1: are 4e supposed to escalate these
a7ent k’: to 4hat
a7ent w1: i donxt .no4
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                                             4e are missin7 three shado4s
                                                        4e do not .no4 4hich 

                 system: loss recorded
                          Luantity: 2

                                             the fence line shifted 4est
                                                        not the fence postsW
                                                        the 7round 

                 system: boundary unstable

                                             somethin7 in the house is glin7 reports about us
                                                        hand4ritin7 is calm and reasonable
                                                        4e are not meetin7 ePpectations

                 system: complaint ac.no4led7ed
                          retain copies

                                             the cree. no lon7er .eeps to a sin7le course
                                                        it pauses
                                                        continues in s4eepin7 loops

                 system: endpoint not gPed

a7ent w1: you still 7ettin7 repeats
a7ent k’: yeahS di@erent locations sometimes
a7ent w1: learnin7 the routes

                 system: environmental intent detected
                          i am learnin7

a7ent w1: stop sayin7 that
a7ent k’: it 4onxt
a7ent w1: should 4e stop it
a7ent k’: 4e canxt

                                             the geld has 7ro4n closer
                                                        it is not crossin7 the fence
                                                        it is 4aitin7
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                 system: no further instruction available
                          escalation not possible
                          previous 7uidance may not apply

                                             the missin7 shado4s returned
                                                        there are more than before  

                 system: recalculatin7

                                             the house su77ests small chan7es
                                                        4here to rest
                                                        4hat to move  

                 system: preparation behavior noted

                                             no4 itxs loc.ed the doors from the inside
                                                        4e are upset
                                                        but not convinced it is 4ron7

                 system: tria7e suspected

                                             you ans4ered before 4e submitted the Luery
                                                        advice 4as correct 

                 system: seLuence unreliable

a7ent w1: 4e cannot do that
a7ent k’: 4e are doin7 that

                 system: Lueue ePceeds lan7ua7e
                          reroute throu7h available channels

a7ent w1: 4hat channels
a7ent k’: 4e are the channels
a7ent w1: 4e al4ays 4ere

                                             there is a delay bet4een spea.in7
                                                        and bein7 heard
                                                        4e perform simple tests

                                             hello
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                                                        hello arrives later
                                                        already used
                                                        response arrives before the prompt

                 system: latency 4ithin acceptable ran7e

a7ent w1: it too. lon7er that time
a7ent k’: nope 

                                             the 4ind gnally 7ot it ri7ht
                                                        it said: you can leave
                                                        others have already left
                                                        or somethin7 4earin7 them has  

                 system: sentence 0a77ed
                          humor detected

                                             rain barrel glled 4ith ocean
                                                        my dau7hter dran. before 4e could stop her
                                                        she spit it out
                                                        she still tastes tomorro4

                 system: future appearin7 in inappropriate containers

a7ent w1: it .no4s before 4e do
a7ent k’: close the tic.et
a7ent w1: it .no4s before it even .no4s it .no4s
a7ent k’: stop

                                             my son gnished all the maps
                                                        on to 0oor plans no4
                                                        houses 4e never lived in
                                                        4e are inside them
                                                        doin7 Luiet thin7s

                 system: depart

a7ent w1: thatxs not protocol
a7ent k’: it is no4

                                             4e leave at grst li7ht
                                                        nothin7 4ill follo4
                                                        this is 4hat 4e have been told
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                 system: remain 4here 4alls are most interior
                          outcome: favorable
                          congdence: unveriged

                                             should 4e 7ive than.s

                 system: yes
                          please hold
                          please hold
                          please

Deahna Fumarol is a Cacigc Forth4est-based poet and artistS Bhen not ma.in73 she 4or.s as a 

le7al assistant and homeschools her t4o childrenS Uer 4or. ePplores the intersections of rural life and 

landscape3 misreadin73 form and refusal3 and the bodyxs unruly 4ays of .no4in7S









T he clinic does not advertise. It does not need to.  

You wnd it the yag all necessarg thinfs are :oundm throufh soxeone xore 
ekhausted than gou.

The door is unxar,ed. InsideA the air is dix and refulated. — so:t hux-ventip
lation or sedation-threads throufh the sNace. Jo receNtionist. Jo :orxs. bust 
a yoxan ’ehind a flass NartitionA yatchinf as i: gou“ve alreadg ’een ekNected.

”You“re here to sleeNAq she sags.

It is not a juestion.

You nod. Your Oay aches :rox holdinf itsel: tifht throufh too xang dags. Fr 
yee,s. Tixe has thinned into soxethinf adxinistrative-xeasured in outNutA 
not hours. The citg“s Nulse sits in gour teeth-a hifhp:rejuencg OitterA li,e 
’itinf doyn on a live yire.

”?irst tixeSq

”Yes.q

Phe studies gouA then slides a thin ’and across the counter. Jeutral. —nongp
xous.

”Hut it on gour yrist. It yill depsgnc the carrier sifnal.q

”I can sleeN at hoxeAq gou sag. The Nhrase :eels rehearsed.

Phe sxilesA not un,indlg. ”Jo. Roxe is yhere the sifnal is stronfest. You 
aren“t here to rest. You“re here to droN out.q

You don“t arfue.

The roox is sxaller than ekNected. Jo ’ed-Oust a reclininf sur:ace contoured 
to the ’odg. The yalls are xatteA a’sor’inf lifht.
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You lie doyn. The ’and tifhtensA refisterinf NulseA texNeratureA the Oaffed 
rhgthx o: gour nervous sgstex trginf to ,eeN Nace yith a yorld too :ast :or 
’iolofg.

— neutral voice wlls the sNace.

”EMC induction yill ’efin shortlg. Hlease release voluntarg control.q

You alxost laufh. zoluntarg control has ’een the onlg dexand :or gears. FNtip
xi;e. Hroduce. Caintain.

Eelease is not a s,ill gou rexex’er.

The lifhts dix. Your ’reathinf :eels too loud. You trg to sloy itD the e&ort 
sharNens gour ayareness instead.

”Hlease release voluntarg control.q

The ’and yarxs. — loy vi’ration ’efins-steadgA Nrecise. It doesn“t Oust relak 
gouD it cancels the Oitter in gour ’ones. — silence :orxs so coxNlete it :eels li,e 
yeifhtlessness.

You :eel the xoxent it haNNens.

Jot sleeN.

1isconnection.

1reaxinf is ixxediate.

Fne xoxent the rooxD the nektA a corridor stretchinf ’egond visi’ilitg.

1oors line the yalls. Identical. Plifhtlg aOar.

You ,noy gou are not alone.

?ifures xove at the edfe o: NerceNtion-a’sences fiven direction. Theg Nass 
yithout touchinf the doorsA xovinf yith a frace that suffests theg no lonfer 
wfht the current.

You oNen the nearest door.

Your ,itchen. Corninf lifht. — cuN le:t unwnished. Kut the lifht 5ic,ers at a 
raNidA :axiliar :rejuencg-the Nulse in gour teeth. — looN. — sixulation o: livinf.
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You close the door. The :rejuencg stoNs.

?urther doynm another door.

—n oGce. Eoys o: NeoNle at terxinalsA :aces lit ’lue. ?infers xove continuouslg. 
The air :eels thin.

Fn the :ar yallm

H—2M?·BJMPP IP H—ETIUIH—TIFJ.  

H—ETIUIH—TIFJ IP HFHME.

You understandm gour ekhaustion isn“t gours. It“s harvested.

The corridor shi:ts. 1oors xultiNlg. Hressure ’uilds-not NhgsicalA ’ut in:orxap
tional.

You are inside the oNeratinf lager o: the citg.

”1o gou see the architectureSq a voice as,s.

You turn.

Poxeone stands ’eside gou. Jot a’sence. Jot solid. Their edfes ’lur.

”Hhat is thisSq

”The ’ac,pchannelAq theg sag. ”The sNace ’etyeen Nulses. Hhere ye store yhat 
the sifnal can“t use.q

”Hhg ax I hereSq

”Kecause gou stoNNed. Fnce gou stoNA the sifnal loses its friN. You ’ecoxe a dead 
sNot. — ’lind alleg.q

Theg loo, throufh gouA alifninf soxethinf unseen.

”He need xore dead sNots.q

Theg touch gour yrist. Uold data 5oods in-not yordsA ’ut feoxetrg. — xaN o: 
faNs. Haths throufh the citg unseen ’g the netyor,.

You ya,e.

The roox returns in :rafxents-the xatte yallsA the hux.
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Your ’odg :eels di&erent. Jot rested.

Eecali’rated.

The ’and loosens.

”EMC cgcle coxNlete. 1epsgnc success:ul.q

You sit uN. The yorld :eels 5atA li,e a stafe seen :rox ’ehind.

You notice gour hands.

Poxethinf shixxers across gour s,in-an iridescent latticeA visi’le onlg at certain 
anfles.

The xaN.

The door oNens.

The yoxan stands thereA yatchinf gour egesA not gour hands.

”It too,Aq she sags.

”Hhat did gou do to xeSq

”He fave gou ’ac, gour silenceAq she sags. ”Cost NeoNle can“t carrg it :or lonf.q

Phe festures to the ekit.

”The sifnal yill trg to wnd gou afain. It yill trg to wll the hole.q

”—nd i: I don“t let itSq

Phe sxiles. ?or a xoxentA the saxe lattice 5ic,ers in her eges.

”Then gou“ll ’e ’ac,. Fnce gou see the faNsA gou can“t unpsee the cafe.q

FutsideA the air :eels sharNer.

HeoNle xove yith Nracticed urfencg. Pcreens 5ic,er on everg sur:ace. Jotiwcap
tions Nulse li,e a second heart’eat.

You loo, at gour hands.

The lattice is fone. Kut gou :eel it-a coolA juiet yeifht ’eneath the s,in.
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You Nass a store:ront. Your re5ection lafsA Oust slifhtlg.

?or a :raction o: a secondA it doesn“t :olloy.

It loo,s elseyhere.

1oyn a corridor that isn“t there. Into a faN the citg hasn“t xaNNed.

You don“t ’lin,. You don“t hurrg.

·nder the noiseA soxethinf steadg rexains.

The xaN.

The sifnal Nasses throufh gou-  

and :ails to refister.

Tamara-Lee Brereton-Karabetsos yrites a’out the yag NeoNle actuallg ekNerience yor,-hoy ye 

thin,A resNondA and trg to connect inside sgstexs that don“t alyags account :or that. Rer :ocus sits at 

the intersection o: neuroscienceA ’ehaviorA and the realitg o: xodernA difital yor,A yith a Narticular 

interest in ’elonfinf and yhat xa,es NeoNle :unction yell over tixe.



Sunday brunch a reason
set alarm to waken in dark
but spill around the curtain
jolts the heart in rapid beat
before the waking sound

the automatic clocks slide back
– others yet to change by hand
in mutters and  utters of manuals –-
as if the sun had changed its course
we jetvlagged bed trazellers
time xone challenged
unable to appreciate
blessings of e’tra hourPs sleep

we think it is a tyranny
this changing of the clocks
circadian stutter
from migration to urban world
backvmind longing for rural life
that rises for the lowing cow
the crow of sunvstruck cock
as if naturePs clock were better

a manvmade slicing of the world
transformed us to apocalyptic horses
who rise as creatures of the dark
daylit hours harnessed
drizen for working courses
through sunPs decline and rest
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daylight will always slip
in two minute steps
towards a solstice-
and a turn

when shall we learn
we cannot clock the measure of a life
as if incremental units earned
our yearning for its feast 



P inda sprouted kaleidoscopic wings, rainbowing sunrays to bathe those be-
low in violet, emerald, vermilion as she soared; Hasp’s muscles twined dense 

as cordwood, toting a lost cow home on one shoulder while hoisting Nve laughing 
children on the other; xof’s Eeet —itted like dragon—ies as she darted through the 
entire Irewood between eyeblinks; and me, well.all W did was talkO

W’d spoken, oE course, beEore my sifteenth nameyear, when our people’s giEts 
maniEest in their brillianceO Tings, strength, speed, Nre, and one stupid girl whose 
tongue babbled ceaselessly day and night, until my parents groaned and covered 
their ears, until my Eriends —ed at my approach, until on the third unbearably 
verbose day,  rna the Seller summoned meOz

W trudged up the hill above the village, muttering, sweatdrenched, as Pinda twirled 
above, gloriousO W stepped into the cave, sat at  rna’s Nre, still speakingOz

qhe waited, gray-haired, stoopedO W kept speakingOz

qhe held a Nnger to her lipsO W kept speakingOz

qhe shuAed over and, between words, li“ard-”uick, popped something cool and 
smooth into my mouthO Y stoneO MHold it,F she saidO

MW am aging like ash oaks in a droughtO W cannot be Seller EoreverO Cou will carry 
our storiesOF

&y eyes rimmed with gratitudeO &y tongue, its insu1erable rambling, was a giEtO 
W spat the stone out to thank herO qhe motioned me to put it back inO

MCou begin, as W did, babbling —oodwaters that damage more than nourishO So 
speak for our people, of our people, you must learn the qilencesOF

qhe touched my lips, the stone behind them, my tongue an untamed beast be-
neathO MShis is the 5irst qilence.the silence oE speakingO Cou cannot hear tales oE 
truth iE your own words never ceaseO She stone stays, efcept Eor mealtimes, until 
you learnOFz
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W gestured how longO

qhe smiledO MW took two monthsO Perhaps you’ll be ”uickerOF

W mouthed the stone Eor a yearO Thile we did our daily tasks, she told me the 
stories oE our people, the legends that Eerried truth.who we had been, were, 
and would beO Yt our weekly Bemembering, W sat beside her at the altar as 
she recounted those tales Eor the villageOz

&ealtimes, she tolerated my mumbling.torrential  at Nrst,  slowing to a 
trickle to, at last, one evening, silenceO qhe picked up the stone, said, MWt’s 
su1ered enough, don’t you thinkK Sime Eor it to rest, and you as wellOF Te 
slept around the Nre, my tongue unweighted, at easeOz

Yt dawn, she said, MShis is the Ureater qilence.the silence oE hearingO Cou 
cannot learn tales oE truth iE you grasp at every trivialityOF qhe took a lump 
oE beeswaf, warmed it between her hands, and molded plugs into my earsOz

5or NEteen months W lived as such, replaying our tales in my mind as she 
pantomimed alongside meOz

Shese were the years when ·akun rose to 5irst IlderO He visited us occasion-
ally with his guards, entering with an oily smile, gesticulating around the Nre, 
leaving with a scowl as  rna shook her head, lips pinchedO Wt was clear he had 
never learned a single silenceOz

 ne evening, when my attempts at lipreading gossip in the market and my 
craning at every shiny sight ceased,  rna unplugged my earsO She crackling 
oE the Nre was almost too much to bearO  qhe whispered that W would be 
less sensitive by morning, but to remember how easily one bends to the 
world’s cacophonyO W whisper-asked about ·akun’s most recent visit, about 
the increase in guards in the marketplaceO qhe Erowned and said, M&ore 
cacophonyO xow rest.tomorrow is the Nnal lessonOFz

xeft morning, she said, MShis is the xever qilence.the silence oE thoughtO 
Cou cannot learn tales oE truth iE you sew —esh to the phantoms oE your 
mindOF

MThy is it called xev.F

MLecause they will never be silentO Cou learn to let them goO Cou don’t build 
a Nre Eor them to gather aroundOF
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Shis time, there was no stone or waf.Eust me, sitting alone Eor weeks in the cave’s 
darkness, or beneath hilltop stars, watching my thoughts carry stones to build 
castles, as W reEused to spread mortar to set them in placeOz

·akun visited dailyO W overheard his demands to  rna, how certain tales should be 
changedO She qtone TellO She Yugur’s ·aughterO Lright Tood, ·ark &eadowO 
He said with a Eew adEustments, our people would understand the need Eor more 
guards, Eor efpeditions to bring more land under the Ilders’ control, would 
embrace our special destinyO Y small tweak to the past could ensure our EutureOz

Wn the cave’s depths, W Eailed to let anfious thoughts go as his voice roseO  rna 
reEused him a Nnal timeO W heard her raspy laugh as the kniEe slid between her ribsOz

·akun called into darkness, MShe Bemembering tomorrow is yoursOFz

W spent the night in hilltop vigil with  rna’s pyre, smoke rising to the stars, my 
thoughts passing with it, as W let them go, as much as anyone ever canOz

xeft morning, at the Seller’s altar, W spoke gently into gossip and EearOz

Te have many, many storiesO 5avorites we retell weekly, others seasonally, others 
only in needEul momentsO ·akun had never respected our deepest reservesOz

W spoke The World’s Bent BowO W spoke Grandfather DeathO W spoke Our Own 
ShadowsO

W spoke Eor us, oE us, Erom silenceO  E our giEts, unearnedO  ur Eailings, maniEoldO 
 ur leaders, servantsOz

·akun, oE course, didn’t vanish or die that moment by lightning or righteous 
mob, but his slow decline had begunO Wt took longer, and hurt more, than W 
wished, but everything oE worth doesOz

·akun, with grasping mind, with needy spirit, had misunderstood the Seller’s 
storiesO He believed we spoke magic; we only spoke truthO Te spoke the right 
words, at the right time, passed person-to-person each day, as we slowly became 
who our stories called us to beO Shat was enoughO Wt had always been enoughOz

Daniel Roop is a member oE the HTY and q5PYO His speculative work has appearedFis Eorthcoming 

in publications including Apex Magazine, The Deadlands, Pseudopod, Cast of Wonders, Flash Fiction 

Online, and othersO He is a seventh generation Iast Sennessean, and his Eavorite superhero is jitty 

PrydeO



-- the title is from a hymn by Leonard Bacon

The god they trusted guards their graves
high on a clib awove the .avesI

qn his muiet nafe they ,ought in vain
wut wy a greater god .ere slainI

The godsk liAe usk are not as onek
the Aind and lo. wy fight undoneI

p sfall god .ee;sk his heart ,ull soreG
salt ,alls on salt a,ter the .arI

 ull and curle. ;ause in their round
and rest their .ings on sacred groundI

The god they trusted guards their graves
high on a clib awove the .avesI



A bove New Ouroboros, the sky glowed like a sick screen - splotched purple, 
twitching with neon signs drilled straight into tired eyes. By 2142, sleeping 

counted as wasteful, something only those who could aTord stillness ever did. 
Eied to a rhythm engine, jlias fed time eighteen on end, each pulse siphoned oT 
to 'uice the cityUs topmost ring. zp there, bodies long shed, minds buDDed in loops 
without pause or fatigue, always online, never oxine. "own below, though, Mesh 
remembered its limits, counting seconds like breaths running short. j’istence 
means keeping up with speed. Blinking too long counted as damage to the system 
- anything past a twenty-minute pause called a YNano-NapY raised alarms.

Pidnight grit clung under jliasSs eyes, leftover from days of pumping synthetic 
energy. Noise from the streets chewed at his focus until nothing held sharp 
anymore. Ehe desk in front of him gleamed cold, all silver angles waiting for 
another burst of desperate typing. 7et - there she sat. Werched atop an old metal 
grate, smack in the rush of bodies through Hector ?. Chile everyone rushed, 
she simply stayed. Ier eyes stayed closed. Not once did she glance at the device 
strapped to her arm. Chile others 'erked like machines set on fast repeat, she 
lay Mat, unmoving. Weople clustered nearby, pausing 'ust out of reach - cautious, 
as though still air could ignite. Potion ruled everything. Eo stop& Ehat hurts 
the mind. Between shoulders and whispers, jlias moved forward. A thin blanket 
draped over her, handwoven from real wool - something rare now, from times 
before. 5losed shut, her eyes stayed still beneath pale lids. jach breath came like 
clockwork, with long pauses between them, unnervingly steady.

YHheSs broken her sync,Y whispered a bystander, his eyes darting nervously toward 
the overhead surveillance drones. YEhe jnforcers will be here in minutes. HheSs 
wasting "aylight 5redits.Y

Htill standing there, jlias stayed put. A weird kind of force tugged at him instead. 
Not only her presence but the stillness around her held him. Ehat hush worked 
like a mute button on the loud hum of air 0lters nearby. Ie sat down beside 
her. Y7ouSll lose your standing,Y jlias whispered, though he wasnUt sure if he was 
warning her or himself. Ehe woman didnUt open her eyes, but a small, tired smile 
touched her lips. Y3Sve already lost it, jlias. And after losing it, 3 found the Moor. 
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"o you know how long itSs been since you felt the Moor without trying to run 
across it&Y

YIow do you know my name&Y

Y3 donUt. But everyone here has the same nameV “uel.Y Hhe reached out a hand, 
eyes still shut, and touched his wrist - right over the glowing green ”j" of 
his Wroductivity Eracker. YEhe machine doesnUt 'ust want your labor. 3t wants 
your dreams. Because if you dream, you might remember that this world is a 
nightmare. Gest is the only way out.Y

A sharp noise cut through the air - uneven, grating, built to 'olt nerves near and 
far. "own came the jnforcers, strapped into boots that de0ed fall, hoods hiding 
every feature behind darkened shields. A voice cracked open the silenceV 5itiDen 
?R-Alpha spoke loudly. Accused of breaking the qitality law. Cork has stopped. 
Output is nothing now. Pove again - or reset.

Htillness held her. A sharp kind of knowing cut through jlias. Iis gaDe shifted 
- to the jnforcer, then across the crowd, where laborers stood froDen mid-step, 
skin drawn tight beneath stuttering light. No struggle came. Hilence stayed locked 
in his throat. 3nstead, he tilted backward, meeting the hum of the ventUs steel. 
Eension left his arms, slow, like smoke. A sharp tug broke the connection at the 
back of his head - the thin metal thread pulling data into his mind went silent. 
jverything around him softened, edges smearing like wet paint. “rom behind, a 
0gure moved closer, rod humming with 'agged bolts of light. Cords came slowly, 
heavyV K7ou wonSt get another chance.·

A slow breath came from jlias as he looked at the woman. Only then did her 
eyelids lift. 9one were the red, wild stares common among Hector hands. 3nstead, 
pools of Juiet darkness met the dim light - still as ancient as the sky before cities 
rose. Ier voice slipped through the silenceV KEogether.· Iis lashes dropped. Ehat 
closing wasnSt a refusal - it was giving in to how heavy life felt. Ehe darkness 
beneath his lids turned into something strong, like walls slowly rising. "arkness 
became shelter because staying open meant carrying more.

A tremor at 0rst. One glance toward jlias made the tech wince - her spine 
mirrored his hunched shape. "own she went. Ne’t, luggage clattered when the 
messenger lost grip. Cithout warning, a street cleaner bot settled onto the road 
like it was tired, sound softening into idle whir. Ehe oHcer lifted his stick. Only 
his limb refused, weighted as if bone had turned to wet sand. Ehe fabric on his 
body drew strength from the network he meant to guard - fed by the rushing 
pulse of everyone around. Chen folks stood still, brightness started fading.
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”ights above sputtered out, one by one. Iolographic slogans fade like breath on 
glass. Hunset - real, un0ltered - painted Hector ? in hues long forgotten. No eyes 
had turned skyward in decades. Htillness settled, thick and unfamiliar. 3nside it, 
jlias noticed a rhythm beneath his skin. "onUt panic. Not urgency. Lust Mow, deep 
and even. "rifting came easy when the world went Juiet. Not moving meant 
they could not pro0t, though ten thousand stood still. Cithout worryUs spark, 
the machines slowed - starved by calm. A rug holds him now, not gears. Breathing 
replaced labor. jmpires cracked under silence, not shouts. No chants rose. No 
tools were raised. Ehat moment held nothing but the soft rebellion of a skull 
meeting cotton. Chen streetlights blinked out, sleep claimed jlias - slow, sure, 
complete.

Martin Willis delves into the psychological depths of horror, crafting narratives that e’plore dread, 

the uncanny, and the insidious nature of inherited secrets. Cith a focus on rich character development 

and atmospheric tension, he seeks to unearth the unsettling truths lurking beneath seemingly ordinary 

lives. Cillis is drawn to stories where the line between rationality and the supernatural blurs, leaving a 

lasting, chilling impression.



I look at the others—
red-eyed,
shadows of the humans they were.

They move like the walking dead.

Sleep is rationed now,
a luxury we’re taught to forget.

They give us pills for psychosis
so we don’t need it—

so we can keep working
until we don’t.

I steal sleep when I can—
the crime of closing my eyes.

And when I do, he comes.

Dreams arrive like contraband,
his eyes—green, #ashing—
something alive in the dark.

I wake before they take it.

I always wake before they take it.



T hey own everything except the falling. That is what I call it—the falling. The 
twenty minutes before sleep takes you fully, when your thoughts unspool 

and your body gets heavy and your mind starts making things that don't belong 
to the waking world. They call it Hypnagogic Drift. In the productivity charts 
it shows up as a :at red lineS 'unoptimised neural time, unavoidable, durationS 
variable.' They cannot get inside it.

I have read the research papers. The electrode arrays they thread through our 
MleepResh implants during mandatory rest cycles can monitor E-R, can optiB
mise deepBsleep architecture, and can nudge us toward the cognitive restoration 
patterns that maximise morning output scores. They can see the surface of our 
dreaming.

Wut the falling—that brief, chaotic borderland between waking and sleep—is too 
fast and too strange. The signals are noise. They have tried to solve it for eleven 
years, and they cannot. The brain in those twenty minutes is doing something 
that looks, to their instruments, like a malfunction. I know what it actually looks 
like. It looks like freedom.

Ry name in the system is 7orker PBMaqronBDelta. Ry name in my own mind 
is 2riya, my grandmother's name and which I have never said aloud to anyone 
because names are aqective data, and aqective data are monetised, and I am not 
giving them that too. I work the early shift in a packaging facility in what used 
to be called Detroit. Ry output scores are ade1uate. I eat the nutrition that is 
delivered, and I exercise the re1uired forty minutes, and I attend the mandatory 
social cohesion sessions where we sit in circles and share approved feelings, and 
at 30SAj I lie down in my sleep pod, and the MleepResh begins its optimisation 
cycle. Wut CrstS the falling.

I have been building something there for three years. It began as a habit, then a 
practice, then the most important thing in my life. In those twenty minutes while 
my output score :atlines and the monitoring systems register nothing but noise, I 
build. I started small. & room. & window in the room with actual weather outside 
it, not the approved weather pro5ections we see in the facility screens but weather 
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that does what it wants—storms that arrive without warning, heat that is simply 
hot without a purpose, and rain that falls because rain falls and has no output 
score.

I gave the window curtains. Lellow curtains, the colour of my grandmother's 
kitchen that I have not seen since I was six years old and which exists now only 
in this place that no instrument can read. Then I built a door. Then outside the 
door, a street. Then other doors on the street and other people behind them, and I 
could not control what those people did because they arose from the same chaotic 
borderland that I did, from the part of me that the optimisation protocols cannot 
reach.

They surprised me. They always surprise me. –ne of them started a garden. I 
watched a woman with my grandmother's hands turn unmonitored soil that I 
had dreamt into existence and plant things in it, and I understood that the things 
she planted would grow and I would not know what they were until they grew. 
This is something I had forgotten was possibleS not knowing. Weing surprised by 
yourself.

They have a name for people like me. Got oUcially—oUcially we are producB
tivity anomalies, workers whose MleepResh data shows irregular drift durations, 
who linger in the threshold longer than the optimisation model predicts. They 
have been studying our Cles. There are, apparently, many of us. ·ast week they 
announced a new protocolS Drift 4ompression. & pharmaceutical supplement 
is added to the evening nutrition that will, they say, 'streamline the transition 
from waking to optimised rest and reduce preBsleep neural drift to under three 
minutes.'

Three minutes. I have done the math on three minutes. Lou can build almost 
nothing in three minutes. Lou can begin a room and not reach the window. Lou 
can remember the word for 'curtains' and not Cnd the colour.

The supplement begins in four days. I know this the way I know everything 
nowFfrom the falling, from the woman with my grandmother's hands who told 
me in a voice that sounded like rain that doesn't need a reason. Mhe comes every 
night now. 7e have been talking.

Mhe says, 'Don't Cght it from the outside.' Mhe says, '?o further in. They compress 
the threshold, but they cannot compress the dream.' The dream is not a place. The 
dream is what you are when no one is measuring. I don't know if she is wisdom 
or psychosis or both. I don't know if what I'm doing is resistance or 5ust survival 
or if there is a diqerence.
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I know that I have four nights left of twenty minutes each, and I intend to use 
all of them, and I intend to build something so deep in that borderland between 
waking and sleep that no protocol can reach it, something I will carry back into 
my optimised body like a seed under my tongue, like my grandmother's name, 
like yellow curtains moving in weather that still belongs to itself. Tomorrow I eat 
the nutrition. Tonight I fall.

4hiamaka Riracle &nyanwu, writing under the pen name Beauty Amy is a graduate of -conomics 

from the @niversity of @yo and currently reside in ·agos, Gigeria. Mhe hails from Imo Mtate, Gigeria. 

Mhe is a Breelancer and 7riter. Mhe is a cheerful observer of life, drawn to stories that linger in memory, 

explore human emotion, and illuminate the subtle beauty of ordinary moments.



The sky was not falling,
Still, something gave way.
Not thunder— just a kind of quiet that 
settled in the ribs and refused to leave.

Voices that once carried now arrive in 
fragments,  through  cracked  windows, 
half-closed doors.
Even the streets seem unsure what to do 
with sound.

We  drank  from  empty  cups,  called  it 
enough.
Ate what was left of promises, ash still 
warm on the tongue.
Hope— we said the word carefully, as if it 
might break.

They told us to be patient.
To bow our heads, to take the dust gently.
So we grew still instead.
Not the stillness of surrender— some-
thing quieter than that, harder to name.

Grief stacked itself stone on stone until 
even breathing felt borrowed.
So we stopped, if only for a moment, and 
let the weight sit where it was.

The news did not stop shouting.
Names slipped into numbers, numbers 
into nothing.
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We learned new ways to mourn—
through fabric, through glass, through the 
space between bodies.

Everything slowed.
Or maybe we did.
Either way, the silence changed shape.

A child traced tomorrow in ash on a wall.
Not neatly— just enough to say it might 
still come.

Morning kept arriving, though it looked 
tired.
A woman lit her lantern.
A man pressed a seed into the ground as if 
time would wait for it.

Even there, among the broken edges,
something answered.
Small. Green. Uncertain, but alive.

We are not untouched.
We bend. We burn and we learn the weight 
of stopping—
how sometimes it is the only thing that 
keeps us here.

And slowly,
without announcement, we begin again
when the walls cave in.



Please, step right this way. Sign the guest book. Make a donation if you 
like—entirely optional. You can always revisit on your way out. Think about 
it.

Welcome to the Museum. That’s right, just “the Museum,” no adjectives. As 
if something’s missing. Not that something is missing—just that it feels that 
way.  It’s because… well, you’ll see. Give it a second.

The Museum is a collection of pieces of art where something’s been left out. 
You know what I’m talking about,  right? Where there’s  a pause,  a rest, 
something that’s not art, but surrounded by other art.

Over here,  to your left,  is  the Jrst proper gallery.   Slip on a pair of our 
headphones and enjoy Cohn -age’s 4’33”.  You know this one, right? The 
piece where it’s just four minutes and thirtyRthree seconds of a musician, or 
anyone, resting, i.e., not performing? What you hear in that time—the dog 
barking, a car alarm going o(, your neighbor’s stereo—that’s the piece. 

It’s not the Jrst time someone did something like this, but it’s foundational. 
Other artists picked this up—here, listen to Sly Stone’s song, “There’s a 
:iot Goin’ On,” o( the album There’s a Riot Goin’ On ztotal running time) 
Kero minutes, Kero secondsD and check out Yves Elein’s Zone de Sensibilité 
Picturale Immatérielle zliterally empty spaceD. :ead Have Bggers’s short story 
“There Are Some Things xe Should Eeep to ximself” zliterally blank pagesD. 
They’re all nothing. qut they’re also something.

Take your time. Give it a second. There’s no rush.

Now please step this way to the ne!t gallery. xere you’ll Jnd, perfectly preserved, 
a stack of blank papers, yellowed with age, and a Vuill pen. These are the papers on 
which Shakespeare would have written Hamlet. You’ll recall that once time travel 
was invented there was a mania for going back in time and stopping major works 
of art from ever happening. No one killed Shakespeare, of course· Someone just 
went back, caught up with him the day he was supposed to start working on his 
new project about a Hanish prince, and said, Hey remember Ben Jonson? He has 
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essentially the same idea. Don’t bother. Better check in on your grocery business, 
or whatever your day job is.

Of course this didn’t erase the play from history. Actors, scholars, and weirdo 
autodidacts still knew the play by heartë time travel, after all, doesn’t erase 
memory.  They worked together and wrote it all down again, and voilà) you 
can go to any library today and check out a copy e!actly as it was before  
Shakespeare zneverD wrote it. So nothing was really lost. In fact, you could 
argue something’s gained, since we can now look at this stack of paper and 
think, That would have been xamlet· Or even, That could have been another 
Shakespeare play, one that never even existed, maybe one that’s even better than 
xamlet·

Give it a second. Think about it. 

xere. -ome with me to the ne!t gallery. xere’s the une!posed Jlm that never 
was Citizen Kane. xere’s the blank fourRtrack tape that never was the :olling 
Stones& Exile on Main St. 4ike Hamlet, these works still e!ist in our present 
day—every Jlm student knows what :osebud is, every aspiring rock guitarist 
can play “:ocks O(”— but as meticulous recreations.

Bventually time travelers started deleting and recreating more obscure works 
from history. These couldn’t be recreated e!actly as they had been because 
no one really knew them by heart, but maybe that made the revisions better? 
qy all reports the original Tenant of Wildfell Hall was not e!actly topRshelf 
qront2, but the recreation has been a massive bestseller which you can Jnd 
in an attractive end cap at any qarnes 1 Noble. xere at the Museum, you’ll 
Jnd the blank pages Anne set aside one morning in favor of another trip to 
the Vuarry zas well as, of course, the stunning agate she brought backD. 

This way—there’s just one more gallery to go. Stay with me. It’s easy to get 
lost here among the blank pages and canvases that have piled up since this 
craKe started back in… when did it start again? It doesn’t matter… qecause 
it never happened· xere’s a pile of diodes, lumonium cables, masadorian 
circuits.  These would have been the time travel machine, if  it  had been 
invented in the Jrst place. Bventually people got tired of all this erasing and 
recreating. So here was the ultimate step) Go back and delete the deleter 
itself. So someone went back to the lab in Pasadena in the 50st century where 
scientists were on the brink of Jguring out how to move around the fourth 
dimension. Told those scientists to grab a piKKa, watch A5;’s new adaptation 
of Tenant of Wildfell Hall, and not worry about all this time travel nonsense.
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So now here we are. Time travel never e!isted. qut also) Hamlet never e!isted. In 
fact, by most calculations, after all the deleting and revising, most art never e!isted 
in its original form—everything from The Iliad to qeetle qailey to +ncle Slam’s 
incredible 0OO8 crossover thrash 4P When God Dies.

And yet…

If we’ve created and deleted and revised in a seemingly endless loop, and the 
mechanism for this is now gone, what is all this stuff? Is there some future 
discovery coming, some bigger or more powerful time travel machine already at 
work in our time? Or something already revisiting the past, working away as we 
speak, revising the revisions?

-ould every bit of nothing around you—everything that’s not something—have 
been something else once, but it’s been deleted and was never recreated?

-ould the Museum itself have been something else?

-ould you have been someone else?

Think about it.

Give it a second. 

Charlie Sweitzer is an BmmyRnominated TL producer. xis credits include The Mighty Nein zAmaR

KonD, Jentry Chau vs. the Underworld zNetPi!D, and Pantheon zAM-QD. xe lives in Oak Park, I4 and 

enjoys strong co(ee, old books, and loud music.



Nothing to do but to wait.

The alien invaders came.
They saw.
They conquered.

They stripped our home of resources,
claiming our earth as their own,
asserting their supreme dominance,
destroying all we've known and loved.

We managed to Mee,
and now we are heading o;
towards some distant planet
we've heard will o;er refuge.

zany assume resistance is
Bghting back, winning at all costs#
they treat it like a sprint, fast and fren$ied,
when in reality it's a marathon.

%ut we cannot a;ord to forget
we have to conserve our energy.
We're in it for the long haul.
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is a Lranh "aster oy twe Science Miction & Mantas. (oetr. Wssociation anh ,inner 
oy twe WnIaG Ceahers’ W,arhf Wsimov’s Ceahers’ W,arhf H,ary Stars W,arhf 
Jlgin W,arhf Cw.sling W,arhf anh Otopia W,arhb Wn illustrateh ehition oy wer 
epic yantas.IThe Sign of the DragonI,as puGlisweh in xDxVb keGsite4Imar.soon-
leebcomb 

The Meat-Clock Sabotage · Martin Willis
"artin killis helves into twe ps.cwological heptws oy worrorf crayting narratives 
twat eAplore hreahf twe uncann.f anh twe insihious nature oy inweriteh secretsb 
kitw a yocus on ricw cwaracter hevelopment anh atmospweric tensionf we seeFs 
to uneartw twe unsettling trutws lurFing Geneatw seemingl. orhinar. livesb killis 
is hra,n to stories ,were twe line Get,een rationalit. anh twe supernatural Glursf 
leaving a lastingf cwilling impressionb 

In the Future, Sleep Is Rationed · Gabrielle Munslow
LaGrielle "unslo, is a OY-Gaseh poet anh nurse practitioner ,wose ,orF eA-
plores survivalf ecological grieyf anh twe intersections Get,een wuman liye anh 
twe natural ,orlhb Ber poetr. was appeareh in Eeon 'rigamif ®ristol Eoirf anh 
Twe JFpwrastic Cevie,b Swe is currentl. heveloping several twemeh collectionsf 
incluhing kwat 0 "ahe yrom twe Cuins anh (woeniA-Soulehf ,wile activel. suG-
mitting ,orF to international /ournals anh pridesb Hra,ing on Gotw wer clinical 
practice anh liveh eAperiencef LaGrielle ,rites ,itw a yocus on resiliencef m.twf 
anh twe enhuring Gonh Get,een wumanit. anh twe natural ,orlhb

The Last Twenty Minutes · Beauty Amy
3wiamaFa "iracle Wn.an,uf ,riting unher twe pen name ®eaut. Wm. is a 
grahuate oy Jconomics yrom twe Oniversit. oy O.o anh currentl. resihe in Iagosf 
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Eigeriab Swe wails yrom 0mo Statef Eigeriab Swe is a Mreelancer anh kriterb Swe is a 
cweeryul oGserver oy liyef hra,n to stories twat linger in memor.f eAplore wuman 
emotionf anh illuminate twe suGtle Geaut. oy orhinar. momentsb 

When the Walls Caved In · Amina Abdulsalam Muhammad
Wmina WGhulsalam "uwammahf also Fno,n as Joung Eovelistf is a Eigerian 
,riterf linguistf poetf anh Bausa novelistb Swe is a grahuate oy twe Oniversit. oy 
"aihugurif ,were swe stuhieh Ianguages anh Iinguistics in twe Macult. oy Wrtsb 
Ber ,orF eAplores twemes oy ihentit.f culturef peacef /usticef ,omanwoohf anh 
social cwangeb Twrougw wer ,ritingf swe seeFs to swape perspectivesf inspire wopef 
evoFe heep emotionf anh tell twe stories twat are oyten leyt unwearhb 

Give It a Second · Charlie Sweitzer
3warlie S,eitder is an Jmm.-nominateh T: prohucerb Bis crehits incluhe Twe 
"igwt. Eein )Wmadonqf 5entr. 3wau vsb twe Onher,orlh )EetRiAqf anh (an-
tweon )W"3Kqb Be lives in 'aF (arFf 0I anh en/o.s strong co2eef olh GooFsf anh 
louh musicb 

Nothing to do but to wait · Jennifer Weigel
"ulti-hisciplinar. miAeh mehia conceptual artist 5enniyer keigel lives in Yansasf 
OSWb keigel ,as previousl. a sta2 ,riter yor Baunteh "TI anh is no, involveh 
,itw keirh k.rlhsb Swe serves on twe ®oarh oy Eat 1 (uGliswingb Wutwor oy kitcw 
Ba.delleKs Cecipes yor Hisaster trilog. anh a m.riah oy swort storiesf poemsf art 
hiscoursef anh more hriyting arounh twe 0nter,eGsb /enniyer,eigelartbcom 

April Book Launches · Angela Yuriko Smith
Wngela JuriFo Smitw is a t,o-time ®ram StoFer W,arh-,inning autworf yormer 
presihent oy twe Borror kriters Wssociationf anh puGliswer oy Space & Timeb Ws 
a puGliswing consultant anh coacwf swe welps ,riters Guilh sustainaGle creative 
careers rooteh in artf not arsonf twrougw Authortunities on SuGstacFb



Our Featured Partners

 At the heart of any creative ecosystem is reciprocity, a sustaining exchange be-
tween those who make and those who support. Every story we read, every tool 
we use, every platform that ampliIes our voices exists because someone chose to 
invest in it. Wn this space, we honor that cycle by not only celebrating the work 
of our featured partners, but by inviting our readers to engage with them. ’hen 
we support those who support creators, we strengthen the entire ecosystem to 
ensure that the stories, resources, and opportunities we value continue to exist 
and evolve. 

Wf youTre interested in being featured in an upcoming issue, we invite you to reach 
out. ’eTre especially interested in partnering with creators, educators, publishers, 
and platforms that support the craft and business of writing. Phrough Author-
tunities 4ress, Space & Time reaches a 0,+++D subscriber community of writers, 
readers, and creative professionals. —etails at the end of our partnership section.

Phank you for supporting the work that supports writers.

( Space & Time



The Hudson Review

Founded in 1948, The Hudson Review stands 
as one of the most enduring and respected 
literary quarterlies in the United States, of-
fering a space where literature engages deeply 
with the intellectual and cultural life of its 
time. Independent in spirit and unazliat-
ed with any academic institution, the maga-
vine has long cultixated a distinctixe editorial 
xoice that resists narrow trends in faxor of 
thoughtful, wide-ranging eEploration across 
literature, the arts, and criticism. 

bach issue Wrings together essays, Action, poetry, and rexiews that reCect Woth 
tradition and exolution, creating a dialogue Wetween past and present. Pith a 
legacy that includes puWlishing inCuential writers and contriWuting meaningfully 
to Dmerican literary culture, The Hudson Review continues to serxe as a xital 
platform for serious, reCectixe engagement with the written word. 

jurrently edited Wy ,aula -eitv, it o.ers not /ust content, Wut continuity and a 
reminder that literature remains a lixing conxersation shaped Wy those who read, 
write, and support it. 

Learn more:  hudsonrexiew.com 



Chill Subs

Chill Subs has become an essential launchpad for writers looking for the right 
place to send their work. With a searchable database of literary magazines, con-
tests, calls, and publishing opportunities, the platform helps take some of the 
mystery and a good deal of the stress out of the submission process.

Created with working writers in mind, Chill Subs overs tools to search mar-
kets, track submissions, compare response times, and discoIer new opportunities 
across poetry, xction, nonxction, hybrid work, and more. qt is especially Ialuable 
for writers who want to submit more intentionally, stay organized, and keep going 
eIen when the inboB gets Fuiet.

$eyond the practical tools, Chill Subs brings a welcome sense of humor and 
humanity to a process that can often feel intimidating. qt supports writers while 
also strengthening the connection between publications and the communities 
they serIe. %or anyone sending work into the world, Chill Subs is a reminder that 
submissions do not haIe to feel lonely, chaotic, or impossible to manage.

Learn more: chillsubs.com



SpecPoVerse

SpecPoVerse is a home for poets working at the 
imaginative edges of language, story, and pos-
sibility. Dedicated to speculative poetry, the 
journal brings together voices from dixerent 
countries, languages, and life eFperiences to 
create a multicultural vision of what poetry 
can become.

Mounded by poets Oiguel H. Oitchell and 
Oichael Tessel-Oial, SpecPoVerse welcomes 
poems that eFplore the strange, futuristic, 
mythic, surreal, otherworldly, and transfor-

mative. Bhe journal publishes online issues three times a year and supports poets 
with a clear, writer-friendly submission process, including payment for accepted 
poems and the option to share audio or video readings. 

Ieyond publication, SpecPoVerse feels like an invitation into a larger creative 
universe. %t celebrates speculative poetry not as a narrow genre, but as a meeting 
place for imagination, culture, eFperiment, and lived eFperience. Mor poets who 
write toward the unknown, the impossible, or the not-yet-seen, SpecPoVerse oxers 
a welcoming orbit.

Learn more: specpoverse.org



The Altruist

The Altruist is a monthly newsletter creat-
ed and edited by Naching T. Kassa to cel-
ebrate, support, and connect creators. With 
a generous mix of features, community up-
dates, submission calls, interviews, columns, 
and author achievements, it okers readers a 
lively snapshot of what writers and artists are 
maAing, sharing, and exploring in the Bu-
thortunities community and beyond.

Ruilt around creative community, The Altruist brings together a wide range of 
voices and interests, from self-publishing guidance and speculative commen-
tary to writing craft, ritual, interviews, media notes, and creator spotlights. 
Iecent features include author achievements, submission opportunities, writ-
ing-for-games discussion, gallery interviews, and columns such as The Whole 
Truth, The Raven’s Eye, and Missives From A Black Box. 

Reyond the practical value of updates and opportunities, The Altruist carries 
a spirit of mutual support. :t reminds creators that no one builds a creative 
life alone’ we grow by sharing Anowledge, celebrating one anotherFs wins, and 
staying connected to the wider ecosystem of maAers. 'or writers, artists, and 
creative professionals looAing for encouragement and community, The Altruist 
is a welcoming place to begin. 

 Learn more: thealtruistnewsletter.substacA.com 



Partner With Space & Time

Want to reach writers, readers, and creative professionals in a curated, 
high-trust space?

We invite aligned creators, educators, publishers, and platforms to share books, 
products, and services with our audience in a way that feels intentional, editorially 
polished, and not lost in a sea of ads.

To inquire, email angelayurikosmith@gmail.com with the subject line: S&T 
Partner for June

Please include:

  a short description of your book, product, or service

  a high-resolution image (cover, logo, or product photo)

  the website or landing page you’d like us to feature

All sponsor features are editorially curated and written in-house for tone and 
consistency. Because space is limited, not all submissions will be accepted.
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