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Foreword
PR Pope
The invited contributors to this anthology were presented
with the theme of awakening. Whether this was to be an
awakening into a new experience, environment, or plane
of existence, or merely a character waking in their normal
life, remained unspecified. As long as the story could be
considered Speculative Fiction there was no further
constraint placed on genre or style. In response, we have
in this compilation stories addressing physical awakenings,
natural and supernatural; mental awakenings, self-directed
and assisted; magical awakenings, individual and
collective; even spiritual awakenings, personal and global.
The range of interpretations that the authors have
delivered, is testament not only to their imagination, but
also to the exciting breadth and diversity of Speculative
Fiction.
Here in one volume is a treasure-trove of brand new
stories that explore the diverse flavours that make up a
good speculative menu. A spectrum of tales from hard
science fiction to edgy fantasy to chilling paranormal;
styles from clinically serious to joyfully silly. As you read
through them all, and you must read all of them, you will
be taken on an emotional journey through a galaxy of
sparkling fiction; you will laugh, you will cry; you will
consider timeless truths and contemplate eternal
questions. All of life is within these pages, from birth to
death (and in some cases beyond). Hopefully, you will
also discover that the distinctions between the genres
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encompassed within Speculative Fiction are often
arbitrary and indistinct. Much more significant is what
draws them together so successfully into an über-genre, that,
while appearing to be so utterly modern has its roots in
the earliest extant literature. Speculative Fiction is a
natural home for writers with imaginations that are crying
out to remain unfettered. That is at once both its strength
and weakness. Speculation inherently requires imaginative
scenarios, pushing the boundaries of the everyday world –
the implications of a novel technology or scientific
breakthrough, the opportunities afforded by new worlds
and races as yet unseen, the dangers of planes of existence
previously denied or avoided, the side-effects of
tampering with natural laws. Does it also lead to a
disconnect with reality? Not if the stories recounted here
are any indication. Such a simple theme, one that might at
first appear to be no more than a daily, even mundane,
experience for each one of us, is nevertheless a rich vein
of inspiration for these writers to bring us such a variety
of accounts of life within or without, beyond our ken or
beyond the stars. Yet the potential for deep and insightful
explorations of what it means to be human, to wake into,
or from, a life-changing experience, has also provided
fertile ground for humour among these stories. The
subtle wit of nudging readers’ expectations only to wrongfoot them in the final line; the dark irony of rôle-reversal
in apparently traditional tales; the dead-pan delivery of a
satirical take on modern society; the dry, and very British,
humour of a space pilot having a bad day; the whimsy of a
narrator who won’t play by the rules. Humour in
speculative fiction? Whatever next! But it is surely
continuing a great tradition that reaches right back to what
is widely regarded as the first science fiction story,
Lucian’s True History, a satire on the incredible ‘truths’ that
his 2nd century contemporaries were peddling, which starts
x
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with an exhortation to the reader not to believe a word he
says as he’s made it all up. Thus was science fiction born
out of a joke.
I was invited to contribute to this collection of stories,
and then asked to act as compiling editor. As well as
being quite flattering, such an invitation quickly becomes a
daunting prospect with responsibility for the compilation
as well as some of the content. At first my concentration
was directed to my own contributions. Once they were
written I was keen to see what my fellow contributors
would deliver. As each one arrived I was lucky enough to
get to read it first. I was especially pleased that many of
these authors are previously unpublished, having been
invited after impressing the editorial staff of Elsewhen
Press with their work. Crafting a good short story can be
much more difficult than writing long form narrative;
there are fewer words and less time to develop a character
or set the scene, the reader’s attention must be grabbed
almost immediately as there is no time for waffle or flabby
preamble. In all of the contributions to this book, the
short story format has been used to great effect, in some
cases to lead the reader to an apparently logical
conclusion, only to present a twist in the end that
completely subverts the reader’s assumptions and requires
a re-appraisal of the whole tale. I love to get to the end of
a story and be so surprised that I immediately want to
read it again to look for the clues I must have missed. We
have stories like that here, I hope you enjoy reading them
as much as I did.
Part of my rôle as compiling editor is to introduce the
collection as a whole and explain or justify the choice of
work included. However, I think the best justification for
each of the stories included in this collection is the writing
itself. I find anthology compilers who feel compelled to
provide a summary of each included story (albeit only a
xi
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sentence or so in some cases) are often guilty of ruining
the surprise that is one of the delights of a diverse
collection such as this. To paraphrase a well-known film
character, an anthology is like a box of chocolates – too
much detail in the contents list can stop you tasting at
random and enjoying a pleasurable new experience. So
instead I shall try to explain the compiling rationale, such
as it was. The quality of all the stories made my job as
compiler easy and yet at the same time quite onerous.
Choosing the tales to include was straightforward; the
opportunity to incorporate stories representing a wide
range of the genres that together make up Speculative
Fiction was very welcome and will hopefully entice
readers who are fans of each of those genres, tempting
them to stray into other areas of writing that they may not
have previously considered. However, that has, in turn,
made it more of a challenge to put these tales together in
an order that makes some sort of sense. Apart from the
underlying theme there is a plethora of other ways in
which these different stories share interesting topics and
premises and it is those that I have tried to use to plot a
path through this veritable universe of stories. I resisted
using genre to corral them, indeed I held out against any
identification of genre for each story – some will no doubt
criticise this approach for removing their ability to choose
just the stories they expect to like (using that overly
detailed chocolate box contents list); but I encourage you
yet again, dear reader, to read all of the stories (which is
where my chocolate box analogy falls apart, because even
I wouldn’t keep all the chocolates to myself). Taste away,
praline and gianduja, fantasy and science fiction, you
might find that they aren’t so very different after all!
PR Pope, London
October 2011
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Podcast
Alison Buck
Like all of us, Alison Buck has led many lives.
One as a sensible, hard-working type, employed in financial
systems, graphic design and web site development. Another
as a writer, scribbling away, committing her stories to disc
and eventually publishing several to reasonable acclaim.
Throughout all of them, the mother of two and wife of one.
Skilled at exploring the psychology and interior lives of her
characters, Alison delivers stories that range from chilling
tales of horror through insightful contemporary drama to
thought-provoking science fiction. Her empathy with her
protagonists, her rich descriptive prose and her use of gentle
humour serve to ensure that, whatever the setting, her stories
are always a rewarding read.

1

Light.
I open my eyes.
Must try to stay awake.
I think I’m managing to remain conscious a little longer
every day; the sedative they’re giving me must be wearing
off... It’s a struggle to stay alert, but I have to make the
effort; I have to be ready to grab any chance of escape.
Escape? Who am I kidding? I can’t move. I can barely
breathe. I don’t know if I’ll ever be able to get out of this
pod, let alone get off the ship and back home.
Home.
Home seems so far away and it probably is by now; light
years maybe. I mustn’t let the memory fade. I will get out
of here. I have to keep believing that. But how? How
am I going to get out? They keep me in here, in the pod,
at least while I’m conscious, so I’ve never seen any other
parts of the ship. I’ve never seen any of the crew either
or, if I have, I don’t remember. Sometimes I feel like
they’ve forgotten about me. And maybe that’s a good
thing; I don’t want probes in my brain and shit like that
but, hell, other times I wish they’d just kill me and get it
over with.
Stop that!
Get a grip!
Can’t let myself think like that.
“Reckon it’s the fear that’d kill you,” Martin always used
to say. Yeah, like he knew! “I reckon, if the Greys take
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Worth it
Alexander Skye
Alexander Skye has been obsessed with sci-fi since before he
was born. Since those early experiments with time travel, he
has read and enjoyed every branch of science fiction; from
the most realistic of hard SF, through the most cynical of
cyberpunk and the most Victorian of steampunk, to the most
exuberant of space opera. He’s enjoyed other genres besides,
most especially fantasy, with which he has had a longrunning affair. It began as a child, reading The Chronicles of
Narnia, and The Lord of the Rings, and has never really abated.
His first and greatest love, however, will always be science
fiction.
Having spent so long merely reading and admiring, he
decided that it was finally time to try and tell his own stories
and hopefully you’ll enjoy them as much as he enjoyed
writing them; if not, he’ll be forced to find a different job,
which would be tragic since they’re all so boring - after all,
how many other professions let you stare wistfully at the
stars on a cloudless night and call it research?
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William looked down at the road below and watched as
the city shook off its slumber and began its Monday. He
watched his wife pack the twins off to school,
straightening tie and skirt. Their uniforms were spotless,
the deep green of Cooper’s Court Primary School, the
best school in the city. The most expensive too. In fact,
he thought, looking about at the world around him, this
was the most expensive area in the city. Clear skies above,
a rarity in Godsbridge, gleaming buildings of metal and
glasswork, so different from the brick and mortar of the
poorer districts. Not to mention the well cared for roads,
and the fancy fronted shops. They really had come a long
way from their home in the docks.
The sun began its leisurely way across the sky and the
road below, covered in moisture from a cold night,
gleamed under its gaze. William looked away, his state of
mind so at odds with the city’s awakening. He was so
very tired.
But it had been worth it. The children went to the very
best school, they had the very best friends. His wife,
Catherine, had everything she had ever wanted and more
– she had never expected, or even dared to dream of a life
in the upper city. She’d hoped to leave the docks at least,
with their dirty air and dirtier ground, but to come so far
in such a short time.
Such a horribly short time.
But it had been worth it. It would’ve been nice to have
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The Merry Maiden Wails
Robin Moran
The Merry Maiden Wails is Robin Moran’s first published
work. Born in Yorkshire she happily resides in Leeds after
finally escaping the insanity and chaos of London although
Cyberdog and South Bank are greatly missed. Horror is her
comfort zone, having read twisted tales and bone chilling
stories since she was young so it’s no surprise it has warped
her writing mind. By day she’s a teaching assistant, watching
over children who enjoy screaming ‘TEACHER’ in her face.
By night she writes and occasionally gets distracted by her
Draenei Shaman, Medua, who is not impressed by Robin’s
writing and desperately wants to reach level 85.
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On October 20th Kerrywood was bleak, silent and
abandoned. If passers-by drove through the village they
would notice that the temperature dropped; teeth would
begin to chatter while their breath became visible.
October was usually cold and windy; the atmosphere mild
and damp. But Kerrywood was icy, nipping and biting at
the faces and fingertips of strangers who entered the
village on their way to their actual destination.
The place was a ghost town. A mystery that was still
haunting the news.
Around the Village Green all the buildings still stood.
Dark with no signs of life. The Merry Maiden pub and
the church had gaping holes in their roofs.
The theory was abandonment.
People simply
disappeared from the village. Why? How? Nobody knew.
Nobody knew where the residents had gone. Police and
news footage had shown houses with personal belongings
left inside. There was no good reason for any of this to
have happened. But for any villagers that were out there
– if they were out there – there was a good reason that
even the most sceptical of residents would have eventually
come around to believing.
Before Kerrywood had become the nation’s shocking
ghost town, the village was alive with busy local
businesses and plenty of community events. There was
also an ugly statue that stood in the fields leading off
Cannon Lane. Her arms were outstretched, fingers spread
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If you go into the
woods today…
Peter Wolfe
Peter Wolfe lives the life of a hermit, desperately trying to
avoid the mysterious and terrifying ‘Real World’, preferring
instead the varying realities that inhabit his bookshelf and his
mind.
Peter lives in Leeds with his girlfriend and their cat, who
has the joint function of being Emperor of the Known
Universe and Chief Editor. His Lordship seems to
disapprove of Peter’s writing, forever stealing his pens and or
leaving indecipherable comments by walking across the
keyboard.
‘If you go into the woods today...’ is Peter’s first published
work, though with luck many more Science Fiction and
Fantasy stories will soon follow.
On a more personal note Peter finds writing about himself
in the third person quite peculiar and fears that if he doesn’t
stop soon he might do a Jack Torrance. After all, All Work
and No Play...
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The Woodcutter slipped the knife into his belt and took
his axe from its spot behind the door, pausing to kiss his
wife goodbye, as she handed him the satchel that
contained his lunch, and smile at the baby playing in her
cot. The Woodcutter joined his fellows near the trees
where they always waited and together they headed deep
into the virgin forest which bordered their little village.
They travelled down winding woodland paths and after an
hour’s walk they arrived at the copse of trees that was to
be their work that day.
The Woodcutter worked hard all morning and, after
several hours, a large pile of wood was stacked near the
horses so the men decided to stop for lunch, spreading
out to sit among the trees. The Woodcutter collected the
satchel his wife had packed him, from the tree branch
where it had been hanging and settled down with his back
against a stump. Inside he found the usual hunk of bread,
cheese wrapped in a cloth and a small skin filled with
cheap wine. Before he had even lifted the skin to his lips
the Woodcutter heard a scream from nearby. Scrambling
to his feet he ran towards the sound, dropping his food
and snatching up the axe. Behind a large bush, the
Woodcutter stumbled upon one of his fellows sprawled
on the ground with a huge white wolf muzzle deep in his
chest.
“Help...me...” gasped the fallen woodsman as the wolf
snacked on his innards. The creature raised its head,
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Afterlife
PR Pope
Accidentally pushed through a time-space warp as a child,
PR Pope found himself in our dimension. Lucky enough to
find a surrogate family in his exile, he had a fairly normal
upbringing: school, university, research institute,
international prizes. Drawing on his innate technological
superiority over earthlings, he proceeded to ‘discover’ many
of the advances that we take for granted in a modern
networked society - frequently passing the credit to others to
avoid arousing suspicion. In the process he made and lost a
fortune, but is nevertheless still happy. He has decided now
is the time to commit to print some of the tales with which
he was weaned on his home planet.
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Caroline blinked in surprise and squinted slightly as her
vision started to adjust. She was sure that she must have
died, in which case this was paradise. The light was clear,
bright, almost clinical. Distinctly different from what she
had envisaged. It was also rather noisy, if strangely
subdued. Not quite the angelic choirs her upbringing
might have led her to expect, more like the waiting area of
a hospital accident and emergency department. That
thought jarringly reminded her of how she came to be
here. She shuddered as the memory came flooding back,
feeling that metal pole piercing her chest, the acute pain
and then the abrupt cessation of everything. Until now.
She couldn’t see anything sticking out of her chest. In
fact, there was no evidence that there ever had been
anything untoward in her torso. She was still wearing the
same clothes but they were apparently undamaged and
there were no bloodstains to be seen. Gingerly she tried
to sit up and was amazed to find herself entirely
unimpeded. Paradise? It didn’t seem to be much like any
vision of the ‘realm beyond’ that she had ever seen.
Perhaps she wasn’t dead after all. She could look
around now and was surprised to find herself in a large
area that did indeed appear plain and unadorned like a
hospital. But there were no obvious patients as such. The
few people she could see were not exhibiting any signs of
injury or disease.
‘Psychological ward maybe,’ she thought, ‘perhaps I
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Dreamers
Alison Buck
Like all of us, Alison Buck has led many lives.
One as a sensible, hard-working type, employed in financial
systems, graphic design and web site development. Another
as a writer, scribbling away, committing her stories to disc
and eventually publishing several to reasonable acclaim.
Throughout all of them, the mother of two and wife of one.
Skilled at exploring the psychology and interior lives of her
characters, Alison delivers stories that range from chilling
tales of horror through insightful contemporary drama to
thought-provoking science fiction. Her empathy with her
protagonists, her rich descriptive prose and her use of gentle
humour serve to ensure that, whatever the setting, her stories
are always a rewarding read.

85

The old man’s grey-green eyes faded as he began to drift
away. With a parting smile, he gently opened his fine,
long fingers to reveal a tiny golden bird resting in the palm
of his hand. He eased it onto the sill of the open window,
where it remained completely motionless and silent. Lucia
thought the animal must be frozen or perhaps a statue; an
incredible work of craftsmanship, until, with the faintest
ruffling of its golden feathers, the tiny creature suddenly
dropped its head to one side and fixed her with its black
diamond eye. Lucia felt herself smiling in return. She
looked up to share the moment but, even as she watched,
her old friend paled to invisibility and was gone.
Alone with the strange golden bird Lucia felt no alarm
and indeed was oddly comforted. Its intense dark stare
looked deep into her. Deep, deep into her soul.
Lucia closed her eyes.
It was cold now; the air chilling through her thin gown. It
was time to reopen her eyes.
The window was wide. Far below, on the spiky, wintergrey lawns, the gravel paths seemed to writhe and twist
like pale, sliding snakes. Then, as Lucia stared down, a
light snow began to fall. From all around the rim of her
vision, slow, ragged flakes tumbled silently past, seeming
to converge to a single point; deep in the glossy evergreen
of a holly tree far below. It was mesmerising:
breathtaking.
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Courtesy Bodies
PR Pope
PR Pope has spent many years perfecting the art of avoiding
being noticed. Usually to be found just outside the centre of
attention, he has been present at most of the recent decades’
significant scientific breakthroughs. Now that he has
decided to commit some of his tales to paper and ink (or
pixels as the case may be) he is being forced to be less
reclusive. However, convinced that no-one ever reads
author biographies anyway he feels it unlikely that anyone
would be able to use this information to track him down.
But for the benefit of any such intrepid (or sad) reader he
describes himself as four Roman cubits tall, one point six
gigaseconds old with a mass of approximately sixty four
thousand yottadaltons
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Ben opened his eyes to a blurry vision of mangled metal,
slick with rain that reflected and refracted flashing red and
blue lights. He tried to shake his head to clear the image
and immediately regretted it. Was that thumping in his
head, in his ears or in his blood? Slowly he remembered
what had happened and suddenly he panicked.
“Teresa?” No answer.
“Teresa?” Louder this time, but still no answer.
He tried to move and realised that he couldn’t. He was
obviously being held in place, not just by his seat belt but
by parts of the car that must have become wrapped
around him.
“Sir?” A voice, not one he recognised. He couldn’t turn
his head to see who had spoken.
“Sir, can you hear me?” A young man’s voice. Ben’s
mind finally started to get back into gear. Ah, the flashing
lights.
“Yes. Are you a doctor?”
“Paramedic sir. I need you to tell me how you are.
Don’t try to move yet. Can you see alright?”
“Yes, yes. What about my wife?”
“She’s still unconscious. My colleague is with her, I
need to check you.”
“No. I’m fine, look after her.”
“You’re sure you’re okay?”
“Look young man, I can see, hear and talk just fine.”
“Is anything hurting, can you feel anything broken or
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Dreaming Mars
Alexander Skye
Alexander Skye has been obsessed with sci-fi since before he
was born. Since those early experiments with time travel, he
has read and enjoyed every branch of science fiction; from
the most realistic of hard SF, through the most cynical of
cyberpunk and the most Victorian of steampunk, to the most
exuberant of space opera. He’s enjoyed other genres besides,
most especially fantasy, with which he has had a longrunning affair. It began as a child, reading The Chronicles of
Narnia, and The Lord of the Rings, and has never really abated.
His first and greatest love, however, will always be science
fiction.
Having spent so long merely reading and admiring, he
decided that it was finally time to try and tell his own stories
and hopefully you’ll enjoy them as much as he enjoyed
writing them; if not, he’ll be forced to find a different job,
which would be tragic since they’re all so boring - after all,
how many other professions let you stare wistfully at the
stars on a cloudless night and call it research?
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Lights blinked in the darkness. Small and in myriad
colours, flickering throughout the night. Most were
natural, though increasing numbers were human made –
the Lagrange stations orbiting Earth and Sol, the Jupiter
orbitals, the Martian relays, the scientific stations around
Neptune and Pluto. All built in the last hundred years for
assorted reasons, the most important being pure human
curiosity and pig-headedness. If nature tells you not to
live somewhere, you tell nature to fuck off and you live
there anyway. The age old tale, and driving force, of the
human race.
Lights blinked in the darkness. One of them was called
the Pevensie, and on board the Pevensie, lights were
blinking as well. The ship had recognised that it had
reached Earth space, and so decided that it had been
lonely long enough. It travelled alone between the
assorted stations and places of the Sol system. The ship’s
crew spent their time between worlds sleeping in
cryostasis, an artificial state of slumber keeping their youth
while they spaced the years.
Lights flashed before Anna’s eyes as she blinked and
shivered in the stale air. Her sight took only a short
moment to adjust to being awakened again after six
months asleep. The cold of cryo wore off quickly, but the
cold of a ship only just warming up again after months in
space was far harder to shake-off. Still shivering, she halfheartedly pushed her way up and out of the cryo-cap,
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Mirror mirror
Alison Buck
Like all of us, Alison Buck has led many lives.
One as a sensible, hard-working type, employed in financial
systems, graphic design and web site development. Another
as a writer, scribbling away, committing her stories to disc
and eventually publishing several to reasonable acclaim.
Throughout all of them, the mother of two and wife of one.
Skilled at exploring the psychology and interior lives of her
characters, Alison delivers stories that range from chilling
tales of horror through insightful contemporary drama to
thought-provoking science fiction. Her empathy with her
protagonists, her rich descriptive prose and her use of gentle
humour serve to ensure that, whatever the setting, her stories
are always a rewarding read.

151

I woke up in the dazzling glare of a laboratory. I was at
least alive but, unfortunately, I now seemed to be the
focus of the aliens’ investigations. They had pinned me
down on a narrow table in the centre of the room, my
hands and legs held firmly in restraints. My head was also
strapped down so I couldn’t turn, but I could see all
around me; there wasn’t much by way of kit or
equipment, just the alien scientists working quietly; all
their attention focussed on me.
I’d say they were about as tall as us and of similar build,
as far as I could judge, beneath their bulky suits. They
were taking no chances. I don’t know what diseases they
were worried I’d pass on but they all wore full-cover
biohazard kit at all times, long atmo-umbilicals snaking
across the room behind them as they moved. Whenever
they bent over me I tried to see through the dull plastic of
their helmets, but I couldn’t make out a thing.
At first, once I was over the shock of having been
captured, I can’t say I was really frightened. Their initial
tests were fairly unobtrusive, avoiding contact with me as
much as possible. They provided food and fluids at
regular intervals and even seemed to have quiet intervals
when only one or two of them would be in the room with
me. They allowed me to sleep undisturbed during those
periods.
However, after what I judged must have been about
three days, their behaviour changed. It started when
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The Adventures of Kit
Brennan: Kidnapped!
Neil Faarid
Neil Faarid was born in the North of the UK, in a small
town you’ve probably never heard of. He studied in Leeds
but, after three years, decided he didn’t like flat caps and
moved away. Hoping to write a novel or two, Neil now lives
in Oxford where he enjoys being unmarried and having no
pets. Neil likes to write both sci-fi and fantasy, and has a few
more stories he’s working on, though The Adventures of Kit
Brennan is the first to be published. He also likes to listen to
music and doodle. Neil is not his real name.
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Kit Brennan awoke to another noisy ‘morning.’ He
groaned, turned over in his bunk, groaned again and
finally sat up and scowled at the hatchway to his room.
Any second an obnoxious robot with a faulty social-skills
chip would barge in with a hot cup of coffee; whether he
was dressed or not, whether he wanted it or not.
“Good morning, Mr. Christopher! Here’s your coffee!”
The machine pushed the mug into his hands so quickly
that it spilled over and onto his sheets, staining the fabric
once again. He sighed as the robot turned and rushed out
before a word could be said.
“Good morning, Cicero,” he muttered as the hatchway
slid closed.
Kit dressed quickly. He would not make planet-fall
today, just arrive at the station in orbit around Mars –
rough-casual would probably do. He donned a vest,
pulled up a grey jump-suit about his legs and tied it off at
the waist. Grabbing his well-worn mock-bomber and
throwing it over his shoulders, he turned out towards the
cockpit. He checked their progress on the Navigation
monitor, nodded his approval and headed to the back of
his ship, a Vespasian Mk. IV, to the kitchen. He sat at the
breakfast-bar, scratched the stubble on his neck and
rubbed his eyes, before bending down to tie his bootlaces
and simultaneously avoid the splash that flew overhead.
Straightening up, he stared at the plate Cicero had slid
down the counter: the scrambled egg was as sloppy as
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BlueWinter
Alexander Skye
Alexander Skye has been obsessed with sci-fi since before he
was born. Since those early experiments with time travel, he
has read and enjoyed every branch of science fiction; from
the most realistic of hard SF, through the most cynical of
cyberpunk and the most Victorian of steampunk, to the most
exuberant of space opera. He’s enjoyed other genres besides,
most especially fantasy, with which he has had a longrunning affair. It began as a child, reading The Chronicles of
Narnia, and The Lord of the Rings, and has never really abated.
His first and greatest love, however, will always be science
fiction.
Having spent so long merely reading and admiring, he
decided that it was finally time to try and tell his own stories
and hopefully you’ll enjoy them as much as he enjoyed
writing them; if not, he’ll be forced to find a different job,
which would be tragic since they’re all so boring - after all,
how many other professions let you stare wistfully at the
stars on a cloudless night and call it research?
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A small blue light flicked on in the corner of the screen,
blinking slowly. In fact, it was more like breathing;
gradually pulsing, like a heart slowing down for cryo, so
faint and unobtrusive that Alice didn’t notice it.
It was time for her half-hour lunch break before she did
realise it was there. She blinked in surprise – Gray wasn’t
meant to be in touch for at least another three days. That
must mean… it’s important! She half-stood in her seat
and looked about the room – most of her workmates had
already disappeared down to the cafeteria. Perfect timing.
Alice bent down to the bottom drawer of her desk and
withdrew her VRD ’set.
She flicked it aside, and unwound the headset’s thick
cables. Carefully untangling the blue vis-feed from the
green and pink sound I/O wires, she placed the ’set
gingerly on her head, and flipped open the socket covers
on her computer tower. Flicking the adjacent switch from
VIDEO ONLY to FULL VRD, she plugged in the
assorted cables. A faint pulse went through the headset to
inform her that it was active, and Alice brought down the
small eyepiece – power was fine, vid was working
properly, sound and input were working properly, VRD
wasn’t yet active. She hadn’t encountered a problem with
it, almost brand new as it was, but it couldn’t hurt to
check.
With the ’set in place and ready to go, she pressed the
small breathing light that signalled Gray’s message. The

193

Intervention
Alison Buck
Like all of us, Alison Buck has led many lives.
One as a sensible, hard-working type, employed in financial
systems, graphic design and web site development. Another
as a writer, scribbling away, committing her stories to disc
and eventually publishing several to reasonable acclaim.
Throughout all of them, the mother of two and wife of one.
Skilled at exploring the psychology and interior lives of her
characters, Alison delivers stories that range from chilling
tales of horror through insightful contemporary drama to
thought-provoking science fiction. Her empathy with her
protagonists, her rich descriptive prose and her use of gentle
humour serve to ensure that, whatever the setting, her stories
are always a rewarding read.
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My heart was thumping, my chest heaving. Icy air was
tearing at my throat.
I looked at Gibbs. The kid was gulping air just like me,
his face slick with sweat. He wiped each palm in turn and
renewed his grip on the gun, looking left and right, his
eyes wide with fear.
“What the hell happened?” he gasped.
“Someone sold us out,” I told him, “That was an
ambush!”
“A trap?”
I nodded: didn’t seem much point wasting breath to
talk. We’d been set up, no question.
“Who?” he snatched the word between gulps of air,
“Who knew we were here?”
“Who d’ya think?”
He frowned. He didn’t know.
“Hatcher.”
“Who?”
“Shh!”
I raised my gun to signal silence. Gibbs’ mouth snapped
shut. Biting his lip, he was struggling to control his
breathing. He was trying not to make a noise now
because we could both hear them: two, three, maybe
more, moving slowly, cautiously, sliding over and around
the tangle of pipes, concrete and twisted metal of the
barricade. They couldn’t know where we were, but they
were definitely moving in our direction.
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On the Game
PR Pope
After a typical and uneventful childhood PR Pope entered
the world of scientific discovery through a science degree
and subsequent research. Content to remain behind the
scenes and avoid the limelight he has been quietly involved in
many of the greatest advances made in recent years.
Discreetly amassing a fortune he was defrauded out of most
of it when responding to an urgent email requesting aid for
an ill member of the royal family of a third world nation. In
despair he retired to a semi-autonomous geo-stationery
satellite positioned above Lake Victoria where he currently
lives by synthesising protein from particles in the solar wind
using a process he himself developed to exploit cosmic rays.
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Tim opened his eyes to an unfamiliar ceiling, viewed from
an unfamiliar bed. The room had the unmistakeable aura
shared by hotel rooms the world over, sanitised, airconditioned, comfortable yet not comforting. The
curtains were obviously not completely closed, as enough
pre-dawn light was trickling in to illuminate the room. He
could see an anonymous painting of a ship, hanging above
the head of the bed. Even upside down the ‘man of war’,
for that is what it was, seemed both out of place for a
bedroom and yet typical for a hotel chain. He turned his
head and gazed at the fine brunette hair, long lashes and
still glossy lips of the beautiful woman asleep on the
pillow next to him. A narrow band of yellow light, that
heralded the sunrise triumphantly breaking through the
crack in the curtains, fell across her neck like a wound
running from down-turned chin to earlobe. Her small
diamond stud earring glinted and sparkled in its spotlight.
He marvelled at the perfect smoothness of her skin and
the lack of wrinkles on her neck as he watched her
breathing gently, oblivious to the attentions of both the
sun and Tim. The rumpled sheets did a poor job of
covering her modesty. Tim’s attention shifted to the pert
pale breast and cherry red nipple that was exposed.
He would have to get used to this sort of situation now
he had chosen to play this dangerous game. The rôle of
gigolo brought with it not only the frisson of sexual
excitement that he felt looking at this delicious woman,
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Exploring the Heavens
Alexander Skye
Alexander Skye has been obsessed with sci-fi since before he
was born. Since those early experiments with time travel, he
has read and enjoyed every branch of science fiction; from
the most realistic of hard SF, through the most cynical of
cyberpunk and the most Victorian of steampunk, to the most
exuberant of space opera. He’s enjoyed other genres besides,
most especially fantasy, with which he has had a longrunning affair. It began as a child, reading The Chronicles of
Narnia, and The Lord of the Rings, and has never really abated.
His first and greatest love, however, will always be science
fiction.
Having spent so long merely reading and admiring, he
decided that it was finally time to try and tell his own stories
and hopefully you’ll enjoy them as much as he enjoyed
writing them; if not, he’ll be forced to find a different job,
which would be tragic since they’re all so boring - after all,
how many other professions let you stare wistfully at the
stars on a cloudless night and call it research?
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It was thirty-eight years after our initial extra-terrestrial
contact that we met our first humanoid aliens. By that
time we had treaties and trade agreements with aliens of
every colour and form – the Shethi, a race who look for
all the world like billowing sails attached to some limbs;
the Bradan, a race descended from the avian predators of
their world, more like sentient dinosaurs than anything
else; the Kor’van, a psychic race who appear as humans to
us, as Bradan to Bradan, as Shethi to Shethi and so on – a
very useful natural defence which also means that, to this
day, no one knows what the Kor’van actually look like.
However, one fateful day in July of 2473, by Earth
calendars, we met the Aardosh. They are a race rather
more similar to us than any we had met before, and also
rather familiar. Our first contact had some interesting and
important repercussions.
The exploration vessel that originally met the Aardosh
was the UES Sparrow, a small scouting ship designed
specifically for frontier exploration. The Sparrow was one
of many ships which the United Earth Coalition’s
scouting division employed along the many borders of
human-explored space, but one of a select few that
actually contacted alien races.
All such ships had a small diplomatic group on board,
just in case, and all were trained in ‘First Contact
Protocol’, a set of rules, regulations and customs honed
from nearly four decades of alien interaction and
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The Dragon and the
Rose
Gingerlily
So you want to know something about me? You nosy lot!
Well what can I tell you… Age? – Old enough to know
better by now (or so my Mum says). In fact old enough to
be a grandmother if I had got around to having children at
any stage. Work? – well I do some, but it’s so boring you
would fall asleep if I told you, so make something up
yourself, it’ll be much more fun. In fact – write and tell me
about it to alleviate the boredom of my job! Interests? reading, photography, reading, playing guitar, reading,
Formula 1, Dragon taming, Underwater knitting… Are you
still reading? Last life lesson learned – There is no such thing
as a quick game of Angry Birds before I catch my bus. I will
miss the bus. And probably the next one as well. And I can
get by on 4 hours sleep.
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Once upon a time there was a moderately beautiful
princess called Rose. She lived in the middle of a dark
forest. Sounds like a pretty unlikely place for a princess to
live, doesn’t it, but hey, this is a fairy tale and doesn’t
actually have to make sense.
There was one major problem with this location - at
least she blamed the location for this problem. There
really wasn’t a good enough supply of tall dark handsome
princes for her to marry. She insisted on having a tall
dark handsome prince, as she thought she was really a lot
prettier than she actually was. There was no shortage of
princes, which again seems strange for the middle of a
dark forest, but there you go! The problem was that none
of them really came up to her exacting standards, in fact
most of them didn’t even get anywhere near. The average
prince that happened along was of medium build,
probably an inch or two shorter than her, with sort of
brownish hair and a vacant look.
The real reason for this was Rose herself. She was
moderately beautiful in looks, but let’s say she was a little
spoiled. OK, let’s be honest and say she was a total brat
and no-one could stand her! Her reputation had spread
far and wide and any half-decent prince wanted nothing to
do with her. She, of course, wouldn’t have believed this
even if anyone had dared to tell her, as she was as vain
and self-deceiving as she was bad-tempered. Had she any
redeeming qualities, I hear you ask? Of course she had,
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Elsewhen Press
Look out for the first volume in PR Pope’s thrilling new trilogy:

Queens of Antares:
Bloodline
PR Pope
A new fantasy trilogy for readers of all ages from 8 to 80. Already compared to
CS Lewis and CJ Cherryh, PR Pope weaves an enchanting tale around three
young people who are accidentally transported from their mundane lives to a
new world, where they must find the strength to lead a revolution in order to
make their way home. On the way they discover who they really are, where they
belong and the enduring power of a bloodline.
Volume I Bloodline Returned
coming soon
For more information visit www.queensofantares.co.uk
Visit the Elsewhen Press website www.elsewhen.co.uk
for the latest information on our titles, authors and events,
to read the blog, or to place a order
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