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St raw Before Paphos

by Loretta Casteen
By Sarah Monette 8 ety 2007
25 ne 2004 It starts again. The baby begins
Mostly, now, they leave usdone. to cough and choke.

We aren't news any longer; we have Locked Doors
been wrung dry of "human interest”; even
the tabloids have given up hoping for a
mirecle to put us back on the front page. 1 January 2007

Generally, someone shows up around the

anniversary, but they are not dlowed to  You can never let anyone
seeus, and | do not know what they ~ suspect, hismother told him.
write. Harry asked onceif | wanted him That wasthefirst rule she taught
totell me, and | said | did not. him, and the last, before she left

him heredonewith It.
We are the debris | ft after you savethe

world: broken bricks and dirty straw. |  Heroic Measures

by Stephanie Burgis

spent three years waiting to betidied

away, cast into thefirelike chaff, but last Py Matthew Johnson

night | had adream. 18 December 2006

For threeand ahdf monthsafterthe  pgeashewas, it washard to

flash, | wasinacoma believe hewould never risefrom
thisbed. Evenin the darkest

And for every day of thosethreeand a

half months, Harry talked to me times, she had never redlly

feared for him; he had dways

He did not sit besidethe bed and hold ~ béen strong, so strong.
my hand—neither he nor | could have
bornethat, even if they would have let
him—but we had been |€ft, like two by Elizabeth Bear
abandoned walkie-takies, tuned to the

same frequency. The effect hasfaded 11 December 2006
with time, though never entirdly
disappeared; we must converse aloud
now, like ordinary mortas, but | do not
have to ask to know how heisfedling.

Love Among the Tdus

Nilufer raised her eyesto his. It
was not what women did to
men, but she was a princess,
and he was only abandit. "
Theonly memory | havefor nearly six ~ want to beaWitch," she said.
months after the flash that isneither pain "A Witch and not a Queen. |
nor grief isthat interior sound of Harry's wish to be not loved, but wise.
voice: scratchy, cardess, tender. Tdl your bandit lord, if hecan

give methat, | might accept his
It was how | knew, assoon as | woke,  jft"
that Harry was no more responsible for
what he had done than | was. Archived Fiction Dating back to
9/1/00
Once, dmost ayear ago now, Harry said
inthe middle of the night, knowing | was
awake, "They let me have amirror today.
I'm like the Elephant Man, only not as

Cl,lte_"







