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Poem: The Houri and the Hoplites by Keith Allen Daniels

Media SF duiz

Short Story: The (Cleansing @ 199t Ken
Goldman
(leanse thou me from secret faults-.

The King James Bible
Psalms XIX. 12

Abner looked from his pillow over his shoulder through the half
opened window to see if he might catch the first purple streaks
of the sun spreading across the early morning sky. The familiar
colors of the morning were not there yet and that made the old
man uneasy. Things were no longer as certain as they once were-
and a man who had accumulated the years Abner had never was
comfortable when events regarded as consistently predictable
proved otherwise-

His wife awoke and sat upright in the bed: her back too stiff
against the headboard to appear entirely comfortable.- She
stared at the faded rose-strewn wallpaper. hesitating before
she spoke as if trying to assess her thoughts. The withered
flesh that framed the woman’s quivering lips suggested that
tears would not be very difficult to coax from her-

"4 family should not be apart at a time like this. I know Ben
and Mary Beth have their own families now. but I just can’t
seem to get past the disappointment of not having them here at
home- Their place is here with us!"” The words poured from her
like floodwater spilling over a dam too weak to contain it-

Abner reached for his dentures. "Let it rest. Flora. Their
place is where they are just like our place is here. This Is
the way it ought to be-"

"Wothing is the way it ought to bel!”

The husband nodded in agreement but could no longer look at his
wife-.- When he spoke again it had come his turn to study the
wallpaper -

"You ever consider what His purpose might be. Flora? Would the
Almighty wager so many of his chips ’"less he’s got some sort of
plan?”

The woman looked hard at her husband- Abner rarely was very
lucid so early in the morning. especially following the first
painful minutes after he had inserted his store bought ivories.
Although she never doubted the man’s faith she had not been
able once in the last forty years to rouse his God-fearing soul
from bed for church on a Sunday morning-

"The Lord’s plan isn’t always for us to know." she offered-
paraphrasing Scripture for want of a more original response
that might indicate she had any idea of what he was talking
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about.

"Sometimes it is. Flora." he protested. "Maybe every so often
the Lord feels the need to do some house cleanin'. Just so
things flow more natural in the world maybe He has to clean out
the gunk to keep the machinery well oiled."

Like most with only a nodding acquaintance of The Good Book-
Abner's perception of God was almost childlike in its naive
belief that the Lord was a cross father aiming thunderbolts at
his wayward children-.

"Those dentures must be pinching your gums clear up to your
brain-. Abner. The world isn't a clogged sink- You're talking
just plain nonsense- But I guess I needed to hear a little
nonsense to get my feet back on the earth."

"Nonsense. eh?" the old man repeated. mulling over the term-.
"Yeaha I 'spose that's what I'd've said a week ago- But after
seein' what's in the papers and on the evenin' news I can't say
I'm so sure there ain't some plan behind it all. If that seems
like some powerful nonsense I'm talkin' 'bout then it's
nonsense that maybe has itself a purpose.”™

The woman reached for the flowered box of Kleenex on her night
stand and managed a smile that she hid behind the tissue as she
pretended to wipe her nose-.

"Hell and damnationa. is that what you're preaching now?"™ she
asked. "You're beginning to sound like that young Reverend
Whitecastle preaching on his soapbox to our congregation about
the coming of Armageddon- I should hope the good Lord is a bit
more restrained than that toward His own flock."

"Reverend who?"

"Try to talk religion to a man who usually finds God at the
bottom of a bottle of corn whiskey."™ she mumbled. The woman
pulled herself from under the covers. "You think maybe I ought
to call Ben and Mary Beth. just to check on little Rachel and
the baby?"

"Floraa. the sun isn't even up yet. I doubt our children will
be."

"Well-. they should be here with us. Abner-. You know they should
be here with us."

He did not bother to disagree. Doing so would have been
pointless. People this morning were where they wanted to be-
This morning-. among all other mornings-. that much was certain.

Inside the old farm house Abner and Flora prepared themselves

for the new day. There was really nothing else they could do-

Qutside the bedroom window the sun broke free from the eastern
horizon. Even on this day the dawn was magnificent.

In the sky. barely visible as anything more than a pinprick



from the couple's kitchen window. a speck of light appeared.

Exactly twenty-four thousand two hundred and fifteen miles from
Earth the fiery comet raced toward their back yard-.
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Short Story: What Will Never Be © 1997
Tony Chandler

Changra held the words he had carefully prepared these last
weeks. now putting off the event even as Renal now did with his
somber gaze over the ocean beside them- Long they walked-
silent. feeling the cool salty breeze buffeting them amid the
calming sound of the breakers.

But time does not stand still. not even for the Krangok-

The coastline they walked was like many others. on many other
worlds. Sugar white sand met the never-ending march of waves-
Like time itself. And yet it was different.

Under the star filled sky these coastal waters glowed with a
purplish sheen from the billions of tiny creatures who lived
and died just under the surface-

If not so completely alone. the way they had planned it. the
two solitary figures would have presented a picture most unique
in this coastal setting. Two graying warriors of the Krangok
dressed in old and faded uniforms. as if ready for some ancient
ship-board inspection. except for the missing footwear they had
left behind where their walk began- So they continued. side by
side in an easy familiar gait-.

"I never thought this day would comes Changra-.-" Renal's voice
faded on the wind as he stared over the dark waters that met
the universe somewhere on the distant horizon . kissing the
sky. His weathered eyes narrowed. making pronounced his deeply
etched wrinkles-.

A wave. bigger than the rest. sent the thickly foaming remnants
of its strength up around their ankles. Their feet and ankles
engulfed. they felt the strong tugging force as the water
returned quickly from where it came. Standing still in the
swirling foam laced waters. they felt the tingling sensation as
the sand under their feet eroded and gave way to the tide'’s
irresistible power. But they stood fast. as if fighting the
force of time itself.

Changra laughed silently-.

"Share your humor." Renal asked. he too wanting to avoid the
reason for their really being there.

"Imagine-.. my building a house within sight of an ocean like
this-" Changra smiled. "And I would walk on its edge every
evening. And swim in it every day.-"
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"And you could be happy:-- living on just one planet?." Renal
asked with disbelief.

Changra's eyes narrowed. but he did not answer.
And the pressing matter at hand would not go away-

"This pain strikes deeper than a hazor blast- More even than
forty strokes by barbed whip-" Renal said with feeling- "And
you know I have taken both."

Changra chuckled enthusiastically now-

"Yet. recall it was I who nursed you back from that blaster
wound all those long-. tedious weeks. enduring your endless
whining! Tending you like an old mother gahen." Renal raised
his hands in mock defense as (Changra continued. "I too received
the forty strokes... plus one from the Andarian's on Jissus V.
And if memory serves. it was your mistake that brought it on
our backs!™ Changra's words reminded-

"You'll never let me forget that will you. you old Sargus
hound!™ Renal said-

They laughed again at the shared memories of long ago until the
crashing of the waves drowned again all sounds. Renal looked up
at the wide star-filled sky-

"We have known each other more years than there are stars in
this skya my friend."

Changra nodded. "0h yes. and many more. And all of them good!"™
He added with great sincerity-

It was Renal's turn to burst out with laughter.

Changra's eyes narrowed but the gleam in them belied the firm
look on his face now- Renal's uncontrolled laughter grew
louder. Changra tried to fight the smile that finally flashed-
brought on from the contagious sound-

"Well- most of them were good." Changra admitted-

"The exploration of the Tradian system-..." Renal raised a
knowing finger. "That was a time!"™

Changra rolled his eyes. "Yes. I had put that deep away and
buried it-" Changra shuddered. "That was the closest to death
we ever came."

The two old warriors-. the two old explorersa. looked at each
other as if for the first time-

Renal worea. for the first time in recent memory. the uniform in
which he had received the Star of Coroniuma highest honor of
the Brillian's. The blue color had faded with time. but the
gold of the emblem still shone under the bright starlight.

Changra too wore something of the pasta. from one of the earlya



great journeys among unknown stars. Oha so long ago now-
An unseen bird above them squawked in its flight.

Changra drew his body up as if on military parade. His face
grew harder at the deed ahead. And then he felt the great
emptiness that stabbed his heart.

But Renal spoke quickly. cutting him off. "I do not think I can
do this thing."

They stopped together and waited amid the eternal sound of
crashing waves.

At this mighty juncture they paused in awkward indecisions
afraid to go further... but unable not to-

"We have each been given a great missiona my friend. The
highest honora. orders from the Supreme Leader himself!™ Changra
said at last with chin held high-

"We are too o0ld-" Renal answered simply-

Changra's eyes narrowed as he hesitated only a moment. "lWe...
are the best!"

Their eyes locked and each smiled in shared amusement-.

But Renal's smile quickly evaporated. "That is not what I am
afraid to do."

Renal'a eyes again became far off as he looked back to the
shimmering seas-.

"We shall not say--." Changra-. the accomplished speaker . paused
in surprise as his voice cracked and became lost. He fought his
burning embarrassment as he coughed. trying to find his voice
and speak his carefully chosen words-

"We do not have to say-..- goodbye. We need only wish the other
success... and a great journey."

Renal's words leapt from his mouth. And his old warrior's
heart.

"We go to the edge of the known universe and beyond! Each
Captain of our own vessel! Each to the opposite ends of space!"”
Renal's voice sounded angry even to himself. He paused as he
raised his hand and stroked his beard. He continued. his voice
now subdued. "Even a Krangok dies.-"

Somewhere deep inside something happened to both. Like a star
suddenly going supernova-

Changra suddenly grasped Renal's shoulders in a mighty grip. At
first Renal felt puzzlement. for Changra's hands dug so hard
into his arms that he felt he was being attacked! Had Changra
gone insane?!



The two stood fast before the other. and suddenly they felt
that overwhelming power that they could not stop. It began to
push them forward. Changra's grip tightened further as Renal
now grasped his shoulders in return.

There they held fast. fighting against the impossible.
Only for a moment.
And they both knew it-.

Changra-. the man of words. had no words now. As they stood
there. face to face under the canopy of starsa it was Renal who
finally spoke for both.

"No matter where this long journey takes me. no matter what
forms of life I meet.” He smiled. "I will tell them that I have
a friend. Though you are untold guadrants away. I will tell
them... of you." He nodded silently to himself. "And they will
laugh as I speak of our many adventures together. and they will
cringe as I tell of the mighty battles that we have fought
together. I will tell of the yearsa. the ages. that we have
shared together. And they will know that you-... Changra... are
my friend."

Renal loosed his grip and raised his hand. pointing heavenward-

"0f all the things that I have lost in this lifea. of all the
things I dearly miss-" Renal's pointing hand began to shake
ever so slightlyas "you will be what I miss most."”

Changra stood there silent. Many of his own speeches came to
minda. great oratorya. moving words. But these few words meant
more than all his speeches combined.

Renal looked away from the stars back to his companion-.

And Changra gazed at him with eyes that glistened in the
starlight.

Renal smiled as he raised his arms wide.

The men hugged each other tightly. thumping each other's
shoulders with pounding rhythms. They held each other long-.

And finally they released their hold and stood apart. wiping
their sleeves quickly across their faces. not looking at the
other. Above them the stars twinkled brightly above the
turbulence of the crashing surf. Silence marked the passing of
their great melancholy.

"We shall see each other again. Sooner than we thinka" Changra
said sincerely. knowing it was a lie even as he uttered it-.

Renal smiled at the wordsa. knowing without a doubt it would
never be.

And yet. it sounded so good-



"And what a grand day that will be."™ Renal said smiling-.

On that twilight beach they walked together againa. one last
time. side by side in an easy familiar gait.

Renal and Changra. lifelong friends-. never saw each other
again-.

Far. far away their separate journeys led. Wild-. wonderful
things awaited each3s worlds of exquisite beauty-. worlds of
haunting. fantastic sites.

But despite their lasting separation. their friendship never
ended. For in each. their heart and memorya. they carried that
friendship with them.

Always-.
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Lo Corner 0 LYY Fred Noweck

Hi campers! It's that time of month again-. and time again to
bring you this month's four books for your edification-

The books this month are:
* The Ayes of Texas. by Daniel da Cruz. DelRey Books
* Wishing Season. by Esther Friesner. Baen Books

» The (rafters., edited by Christopher Stasheff and Bill
Fawcett

e The Far EFdge of Darkness.: by Linda Fvans. Baen Books

ThHe Ayes ofF 7Texas lakes place 1n the near rwuture (well, the
near ruture whesn It was writtern, i1t’s g Jittle owt of dste row)
7 which the main cragracter: swillem forte, a7 immensely rich
parsplegic,; comes up with & screme to gerl & friend of ~His
elected presicdent of 7exds- (VYes, 7exas becomes Irs owrs
country-) He buys thHe battleshHip tHEL He served 36o0ard auring
Y2, and with the ~Help of olher dissbled vetrs and HIs
Scientirfic experts,: turns 1t into an uvltra-moders
gtomic-powered cra’t the egusl oFf anything 703t HWHIE He
dIan’t count on was tHe FussIians Fttacking anad ~Having only thHe
rebuilt USS 7Texas being the only tHing standing betweer
annisilation anad rreedom-

ThHiIs Is & very rast read and I thoroughly ernjoyed 7t- 7H7Is Is
the rirst of g series of three (I won’t call 7t g trilogy s
each of the books can stand alorne)-
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Wishing Season is more fantasy than SciFi but it's fun! It
tells the story of a newly graduated genie who when he emerges
from the lamp. forgets to tell his new master that he only gets
three wishes. Since he didn’t make the stipulation of only
three wishes. he'’s stuck with granting unlimited wishes! In
that instance. the only thing that will end his service is the
death of his master or the voluntary release by that master- ..
and who ever heard of that happening?

I was laughing through most of this story. It makes a very good
change of pace for someone who has been reading SciFi and can’t
find anything to read next. and an excellent story for someone
into fantasy-

The (rarters is & series of short stories Iin a common universe:
the world of Amer (rarter. Alchemist and student of Nature, he
considers himselr a scientist of sorts. Arfter he I1s run out of
Salem as g witch (yes.: thHat Selem’), He serts wp 177 thHe
wilderness to continuve fHis stuvdries... but the local coverns
aren’t through with Him-

This collection deals with Amer nad HIs descendsnts as thHey
WOrk o wrest unoerstanding rrom a world just slightly
aifrerent rrom our owrn (or is it thHe same one---7) . Where
Death Is g Person and Llementsls /Hobrob with AUmEns: anyiHning
carn Happerr- - - -

far Loge of Jarkress 7s g Jime-7ravel Story 17 which Lre nszs
CHISECLErS HIVE D887 SHINGAIFIEd Lo Frncient Fome Lo gel Lhenwm owl
of the way. 1t seems LHIl Lhe Zavenlor of LHe Lime mIchHIrne /5
gortten 177 debt ro rHe fHob grnd LHey gel fIrsE crdck Ff uSszrng
ZLees-

GOl G117 Irnconvenient witrness? fJon’t k777 ~Hims SHIZO fHIm Lo Lhe
Jast Jce Age. Need some wunlracesbl/e /7egrtimste zZrncome? Flamrt
SOME F/ICIENE Frilracts where you carn dig r/rem wo /3ler 570
c/3im sole owrnersszo-

ThHe mobsters sre porically stuyprd 77 therr vses o/ Lhe greslest
nvention of tHe s9e nod It Is g Jr7ttle foo lorng for the story

l7me bul good Lriumoss over evi/ zp thHe ernd- Frelly good I/ you
J7ke LhHIs sort of tH1r79-

Hep ! Nexlt monlh we may Hsve 3 71w Look./ 7w geliing & Scarnnéer
angd I sprould be sble to Incluoe cover srl wilh esct review- Now
Sfor letlers.s

e fFred thre Sci-=F7 mas7

AS lWyss 37 enliIghlening angd rrnrormative columr of reviews orf
Jcience fiction books- Orne word trHouwglh- 1t would be /elorul 7/
YOU WOULD CONCentrsle your réeviews o/ O00KS resdrly sverlsole



in the sci-fi sections of the major bookstores- I have enjoyed
your reviews-. wanting to read the books reviewed. Short of
taking them from your personal librarya. I sadly find that I am
not able to purchase or obtain the books mentioned in your
reviews. I. and I guess your other readers would find it most
helpful if your reviews centered on those books readily
obtainable. Thanks for your consideration-

Jay W.

Well. Jay-. I can only say that you haven't been looking very
hard. I go into a book store and take apart those book shelves
so that I see what's behind every one of the front books- You
find all sorts of gems that way. 0f course-. you have to put the
rejects back on the shelves or the proprietor will get a little
peeved with you....

0K- that's it for this month. Keep sending in letters to this
column and I'll keep answering them. Remember. this column
can't exist without your support! See ya!
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Serial: Dear Sis, part 4 © 1997 Leann
Arndt

OtL-14-2005
Dear Sis:

Ah Lucys by the wayas calling Lucifer by your name. well. it has
nothing to do with my feelings for you or mom- Who'd have
thought that mom's obsession with Bram Stoker's Dracula would
lead to naming her daughters Lucy and Mina. It doesn't matter.
I just wanted you to know that I never have and never will
regard you as satanic.

Sis+ I thought I had this dang blurned thing figured out. Right
nowa I'm standing right back in front of my house- This time I
hit on the morning before my Zartosian abduction-.

I don't know what in tarnation is going on. Besides. I got here
and there was old plug ugly Beezle. or a bad ugly substitute-
watching my earlier self take a bath. You know. since he is
going on Lucy transport and I'm using this thing. well. he can
no more see me than the earlier me can- I know- I knows he saw
me back on Zartos- Well. back on Zartos my messing around had
shut down part of it.

You know. if I figured this out right. I can shut down the
invisibility part and have a little fun with old Beezle. I'll
leave my Zartosian gadget on and you'’ll be able to listen in
via letter.

"Beezle. Beez snoogie oogums. are you looking for me?"

"Woman where are you? Qur master requires you now-"


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\index.html
mailto: leannarndt@aol.com
mailto: leannarndt@aol.com

"Hey spoiled honey! That is just too bad now- You give Lucy my
regards. Oh. and baby bunting-. be sure and thank him for this
leather catsuit he gave me to wear back in his domain."

Okay sis. I turned invisibility back on. You should see the
flames shooting out of Beez's ears. I love it-.

I'm going to try this again dear one. If luck is on my side
I'll be seeing you- No matter what happens you'll hear from me
honey -

Mina
Ok-15-2005
Dear Sis:

I'm back in the same dang spot and time frame!

All this time. you know- I'd sorta been lurking in the bushes-
After all-. even with invisibility. you can't take chances. The
very moment I pop in I taste shrub in my mouth. It hadda be
home. I was right. Dang!

The moment I got the shub out of my mouth. eyes. and annoyingly
long blond hair. I saw Beezle spitting the neighbor's shrubs.
Yeppydoodles. there he was mirroring my position. One thing. I
know that you've called me a big mouth but my mouth isn't two
feet across. Also. these blue eyes may sometimes flash red in
photos but. day to day. these eyes don't look anything like
burning coals. Awww-. I don't care about Beez's cover boy looks
anyhow- So. I better get over discussing him before I do care-
Oha that will happen- won't it? Oh Lucy. sis- I wish that you
could see my face.

You know how I'm always getting you so riled up that you start
cussing a blue streak? Well. I gotta get rid of Beez
permanently. You think if I get him riled up enough he'llh
maybe. start praying-. invoking the name of the higher power and
all? I bet old Lucy would get so mad he'd never let him near me
again. What could get Beez that mad? I have been sweet talking
him all along with no holy words spoke. What do you think will
work? I know! Hang on!

"Beezles honey lambkins! I'm over here! Hang on sweet thing!
I'm coming over to you!"

"Woman! You infuriate me as well as the master. Yesa. you come
here now! What our master saw in an alien porno star I'll never
know!"™

"I suppose not Beezle- Could you stand there while I come a
mite closer? Beez. you seem to have a speck of some shrub
there. right there at the corner of that generous mouth. Let me
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Keith Allen Daniels
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