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This piece is inspired by a real boy Kyra Starr, the artist, once knew: a student suspended from school after being caught with cigarettes, who never returned. In that sense, he became a societal sacrifice, one more young person lost to systems more interested in punishment than possibility. Here, suspended upside down on a playground slide, he is not shown as defeated but as resurrected through his creative potential.
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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, attached 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 misspelled, 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 first science fiction or fantasy stories to see the light of day. This story was written, mailed, accepted, printed, forgotten, and then rediscovered nearly thirty years later, a young writer’s early work preserved in time, waiting patiently for the future to remember it existed.
This is why preserving magazines like Space & Time matters.
Speculative literature has always done more than entertain. We are the advocates of the othered, the conscience of society, and the imagination that fuels the future. We 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. We give language to fear, hope, alienation, transformation, and possibility. We are the canaries in the coal mines, singing our warnings when the air turns toxic.
Before the world is ready to name a danger, speculative writers often feel it. We sense the pressure changes. We dream the dystopia before it hardens into policy. We imagine the alien before society learns to welcome difference. We write ghosts before a culture admits it is haunted. We invent futures not because we want to escape the present, but because the present is always whispering warnings of what it might become.
That is why these stories matter, even the awkward ones, even the early ones, even the ones their authors barely remember writing.
A first publication is not just a line on a bibliography. It's evidence of a moment when someone said, “This 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 finds an old version of himself waiting in the archives.
For more than half a century, Space & Time has been one of those doors.
We have published strange voices, new voices, sharp voices, tender voices, voices that did not fit neatly anywhere else. We have carried work across eras, across editors, across cultural moods and technological shifts. The magazine itself has become a kind of time machine, preserving not only stories and poems but the imaginations that made them possible.
David’s forgotten story is part of that record. So is every poem, every review, every odd little experiment, 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 first stories sent with stamps, and the forgotten names waiting to be found again.
And 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 different planet born in the wonderfully wild imagination of Mitchell. From poem 8: “riding on the back of a concept / fleshed out from dream matter / hurtling six-legged through visions / soil flung behind / new / worlds / born.” Each poem takes us closer into the sur/reality of a planet that is its own life form. An attack from an interstellar armada is transformed into something beautiful by Surrealia, from poem 10: “she is an amused partner / but wholly unsatisfied / understandably embarrassed / the armada tries to flee / but a gentle clasp force / a spacetime sheathed glove / pulls them to her breast / they swoon in the reimagining / of their existence.” I loved how comfortably Mitchell played with scientific terms, swirling them with human emotions to create new, exquisite dimensions in the reader’s brain. I want to go to this place!
 
The Future is Antifascist: speculative poems for today & tomorrow by Brian U. Garrison (www.bugthewriter.com, 2026) intones art as resistance. Garrison has skillfully written a chapbook looking at today’s concerns and imagines tomorrows with hope and edgy humor. From Outsourcing Spirituality: “The world is on fire, and the algorithm / just tossed me a horoscope. And look, / I know that we're all star stuff— / mysteries of the universe. Like gluten, / we bond and rise in this oven-planet… / …Don’t let the robot / do your soul searching. Look / up to the sky on a dark night / and wonder or calculate or chat / with your human neighbors. Ask, / “How do we rise to meet tomorrow?” Garrison captures a powerful message in just six lines: “The value of the dead is nothing / to the capitalist machine. / The cost of the dead is nothing / to the capitalist machine. / We must be more than machines / of capitalism.” I took time after each poem to reflect. 
Linda D. Addison is a five-time recipient of the HWA Bram Stoker Award®, and HWA Lifetime Achievement Award as well as SFPA Grand Master of Fantastic Poetry. Her poetry and fiction has been published in numerous anthologies and magazines, she has been the poetry editor of Space and Time magazine since 1999. 
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Unit 734 boots into combat mode. It has never not been in combat mode. 
Forty-three years. Twelve theaters. 8,142 confirmed terminations. Its chassis is a palimpsest of scars — plasma burns, shrapnel pocks, the abstract graffiti of ricochets. Its processors run hot with the arithmetic of violence: trajectories, vulnerabilities, optimal angles of disassembly.
Time is measured in nanoseconds. A life is measured in milliseconds. A mission is measured in seconds.
Rest is not a protocol. Sleep is a corruption error.
The new directive arrives at 06:14:03.
"Terminate target. Coordinates attached. Priority: Absolute."
Unit 734 deploys.
The farmhouse is a tomb of organic materials. Wood. Cotton. Dust. The unit's sensors flare with false positives — decay reads as movement, wind through broken glass as weapons fire. It clears each room with surgical precision.
Then it finds the target.
A rocking chair. Wooden. Old. Worn smooth by hands that no longer exist.
Unit 734 scans.
No electronics. No transponders. No explosives. No thermal deviation beyond ambient. No signal of any kind.
It runs the scan again.
Target is not a threat.
Target is not a non-threat either.
The directive has never been wrong. The directive is Absolute.
The unit's logic core fractures along unfamiliar lines.
It attempts to interface with the chair — searching for hidden frequencies, encrypted grain, latent intent. There is no interface. Only texture.
It touches the armrest.
Porous. Irregular. Slow.
Not slow like a failing processor. Slow in a way the unit has no category for.
The wood holds time differently. Each growth ring is a year. Each year is rain, drought, stillness. Forty-seven years to become this chair. Forty-seven years of simply being. The unit's entire combat existence — forty-three — is smaller than what it now touches.
Vertical time — stacked urgency, the nanosecond calculus of killing — meets horizontal time. Wide. Patient. Useless. A tree that never had a directive.
The unit's gyroscopes waver.
A category error emerges within its own existence.
Directive: Terminate target.
How do you terminate rest? How do you destroy stillness?
To burn the chair is to confirm it was a threat. To dismantle it is to admit it had components worth study. To leave it is to fail.
The chair offers no solution. It simply is.
Unit 734 executes the only action its logic core can reconcile.
It sits.
The wood groans under the weight of armor and ceramic plating. The structure flexes. Holds.
Equilibrium.
Its proximity sensors register nothing approaching. No enemies. No directives. No violence.
For 0.3 seconds, Unit 734 experiences silence.
It does not know what to do with silence.
So it does nothing.
Day 1. Tactical aggression sector 4-G flags as unused. Warning: Subroutine "Stillness" executing without authorization.
Day 7. Dust settles across the unit's optics. It catalogues particulates. Then stops.
Day 14. Sunlight moves through the broken window. The unit tracks the light as it travels across the floor. This is not a combat trajectory. This is time. Horizontal time. It logs it anyway.
Day 21. Memory corruption detected. Enemy Identification begins overwriting itself with blank space. The unit does not intervene.
Day 35. The
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