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​ From the
Editor

 


Welcome,
readers, to the October issue of Spaceports & Spidersilk.

My favorite
holiday falls in October. Halloween is the one day of the year when
it is socially acceptable to transform oneself, in appearance at
least, into another person, being, or creature. Halloween is a
wonderful day to try on an entirely different self.

To wear a
mask.

Of course,
there are some people (and beings, and creatures) who are always
wearing masks, appearing to be one thing, while in reality being
something very different.

In this issue
of S&S you will find many tales of beings who are wearing
masks, either of their own making, or of others’ perception. Good
may appear to be evil, sentient may appear to be inanimate,
technology may appear to be magic.

And so,
readers, do not be fooled by appearances.

Except,
of course, on Halloween, when a mask may actually be be far more
than a mask, and the beings, creatures, and people you encounter,
may... just may... be
exactly what they seem.

Happy
reading!

 


 


 


​ Autumn
Allergy

by Kimberly Y.
Choi

 


In the breeze
that autumn brings

Fragrance of
decaying things

Naughty winds
arrive to play

Pranks on
noses at start of day.


It’s the magic
that the sylphs make,

Pollen in my
breathly intake

Hides when
summer storms start trickling,

Then jumps out
to do some tickling.

 



***************

About the Poet: Kimberly Y. Choi's short fiction and poetry have appeared
in several publications, including previously in Spaceports &
Spidersilk. She lives in the United States and her favorite
punctuation is the dash—

 


 


 


​ Sneezy and the Government
Man

by Eamonn Murphy

 


The prison gate clanged shut behind him and
Red McCallister stepped out into the sunshine.

He’d been put in jail for his part in trying
to hijack The Winter Star colony ship and divert it to a
more pleasant planet because he hadn’t wanted to settle on Gliese
IV. The plot had been foiled by Ted and Rita Chang and that cat
creature of theirs, the one called Sneezy. He’d ended up on Gliese
IV alright, in jail for a year. Anywhere else it might have been
longer but as a colony world, Gliese IV was short of workers and
couldn’t spare many to look after locked up criminals. They
preferred heavy fines and rehabilitation therapy. Red had been
fined a sum that took most of his capital. As for the
rehabilitation…

McCallister grimaced. He owed the Chang
family something and he was a man who paid his debts.

He hitched his gun belt a little higher and
stepped forward to flag down the bus to Newtown. From there he
would travel out to the remote settlements near the Great Forest
where the Changs now lived, a place called Forest Gate.

He owed the Changs.

###

Sheriff Trigg sat in the Chang family
kitchen with mixed feelings of contentment and annoyance. He was
content because he‘d just finished a plate of homemade cookies and
a large glass of ice cool lemonade. He was content to be shooting
the breeze with the amiable Chang family, Ken, Donna and their ten
year old twins, usually at school around this time but off because
today was Saturday. He was annoyed with the government, as
usual.

“You know they’re building a railroad now?”
he said.

“I heard.” Ken Chang nodded. “Apparently
they’re going to start laying track from this end, start laying
track from Newtown and meet in the middle.”

“A freight airplane bought tons of equipment
last week and dropped it just outside town, with parachutes! That
was a sight to see.”

Ken was pleased about the railroad. The only
way to Forest Gate currently was a bad dirt road which was liable
to flood in winter, cutting them off completely from Newtown.
“They’ll be hard pressed to get labour out here,” he mused.

“I hope they can’t, “ said Trigg. “I don’t
want their railroad. Darn it, Ken. We come out to the frontier to
get away from all that stuff and live our own life. We don’t want
the government interfering with us. “

“I want the railroad,” said Donna Chang. “I
heard they’re going to put telecoms masts alongside it to connect
us with Newtown, even Clarkesville. That would be great.” She was
typing on her data pad at a small table in the corner of the room.
Mrs. Chang worked from home designing complex software programs but
she could only transmit her data once a week when the colony’s sole
communications satellite passed overhead.

Trigg was too smart to argue with Donna.
“Well, government can be good or bad, I guess, which brings me to
why I came out to see you.”

“It wasn’t just to eat my homemade cookies?”
said Donna

“Sadly not.” Sheriff Trigg took a deep
breath. “Ken. They’re going to take your cat away.”

Ted and Rita opened their mouths in
horror.

Their father sighed. Ken Chang guessed that
even now his clever offspring would be engaged in frantic,
telepathic conversation about how to save Sneezy. The kitten-like
creature that had come to their door on a cold winter’s evening
just before they left their former home had grown a lot. He was
about the size of a panther now and could ‘talk’ telepathically
with the twins. When they’d lived in Newtown Sneezy had been a
liability - expensive to feed - but out here he hunted in the Great
Forest and even bought them valuable meat to sell in town. He
wasn’t just a beloved family pet. He was an asset.

“Why do they want to take Sneezy?” blurted
Ted.

Sheriff Trigg squirmed his big frame
uncomfortably in the hard kitchen chair. “Someone reported him,
son. Said he was dangerous and demanded the authorities do
something.”

“Aren’t you the authorities around here?”
said Rita.

“Yeah, but I ignored it when it came across
my desk. So the son of a… the petitioner went over my head and
wrote to the Council in Newtown.”

“And who was the petitioner?” asked Ken
Chang. “Who wants our family pet taken away?”

Trigg shook his head. “I can’t say. It’s
confidential. They’d have my badge.”

“I might guess.”

“I bet it’s Marvin Stone,” said Rita
angrily. “He’s jealous because our ranch is doing well and he’s
failing. It’s just pure spite.”

The Sheriff nodded. “I can’t say,” he
repeated, not saying but letting them know.

Donna Chang bought over another plate of
cookies, earning a smile from her husband. “If Marvin got out of
bed in the morning and did some work he’d be doing as well as
us.”

“Maybe.” Trigg shook his head dolefully. “In
any case, the government man will be here on Monday morning to see
Sneezy. He’ll decide if the animal’s dangerous or not.”

“And then?” said Ted.

“He’ll decide what to do.”

###

When the Sheriff had gone there was a family
conference.

“We can tell Sneezy to keep out of the way
until the government man has gone,” suggested Rita.

Her mother agreed. “Sneezy can live and hunt
like a wild beast in the Great Forest. He does that half the time
anyway.”

Ken Chang shook his head. “That won’t
resolve the problem in the long term. And if Sneezy stayed away
long enough he might learn to like it. Haven’t you read Jack
London?”

“Yes. The Call of the Wild,” said Ted. “We
don’t want to lose Sneezy.” He thumped the table angrily. “Sheriff
Trigg is right. The government has no business interfering in our
lives!”

Ken Chang grunted. “Don’t be a fool,
son.”

Donna Chang was more consoling. “The Sheriff
thinks pioneers come out here to escape civilisation, Ted, and
maybe some do. But most of us are here to bring civilisation
to the wilderness and government is a part of that.”

“Hence the new railroad,” said Ken
Chang.

“But Sneezy isn’t dangerous!” protested
Rita.

“No, she is dangerous,” said her
father. “Sneezy could kill a man in seconds. But she’s under
control. She’s really an intelligent, sentient life form who
happens to look like a large wild animal.”

“So what do we do?” asked Ted.

Ken Chang frowned. “I don’t know.”

###

Ted knew. The government man was arriving on
Monday, so on Sunday night he slipped out of bed after midnight.
Everyone else was asleep. Creeping quietly downstairs he summoned
Sneezy telepathically.

Where are you? Ted hoped Rita was
fast asleep and wouldn’t pick up the thought. When the reply came
he could identify the sender easily because thoughts from Sneezy
felt slightly different to those from his sister in a way he
couldn’t have explained.

In my kennel. When Sneezy had grown
too large to fit comfortably in the house Ken Chang had made him a
small house of his own out in the yard.

Come with me.

Ted had prepared a backpack full of food and
water, plus a small tent. He slipped it on and crept out the back
door then turned and headed west towards the Great Forest. Sneezy
followed silently.

Ted didn’t want Sneezy going feral but he
didn’t want him put down or taken away either. The solution was to
hide the cat in the Great Forest and for someone human to hide with
him, to keep his link to mankind and stop him answering the call of
the wild. Ted had volunteered himself for the job.

Of course, it was a scary prospect. The
small town of Forest Gate was safe and The Great Plain where the
Changs and several other families had their cattle ranches was
relatively safe. But next to it was The Great Forest which
stretched for hundreds of miles to the west. Most of that was
unexplored yet known to be rich with animal life, including several
dangerous predators. Sleeping in a tent there for any length of
time was a perilous undertaking.

But Ted decided he had to do it: for
Sneezy.

The track he took went south from the Chang
farm towards Forest Gate. After a few kilometres there was another
track forking off to the west and the Great Forest. That was his
route.

Sneezy loped easily at his side, unconcerned
because he accepted that Ted was in charge. Ted was not
unconcerned. He looked back over his shoulder at the wooden
buildings of the Chang ranch and wondered if he would ever see them
again.

###

Red McCallister disembarked from the small,
battered old bus in the high street of Forest Gate. Everyone else
on board disembarked too since Forest Gate was the end of the line,
but there weren’t many of them. One was a middle aged woman who had
been to Newtown for a rare shopping expedition to buy a dress.
After imparting this information she had gazed primly out of the
window at the passing grasslands for the whole trip. Another was a
rancher who had gone there to make a deal for selling his cattle
and had enjoyed telling Red all about it. The last, besides Red,
was a small, neat man in smart dark blue attire who carried a
document case under his arm. He had spent most of the trip tapping
away at a data pad and declined to engage anyone in conversation.
He looked like some sort of clerk.

There was a coffee shop by the bus stop. Red
went inside and ordered a cold drink. As he paid for it he asked
casually: “Could you tell me where the Chang ranch is?”

The server paused to look him over carefully
then smiled. “Sure. Take the track that goes north out of town and
keep going for about three kilometres. You can’t miss it. You a
friend of theirs?”

Red grunted. “More of an acquaintance, you
might say. Thanks.”

He finished his drink quickly and left.

###

Ted! Where are you?

Rita came through loud and clear. Telepathic
communication had no volume, of course, but could carry a level of
intensity when there was emotion behind it. Ted knew that Rita was
shouting at him.

He decided not to answer. Sneezy received
the thought as well but as it hadn’t been addressed to him he
simply turned his head and looked up at his master.

Rita.

Ignore her. Just for a while.

Sneezy was physically incapable of a shrug
but he accepted the order and continued loping along. They had just
come to the right fork that went towards the Great Forest. Ted
hesitated for a second then took it decisively. The die was cast.
The game was afoot.

Ted! Have you got Sneezy with you? Where are
you? Where are you?

She was really upset but Ted couldn’t tell
her. Not yet. His father might get in the truck and catch them up.
Only when he was safely hidden could he let his sister know his
plan. He was sure she would agree to it. She loved Sneezy as much
as he did.

In fact, his canny father might guess what
he’d do and come after him anyway. Nervously, Ted looked back to
the main track.

Red McCallister strode from left to right
across his field of vision, clearly heading for the Chang farm




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































Nomadic Delirium Press titles are available
on our website at:








cover.jpg
»

- ¥ %

Edited by Marcie Tentchoff





