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          Words from the Editor-in-Chief by Jason Sizemore

        

      

    

    
      If you’re the type of reader who likes to read a zine’s content and then goes back to see what the editor has to say regarding the work (I do this), let me put this out there:

      I wasn’t trying to ruin your holiday. I promise.

      There’s a bit of an art form when it comes to selecting stories for an issue. You want work that is similar in theme and mood, but uniquely special. While not every issue can conform to these characteristics due to word counts and assorted production schedule items, this is the goal. And this month it came together beautifully.

      We’ve had the incredible “Girls Who Do Not Drown” by A.C. Buchanan in our inventory for a long time. It’s a classic coming-of-age tale of finding your true self despite society’s expectations and certainly could have fit into a number of previous issues. But for reasons having to do with story length, mood, and not wanting to slap our readers over the head thematically, I held it until the right moment.

      “Captain Midrise” by James Marino is about how we treat those in the sunset of their lives, creating a nice dichotomy with Buchanan’s piece. They fit together well thematically. Both are quiet, melancholy works that share the same emotional space.

      And then there’s the gut punch of “On the Day You Spend Forever with Your Dog” by Adam R. Shannon. Shannon’s story faces head on the inevitability of loss and the march of time—both themes touched on by Buchanan and Marino.

      As a whole, to me, these three stories work well together. Yet, they are all very different in style and memorable in their own ways.

      See, there was no malicious attempt to depress you. Apex wants everyone to be happy and have a wonderful holiday month! Though you may need some Kleenex while reading the issue.
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      Our reprint this month is Dee Warrick’s “The Man Who Has Been Killing Kittens.” And before you cry out in despair and give up on this issue, please hear me out. Dee’s story does not contain kitten abuse. Dee is using it as a metaphorical construct to … well, I don’t want to give away too much. Read her story because Dee is always amazing.

      We have an interesting pair of essays this month by newcomer Isabella Faidley and industry pro Alethea Kontis. Each share their unique and specific takes on Gen Con. Isabella is 14 years old and Gen Con was her first convention. Alethea exists outside of time and has attended dozens of conventions. Seeing the contrast in expectations and experiences between these two ladies is very neat.

      Andrea Johnson held it together long enough to interview Adam R. Shannon about his heartbreaking story “On the Day You Spend Forever with Your Dog.” Finally, we round out the last issue of 2018 with Russell Dickerson’s interview with cover artist Ronnie Jensen.

      2018 has been a … year. Onward to a better and brighter 2019!

      

      Jason
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          On the Day You Spend Forever with Your Dog by Adam R. Shannon

        

      

    

    
      
        
        3,700 words

      

      

      When the dog dies, she doesn’t know she is dying. You shouldn’t feel sorry for her. To her, life lasts forever.
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      Infants and dogs recognize the flow of time, but not their presence in it. Psychologists show two films to a child so young it cannot comprehend the difference between itself and the universe. In the first film, water pours from a pitcher into a glass. In the second, time is reversed: water spirals out of the glass to replenish the pitcher. The child will stare longer at the film that violates the rules of causality. She believes, without knowing she believes, that time goes one way.

      She doesn’t know that time pervades her very flesh, a dimension of her physical existence. She doesn’t know that it will require her to die. She believes that time is progress. For a while, you believe it, too, and the mistake damages all your equations. It isn’t until Jane dies that you reach the solution.
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      You don’t know it yet, but there is a feeling of being inside time. It suffuses your awareness as thoroughly as your height and weight and position in space. It is as comforting as riding at a constant speed and in a constant direction, rocking to sleep on a train or in a car driven by someone you trust. When you go back in time, it hurts.
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      The first injection calms the dog. Her breathing slows, and she puts her head on your foot. It is an unexpected move, and a little unsettling. Jane has seldom wavered in her determination to watch over you. She watched when you went to the bathroom. She followed you without condemnation when you walked up the stairs, forgot why you were there, and immediately descended with her in tow. She watched today as you made the last batch of muffins. She kept an eye on your movements even as she licked the bowl. For you, it’s the last time she will ever lick the bowl. For her, it’s forever.

      The sedative allows her to relax in her self-appointed duties. Her watchfulness fades and she looks past you.

      Jane doesn’t know about the drugs. She just transitions from what she was to what she becomes, as unaware of her own trajectory as she is its destination.

      The second injection places her in a profound sleep. She’s unaware of anything happening to her, unable to feel pain. You touch her paws, stroke the black curve of her nails, but she does not withdraw.

      “Don’t leave me,” you whisper, knowing the only reason you can ask is because she cannot understand. Her existence is a secret you can never tell her. If she ever learned, she would know she is dying.

      The last injection stops her heart. It feels as if your heart stops, too, ceasing its stuttering progress through space.

      You shouldn’t feel sorry for her. She lived forever.
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      When you first found her, Jane had a broken leg and a healing gash over the bony ridge of her pelvis. She had been hit by a car on New York Avenue at 4 a.m., and was picked up by the crew of a passing trash truck. It took two people to lift her into the cab for a trip to the emergency vet. She snapped weakly at their hands, furious at her pain.

      The company fired the driver for diverting from his route. Sometimes you wonder what might have happened if that man had gone to the shelter and found her recovering in her bare metal cage. There are no alternate realities in which he took Jane home and she watched over him the way she watched over you. No timelines exist in which she settled beside him on the couch and watched him as he watched TV, in which she walked with him and watched everything for a chance to prove her love.

      There’s only one timeline. If you go back far enough and wait, you eventually find yourself exactly where you started.

      You will go back anyway.
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      You like to joke that a time machine is theoretically possible, but that the materials are in short supply. You must first construct a stable wormhole. This would require harnessing a daunting amount of energy and solving certain problems related to the production of exotic matter.

      Assuming you can overcome this technological hurdle, you would then place one end of your wormhole on Earth—preferably in your lab, where no one can mess with it. Put the other end on a spaceship and accelerate it to near the speed of light. Relativistic effects will gradually induce time drift between the two openings. After one year at .9 times the speed of light, the end on your ship has traveled 1.294 years into the future, compared to the aperture that you left behind in your lab.

      There are problems. You can only travel between the two ends of your fabricated wormhole. You will never travel back to observe World War II. Dinosaurs will never come roaring through your portal to wreak havoc on the modern world, scaly metaphors for fascism and the fall of an empire.

      Also, you do not have a stable wormhole and no plausible means of creating it.

      For a while, your theories make you a star in the field. A few awards fall into your lap, and you believe the words engraved in the bases.

      Then the accolades slip away and are redirected into the careers of colleagues with more plausible equations. Your lab space is reassigned to the nanoengineering unit, which filed actionable patents while you imagined flying about with a wormhole.

      Eventually, you wonder if only your dog still cares about you.

      You abandon the time machine, encrypt your files, and drift between ideas. Jane watches and follows as you walk around the house in a bathrobe. She still limps a little, a physical recording of past trauma. She rolls on her back on the couch as you waste a few hours of your life on an old sitcom. She growls as you rub her belly. The deep menace in this sound sometimes frightens people who don’t know that this is how she speaks her love.

      She watches over you.
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      Then she struggles to get up, limping more noticeably, sensing that you’re upset and wondering how she can protect you.

      She brushes her gray muzzle against your face, watching you to know how she should feel. You pretend to be fine and call her a good girl. She is a good girl. Your misery comes from watching her body falter, from the inevitable progress toward a terrible decision, but she can’t know that.

      You’re sitting on the kitchen floor next to her as she pushes her food bowl around the tiles. The fridge rises like a steel monolith at your back. It is a place for giants. You feel secure next to her on the cool floor. She bumps you with the food bowl and uses your weight to pin it down while she finishes her dinner. You pat her side, and she burps before lying down, slowly, against your hip. You’ve forgotten to make yourself dinner.

      Then it’s the day when she dies, although she doesn’t know it.
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      No one watches over you now. You’re free to spend nights in the lab, catching fitful naps under a desk, wondering what previous resident stuck their chewed gum in a line of Morse Code under the rim. The gum is the record of passing time, the message that is the past.

      Then you understand: no one moves through time. Time is merely a form of encryption, much like the files on your computer. The past is decoded; the future remains locked into a cypher. The present is merely a floating translation point between encoded and decoded information.

      There is only one timeline, one message. You might want to change it—to save a planeload of doomed passengers or avert a war. But you’re free of the burden of that power. When you go back, you’re simply re-encrypting the timestring. Your equations show, with almost total confidence, that you won’t be able to change anything.

      You’re going back for one reason—to see your dog again.
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      When you go back in time, it hurts more than you thought possible. The universe presses its weight against you. Exploding molecules are welded back together. Healed wounds are torn open before ceasing to exist. Disentangled particles fall back under each other’s painful influence.

      Pages come in contact, stick and knit back together. Your memories are stripped from you and scrambled into code.

      When you go back, you don’t know you’ve gone back. You roll back the clock and experience your life again for the first time. You’re yourself, just as you always were, and always will be
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