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  Buzzword


  Alyssa Wong | 910 words


  i.


  Here’s how you learn that there are people you’ve never met who hate you.


  You are in your early twenties, small of frame and confidence, and you have just been nominated for a Nebula Award. Your world explodes; fans email you to tell you that they’ve read your story, your Twitter follower count ticks rapidly upward. People start wanting things from you, and it’s both flattering and disconcerting.


  Shortly afterwards, you’re in New York, visiting friends, dodging snowstorms. Someone forwards you a link to the comments on a blog. “Just look,” they write. And when you do, you find that someone’s written pages upon pages about you. There’s a brief mention of your story, but you’re the main target, and the accusations are ugly.


  You don’t sleep well that night. The air mattress deflates and you wake on the cold, hard floor, thinking, Who the hell’s been watching me?


  You think about going dark, locking your social media account. But your career is just starting, and if you lock down your social media, will that hurt it? Will that help? Is a career in SFF short fiction even worth knowing that someone is watching your every step?


  It takes a drunken, dramatic reading of the post with one of your best friends and a night out on the town to begin getting over it. What bothers you most is that you can’t figure out where the venom is coming from. “I’m not even a person,” you blurt out to your friend.


  She looks at you sharply, eyes glittering under the Manhattan streetlights. “Yes, you are,” she says. “You’re very much a person. Don’t ever forget that.”


  ii.


  The truth is, you’re used to people seeing you as a category instead of an individual. You’re the Asian girl, the Chinese one, sometimes the Filipina, but mostly just the Asian girl. You’re used to getting stared at in restaurants or mistaken for one of the two adopted Korean girls in town, even by people who’ve known them their whole lives.


  It’s a weird, hypervisible sort of invisibility. You give up on being a person, because no one will remember which one of the Asians you are anyway.


  You discover this is a problem in SFF, too, even with award-winning authors. You wonder when it will be your turn.


  iii.


  The 2015 Hugos happen. Cixin Liu wins Best Novel for The Three-Body Problem. He is the first Chinese author to win a Hugo Award for Best Novel, and watching Ken Liu, his translator, accept the award sparks something bright and burning in you. It reminds you of the time in college when your friend pushed a copy of Ted Chiang’s “Hell is the Absence of God” into your hands, the intense, excited look on his face, the way he said, “This means we can do it, too,” and how, for the first time, you really believed it.


  The 2015 Hugos happen, and the internet explodes with commentary and slurs. One white editor refers to Cixin Liu as a chicom; another writer calls him a chinaman. To them, he’s not a person, just a racist caricature. It is two-thousand-fucking-fifteen, and your blood boils, and when you speak up, the trolls descend. It’s not really a slur. It’s an old military term, how could it be offensive? What do you know, anyway? The digs are personal, and they get more and more personal with every attack.


  You think of the cold, distant tone of your father’s voice when he says, “Chicom? Oh yes, I remember that word very well.” You think of your college friend, who spun fury and hurt into fire and art.


  You install mass-blockers on social media, you bunker down, you lean on your friends, you channel the pain, and you write.


  iv.


  There are a lot of posts like that first one. Quotes pulled from social media, context be damned. All kinds of identities theorized and insisted upon. Your favorite is that you’re a gay, cosplaying Vietnamese woman who hates white people and wants to destroy the Constitution. The constant subtext: You aren’t even American; what are you doing in American SFF?


  The more you read, the more you realize the truth. These posts were never about you as a writer, or even as a person. They’re about what you represent. They’re about white supremacy and yellow peril, a majority’s fear of growing irrelevant and being displaced. It’s about hating you for taking up space they believe they deserve.


  You talk to older POC about how to deal with harassment. They tell you that you have two options: You can be quiet and hope that it stops, which won’t work, or you can expose their ugliness for everyone to see.


  People will write about you. Your very existence in this space is a political act. Some people will accuse you of corrupting their genre with political agendas, for daring to write about race and gender and all of the things that you are. People will make up ugly-sounding acronyms to describe you; others will go straight for the racist slang you’ve heard your whole life. But you are a survivor, and you’ll never get less brown or yellow, no matter how little you speak, and they’ll never stop hating you for it, so you might as well speak your goddamn mind.


  And every day, you make a choice, and you think, “I am a person,” and you press post.
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  Pushing Back Against the Wall


  Aliette de Bodard | 780 words


  Some days, I despair.


  I get up in the morning, and the same things keep happening with clockwork regularity. I see people who don’t understand how hurtful it is for minorities that writers take viscerally painful subjects and mine them for shiny elements that can be put into a story—how gut-wrenching it is when someone takes your wars and your oppression and makes them into bowdlerised theme parks that readers can dip into for a moment’s entertainment—when this watering-down becomes a lauded, awards-garlanded reference, and everything else is inauthentic, or unnecessarily grim, or too political by comparison to it. I see people who don’t understand that to write a culture not your own is hard work, who don’t see that mindsets and values are different across the world, and that not everyone shares the dominant USian, majority white, and individualistic culture that has now become a hegemony strangling everything else.


  I am told that I am being silly for protesting—too sensitive, too prescriptive—or, worse, that I’m failing to be supportive enough of diversity. That I should be happy with what I have, with the crumbs of representation that are being thrown my way. With the Vietnamese forever stuck in the Vietnamese/American war, forever in the background of narratives about Westerners. I am told that there are large swathes of things that exist, invisibly, outside the hegemony—as if oppression was always about outright and brutal suppression, as if being invisible and unrecognised wasn’t its own issue. I am told I shouldn’t speak of this, because it makes me angry and unpleasant and unattractive, and is that what I really want to be, as an author?


  But I have to speak up, lest I choke.


  It took me years to understand that the things I had absorbed from my readings—the plots where family was a hindrance and a stricture, where ancestor worship and spirituality were a quaint/harmful/irrational custom; where the closest people to me were the aliens, those odd and weird cultures presented as exotic counterpoints to the solidity and rationality of Western culture in space—all those things were not givens. That writing science fiction and fantasy didn’t have to involve them, and that I could write my own stuff and that I would still get to use spaceships and artificial intelligences and all the things that I love. That the wall of “this isn’t right, this isn’t proper” wasn’t something I needed to be bound by.


  And, sometimes, I still wonder if I’m doing the right thing. Sometimes I worry I’m not writing True Science Fiction (or True Fantasy). Some days I hit that wall really hard, and I have to tell myself that I don’t believe that stuff anymore. That all the things in my brain, all the little voices whispering that I’m Doing It Wrong, this is just how hegemonies work: by continuous reinforcement; by convincing people that there is only one true way (or a handful of such); by promoting and valuing, over and over, the same narratives without thought to how harmful they can be.


  And some days I get up in the morning and I realise: There are more and more marginalised people in the field, year after year, and we’re speaking up. We’re sharing our experiences and our points of view. We’re writing our own stories and putting them out there, and the field is expanding ever outwards, to be more and more inclusive. And we’re more and more supported, more and more listened to, more and more recognised. And narratives are changing, too. There is a growing awareness of pitfalls, exoticising, and the difficulty of writing other cultures; a greater thoughtfulness in what is put out there. And this in turn is slowly but surely making its way into the collective psyche. The field as it was in 2006, when I first entered it, is very different from the one now, at the close of 2015.


  Some days I realise: We’re pushing back against the wall, inch by painful inch. And yeah, some days it doesn’t feel like it’s moving at all. Some days I remember that books by POCs and other marginalised people still sell fewer copies than dominant narratives, and that they’re held to more exacting standards. Some days it doesn’t feel like the message is getting through. But it is. Little by little, we’re moving that wall. Little by little, we’re making a difference. We’re changing the world—for us, for the ones that will come after us.


  And you know what? Some days, I despair. But most days, I get up, and do the work that needs to be done.
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  I'm a Big Black Man Who Writes Science Fiction


  Malon Edwards | 570 words


  I'm a big guy. I'm six feet two inches tall. I'm two hundred thirty pounds. And I'm black.


  I'm a big black guy.


  That's an uncomfortable image for many people. Mostly white people. But it's a nearly non-existent image when it comes to science fiction writers.


  Big black guys are supposed to be athletes.


  In 1998, I served as an AmeriCorps VISTA in Billings, Montana, where I worked in an elementary school with at-risk students for a year. My first day, I walked into the cafeteria during lunch time and some kid said (a little too loudly), "Wow, Michael Jordan!"


  Makes sense. There weren't too many big black guys in Billings, and the only one he'd ever seen (and remembered) was the greatest basketball player of all time.


  Or, big black guys are supposed to be authority figures.


  My second year as an AmeriCorps VISTA in Missoula, Montana, I worked at a high school, also with at-risk students. I recruited freshmen to participate in enrichment programs, which meant pulling them out of class. Word got around. One day, an upperclassman asked me if I was a truant officer. Makes sense. The only reason a non-teacher big black guy would pull some of the most troubled (and troublesome) students out of class was to discuss truancy issues.


  But big black guys aren't supposed to be science fiction writers.


  Makes sense. I didn't know any growing up on the South Side of Chicago. But I knew my sister.


  My older sister introduced me to science fiction. I was four-and-a-half years old. She was fifteen.


  She was a huge Star Wars fan. She’d seen it at the drive-in, where she held a tape recorder to the speaker hanging from the car window so she could listen to her favorite parts at home whenever she wanted. She'd also had so many Star Wars toys in her room that going in there was like Christmas morning to four-year-old me.


  She had a twelve-inch-tall Darth Vader (cape included). I broke that. She had Luke’s land speeder. I broke that. She even had a three-and-three-fourths-inch-tall Lando Calrissian (cape also included). I broke that, too.


  I broke everything I could get my hands on.


  So she banished me from her room for the next three years. Banishment ended when she went away to college, which meant I could play with all of the toys I didn't break. But there were no toys. She'd taken them all with her.


  There were books, though.


  I don’t remember the first book I grabbed. Probably Dune. The Bene Gesserit fascinated me. I—now a little eight-year-old black boy on the South Side of Chicago—wanted to be one of them. When my sister came home from college, I told her. We talked science fiction for days. Even today, we still do.


  Back then, my sister wrote short stories and plays, so she encouraged me to write. My first science fiction story was about two astronauts who take a rocket ship to the Moon. One decides to stay, all alone. The other goes back to Earth.


  Not all big black guys are athletes. Or authority figures. Or even criminals.


  Some of us, like me, are science fiction writers. For many, that's an uncomfortable image.


  And yet, we big black guys write on.


  Because that is what we do.
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  Spoiler Alert: The Future? Yeah, I’m in It


  Yash Kesanakurthy | 550 words


  My relationship with science fiction is uncomfortable and complicated. I did not grow up with Star Wars or Star Trek. None of my school libraries had any Douglas Adams; I did not even know Octavia Butler was an option. Most of my childhood in Saudi Arabia was a blur of Disney movies and Enid Blyton’s syrupy, well-mannered mysteries. It was when I moved back to India that I got my first small taste of SF (liberally blended with fantasy). My bookstore mostly housed bestsellers, so Artemis Fowl became my long-time school bus companion. When I moved to Canada, I quickly fell in love with Doctor Who and then just as quickly fell out of love. I read the requisite SF/dystopian novels that made it into my lit courses and sometimes I watched them; rarely with lasting affection, though. It was when I started my MA in Children’s Lit that Artemis’s final story was released. I devoured it with great reverence and nostalgia. For a while, this seemed... enough.


  Thing is, when you’ve moved around as much as I have, when you’re as scared of not fitting in as I am, or as scared of embarrassment, you internalize all the nonsense that the loudest voices are spewing. You change your accent to make it more neutral (palatable). You laugh at jokes (slights) that make you uncomfortable. You push the clothes you love to the back of the closet in order to fit in (and hide). You tend not to understand why Holly’s skin was “coffee-coloured” but Artemis’s pasty white ass was never described as “marzipan-coloured.” I existed in a present I did not really feel a part of. I read about a past that was equally shut off to me and people like me. Not once did it occur to me that I could look in a book about the future and see me. Not once did it occur to me that I could look in a book and see myself surviving, enduring, living—because what is the future if not those things?


  Science fiction is often futuristic but, to me, it’s kind of the opposite. To me, it’s about addressing the past. It is about looking at the present and thinking, “How did it come to this?” It is about looking at the page and thinking, “Where will it go from here?” You can tell when writers have ignored those questions. They tend to write the kind of future that makes my relationship with SF so complicated. Complicated because it was science fiction that got me believing in a future void of people like me, in the temporary nature of POC, in their disposability. Complicated because it was also science fiction that got me into the habit of hoping (and later, demanding) that the future change. Reading Marissa Meyer’s The Lunar Chronicles—which not only has a diverse cast of characters but starts its story in Beijing instead of a whitewashed New York—was the first time I felt comfortable reading science fiction. It made me read more, want more, and it led me to Marie Lu’s equally diverse Legend trilogy. Lu’s world is what finally got me to put words to my discomfort: A future without me isn’t fiction. It’s a lie. And it is no longer acceptable.
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  I Have a Few Demands


  Khaalidah Muhammad-Ali | 500 words


  In the summer of 1977, my Aunt Gloria corralled all of the children in her care into her car and dropped us off at the movie theater. I didn’t know what we were there to see. I was six years old and the only girl among three boys. Aunt Gloria instructed, “Sit your little behinds down and don’t get up until the movie is over.” Then she left. Today I am forty-five and I can still vividly recall what I saw once the lights went down.


  Close your eyes as I tell you.


  The background was the black curtain of space speckled with thousands of white stars in the distance. A series of bold yellow letters crawled up the screen and faded to nothing while a booming epic soundtrack played. I was mesmerized. Weren’t you? What followed that introduction is still nothing less than spectacular and history-making.


  But unlike my cousins, I didn’t spend the next few years pretending to be Luke Skywalker while twirling a plastic toy lightsaber. Nor did I don earmuff hair buns and pretend to be Princess Leia. I loved Star Wars, but even then, I only felt like a spectator.


  My love of science fiction developed much later. I was standing on the edge of a dark precipice in my life. I was depressed and felt as if I had forfeited my gifts and potential. I was momentarily stagnant. Science fiction, on the other hand, was changing, slowly and in miniscule increments, but changing nonetheless. People of color were playing roles beyond silent extras, subordinates, or the guy who dies in the first act.


  Do you remember Guinan from Star Trek: The Next Generation? Regal, gorgeous, wise, incredibly strong, and black.


  One day while watching Star Trek reruns, my daughter turned to me and said, “Mommy, you look just like her.” What a compliment!


  Science fiction has come to represent more to me than the idea that there are possibilities beyond our limited imaginings: It also taught me that people like me, people of color, can actually be a part of it. A real part.


  People of color have been rallying more than ever for their rightful and realistic place in science fiction. Our detractors try to shut us down by telling us we’re too sensitive, or that diversity doesn’t matter. We all know this isn’t true. They even tell us that if we want diverse science fiction so badly we should go and write it ourselves. To that, I say, I will. But is that enough?


  No. Miniscule increments aren’t enough. I demand more diversity in the genre I love most. I demand that more POC who write science fiction are given the opportunity to expose the wider world to their genius. I demand that science fiction incorporate more substantive characters of color. I demand these things because I don’t want my children and future grandchildren to ever feel like mere spectators to the genre I have taught them to love.
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  Thirsty for New


  Malka Older | 510 words


  I am a xenophile. I want to be able to eat a different kind of food every night of the week. I want my shuffle to jump from nineties indie to Malian-Cuban rhythms to Balkan beats.


  It’s largely because of this that I’ve spent most of my adult life living in countries that are not mine, learning languages that aren’t mine. Yes, that’s plural, because I wasn’t content with one or two. My rule of thumb for when to move was when my fluency got good enough for me to make smartass remarks to people in authority, but the real reason was usually that I was thirsty for something new.


  This wanderlust is more instinct than thought, but I’ve developed a philosophy to justify it. If I get farther away, if I find the way of life that is as different from mine as possible, maybe I’ll be able to look back at myself from the outside.


  Also, it’s fun. Getting lost, having no idea what’s going on, being amazed, experiencing what would be wild beyond belief at home. Learning on a curve like a baby’s, a thousand new details every day until I do know what’s going on and all the sensations start to dull again.


  There may be a push factor besides the pull; or at least, it may make it easier that I never completely belonged at home. Representation matters, and my particular combination of attributes is pretty much unseen on screens, although I did find some reflections in books. Maybe it was easier to fudge the identification when the visuals were in my imagination.


  Or maybe it was that with books you don’t have to travel to leave this place where you don’t belong.


  With books you don’t have to travel to find a place new and different enough to be able to see yourself from the outside.


  With books you don’t have to travel to get lost and experience something wild and gradually find your way in a new universe.


  So I want as many different books as I can find. I want stories that come from places I’ve never been, that unravel in ways I don’t expect. I want to be surprised by stories, which means that I don’t know who the love interest is from page one and I don’t want to recognize the shape of the narrative arc. Please, give me a narrative triangle instead, narrative pointillism.


  I want to know how people whose lives are totally different from mine imagine the future, because I’m sure I’ve got some blind spots there. I want to know what those people think is going on in space.


  Give me characters that represent me, when you can, but also give me characters that are completely, mind-openingly other. Other does not mean just those that are not me, but also those that are not the fingernail-thin sliver of humanity depicted in the vast majority of mass culture.


  Until the aliens bring us extraterrestrial stories, we need to make the most of the differences we have here.
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  My Life as an Alien-American


  Arthur Chu | 860 words


  “Asians are aliens and aliens are Asians.”


  It wasn’t a big presentation, even for a small liberal arts school like Swarthmore College. It was held in a classroom, not in one of the big lecture halls, attended mostly by professors who chuckled at the idea of studying racial tropes in pulpy space opera with barely contained derision. The presenter was a scruffy Chinese-American grad student who clearly got into this field of study by being an awkward nerd and whose awkward nerdiness torpedoed any gravitas his lecture might’ve had.


  It was an unlikely setting for me to hear the words that would change my life.


  “Asians are aliens and aliens are Asians,” he said, and it was like I felt a light switch flipping on inside my brain, whole seemingly unrelated puzzle pieces from my life snapping neatly into one big picture.


  As a Chinese-American and as someone who’d been obsessed with science fiction my whole life, I instantly knew what he meant, even though I’d never put it to myself in quite those terms before. I followed along hungrily as he elaborated, but feeling like I knew what he was going to say before he said it.


  The classic “Roswell Grey,” he said, was eerily similar to racist caricatures of the Japanese from World War II, only a few years before Roswell. Bulging, strangely ovoid eyes, a tiny nose and mouth, a grotesquely oversized forehead. Hairless, childlike, yet sinister.


  I mean, yes, the typical explanation for why the “Grey” aliens looked like that was that they were to normal humans as humans are to apes—“hyper-evolved” versions of people.


  But that was, he said, how Asians had been perceived by Europeans for hundreds of years. The idea of the “alien” civilization—highly advanced and highly cultured yet somehow inferior to “normal” people, missing some spark of humanity despite their dizzying intellect, unlikeable and unrelatable for all their frightening competence...


  That was a set of tropes called “Orientalism” that had been applied to Asian cultures—the temples of India, the teahouses of Japan, the seraglios of Turkey—long before the science fiction genre existed.


  He talked about how what was typically now veiled was, in the simpler times of the Golden Age, explicit. How the “primitive savages” our heroes had to fight through with fist and ray gun were stated outright to be “black men” based on stereotypes of Darkest Africa. And how, by contrast, the real aliens—the ones with advanced technology that our heroes had to fight with their wits and their strength of character—were stereotypes of the Orient.


  There was Buck Rogers, who awakens in the future horrified to find the Earth conquered by the evil “Han” civilization, i.e. the Chinese. Buck must gather the white people who’ve fallen into barbarism and rebuild the United States of America in order to break Han tyranny.


  There’s the slightly-more-subtle villains from Flash Gordon, the aliens from the planet “Mongo” led by “Ming the Merciless.” The people of Mongo look like humans with bright lemon-yellow skin and Asian features; the men wear Qing Dynasty-inspired robes and the women dress like hypersexualized Indian belly dancers. Ming, who lusts after Flash’s female sidekick Dale, at one point captures her, dresses her up in a degrading belly dancer outfit (as Jabba the Hutt would do to Princess Leia years later), and threatens to turn her into a member of his race using his “dehumanizing ray.”


  The parallels get less blatant as time goes on. But once you see how easily the Orientalist tropes were invoked back in the Golden Age, it’s hard not to see their influence later on. Look at Gene Roddenberry’s Vulcans with their rigid traditions and humorless rationality masking a wild, perverse sex drive repressed within. Look at Stargate taking Orientalist fantasies about ancient Egypt and transposing them to a science fiction setting. Or look at George Lucas’s Trade Federation from The Phantom Menace—or, rather, just listen to them talk.


  Look at me, and how I’d always been drawn to science fiction, and how I’d always sided with the aliens over the humans. My years of feeling awkward and alone and, well, alienated—afraid of my own emotions, unable to relate to my peers. My years of feeling like a freak, which my book smarts and straight-A grades only exacerbated.


  It was all the same thing. The box I’d been put in my whole life for being who I was—the same box I’d end up in years later when I went viral as “That creepy kid from Jeopardy! who everyone hates because he keeps winning”—was the same box that held Ming the Merciless, Mister Spock, and Marvin the Martian.


  The invader. The hyperintelligent inhuman threat. The weird foreigner who will never really understand Earthlings’ ways.


  I’m okay with that. I look forward to the invasion’s eventual success, the defeat of all those all-American red-blooded good-old-boys and girls-next-door by our high technology and low cunning.


  Because as a student of science fiction, I know that those Golden Age stories were wishful thinking. The newer stories come closer to the truth: In the long run, the aliens win.
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  We’re Going Places


  Jeremy Szal | 730 words


  Let’s conjure up that wormhole and step back in time. It’s 2007-ish. I’m twelve years old. I’d just moved from the beach suburb of Sydney, Australia to a village in the Austrian mountains. Half-Slavic, half-Arabic, dark-haired and olive skinned, compared to the students in the all-Aryan, all-Catholic school I’m as alien as anything out of Culture space. I don’t speak the language. I don’t understand the customs. I make the stupid mistakes that kids do, but because I’m an auslander somehow I’ve committed some sort of blasphemy. I’m dragged up in front of the class many times and told I’m retarded, that I don’t belong here. That I’m just another lost case. This one teacher in particular enjoys the process of humiliating me. He does it again and again. I feel eyes bolting into me and I just want to hide.


  One day I stumble upon the very small English section at the local library. I discover science fiction and speculative fiction. My young head starts to soak up Stephen King, Michael Grant, and Eoin Colfer. I am shown these incredible worlds, full of characters just as displaced and confused as I am. Characters who faced their situations with bravery and guts, characters who stood up to nightmares and slowly, slowly adjusted to their demons. Characters who used absurd science gadgets and insane biotech to execute mind-blowing plans and formulate complex ideas. I am introduced to aliens, starships, monsters, whole galaxies and cultures. And I do it all sitting in an overstuffed armchair, holding a weathered paperback in my lap.


  And suddenly I’m not so alone anymore. I have friends I can communicate with in a mutual language. I have worlds I can visit. Places that wouldn’t reject me, wouldn’t look down at this scruffy dark-haired kid from Down Under who tended to speak his mind and land himself in the deep end.


  Let’s get back into the wormhole and warp years into the future, into the present. As a writer of science fiction and unabashed geek, I stumble across online fandom. Then I see a phrase I’m not familiar with.


  “People of colour.”


  Wait. What the hell did you just call me? I do a little digging and discover it’s not some sort of dehumanizing slur from the Civil War. It’s a term in America, used by Americans, for Americans, to describe people outside America and to describe people like me. Crisis averted?


  Not really.


  Suddenly I’m not just an individual. The wealth of complex and multi-faceted cultures that this entire world has to offer—mine included—had all been funnelled down to a single, stagnate, Americana-exclusive phrase, negating all the wonders and intricacies of the world’s cultures. Blending them together to make a colourless mush. I hiked all the way to this online fandom, where I was thrown into this blender. Because it’s more convenient to use the static term “people of colour” than to acknowledge the richness and wealth of grand diversity that exists in our world and its peoples. It’s a literal example of a toxic black-or-white fallacy that threatens to simplify individuals. And as someone who is multiracial, it just muddles things further.


  It’s something we need to move away from. Diversity cannot exist if it exists solely within America and is dominated by American terms. So how do we do that? How do we move past that singular ideal?


  And suddenly it strikes me that I had the answer all along. Science fiction has been doing this since its inception. Thinking outside the box, broadening our scope, introducing us to new concepts, ideas, and cultures from all over the globe. I discovered it long ago, sitting in that library and cracking open those yellowed paperbacks. They’d been asking questions that people didn’t want the answers for, peeking over that carefully constructed gate of respectability. Opening a dialogue to the stars. Science fiction was always that one person in the back row who shook his head and muttered, “That just doesn’t sound right. The future needs to change.”


  But you and me, kid? Yes, you, that ungainly twelve-year-old with an unhealthy love of monsters and starships? Say goodbye to that teacher. He’s ancient, and he’s bound to kick the bucket one of these days. As for us? We’re going places. We’re going to the future. And with any luck, we’re going to change it.
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  Dancing in the Margins


  An Owomoyela | 1,100 words


  Back when People of Colo(u)r Destroy SF! was first announced, I linked it to a dear friend of mine who responded that they didn’t know whether or not they’d submit. Because, although they came from a racial-minority background, although their life had set them to navigating the world through those experiences, although they worked with those experiences and found them important, they were still worried that perhaps they weren’t POC enough. And I found, in talking to others, that this was hardly a unique concern: There are a bunch of us that feel like there might, perhaps, be a bar that no one’s defined for us, and we might fall short of it. Are we really people of color? There is, we feel, a narrative about it. Do we find a place in it?


  Quite a lot of the time, I want to say that race is largely bullshit. But it’s bullshit that is maniacally important to a lot of people, sometimes for sympathetic reasons, sometimes for absolutely asinine reasons, and sometimes because when something is important enough to enough people, then suddenly you live in a world where it’s an Important Thing. And Important Things have a way of affecting you, especially when those Important Things encode assumptions about you, and this is all a bit like turning out to vote: The discourse is made by the ones who show up.


  And sometimes it’s important to show up just because you don’t feel you have a place, and feel that there ought to be one.


  If you ask me, there are a lot of things that have affected my life more than my race. Asexual aromanticism, for one; that’s a doozy. Or the way in which I process language and communicate emotion. But the fact that race isn’t at the top of my list of concerns is, in a way, why I want to write this essay.


  I want to write this essay for, to, and about the people who write themselves out of anthologies like this one because they don’t feel POC enough: because they’re assimilated into majority-white culture, or because they pass (or are passed) for white, or because they don’t have stories of oppression to tell. As though oppression is inextricable from living as a person of color. I want to write this essay because the conversation we’ve created around race needs to grow in so many different ways that if I can help tackle just one, maybe we’ll end up in a better place.


  I want to write because it’s important to me to see writing into the edge cases. Because those edge cases, and the ways in which race / ethnicity / color / call-it-what-you-want is defined, is manifested, in different places, at different times, is a huge part of the mess about what it means to be white or not in our community—this community that I live in and write in, and which affects me, day-to-day.


  (I attended a workshop on community diversity a while ago, and I got to talking with some of the other POC in the room. One of the things I noticed was that if you put us in a group, no matter what our racial background, we could go around the circle talking about times when the world reared up and stopped everything in its tracks just to give us a reminder that hey, we had race. In case you’ve forgotten, here’s your monthly/daily/hourly reminder that you’re not white. Just thought it would be helpful for you to remember that! It’s like using a computer infected with pop-up malware, except that the computer is your life.)


  “Person of color” is a big, fuzzy, wide-ranging term, and that’s why it appeals to me.


  An anecdote I often tell is how, growing up in Nebraska with one white parent and one black parent but generally exposed to and brought up in a middle-class, culturally white environment, I went to get a learner’s permit, and I had to fill in my race on the paperwork. At that time, they didn’t have an other or multiple or biracial field, so I marked down both black and white. A few minutes later, I was called back up to the desk because I could only fill in one of those options. And the interesting thing about the U.S. and its one-drop history is that I knew that an observer would not accept a designation of me as white; I was blacked, by default.


  (Nowadays I more often see “mark all that apply” fields under race/ethnicity, but for a while there I noticed this odd transitory period where you could still only select one option, but one of the options was biracial or multi-racial. Which was only marginally better; it always made me think that people were very invested in classifying humans into purebreds and mutts.)


  In college, I took a couple classes in African-American history and African-American religions, and I was astounded to see how little of my own culture and experiences I saw reflected in them. But that was because the African-American identity, as it was being presented in that slice of academia, was based in the culture that emerged in America and had its roots in slavery. Most of my classmates—and my professor—had their own family stories rooted in that long history. My father, by contrast, came to the U.S. for his postgraduate degree, and worked as a professor, and so experienced racism but also experienced a degree of education and economic security that is characteristically systematically limited for the African-American community. My classmates and I were all signified as black or African-American, but we had very few experiences in common if you approached it from that axis.


  (That’s why I don’t tend to identify as black [I’m not; with a black parent and a white parent, surely I’m some shade of grey] or African-American; person of color is a broad enough category that it communicates something about me without necessarily also communicating a boatload of other assumptions.)


  (But there are always assumptions, really.)


  When it comes down to it, I also experience a heck of a lot of privilege in my life. The oppressive experiences I have pale in comparison to a heck of a lot that goes on out there. But my life is woven through with this experience of being forced to dance with my identity in terms of race/color/whathaveyou, and that dance is common to a lot of people. More and more people, I would imagine; more born every year.


  And that dance is worth telling stories about.
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  Penguins, Robins, and Science Fiction


  Caroline M. Yoachim | 610 words


  Writing this essay, I am a penguin trying to explain what it means to be a bird. People love to categorize, and it isn’t always easy. When people hear “bird,” they are more likely to think of a robin than a penguin. Some things are at the center of a category, and others are at the edges.


  For the category “people of color,” I am an edge case. I’m mixed race—my mom is Japanese and my dad is white. Racial identity has always been a struggle for me. As a person of color, I feel like a penguin among robins—awkward and different, lacking the shared experience of flight. But if I don’t identify as a person of color, I feel like a penguin pretending not to be a bird at all.


  When I was a kid, I tried to fit in, which at my mostly white elementary school meant hiding anything about me that was Japanese. I wouldn’t tell people my middle name (Mariko), and I was always embarrassed when people came over to my house and I had to ask them to take off their shoes. In my teens, I read a lot of classic science fiction—Asimov, Clarke, etc.—and while I loved the ideas, I never saw myself in any of the characters. The protagonists were mostly white, and mostly male. I didn’t realize that this was a problem, back then. I loved the stories anyway, for the adventure and the science and the sense of wonder.


  The fiction from my childhood had a big influence on my writing. I’m still drawn to big ideas and alien worlds and sense of wonder, all of which is fine. But my childhood reading had a more insidious effect, too: if I don’t pay attention, I default to writing white characters. In my early stories, the characters tended to be either white or unspecified (in which case readers will tend to assume that they are white). The idea that characters can’t be like me was so deeply ingrained that I wasn’t in the story even when I was the one writing it.


  I’m glad to see people talking about diversity in fiction. Increased awareness is a good first step, one that will hopefully let us recognize our biases and take action against them. Once I realized what I was doing with my characters, I made an effort to represent a wider range of people in my fictional worlds. I worry that I will get everything wrong, because—to go back to my bird metaphor—I’m a penguin, so who am I to write about robins or nightingales? But I try, because reality is diverse, and everyone should get to see themselves in the fiction they read.


  Thankfully, my voice isn’t the only one out there. It has been exciting, as an adult, to finally find the perspectives that were missing from the books I read as a teen—in novels and stories by writers like N.K. Jemisin, Ken Liu, Nnedi Okorafor, and Nalo Hopkinson.


  Science fiction is a chorus, and we need a wider range of voices. As a penguin, I want to hear the songs of robins and sparrows, toucans and flamingoes. I want to learn what it is like to fly, even if I will never have that experience myself. Perhaps others would like to know how it feels to waddle on the ice or dive beneath the waves, as penguins do. We each have a unique perspective we can share, and we need to make our voices heard.


  So to all my fellow birds out there: I hope you’ll sing with me.
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  Coming Attractions


  The Editors


  Coming up in July, in Lightspeed . . .


  We have original science fiction by Ted Kosmatka (“She the Unnamed”) and Jilly Dreadful (“5x5”), along with SF reprints by Genevieve Valentine (“Small Medicine”) and Seth Fried (“Hello Again”).


  Plus, we have original fantasy by Rochita Loenen-Ruiz (“Magnifica Angelica Superable”) and Kenneth Schneyer (“Some Pebbles in the Palm”), and fantasy reprints by A. Merc Rustad (“Finding Home”) and Spencer Ellsworth (“The Child Support of Cromdor the Condemned”).


  All that, and of course we also have our usual assortment of author spotlights, along with our book and media review columns.


  For our ebook readers, we also have an ebook-exclusive reprint of Walter Jon Williams’s novella “Surfacing” and a novel excerpt.


  It’s another great issue, so be sure to check it out.


  Later this year, in October, be sure to also keep an eye out for Nightmare’s People of Colo(u)r Destroy Horror! (guest-edited by Silvia Moreno-Garcia) and, in December, Fantasy’s People of Colo(u)r Destroy Fantasy! (guest-edited by Daniel José Older). To learn more about those, or anything Destroy-related, visit www.destroysf.com.


  Thanks for reading!
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  Stay Connected


  The Editors


  
    Here are a few URLs you might want to check out or keep handy if you’d like to stay apprised of everything new and notable happening with Lightspeed:
  


  
    Magazine Website
  


  
    www.lightspeedmagazine.com
  


  
    Destroy Projects Website
  


  
    www.destroysf.com
  


  
    Newsletter
  


  
    www.lightspeedmagazine.com/newsletter
  


  
    RSS Feed
  


  
    www.lightspeedmagazine.com/rss-2
  


  
    Podcast Feed
  


  
    www.lightspeedmagazine.com/itunes-rss
  


  
    Twitter
  


  
    www.twitter.com/LightspeedMag
  


  
    Facebook
  


  
    www.facebook.com/LightspeedMagazine
  


  
    Google+
  


  
    plus.google.com/+LightspeedMagazine
  


  
    Subscribe
  


  
    www.lightspeedmagazine.com/subscribe
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  Subscriptions and Ebooks


  The Editors


  Subscriptions: If you enjoy reading Lightspeed, please consider subscribing. It’s a great way to support the magazine, and you’ll get your issues in the convenient ebook format of your choice. All purchases from the Lightspeed store are provided in epub, mobi, and pdf format. A 12-month subscription to Lightspeed includes 96 stories (about 480,000 words of fiction, plus assorted nonfiction). The cost is just $35.88 ($12 off the cover price)—what a bargain! For more information, visit lightspeedmagazine.com/subscribe.


  Ebooks & Bundles: We also have individual ebook issues available at a variety of ebook vendors ($3.99 each), and we now have Ebook Bundles available in the Lightspeed ebookstore, where you can buy in bulk and save! We currently have a number of ebook bundles available: Year One (issues 1-12), Year Two (issues 13-24), Year Three (issues 25-36), the Mega Bundle (issues 1-36), and the Supermassive Bundle (issues 1-48). Buying a bundle gets you a copy of every issue published during the named period. So if you need to catch up on Lightspeed, that’s a great way to do so. Visit lightspeedmagazine.com/store for more information.


  • • • •


  All caught up on Lightspeed? Good news! We also have lots of ebooks available from our sister-publications:


  Nightmare Ebooks, Bundles, & Subscriptions: Like Lightspeed, our sister-magazine Nightmare (nightmare-magazine.com) also has ebooks, bundles, and subscriptions available as well. For instance, you can get the complete first year (12 issues) of Nightmare for just $24.99; that’s savings of $11 off buying the issues individually. Or, if you’d like to subscribe, a 12-month subscription to Nightmare includes 48 stories (about 240,000 words of fiction, plus assorted nonfiction), and will cost you just $23.88 ($12 off the cover price).


  Fantasy Magazine Ebooks & Bundles: We also have ebook back issues—and ebook back issue bundles—of Lightspeed’s (now dormant) sister-magazine, Fantasy. To check those out, just visit fantasy-magazine.com/store. You can buy each Fantasy bundle for $24.99, or you can buy the complete run of Fantasy Magazine— all 57 issues—for just $114.99 (that’s $10 off buying all the bundles individually, and more than $55 off the cover price!).
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  About the Special Issue Staff


  The Editors


  Nalo Hopkinson, Guest Co-Editor-in-Chief & Original Fiction Editor


  Nalo Hopkinson is a Jamaican-born Canadian whose taproots extend to Trinidad and Guyana. She has published numerous novels and short stories, and has edited and co-edited anthologies, including Whispers From the Cotton Tree Root: Caribbean Fabulist Fiction, and Mojo: Conjure Stories. Her writing has received the John W. Campbell Memorial Award, the Locus Award, the World Fantasy Award, the Sunburst Award for Excellence in Canadian Literature of the Fantastic, and the Andre Norton Award. Hopkinson is a professor of Creative Writing at the University of California, Riverside. She has taught at both the Clarion Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers’ Workshop and the Clarion West Writers Workshop. Hopkinson’s short story collection Falling in Love With Hominids was published in 2015 by Tachyon Books. Learn more at nalohopkinson.com.


  Kristine Ong Muslim, Guest Co-Editor-in-Chief & Original Fiction Editor


  Kristine Ong Muslim is the author of We Bury the Landscape (Queen’s Ferry Press, 2012), Grim Series (Popcorn Press, 2012), and A Roomful of Machines (ELJ Publications, 2015). Her forthcoming books include the short story collection Age of Blight (Unnamed Press, 2016) and two poetry collections from university presses in the Philippines. Her stories appeared in One Buck Horror, Confrontation Magazine, The State, and elsewhere. She lives in southern Philippines and serves as poetry editor of LONTAR: The Journal of Southeast Asian Speculative Fiction, a literary journal published by Epigram Books in Singapore. Learn more at kristinemuslim.weebly.com.


  Nisi Shawl, Reprint Editor


  Nisi Shawl is a founder of the Carl Brandon Society and a member of Clarion West’s Board of Directors. Since its 2011 inception she has edited reviews for feminist literary quarterly The Cascadia Subduction Zone. Books Shawl has edited include Bloodchildren: Stories by the Octavia E. Butler Scholars; and WisCon Chronicles 5: Writing and Racial Identity; she also co-edited Strange Matings: Science Fiction, Feminism, African American Voices, and Octavia E. Butler; and Stories for Chip: A Tribute to Samuel R. Delany. With Cynthia Ward she coauthored 2005 Tiptree Longlist book Writing the Other: A Practical Approach. Her story collection Filter House co-won the 2009 Tiptree Award. Shawl’s Belgian Congo steampunk novel Everfair is due out from Tor in September 2016.


  Berit Ellingsen, Flash Fiction Editor


  Berit Ellingsen’s novel Not Dark Yet was published by Two Dollar Radio in November 2015. Berit is the author of the short story collection Beneath the Liquid Skin (firthFORTH Books) and the novel Une Ville Vide (PublieMonde), with work in W.W. Norton’s Flash Fiction International, SmokeLong Quarterly, Unstuck, The Humanity of Monsters, and other places. Berit’s stories have been nominated for the Pushcart Prize, Best of the Net, and the British Science Fiction Association Award. The author divides time between Norway and Svalbard in the Arctic, and is a member of the Norwegian Authors’ Union. Learn more at beritellingsen.com.


  Grace L. Dillon, Nonfiction Editor


  Grace L. Dillon (Anishinaabe) is a Professor in the Indigenous Nations Studies Program, School of Gender, Race, and Nations, at Portland State University in Portland, Oregon, where she teaches graduate and undergraduate courses on a range of interests including Native American and Indigenous studies, Indigenous Futurisms, science fiction, Indigenous cinema, popular culture, race and social justice, and early modern literature. She is the editor of Walking the Clouds: An Anthology of Indigenous Science Fiction (University of Arizona Press, 2012) and Hive of Dreams: Contemporary Science Fiction from the Pacific Northwest (Oregon State University Press, 2003). Her work appears in diverse journals including The Journal of Science Fiction Film and Television; Foundation: The International Review of Science Fiction; Extrapolation; The Journal of the Fantastic in the Arts; The Historical Journal of Film, Radio and Television; Science Fiction Studies; Parabola; and Renaissance Papers.


  Vikas Adam, Podcast Producer


  Vikas Adam is a classically trained actor with numerous credits in stage, film, commercials, and television, in addition to his over one hundred recorded audiobooks. He’s quickly established himself as one who creates versatile, distinct, and clear voices for characters he embodies. Equally at home with a light piece of literature or a dark thriller, a short story or an epic novel (his longest—forty-nine hours!), Vikas's audiobooks have garnered numerous awards and nominations, including Earphones, various best-of-the-year lists, and the Audie Award. When not recording, acting, or directing, he's a lecturer in the Theater Department at UCLA.


  Rajan Khanna, Podcast Host


  Rajan Khanna is an author, blogger, reviewer and narrator. His first novel, Falling Sky, a post-apocalyptic adventure with airships, was released in 2014 followed by a sequel, Rising Tide, in 2015. His short fiction has appeared in Lightspeed Magazine, Beneath Ceaseless Skies, and several anthologies. His articles and reviews have appeared at Tor.com and LitReactor.com and his podcast narrations can be heard at PodCastle, Escape Pod, PseudoPod, Beneath Ceaseless Skies, and Lightspeed Magazine. Rajan lives in Brooklyn where he's a member of the Altered Fluid writing group. His personal website is rajankhanna.com and he tweets, @rajanyk.


  Sunil Patel, Personal Essays Editor


  Sunil Patel is a Bay Area fiction writer and playwright who has written about everything from ghostly cows to talking beer. His plays have been performed at San Francisco Theater Pub and San Francisco Olympians Festival, and his fiction has appeared or is forthcoming in Fireside Magazine, Orson Scott Card’s Intergalactic Medicine Show, Flash Fiction Online, The Book Smugglers, Fantastic Stories of the Imagination, and Asimov’s Science Fiction, among others. Plus he reviews books for Lightspeed and is Assistant Editor of Mothership Zeta. His favorite things to consume include nachos, milkshakes, and narrative. Find out more at ghostwritingcow.com, where you can watch his plays, or follow him @ghostwritingcow. His Twitter has been described as “engaging,” “exclamatory,” and “crispy, crunchy, peanut buttery.”


  Arley Sorg, Spotlights Editor & Special Issue Coordinator


  Arley Sorg grew up in England, Hawaii, and Colorado. He studied Asian Religions at Pitzer College. He lives in Oakland, and usually writes in local coffee shops. A 2014 Odyssey Writing Workshop graduate, he is an assistant editor at Locus Magazine. He’s soldering together a novel, has thrown a few short stories into orbit, and hopes to launch more.


  Nicasio Andres Reed, Spotlight Interviewer


  Nicasio Andres Reed is a queer Filipino-American writer and a member of the Queer Asian SF/F/H Illuminati. They write fiction, comics, and poetry, and their work has been represented in Beyond: A Queer Sci-Fi Comics Anthology, Strange Horizons, Lightspeed’s Queers Destroy Science Fiction!, Liminality and more. Their next short story is upcoming in Shimmer. You can find them on Twitter @NicasioSilang, probably tweeting about Dragon Age again.


  Pablo Miguel Alberto Vazquez, Spotlight Interviewer


  Pablo Miguel Alberto Vazquez considers himself many things, including performer, poet, wild fanboy, sometimes scholar/always student, agitator, bard-magus, and whatever else he comes up with. A true lover of Freedom and Passion, he champions love and unity, liberty and danger, creativity and aesthetics. He’s a cinephile, DC Comics enthusiast, voracious reader, and avid gamer (tabletop/video). Born alongside the Panama Canal, he strangely does not like extreme heat and views his perfect weather to be something akin to Fimbulwinter, but he definitely is a child of the Caribbean, with all of its mystic glory, tropical paradises and delicious culinary trappings. Pablo spends his time traversing various underground and subcultural communities, ranging from magical lodges and mystic circles, unsanctioned parties and kink events to Underground Rap and radical bookstores to, of course, Science Fiction and Fantasy fandom. He also prefers Social Justice Wizard, thank you very much.


  Tara Sim, Spotlight Interviewer


  Tara Sim is the author of Timekeeper (Sky Pony Press, Nov. 1, 2016) and can typically be found wandering the wilds of the Bay Area, California. When she’s not chasing cats or lurking in bookstores, she writes books about magic, clocks, and explosives. Half-Indian and full geek, she eats too many samosas and awkwardly dances to Bhangra music. Follow her on Twitter at @EachStarAWorld, or check out her website at tarasim.com.


  Tyhitia Green, Spotlight Interviewer


  Tyhitia Green is an author who pens horror, fantasy, and science fiction. She dabbles in other genres as well, whenever the mood strikes her. Her work has appeared in Necrotic Tissue and on BlackGirlNerds.com. She is hard at work on revising the first novel in her dark urban fantasy series. She is also working on several short stories. You can find her on her blog (obfuscationofreality.blogspot.com) or at Goodreads (bit.ly/1T8lfaW).


  Cassandra Khaw, Spotlight Interviewer


  Cassandra Khaw (cassandrakhaw.com) is the business developer for Ysbryd Games, and also an occasional contributor for Ars Technica UK and Eurogamer. When not otherwise working, she’s either punching things or writing fiction. Her work can be found or is forthcoming at Clarkesworld and Daily Science Fiction.


  JY Yang, Spotlight Interviewer


  JY Yang is a lapsed scientist, a former journalist, and a short story writer. She lives in Singapore, in a bubble populated by her imagination and an indeterminate number of succulent plants named Lars. A graduate of the 2013 class of Clarion West, her fiction has appeared or is forthcoming in Clarkesworld, Strange Horizons, and Apex, among others. A list of her publications can be found at misshallelujah.net, and she can be found on Twitter as @halleluyang, grumbling about Scandinavian languages and making displeased noises about the state of the world.


  Christian Coleman, Spotlight Interviewer


  Christian A. Coleman is a 2013 graduate of the Clarion Science Fiction & Fantasy Writers’ Workshop. He lives and writes in the Boston area. He tweets at @coleman_II.


  Isabel Yap, Spotlight Interviewer


  Isabel Yap writes fiction and poetry, works in the tech industry, and drinks tea. Born and raised in Manila, she has also lived in California, Tokyo (for ninety-six days!), and London. In 2013, she attended the Clarion Writers’ Workshop. Her fiction has been published by Book Smugglers Publishing, Uncanny Magazine, Tor.com, Shimmer, Interfictions, and Nightmare. You can find her on her website (isalikeswords.wordpress.com) or on Twitter at @visyap.


  Henry Lien, Art Director


  Henry Lien is an art dealer and proprietor of The Glass Garage Gallery in Los Angeles. He represents artists from North America, South America, Europe, and Asia. His artists have appeared in ARTnews, Art in America, Juxtapoz, The Huffington Post, and Time Magazine, and have been collected by and exhibited in institutions and museums around the world. Henry has also served as the President of the West Hollywood Fine Art Dealers’ Association and a Board Member of the West Hollywood Avenues of Art and Design. Henry also has extensive experience as an attorney and teaches at UCLA Extension. In addition, Henry is a speculative fiction writer. He is a Clarion West 2012 graduate, has sold his work to Asimov’s, Analog, Fantasy & Science Fiction, Lady Churchill’s Rosebud Wristlet, and Interfictions, and has been nominated for a Nebula. He is originally from Taiwan. Visit his author website at henrylien.com.   


  Christopher Park, Cover Artist


  Christopher Park is a multi-media, interactive illustrator whose clients include SixPenny Magazine, Popshot, Pro Publica and Mackin Educational Resources. While classically trained in traditional illustration, his combined knowledge of art and front-end code have breathed life and movement into his work and allowed it to become unique, interactive and dynamic. See more of Christopher's interactive illustration and design at plantmonsterstudios.com and follow him on Twitter @plantMNster.


  Melanie Ujimori, Featured Illustrator


  Melanie Ujimori is an illustrator and graphic designer transplanted from Hawaii, currently living in Portland, OR. When not hiding from sunshine and rain, she likes drawing rabbits and robots, or a combination of both. Find her portfolio at merumori.com.


  Alan Bao, Illustrator


  Alan Bao is a Shanghai-born illustrator residing in Canada. He plays a pretty mean blues guitar, and finds it unbearably awkward to write about himself in the third-person.


  Odera Igbokwe, Illustrator


  Odera Igbokwe is a graduate of Rhode Island School of Design, where they earned their BFA in Illustration. At Brown University, Odera studied movement-theater and west African dance with New Works/World Traditions. As an illustrator, Odera loves to explore storytelling through character archetypes, afro-diasporic mythologies, and magical girl transformation sequences. To learn more visit www.odera.net.


  Sonia Liao, Illustrator


  Sonia Liao is an illustrator and comic artist from the greater Boston area. She has produced work for EMET Comics, Sourcebooks Fire and ComicFlix. Notable titles include the Helena Rose comic series by E. O. Levendorf, the young adult book You Were Here by Cori McCarthy, and the movie-to-comic adaptations of the Zorro series produced by ComicFlix. In her free time, she's a TV and comics enthusiast who loves contributing to fanzines. Her favorite things in the world are alpaca plushies, coffee and fresh mangoes. Her professional work can be found on her website, sonialiao.com. She graduated with her BFA in Illustration from the Maryland Institute College of Art in 2014.


  Pugletto, Illustrator


  A. Pug, more affectionately known as “Pugletto,” is a freelance artist and animator whose diversity project, “Disney Animals as Humans,” gained traction back in June of 2015. Prior to this, Pug has written a short four-page comic for Womanthology's “Heroic,” and has since graduated with a BA in Animation with a focus in character and prop design. More art available at pugletz.deviantart.com.


  Tanna Tucker, Illustrator


  Tanna Tucker’s work combines interests in folklore, African diaspora and representation in speculative art and fiction. In terms of genres, her interests are varied, but the common thread is a desire to depict full and complex characters that were absent in the stories she read growing up. Her current work investigates the roles of African Americans in the narrative and recorded history of the American West and seeks to reveal those hidden accounts. Tanna will be featured in the upcoming GWAN Anthology. Her work has shown at the San Francisco Cartoon Art Museum, Mission Comics & Art, and Light Grey Art Lab. You can find her work online at tannatucker.com and ladyhawk9000.tumblr.com.


  Victoria Ying, Illustrator


  Victoria Ying (victoriaying.com) grew up in Southern California with the sun and surf. She started her career in the arts by falling in love with comic books; this eventually turned into a career working in Animation. She loves Japanese curry, putting things in her shopping cart online and taking them out again, and hanging out with her one-eared cat. Her film credits include Tangled, Wreck-It Ralph, Frozen, Paperman, Big Hero 6, and Moana.
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  Additional Special Issue Staff


  The Editors


  We made every effort to involve POC production staff whenever possible, but, as with the Women and Queers Destroy projects, we involved some allies on the production side of things. (Note: Copy Editing, though it has “Editing” right in the name, is actually a production job. Similarly, Audio Editing is a production task as well.) So the following folks worked on this special issue, but are not necessarily people of color.


  Publisher


  John Joseph Adams


  Associate Publisher


  Christie Yant


  Managing Editor


  Wendy N. Wagner


  Audio Editors


  Jim Freund


  Jack Kincaid


  Copy Editor


  Dana Watson


  Proofreaders


  Anthony R. Cardno


  Megan Chaudhuri


  Liz Colter


  Spencer Ellsworth


  Mike Glyde


  Coral Moore


  Julie Steinbacher


  Devin Marcus


  Book Production & Layout


  Matthew Bright


  Crowdfunding Logo Design


  Julia Sevin
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