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​ From the
Editor

 


There are
times, dear readers, when this space station feels cold and lonely.
There are times when even editors find themselves overwhelmed by
masses and masses of negative tasks, comments and events. I think
that everyone, at times, feels that the world (or constructed
habitat in space) is too dark and unhappy a place to wake to each
morning, and to go to sleep in each night.

Many of the
stories and poems in this issue of Spaceports & Spidersilk
focus on unhappy characters who are dealing with problems they
don’t know how to solve, and situations they are not sure they even
want to deal with. And yet, what makes their stories ones that we
enjoy reading, is that none of them, when confronted with what
seems like a dead end or an impossible challenge, gives up.

Sometimes bad
things can seem less bad if you look at them a different way.
Sometimes solutions can be found in odd, out of the way places. And
sometimes, when the path ahead of you is blocked, it is time to
take a strange and mysterious detour, leading to unexpected
adventures.

So, perhaps
it is time to explore that odd, unmarked space station corridor, or
to poke our noses through the most shadowy, dust-streaked portal.
Or perhaps we should just start with sitting down, curling up, and
reading about how other people found unusual ways to solve their
problems.

And if that
leads us to our own new paths? Well, those would be stories for a
different issue.
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​ haiku

 


These are not
the worlds

you're looking
for. . .

detour
ahead

 


--semi
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About the Poet: Terrie Leigh Relf is currently
living on the planet, Earth. Her poem, "Ode to yon Glizan orbs, or
no?" was recently nominated for a Rhysling award.

 


 


 


​ Isaac’s Un-Earthly Birthday
Mystery

by Guy
Belleranti

 


Isaac’s
sister, Kyla, burst into his room. “You’ve got mail from Earth.”
She dropped three envelopes between Isaac and Ebio, the four-eyed,
three-armed Glowdonian kid visiting from next door. “Betcha they’re
birthday cards.”

“Could
be,” Isaac muttered, “but I’m not having a birthday until we move
back to Earth.”

Kyla patted
his shoulder. “Sorry, Isaac, but I don’t think we’re moving back.
Mom and Dad have good jobs here on Glowdonia.”

“What’s
a birthday?” asked Ebio when Kyla had left.

Isaac stared
at him. “Are you kidding? That’s the day you’re born. Earth people
celebrate their birthdays with friends every year.”

“Is it
fun?”

“It used
to be,” Isaac mumbled. “However, now my friends are too far
away.”

“Maybe I
could be your friend, and you could celebrate with me.”

Isaac frowned.
He didn’t want to hurt Ebio’s feelings, but there was no way he or
anyone else would ever be as good a friend as Colin had been.

“We
could start the celebration by looking at your mail,” Ebio went on.
“I’ve never seen mail before.”

“Never
seen mail, never heard of birthdays….” Isaac shook his head. “How
can you stand to live on such a terrible planet?”

“It’s
not terrible, Isaac. We get to see three sunsets and three sunrises
at the same time. And sometimes we have three beautiful rainbows.
Then there’s sand skiing. It’s fun, fun, fun! I’ll teach you how to
do it whenever you want. But first, please open your birthday mail.
I bet it’ll make you feel better. Some of it might even be from
friends you can invite for a visit.”

Isaac blinked.
Invite friends for a visit? Could he do that? Would Colin be able
to come? Isaac smiled at Ebio and the Glowdonian kid smiled back.
“I like the way you think, Ebio. And the things you mentioned do
sound kind of fun. A lot more fun than opening a few crummy pieces
of mail. But if that’s what you want me to do….”

Ebio’s eyes
glowed bright green and bugged out beyond his two noses. “Oh, yes,
it really is. No one on Glowdonia ever gets mail.”

“Okay
then.” Isaac picked up one of the envelopes, slid a finger under
the flap and pulled out its contents. “Yep, it’s a birthday card,
just like Kyla thought.” He held it up for Ebio to see. “It’s from
my Aunt Julie.”

Ebio touched
the card’s surface with the fingers of all three of his hands,
“What a cute beast,” he said about the picture on its outside.

“It’s a
dog,” Isaac said. “Aunt Julie always sends dog cards. Dogs are
great. They lick your face, sit next to you and like to run and
play.”

“Open
another,” Ebio urged.

Isaac did. It
also was a birthday card. He smiled at the awesome rocket bike
pictured on the outside, but only for a second. The card was from
Colin. He and Colin had ridden rocket bikes together and solved
lots of mysteries. Ebio probably didn’t even know what a mystery
was.

“Now the
last one,” Ebio said.

“I don’t
know, Ebio. Remember, I’m not celebrating my birthday
and—”

“But
it’s different than the first two. It’s skinny and… and it feels
mysterious.”


“Mysterious?” Isaac picked up the envelope. Hmmm. It
certainly wasn’t a birthday card. In fact, the envelope felt like
it was empty. But who would send an empty envelope? And why was his
first name and a bunch of question marks the only things written on
its outside?


“Mysterious, isn’t it?” Ebio said.

“Yeah.
Very mysterious.” Isaac opened the envelope, hoping against hope
that there would be something equally mysterious inside.

A small piece
of paper fell out.

“That’s
all that’s in it?” Ebio asked.

Isaac nodded,
his heart beating faster. “But it’s pretty cool. It’s a rhyming
clue.”

“A
rhyming clue?” Ebio said breathlessly. “Wow…. But what’s a rhyming
clue?

“A
mysterious clue that rhymes,” Isaac said. “Listen:
Start solving the mystery by using this clue: Go
down to the square room with four walls of blue.”

“That is
mysterious,” Ebio agreed. He closed all four of his eyes, then
popped them back open. “Your downstairs hall has blue
walls!”

Isaac nodded.
“But so does our kitchen and the space center.”

“Which
one is square?”

Isaac’s eyes
widened. “The kitchen. Come on!”

Ebio rolled
into a bright glowing ball and bounced beside Isaac as they rushed
down the stairs. They were moving so fast they almost crashed into
Isaac’s mother.

“Slow
down, boys,” she said.

“Sorry,
Mom,” Isaac replied. “We’re following a clue to solve a
mystery.”

“Oh.
Well, good luck.”

“Thanks.
Come on, Ebio!”

They continued
toward the kitchen, but a little more carefully.

“Look!”
Ebio cried, bouncing high in the air. “There’s something on the
table!”

“Another
skinny envelope!” Isaac said. He tore it open. “It’s another
rhyming clue! Now is the time to look in
the sink for a great clue that's written in ink,”
Isaac read.

Ebio bounced
into and out of the sink. “Nothing there.”

“Then it
must mean a different sink,” Isaac said. “I know – the
bathroom!”

They ran and
bounced down the hall.

“Whoa!”
said Isaac’s father, jumping out of the way.

“Sorry,
Dad,” Isaac panted. “We’re solving a mystery, but I guess we better
not run and bounce so fast.”

“Yes,
that would be wise,” Dad agreed. “Have fun with your
mystery.”

“We
will!”

Sure
enough, in the downstairs’ bathroom sink they found a third skinny
envelope containing a third rhyme. “Go up
the stairs and take a look. See what is in your favorite
book,” Isaac read.

Up the stairs
they went. “Has to mean my giant book of galaxies,” Isaac panted.
“But right now Kyla’s got it. Kyla!” he called. “Kyla!”

Kyla’s bedroom
door was open, but she was nowhere in sight. However, the book was.
It lay on her desk.

“I was
right!” Isaac cried, pulling an envelope out of its
pages.

“Open
it,” Ebio called, still in a ball.

“In a
moment. First, I have to think. Someone’s leaving clues around the
house in skinny envelopes. That means it must be someone who lives
here.”

“That’s
good thinking,” said Ebio.

Isaac
grinned. “Thanks.” He tore open the envelope, shook the small piece
of paper out, and read: You’re almost
finished. You’re doing great. The space center’s next. Do not be
late.

“Late?”
Isaac asked. “Late for what?”

“There’s
only one way to know," Ebio said. “Lead the way to the space
center, Isaac!”

Isaac led.
First down the stairs. Then to the left, into a closet and out its
back through a secret panel into a long tunnel.

“Cool,”
Ebio whispered.

Isaac
nodded.

The tunnel
zigged and zagged several times and then burst into a bright blue
room.

Sitting beyond
all the computers and control systems were Isaac's mother, father
and sister. A chocolate cake, pitchers of glowing Glowdonian juice
and a pile of presents covered the table in front of them. “Happy
Birthday, Isaac!” they cried.

“You
mean all three of you....”

“That’s
right,” Kyla said.

“We knew
you love mysteries,” Mom said.

“And you
did great following the clues to the solution,” Dad added. “With
help from your new friend, of course.”

Ebio, who had
returned to his four-eyed, three-armed form, grinned.

Isaac
grinned, too. “Yep, Ebio and I do make a great team.” He hugged his
mom, dad and Kyla, and said, “I’ve decided I do want to celebrate my birthday. In fact, this
might be my best birthday ever!”
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About the Author: Guy Belleranti writes fiction,
non-fiction, poetry, puzzles and humor for both adults and
children. His children’s writing has appeared in many publications
including Highlights for Children, Boys’ Quest, Jack and Jill,
Humpty Dumpty, Wee Tales, Kid’s Imagination Train and Spaceports
& Spidersilk. In addition, he has had fiction and nonfiction
published by educational publishers such as ProQuest, Educational
Testing Services and Super Teacher Worksheets. His leveled reader
book “Who Will Wake Up The Farm” was recently published by Reading
Reading Books. When he’s not writing he works in a school library
and as a docent educator at the local zoo. His website is
www.guybelleranti.com/

 


 


 


​ Kitty Through the Looking Glass

by Christina
Sng

 


 


Kitty peered
in the mirror

Just as Alice
did,

Rested his paw
on the glass

As she did her
hand,

Slid through
the soft portal

And almost
slipped.

 


Thankfully he
had his paws

On the
edge.

A yelp and

A flying leap
later

He was off the
antique dresser.

 


Hissing at the
still mirror,

He wiped the
wet goo

Onto my
outstretched fingers.
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About the Poet: Christina Sng is a poet, writer,
and occasional toymaker. She loves making up stories and poems for
her children. Sometimes even the cat stops by to listen.

 


 


 


​ Unicess

by Emily Martha
Sorensen

 


 


Elysia was the
only one of her friends to not have wings yet. Even Renae, who was
six months younger than her, had grown hers in. But Elysia’s hadn’t
arrived yet.

“There
was a scratchy spot between my shoulderblades,” Renae had explained
eagerly, three days after the wings had sprouted, “and they were
growing in the next morning. I’ll be able to fly in just another
week!”

Papa had
promised Elysia that she’d grow her wings soon. But it hadn’t
happened yet.

Elysia stared
out the window, glumly watching Renae. Now that she had wings,
Renae could play with all the older kids, instead of watching the
babies, like Elysia still had to. If Elysia tried to go outside to
play, she’d get stuck baby-sitting again for sure. Parents always
wanted older kids near the younger ones, to make sure they stayed
safe. And if the older kids didn’t have wings yet, either, all the
better — they wouldn’t be tempted to go off playing with
friends.

“I’m the
oldest person in the whole village not to have wings,” Elysia
muttered to herself, staring at the others jealously. “I’m the only
one my age who can’t play buzz tag with the others. It isn’t
fair!”

Elysia had a
dream that night. At least, she thought it was a dream — but
afterwards, she wasn’t certain. It had felt too real to be a dream,
but it couldn’t have been real. Could it?

She dreamt she
woke up in the middle of the night, because she heard a noise
outside. Then she went to the window, the same window she’d been
looking out the day before, and there was a unicess waiting for
her.

Elysia’s
breath caught in her throat. She stared at the creature, the winged
unicorn, with something like awe. She knew it was a unicess,
because she’d heard about them in stories, but she’d never thought
they existed.

Come with me, the unicess said.

Swallowing,
Elysia climbed out of the window, onto the grass outside. The
unicess stared at her for a long moment. Then it spoke again.

Climb onto my
back.

Elysia stared
at the unicess with wide eyes. But something in the creature’s gaze
told her she had to obey. So she hauled herself up, barely avoiding
the feathery wings, and tried to figure out what she was supposed
to do now.

Hold on.

And then came
the part of their journey that Elysia was sure had to be a dream.
They flew up, up higher than any human could fly, above the part of
the sky where you should be able to breathe. Then they reached
something that looked like a cave, only it was made of crystal. The
unicess landed on a ledge right near the cave’s opening, and
ordered her to dismount.

And follow me, the unicess added, heading
towards the gaping maw.

Frightening as
the cave looked like it might be, Elysia didn’t dare disobey. What
would she do here without the unicess, anyway? And anyway, if this
was a dream, she couldn’t get hurt.

Could she?

The
crystalline walls loomed up around her, sharp and cold and
unyielding. She shivered, rubbing her arms, as she followed the
unicess down a long corridor. The creature’s hooves
tinked against the crystal floor
with each step it took, making a regular rhythm that began to pound
into Elysia’s mind. Tink, tink,
tink. At least the cave wasn’t as dark as she’d feared
it might be — the walls seemed to give off some kind of light, so
she never lost sight of where they were going.

Finally, they
reached a huge chamber with some kind of fountain in the middle of
it. Elysia rubbed her eyes, not knowing if she was seeing it for
real, but the fountain was still there when she looked again. The
water in it seemed to glow with an eerie
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