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Noel Chidwick

In the last scenes of the film Cloud Atlas, Tom Hanks’ character is telling his story to his grandchildren around a wood fire set in a circle of stones. In the night sky a pair of moons shine on the calm sea, and his granddaughter asks him to point out distant Earth in amongst the stars. It’s a compelling vision.

It is now autumn in Scotland and as the nights grow long it is traditionally a time for storytelling. Scottish folk tales often feature aspects of the otherworldly: kelpies; selkies; witches and heroes with supernatural strengths.

It is this tradition and sense of myth that lies underneath Shoreline of Infinity – tales of wonder told around the fire as the cold wind swirls about us. The Beachcomber, who has lived on the shoreline of Infinity for time beyond time, sits at our fire of many colours, telling tales in a Universe of infinite possibilities.

Join us. Open this issue, and listen to your own inner voice as you read the wondrous tales from our latest gathering of brilliant storytellers: after all, the stories of unknown futures and alternative realities that constitute science fiction and fantasy are as much part of our tradition as any tales of beings shape-shifting from seal to human.

—Editor, September 2018



 Shoreline of Infinity nominated for British Fantasy Award 2018

Shoreline of Infinity is delighted to declare that we have been shortlisted for Best Magazine/Periodical in this year’s British Fantasy Society’s Awards. To say we are pleased at our nomination is probably an understatement.

We’ve been going for only 3 years, so this says a lot about the work, enthusiasm and support that has gone into Shoreline of Infinity science fiction magazine in that time.

Thanks everyone!

Update: Shoreline of Infinity is now British Fantasy Award winner for Best Magazine/Periodical for 2018 - we couldn’t be more delighted!


Harry’s Shiver
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I’m strapped up to my eyeballs in harnesses, clinging to the cliff-face below Castle Arco, trying very hard not to think about the small amounts of magnetic material in the rock that are currently gluing my electro-magnetised gloves to the wall.

Ancient Italy’s Castle Arco is famously ‘impossible to breach’. I love the word ‘impossible’ because, in its own finite and absolute way, it gives endless possibilities. Before space-travel and aliens and all of that craziness, our forefathers (in their wisdom) also used to say the Titanic was ‘unsinkable’, and that man on the moon was ‘impossible’, and that nobody would ever rob the Core-12 Space Station with only two pistols and a handful of Shivers.

I’m pleased to say that the Core-12 Space Station run was me.

I also love the word ‘infamous’. That is what they call me nowadays. When I am the twitch of a shadow, I am the infamous Gure-Walker. When I am a whisper in an ear, I am the Thief Of Umbra. When I am a blip on a radar, I am Shiver. Nicknames are the best. I quite like Gure-Walker; it refers to my days living in the ‘inhospitable’ climate of the Gure Basin, where I quickly made a name for myself as a cutthroat. Thief Of Umbra is relatively ominous, but it’s only because I stole the Umbra Maker of the Cult of Harrows and made a rather tidy profit on it.

Shiver is what I like the most. It takes my trademark tool and turns me into it. Shivers are largely overlooked by other thieves and spies, but I always make sure I have plenty with me. They can do so much that nobody has previously considered. Like I said, endless possibilities – given the right mindset and the quickest pair of hands.

Robbing the castle required preparation but I’m plenty used to that. Someone was willing to offer me a substantial amount of ticks for the job so it didn’t take much persuasion. Tell me something’s unbreachable and I’ll breach it for you, if the money’s right. I didn’t get nicknames like Thief Of Umbra by shying away from difficult tasks. Unlike those hit-and-run guys, I take pride in my work. I plan, I practise, I theorise. I study history and war mechanics and all sorts. I had to talk to the right people and purchase or steal the correct equipment. I’m sure I’ve accounted for everything I could possibly account for, except failure.

I can’t think about failure. Thinking about failure is like failure itself. The wind is sharp and taunting. How many feet up am I? No, don’t think about that. Hand up. The only really comforting thought is that I can hear the electromagnets in the gloves whine when I put pressure against the rock. The harness contains the power packs and some of the climbing paraphernalia I’ve required up to this point. Right now, the only thing keeping me upright is the technology wrapped around my hands and the confidence that there’s enough magnetic rock to keep me here.

The harness is chafing. I hope I can walk when I get up there.

My reasoning for being about two-hundred feet in the air relying on magnetic force is that Castle Arco has never successfully been stormed from the front before. Correct: the front. What army is ever going to think about scaling the cliff at the back? From here, it’s a quick leap onto the battlements, a pause to shake the vertigo from your head, and away we go. The treasury is then on your immediate right, and with a little bit of perseverance you can definitely get in there and out in a fraction of the time.

I’m wondering why anyone would want to come here anymore anyway, despite the blindingly obvious. The hamlet that surrounds the castle is nigh on deserted (I can see it from the corner of my eye and am very sure I don’t want to look down and investigate it any time soon). Only the castle is manned. The Porian Empire inhabited it after its capture of the planet; it’s one of the strongholds that the Emperor’s lackies squat in to ensure their safety. The hamlet was of little concern to them, and like most things of little concern to the Porian Empire, they trampled right through it and killed everyone in it. The rumour that the castle couldn’t be attacked and would hold under siege comforted them greatly and because of this, unlike other castles and forts they’ve commandeered, they left Castle Arco much as it was when they found it, stoic and grand with its medieval features intact, save for preventative measures. The Porians dropped on it from above, and since then people tried space-drops with parachutes, but the anti-air lasers that were subsequently installed made bacon of them before they even hit the ground. That didn’t stop anyone having a good go of it afterwards. Of course, direct assault was tried, and failed. Spies were always rooted out and publicly executed on holo-vision across the continent. As a result, most people leave the old relic alone. It looks like, to all intents and purposes, Castle Arco is the greatest stronghold of the entire Porian Empire.

This mixture of complacency and the promise of riches has kept people guessing for decades how to get inside. These sorts of complacencies make me tingle with excitement. They beg for my attentions. And when that gent came forward with all those ticks and told me all he wanted to get his hands on was a small orb, well, that was that.

Sweet stars, I am high up.

No, don’t think about it. Look up. Above me I can see the trees. I’m almost there.

Finally, my hand makes contact with leaves – real leaves. I launch myself up and lie with my back against the rock, and sigh with relief. My arms and legs are shaking with exertion. It’ll only take me a moment to recover myself.

Until then, I familiarise myself with my surroundings. Well, it certainly looks impressive from my perch at the top. Below me lies the castle, with its foreboding battlements and arrow slits, coupled with pieces of angular Porian technology designed to keep thieves like me out. I am well camouflaged in the trees, but there’s no telling when the heat-seekers will find me out.

I content myself with stripping the gloves from my fingers and pulling all my harnesses off. I won’t need them again. I drop them from the cliff and watch as they tumble into darkness. It’s nice to feel light again, agile. I check my pockets for Shivers.

Shivers were invented to warn soldiers of enemy approach, like a sentient radar. They give off a little whine and shake alarmingly when certain heat signatures or pulse rates trigger them. If properly placed in a barracks, they could easily knock against pots and pans and alert the soldiers; they’re tiny, and were rarely noticed by invaders. When the Porian Empire found out about them, they obviously became obsolete. Millions of the tiny blighters were lost to the back rooms of armourers and weapons technicians. Nobody saw the potential of the poor things.

Nobody but me.

A little tinkering, a few quick thoughts … a Shiver can do a hundred things it was never invented for.

I have twenty of them in my pockets. I’ve modified five types of Shiver for purposes known only to myself. The others are as the maker intended them to be. I attach one of the original Shivers to a tree beside me. It’ll serve the double purpose of letting me know where to return to, and of confusing the heat-seekers and movement sensors of the guns on the battlements.

I begin.

My descent is short and sweet. I slip my Eye-Noc over my left eye. As I suspected, only four guards showing up in orange on my sensor. The Porians are relying heavily on the tech clinging like vultures to the medieval stone. I lift the Eye-Noc – its electrics can often alert sensors and I only use it when I have to – and make a slow way forward. My eyes adjust to the dark gradually and I can see them patrolling, hands loose on their weapons. I try to ignore the highest tower for now. Seeing my goal will only make me rush things. I need to focus on the task at hand.

I slide easily onto the battlements and crouch-run behind a gun. One of my precious Shivers needs to be sacrificed for a higher purpose (this always pains me; it’s getting harder and harder to get my hands on working Shivers nowadays), and I think I can see the perfect way to do it.

Porian tech is something I marvel at, even years after their conquest. I’m used to their perfect angles and straight lines by now; the outside is always drab, sharp to remind you of their power. The inside, however … intricate glowing mazes of wires and knowledge. I ease the safety cover from the back of the gun and turn my Shiver on, and I slip it inside, shut the cover, and run to a shadowy corner.

Perfect timing, as usual. The trembles of the Shiver have caused something in the gun to come loose. It is failing, sparking, spinning around. The guard on this battlement is confused, and moves to check the gun.

So far, so good. I watch as the guard calls his comrades on his comms and their dutiful change of course towards the problem.

I make to run when the real fireworks begin. I wasn’t expecting my little Shiver to do such amazing work. Whatever it knocked out wrecked the AI of the firing mechanism. The gun spins, and shoots a rogue blast. The guards are alarmed. I am increasingly impressed. The gun is going berserk, shooting, turning; the guards are hurrying about, trying to stop it or jump on it or shoot it. One of the shots hits another gun, which goes up in flames and sparks.

I can’t help but smile. This is going far better than anticipated.

With the guards preoccupied, I can slip down the tower. This tower is hollow, save for steps; a lookout tower, with an arch at the bottom leading to the bridge across to the treasury. I jump steps and give up on whole flights altogether, landing cat-like on the next run. Before I hit the bottom, I toss a Shiver into the centre of the floor for good measure to attract the cameras, and hurry through the archway.

The Porians had the good sense to build a huge gate on the bridge. It’s impressive, like most of their architecture, fashioned from Porian titanium and, judging by the muscular cables, full of electrics to keep it firmly shut. I would also wager it has weapons inside it if it’s touched by human hand. A lot of Porian tech is wired to attack humans only; the slightest touch of human flesh on a piece of Porian metal could signal the end of your life.

Time for one of my modded Shivers. I call these ones Super Shivers. It takes only a quick reroute of power to make the trembling of the device useful for, say, messing up frequencies with intense, deep vibration. In the past I’ve used Super Shivers to cause blackouts, to jam communications. Today, I’m using one to shake up the lock mechanism of the gate.

I keep to the shadows. Cameras are advanced, but it’ll take them some minutes to pick me up in the darkness, thanks to the shadow-sucking ultra-black of my outfit. I examine the gate. I can still hear the gun going off at the top of the tower and the guards crying out in panic. I have time. Eventually, I pick a spot where I can see a Porian finger is meant to fit perfectly. I attach the Super Shiver and retreat to the tower.

It takes a while. The Shiver whirs and works. Some of the lights in the gate begin to glow. The show is quite pretty as safeties go down and alarms are desensitised. The sound of creaking metal hits my ears. The gate shudders, and the jaws begin to open.

What’s that sound?

I look up. One of the Porian guards is falling, rapidly, through the tower towards me.

I have few options available to me but to run. The gun must have shot him from the battlements. No doubt the rest of the guards will come to rescue his mangled corpse. It’s safer by the gate.

I head into the shadows and manage to squeeze my body through the gate’s gap. I daren’t look back. Time to press on.

As I said, Castle Arco is vastly considered unbreachable. This wonderful ignorance means that I don’t have to waste any more Shivers on the way to the treasury. The place is blissfully devoid of cameras and guns on the inside – and of soldiers, too. This is rapidly becoming one of the easiest jobs I’ve ever had to do. But no, I mustn’t become a victim of that which I mock. I can’t think that way. It would ruin me. I have to be on my guard.

Once, I believed I was home and dry. Once when I was younger. I failed to see the dangers of complacency for myself. I believed myself as untouchable as the white stone walls of Castle Arco, back when I had no nicknames and no Shivers. Back when I was a petty thief.

Back when the Porians took my brother to shame me.

Never again.

I try not to imagine his face. I focus instead on entering the treasury. There is a door but I have a nagging hunch that this will be a flesh trigger. I attach a Shiver for good measure and see if the slight trembling will set anything off. Behind me, I can hear the guards’ voices echo. By now they’ll have realised the gate is open. I have to be quick.

The Shiver sets off a white-hot heat on the door. I raise my eyebrows – I’ve seen this once before – and I throw a Super Shiver to it, which opens it easily. I retrieve both Shivers (one is rendered useless from the heat, but the Super Shiver is salvageable) and go inside.

The treasury is cold and damp. I rig my Laser Shivers on either side of the door in case the guards follow me. Around me all I can see is a stone tower. I’m guessing there’s some sort of hologram concealment in the room.

I relish the challenge. I place a couple of Shivers, see if the air moves when they tremble or if I dislodge pixels. Sure enough, there’s a holo-ceal against the back wall. I gather up my babies and try to find the door-handle. The final Super Shiver works on the lock.

It’s dark within. Too dark. I place my Eye-Noc on my eye and enter. It picks up the edges of stairs, going downwards; the cold is unbearable. A few times I lose my footing – the stairs are uneven – but I eventually find my way down. The sensor shows a final door and…

What? Heat-signatures?

I fiddle with the settings. No, the tech is picking up human heat. Human heat, not Porian heat.

My prize is waiting behind the door. I know it is. I pick it up and I leave here and the guy pays me my ticks and I retire rich and famous and far away from the Porian Empire and the ghost of my…

My brother.

The heat signatures remind me of my brother. They remind me of my continual nightmares about his daily torture. They remind me of the pain of not knowing what happened to him.

I fumble in my pocket. I know Harry’s Shiver when I feel it in my hands. I lift it.

“Harry,” I whisper to it, “find the people.”

Harry’s Shiver lifts from
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