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​ From the
Editor

 


Welcome,
readers, to the April issue of Spaceports & Spidersilk. Once
again, it is time (well, really past time, since I always leave
this part until the last possible minute) for me to say something
witty and imaginative about the stories and poems collected here,
and through that, something witty and imaginative about reading,
and about life in general.

Hrmph. Forget
that!

Instead, since
some of you may be reading this and thinking that it might be
interesting to be an editor someday, or are just wondering what an
editor actually does, I’m going to tell you all just a little bit
about how I put together an issue of S&S.

Submissions
(stories, poetry and artwork) are sent to me from various far off
places. Of course, I live in a rather isolated area, so most places
seem far off, but really, I seem to be receiving work from farther
and farther away for each issue. This makes me happy.

I read through
every submission, most multiple times. Some I can easily reject as
all wrong for S&S. Then there are the tougher submissions, the
ones where I have to decide whether or not they quite follow our
guidelines. Would our readers like them? Are they really science
fiction or fantasy, or do they negate all the magic with a final
“but it was all just a dream” ending? Are they too similar to
something else we used recently?

When I do find
something that seems perfect, and accept it, as an editor I start
piecing together the issue like a puzzle. I need to try to balance
stories with poetry, science fiction with fantasy, humor/light
pieces with dark/sad pieces. Because an issue is not a boxed jigsaw
puzzle with pieces created to fit together just so, I’m not sure
I’ve ever gotten things just right. Still, my hope is that I always
end up with something that the readers enjoy.

After
that there is formatting (laying out everything on the page so that
everything looks good and is readable), adding in the information
about the poets and authors, and then line-editing (is the spelling
and grammar correct, and is there a word missing in the
187th
line of the third story?),
while always trying to keep in touch with the authors and poets to
make sure they have some idea of what is going on.

Then, after all
the reading, soul-searching, author-contacting, puzzle-piecing,
issue-formatting, and line-editing, I sit down in front of a blank
page and try to write an editorial. Hrmph.

And then I send
everything off to the publisher.

And I wait, and
worry. What will the publisher think of the issue? What will the
readers think? What will the writers think?

And then I
start doing everything again for the next issue.

Happy
reading!

 


 


 


​
Dragonya

by Jessica
Marie Baumgartner

 


Cabrina’s mouth
dropped open. A black dragon with shimmery wings flitted across her
tablet screen. She blinked at the great beast as it swooped down to
rest at a boy’s feet. The ad blared in the early morning light,
“Now fully licensed, Pete’s Dragon Shop has a pet for everyone. A
small one to fit in mom’s purse, or the hot fire-breathers to help
dad start up the Barbeque; we have a dragon for every house!”

Cabrina jumped
off the couch and ran to her parent’s bedroom. “Mom, Dad, we have
to get a dragon?”

“Absolutely
not.” Her mother yawned.

“Please? I
promise I’ll take care of it.”

“It’s too early
for this,” her father grumbled.

“But…”

“I said no.”
Her mom sighed and swung her legs over the bed. She pulled her
fluffy pink robe off the night stand.

“No buts.” Her
father buried his head under his pillow.

“Everybody has
one.” Cabrina knew she had said the wrong thing from the way her
mother’s eyes locked on hers.

“And if
everybody was a brain eating zombie, would you become one?” her mom
asked as she tied her micro-braids off her face.

“I don’t know.”
Cabrina tried to fight of a smirk. “Maybe.”

Her mom stood
tall and stretched. “How about some breakfast?”

Cabrina sighed.
“Not hungry.”

“You don’t get
to go all hunger-strike on us just because you don’t get what you
want,” her father mumbled from under his pillow.

“Fine.”

She followed
her mom to the dining room and plopped into her chair where she
slumped at the table.

“How about a
veggie omelet?’ Her mom pulled a bowl from the cabinet and rummaged
around the utensils for a spatula.

“Or
chocolate-chip pancakes with extra syrup?” Cabrina blinked with her
some puppy dog eyes.

“Uh, no.” Her
mom waved her spatula like a gavel. “Honey, I know you want a
dragon, but they’re a lot of work. They take a lot of time and
energy.”

Cabrina
slid out of her chair and wandered closer to the stove. The heat of
the frying pan warmed her face, made her stomach rumble. “I
know. But I’ll
be ten soon, and you’re always saying I need to be more
responsible. A dragon would teach me a lot, Mom.”

Her father
wandered down the hall and brushed past them to reach his coffee
pot. He winked at Cabrina before pouring a cup. “Why don’t you let
me get something to drink before we discuss it?” He nodded for her
to go sit at the table.

Cabrina’s heart
expanded with hope. Something in her dad’s eyes held a light that
made her feel he was on her side. She rushed to her seat and sat
tall with her hands in her lap. She couldn’t make out the whispers
between her mom and dad, but she still had a chance. The dragon
dream wasn’t squashed yet.

Then her
mom’s voice echoed, “Jamar, you know how much trouble your brother
had with his dragon.”

Cabrina
snickered. She had no idea what her father had said, but she leaned
forward, hoping to hear good news. Her nose itched. She sniffled,
but a sneeze came out before she could cover her mouth, spraying
the tablecloth.

Both her
mom and dad peered at her from the kitchen. She grabbed a napkin
and wiped everything up with wide eyes. “Excuse me.” She clasped
her hands and slid to the floor, kneeling like a knight before the
throne. “Please, Mom, please give me a chance to show you
how responsible I
am.”

Her mom giggled
at her with a grin. “You really think she can do this?” She looked
to Cabrina’s father, wrinkling her forehead.

“Why not?” He
shrugged. “You know I worked night and day trying to convince my
parents to let me have a dog when I was a boy.”

“Yeah. A
dog. Small. Furry. Cute. They don’t breathe fire.” Her mom waved her hands about as she
talked.

“My mom was
afraid of dogs the same way you fear dragons. She didn’t know
anything about them.”

Cabrina gripped
the bottom of her chair. Her dad didn’t seem to be helping. Her
mother’s eyes narrowed. “And even cute little fluffy dogs bite
sometimes.”

“Now you hate
dogs, too?” Her father’s voice grew low.

Afraid
the answer was nearing a “No,” Cabrina breathed deep.
“Dragons and dogs have to
be trained before adoption now, Mom. It’s not like when you were a
kid. And we can always return it if it’s too aggressive.” She
looked to her dad for help.

“What she
said.” He pointed at her.

“Fine.” Her
mother cracked an egg hard enough to spatter goo on her face. “But
I’m not cleaning up after it.”

*

When Cabrina
stumbled off the bus that afternoon, she froze. Her mom and dad
stood, holding the wimpiest dragon she’d ever seen.

“Get out of the
way.” Her grumpy classmate, Sammy, pushed her ahead.

Cabrina glared,
but Sammy didn’t notice. She was too busy running home to her giant
dragon, Big Mac.

Cabrina
clenched her jaw and huffed home.

“Look what we
got for you.” Her parents met her on the porch.

Cabrina stopped
and cocked her head at their grins.

“I caved.” Her
mom held up a skinny purple dragon. Its body hung limp like a
windsock.

“That’s a
dragon?” Cabrina slunk toward them.

Her dad grasped
her hand. “I know she’s not the kind you wanted, but she’s very
sweet.”

Cabrina pulled
away. “Dragons aren’t supposed to be sweet. They’re supposed to
fight your enemies.”

Her dad’s
caramel features shook with laughter.

“Here.” Her mom
pushed the scaly body into Cabrina’s arms. “She’s very cuddly.”

Cabrina shook
her head. “If I wanted to cuddle, I would’ve asked for a
puppy.”

A spark ignited
off the dragon’s tongue. It sneezed and left a tar-like substance
on her skin. Cabrina grimaced at the warm slime on her arms.
“Gross.”

A scowl
shadowed her mother’s eyes.

“Don’t worry,”
her father said. “It’s harmless.”

Cabrina wiped
the mess with her shirt.

“Don’t do
that.” Her mom yanked some Kleenex out of her pocket and attacked
the mess as if Cabrina were still a little kid.

“Mom, I can do it
myself.” Cabrina balanced her puny dragon in one arm, grabbed the
tissues, and rubbed off as much of the gunk as possible. The little
lizard licked her skin. I guess it’s better than nothing,
Cabrina thought.

Her father
nudged her mom and nodded toward the house. “Why don’t you get
acquainted with your new pet in the backyard?”

She and her
mother glared at him.

He
wrapped his arm around Cabrina’s mother. “Come on,
honey. They’ll
be fine.”

Her mom
lingered with unsure eyes Her forehead bunched up and she pursed
her lips like she was constipated.

“What are you
worried about?” Cabrina laughed. She shrugged. “This little thing
couldn’t hurt me if it tried.”

“Just be
careful.” Her mom called out before her father dragged her
inside.

Cabrina slumped
to the back yard. “You really couldn’t hurt a fly, could you?” She
poked the leathery ridges padding her dragon’s belly.

It hiccupped
and puffed out a tiny cloud of smoke.

“Can you even
breathe fire?” She examined her dragon’s muzzle. Unsure of what she
was looking for, she carried her dragon to the back yard.

A great flame
erupted and she froze. Standing before her, taking up half the
grass space, towered Big Mac. His enormous scales and long
snake-like tail writhed with strength.

“He must’ve
gotten lose again.” She glanced at her miniscule dragon, no bigger
than his toe.

Big Mac turned
to her and let out a deep growl that echoed through the
neighborhood.

Cabrina’s arms
shook. Her heart sounded in her ears. Sammy’s dragon often escaped
his confines and was suspected in the disappearance of multiple
neighborhood pets. No one on her street could keep a dog or cat.
They were snacks, ready for the eating.

Her useless
dragon shifted. It propped itself up and let out a growl akin to a
cat’s purr. Cabrina shook her head. “You can’t stand up to him;
he’ll swallow you whole.”

Big Mac
grunted and sniffed the air. He licked his chops and took a
ground-rumbling step forward. Cabrina clutched her dragon to
her. She’s
small and stupid, but she’s MY dragon.

Her
disappointment shifted as the massive dragon leered at her. He
stood over ten feet tall with long silver wings that jetted out
like razor blades. When he stomped closer, a flash of yellow teeth
displayed bits of fur clinging to his bleeding gums.

Despite the
laws protecting people from dragons, and their extensive training
in human interaction, Cabrina’s mouth dried out. Her arms no longer
shook, it was her entire body. She felt like a jack-hammer drilling
the ground. “I can’t go to Sammy, and Mom and Dad will just take
you away,” she whispered to her dragon.

So, she stood
firm. “Go home, Big Mac.”

He let out a
pulsing roar that sounded as if a plane crashed nearby. The air
seemed to waver.

Cabrina
stamped her foot. “Now.”

Big Mac knocked
her aside. She hit the ground with a thud, knocking her elbow hard
as he snatched her new pet from her.

“Cabrina!” Her
mother flung open the back porch door and reached for her.

Cabrina backed
up on the grass and felt for a stick. “I know how to handle him,
Mom.” She jabbed his big toe, right under the nail. He bellowed and
flailed his claws.

Her dragon
popped free from his grip. It flapped its wings and soared up over
Big Mac’s head.

“Don’t worry,
honey.” Her dad stepped outside and looked at the sky. “I’ll handle
it.”

“Handle it?
Ever since they discovered those things and started shipping them
here, they’ve been a domestic nightmare.”

Cabrina wished
she could convince her mom that she was over reacting. She held
silent and squinted at the sunlight piercing the clouds. The old
oak tree that stood at the back corner of the yard swayed to the
side, offering shade. It revealed the outline of her lavender
lizard determinately directing itself behind Big Mac’s ear.

“Be careful.”
Cabrina bit
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