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			Foreword

			Covering nearly twenty years, this collection of Joe Mahoney’s short fiction (cleverly entitled Other Times and Places in a nod to his debut novel A Time and a Place) provides a good overview of Joe Mahoney’s career leading up to that novel. Presumably you found this collection having read A Time and a Place, and googled to see what else Joe’s written. Well, this is the rest of his fiction, so far. Those unfamiliar with Joe’s writing can be assured of the collection’s quality by the implied endorsement of their previous selection and publication by several magazine and anthology editors. Indeed, the observant reader will note that three of the seven stories that appear here were doubly endorsed by being reprinted in a ‘best of’ collection, translated into another language, or adapted for audio. To complete the collection—and to force fans to buy the collection even if they’ve already read all the others—Joe has generously included one never-before-seen story.

			The collection is nicely balanced between science fiction and fantasy, humorous and serious, sweet and sinister. What I like most about Joe’s stories is that they all have something to say. Just as A Time and a Place has a lot more going on below the surface than the frantic action might at first suggest, the narratives in these stories carry one along through social satire or theological consideration or provide a quick glimpse at the behind the scenes machinations at CBC radio. (By the way if you haven’t read A Time and A Place yet, stop what you’re doing and go get a copy. It’s a ridiculously riveting read.)

			Of course, the chief purpose of acquiring this collection is so one can pretend to have discovered Joe’s fiction two decades ago and to have been following his career this whole time. “It was obvious he had a great novel in him,” you could say, and claim you had had the foresight to start collecting his stories before his other fans had even heard of him. Feel free to proclaim, “You can’t really appreciate A Time and a Place without understanding where it fits within the context of the whole of Joe’s canon,” safe in the knowledge that there is no way the listener is going to be able to track down a copy of, say, Challenging Destiny 9 to check if that’s true.

			It’s possible some of you are actually here for the stories themselves. Short fiction is enjoying a bit of a renaissance these days, as evidenced by the many more print and online magazines out there, and short SF&F makes the best reading for those commuting or otherwise needing a bit of a break in their day. And fans of A Time and a Place obviously need something to read while awaiting Joe’s next novel.

			Well then, carry on!

			Robert Runté

			September, 2019
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			Moonstone

			The shopkeeper consulted his parchment, then counted on his fingertips. “That will be eight guild, if you please.”

			Tanner Kyle reached for his pouch and found nothing. His heart gave a lurch. He felt for the oilskin packet concealed in an inside pocket and fingered the telltale lump just long enough to confirm its presence there. He relaxed, just a bit. Smart to have separated the amulet from the coin. Still, the theft of the pouch did promise to make life difficult.

			“We’ve been robbed,” he announced.

			Keele Wren glanced up from the scroll he was perusing. “Ah,” he said. “The irony.”

			Tanner concluded that ‘irony’ must be another word for amulet. “Safe,” he said. “We only lost the coin.”

			Keele arched an eyebrow.

			“I don’t suppose you—never mind.” Tanner knew very well that Keele’s oath prevented him from carrying coin of any kind. “I don’t understand how the rascal even got close to me. You did have wards in place, didn’t you? Against theft, loss, that sort of thing?”

			Keele eyed the sword sheathed at Tanner’s side. “We needed wards?”

			Tanner ripped the severed drawstring from his belt and flung it on the floor. “My blade will serve us well enough when we find the scoundrel who robbed us. I’ll use it to skin and gut him if he has any meat on his bones. He’ll be all we have to eat in Fanarion now that we can’t afford food.”

			The shopkeeper grimaced. “Surely it won’t come to that. I’d be quite happy to barter.”

			Tanner eyed the shopkeeper’s squat body, wiry black hair, and flat, misshapen nose. Any fool could see that the blood of a gnome coursed through this one. Tanner’s father had often regaled him with stories about gnomes. Stories full of greed, and cunning. “What do they call you?” he asked.

			“Darvin, son of Neek.”

			“What did you have in mind, Neekson?”

			Neekson’s eyes settled on Tanner’s sword, a slender affair that Tanner kept polished and well oiled.

			“I think not,” Tanner said.

			“Of course not.”

			Tanner turned to Keele. “Anything you could stand to part with?”

			“A compendium of indigenous waterfowl,” Keele suggested.

			“Birds,” Neekson translated, tapping his fingers on the lid of a barrel. “That won’t do, I’m afraid.”

			Keele returned his attention to the scroll.

			The staccato of Neekson’s fingernails on the barrel grated on Tanner’s nerves. He considered hastening matters, unsheathing his blade and stealing the goods they needed. But that would only bring the city guard down upon him, and the last thing he needed was more people chasing him.

			He smiled toothily. “I could let you have some furs.”

			“Plenty of furs left over from last winter.”

			Tanner’s grin faded as he considered his options. Perhaps, between his bow and Keele’s arts, they would be able to make do in Fanarion without supplies. But no, that would be foolhardy. The same qualities that made Fanarion such an ideal hiding place—a scarcity of game and water, a reputation for transforming stolid, capable men into barking lunatics—made it a destination not to be taken lightly. You had to be half a fool to venture into Fanarion at all, let alone without supplies.

			Tanner took the oilskin packet from inside his coat, unwrapped it, and set the contents on the barrel in front of Neekson. He felt Keele’s eyes upon him as he did so.

			Neekson sucked in his breath at what he saw.

			“You know what this is,” Tanner said. “What it’s worth.”

			“Of course,” Neekson said. “It’s my business to know. But it’s of no use to me.”

			“Why not?”

			“I don’t deal in such things.”

			“You don’t deal in gems?”

			“I don’t deal in objects of darkness forged in secret by warped craftsmen for the sole purpose of robbing men and women of just about everything they have. Including themselves. If I were you I would cast this thing aside, somewhere no one will find it.”

			“It doesn’t frighten me the way it seems to frighten some.”

			“It ought to.” Neekson studied Tanner. “Anyway, you’ll be wanting more than a few quarrels and blankets for the likes of this. I don’t keep that kind of coin on hand.”

			“You could get it.”

			“No,” Neekson said, “I could not.”

			Tanner put the amulet away. “You
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