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EDITORSNOTE

Dear Reader,
It is with great pride that | present youwith the first issue of Locution, the culmination of
EAI £ A UAAOBO xi OE | & Dl Al T-BficQibcusfidC OET Ch AAEOET Ch
Formed initially on the internet, we are a very diverse group, coming from all over the
world? some are still studying, others slaving away at work, even a few teaching at schools.
All writers.
Nonetheless, we all have very different interests. Besides being writers, we are also artists,
actors, musicians, athletes, gamers, and internet junkies. Our webmaster Aariwr finstance,
maintained two webcomics even as he managed our website, and many of us had our own little
projects to work on, little parts of our lives to think of, even as we argued hotly over our voting
process, our cover page, or issues on copyright.
Ower the past few months, we have all had lots to struggle as other facets of our lives took
over: exams, work, even family issues, and it took us longer than we had initially expected.
But that is all right. To be a writer is to live, and literature does ot exist in vacuum. The fact
that we all came back is a testament to our passion.
It is our wish to share this passion. We hope that reading our pieces here will inspire you,
EOOO AO OAAAEIT ¢ AAAE 1 OEAOGO x1 OEer bAv@e. E1 OPEOAA 0O
7EET A OEA , 1T AQOOEIT ¢cOi O6bpb EO AEOAOOAR 11060 1 &
Young, relatively inexperienced, and allegedly brainwashed by pop culture, this project is our
protest. We hope to create a seustaining magazine so ato show the world that literature is still
very much alive in our hearts.
Our debut issue includes writing from our many members, selected by our editors after
much discussion, and we hope to use this opportunity to reach out to all of you who feel tremse as
we do. Read, write, and submit!
| look forward to reading all of your pieces.
Yours,
Locution Coordinator

Shane Lee
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MISSIONSTATEMENT

Locution Magazine strives to become a platform from which new writers gain valuable
experience and credit inthe publishing world, by providing them with access to a respectable
publishing opportunity.

Good writing is no guarantee of being published, and being published is no guarantee of
good writing; there is an unnecessary barrier between those who create arttiose whose writing
becomes recognized. We feel that this inconsistency is detrimental to creative growth. As such, our
goal is to bridge this gap by providing Locution Magazine as an outlet for aspiring writers to gain
credit and become recognized for thir passion. In the same spirit, we also offer a passionate, active
community of writers, as well as a plethora of resources to assist in the creative process.

Locution Magazinestrives to recognize and foster the ingenuity, constancy, and beauty of

poetry and prose that are essential to the creative spirit.
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4ET OCEO Y)B8A #1ITE 5b A Michelle Baker

THOUGHT) bdCookUP APOEM
MICHELLEBAKER

| thought I'd cook up a poem today, but my bag of words

broke before the kettle and skittered across the floor;

bouncing off the moldings and sliding undethe fridge.

Well, crap. No quiet clack of pintos or lentils here.

They hurt my feet with sharp lego consonants and a slip of marbled vowels.
All | can do is gather them up,

peppered with cat hair, dirt, and a mixed metaphor.

| guess the bottom of mymind could use sweeping.

No pottage for me tonight> just a carton of intellectual takeout,

and a secret love of dust bunnies.
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

SCRUBBER

AARINEDWARDS
O(ix 1ii1¢c OEIT )8i Al AAOes *i OAAT OEEAI AAA EA
whileEO xAO Al xAUO A 0106 i £ TECEOG i1 4EOAT EAR 1 EEO

AT T OEAO ) APAODOOGe®
O0300A xAOh EEA8 &EOA 1 EIl OO0-4&ndake scrednQi@iiaying@ADDA A

hattAT OAT 17 OA 1 AOI AEAO A Ahai odehleadng Gindirbw THaré HeGdes O AT i
EAOA OOEDI AA OEAEO OEEDI AT 0O Ei OEA 1 AOO xAAE Al
(AACAO8 *i OAATI 80 11 OA xOET El AAS

O300A 1 AAkQAET BAOBEA ORNOET OAA AAOI OO iadk OPAAA
soot, swirling Drift Particles, bulletcasings, and a nearby silhouette that certainly resembled a
AT OPOA8 ) O xAO AAA AT 1 OCE OEAO (AACAO Al xAUO xOAA
AOGAT EAOA OEA AiiiiTi1 EOI AT AAAAT AU O Al AEi OEAE
bodiA Oe 6

O' 01 ZECEO xAO OEI 0068 4EA Oi xAO Al 01 6AA Oxi h A
AT AE OEAO OAAOOEOUBO OAATTEIGC8 $1180 xi OOUh AEI
O0-U PAU AAOOAO AA OECEO OEEO OEI A8od

0&AO AO ) AAT OAlI 1806 -AQOGI AEOCAEBAARTI OOB AEEAD
CAO EAO OOTTEICS8O

O9AAE8Sd *1 OAAT Al Ei Adwkepdd Bnd Kickell a goinimadazie Andler OO OA A
the seat. She gripped an empty beer bottle by the neck and chucked it out front. The bottle bounced

endover-AT A AAZAI OA O1T 11 EIC AAAE Ol xAOAO OEA OOBOAEhRh OC
TO A CiTA 11Aeo
O"1 OEed /1A 1T AT -AOOET OEOOCCAA AT A PAOOAA OE

AARA AT A OEOAEAI AA AxAUN EED gebii ozeh ith anl tall Fedurityéifi OE AA
Uur 6 AETA ATU AOARAOEAOOA )61 OAOEI 00
O010EO UAITEICh ) ¢ciO EO806 *i1 OAAT AOO Al xT «x
OEA 3A0OOAAAO 5TEITSE0 i1060IR O. AGAOARDI RhOT O0&E
* % %

Scrubbers mostly drove themselves. The seveon truck swallowed debris and separated
soot from stone by omitting an ionizingblah-blahz* T OAAT AEAT 80 AAOA Ei x EO «x
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

she was supposed to sit in the cab, listen to musicgead magazines, and wait for the scrubber to
stop.
Thirty minutes into her shift on launch platform T-Formosa5A-G, she peered over the girly
mag to see body number one. Looked like a teenager from the height, a girl by the hair and skirt
(though one couldi AOGAO AA OOOAQs )OO AEAT 80 11T O6A AT A OEA O
OEAEAT ET ¢ AOOT AE 1 AGAOh OEA OAOOAAAO OOI AT AA 118
AAAOEAAA Obi 01 AOO EI DPAOOEI ¢cg OEA 3711 3UOOAI GO0 OE
ShenoddedEAO AUAO OEEDPPEI ¢ T OAO OEA OAIi A OEOAA OD
O0) GCAO x1 OOEAA AAIT 6O EITA A 1108 %0OOIPAGO O DOA
political commentary these days by an economics grad, then it was just as wétirdan dropped
college for something solid. In this end of the System, unions paid better and tenure was never a
problem.
Scrubbers would always be needed while intellectuals were a dime a dozen. These days,
they dumbed down technology just keep the econoth OT 1 1 ET ¢8 | £ZO0AO Al 1l h EAZ£ 11
AET 60 OPAT AET ¢ AT UOEETI ¢ AEOEAO8 'O 1 AAGO OTEITO
drive a truck.
Pass fourteen: the second body lay prone a hundred meters ahead. Within detection range,
the scrubber rumbled oriZzanother corpse. Jordan went back to the magazine only to catch a
wriggle out the top of her eye. She focused a camera on the body: a young boy missing an arm. He
crawled, elbow and knees towards clean ground. Twice, he fell to hisailder. Twice, he glanced to
the scrubber, lips set in a thin line. Jordan looked to the main monitor: the boy was outlined as an
animal, not a living human.
The scrubber rumbled on.
Any closer and the Drift Particles her machine kicked up would suffocatthe boy long
before it gobbled his body. Jordan engaged manual override and brought the scrubber to a halt,
i AUAA A TET OOA8O xAl EET ¢ AEOOAT Adbntrdisy shdlidty djalddd E AT A
and ready by default. The Events Log blinked to theontrol forefront, demanding an explanation.
Jordan hesitated. The lapetubound shuttle had left someone behind for certain, and he
xAOT 60 1T AOOOAI 8 ' (AAcCAe 3EA EAA TAOAO T AO 11A8 %
and no arm behind him forthat matter. Whatever he was, she should just call security and wait.
Then she focused the ground monitor on his face.
A slim jaw and red cheeks. Definitely a boy, but the prepubescent sort, buttorosed and

wide-eyed. Jordan deactivated the safeties oneh pistol. Scrubbers owned first dominion on the
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

clock, including salvage and capture rights. Martin might not trust her with it, but if this kid had a
collection bounty, she would get credit. Calling security would default her claim. It was worth a
look.
After the DP flushmode subsided, she popped the door open and hopped to the turf. The air
still reeked of burnttar and oUT 1T Ah AOO AO 1 AAOGO EO xAOT 80 OI GEAS
handheld railgun buzzed with cheerful enthusiasm. She marched the child without a word. At ten
meters, she squeezed the trigger. A thin round burrowed into the ground. The boy flinched, but kept
crawling.
3EA ACAET EEOAARAACO®A O4 AU AU ADEBSIGEO PAOOAS
030i P86 *1 OAAT OAEA8 O51 AAOOOAT A OEAQGed
TheAT U OxEOOAA 11 EEO EEPh OOAOEI C T OAO xEOE 1A
i Aso 4EA AAAAT OOWAOARNAQEROAI BT KR6O PET EO Al x1 8
O7AlT 1 h OITTAITTA8O OAEET C Ui 68 .10 CAOOEIC AEAO
pamsh Al EPPAO OEI xEI ¢ EOO OEAA8 O'1 0 OEOAA AET EAAOC
OAEA Ui O ETh 1T0O0 ) AAI1T PAITPIAOGO EAO x1 OOA OEAT 1| A8
091 06 1T AU AO xAl 1l OET iT@Boydontimudhiscraml. 6 AA AADPOOOAA
O/ ERh OEEO EO Ioskdah @ye Al @ited1oiv.(AeAdil rodnd punched a hole
OEOI OCE OEA EEA8O &I 108 9AI 11 x £ OEA ONOEOOAA &EOI
The hell?
'TAOT EA8 #AOOAETT U OEA ET Ax OEA x1 OAh AT A xEE
even heard of an enconter with a robot boy. Skinand-hair humanoid robots were outlawed even
beyond federal jurisdiction’2bad news for everyone. Maybe it was a prosthetic. But with an
unbleeding arm off/
Tick.
Crimson sprayed from his opposite calf. He shouted and squirmed, bwtiggled onward.
"OAOAh EZ£ OOODPEA8 O31 EO Al AAAOS8S
O7ET OAhd EEO OI EAA OOOAET AA8 20AA winmc& Ol A AAOOA
OMmOAEET ¢ UIT O EIT 86 (A xAO EEAEI C A&£O011 OI i AGEET «
Was he, himself, ®1T 1 OAA ET OEA CcOl £ZECEOh 1 0 EOOO A1l O1 &I O«
xAd11 OAITE AAI OO EOG8 511 A0O0 Ui 6O OAATT U xAT O O1 AE
(A EETAITTU OO0OI DPPAA AOAxI ET ¢ AT A OAOOAA EEO A& O
071 O@GA GEEITA ET UIT OO 1Ace ) AOTTiT h AAPATAOG 11

with the meat already dripped off the bone. Others are just missing their eyes and got their tongues
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

AEOOAT 1008 ,1TTEO DPAET £01 806 4 EbdidhedxJr@eA hededhad EAOh
the stomach to stare too long.

He rolled onto his back and grimaced to a seat. The rail round had cauterized the wound, so
AO 1 OAE AO EO PAETAA EEih EA xAOT 80O Al AAAEI C 1 008

O.1 OEEO86 * 1 OA Aland Fiskedohid Aigs AHand©under his EHoWders, she
DOl PPAA EEI OP8 091 O60A CcOIT A EAOA OI CcEibB AliTcCh
O-U Ai T PAOAOGEIT O OEAO UI O ITECEO OAIT 1T A T OA«
xAOT 80 EAAOUS
O3A1T Tl GIEOHhROABAAODI Uebd
O&EOEET C &£ O Oi b Ail11AORh OAAOAT CAOe 4EA Al AAO

o#00 OEA AOIi8 )& OEAU xAl O&kA UT Oh OEAU x1 Ol Al

O) xAO 116 AAAT AT 1T AAAGS
O#EOEOOR EEARh 11 O Ehhetietp cektdirlyshad disppbsddipArice witteir OE A A 8
iT EEih AOO xEEAE OI 00e -AOAEAT O EAEOh AEDPIT 1 ADB

wonder no one liked them.
At the scrubber, she leaned him against the lifgenerator. Her brow furrowed. Veterars had
extended cabs for this sort of thing, but as a rookie Jordan used a Union trainer, shared among a
AOAx T &£ A 008 YO xAOI 80 Aoi AAh AOIi T OAAR T O OEA 1|
license, but until she could afford her own rig, she hatleen instructed to default situations like
these.

Well, the hell with that. She could handle an armless, wounded tgmar-old, even if she had

O AEETEOE EAO OEEAO xEOE EEI i1 EAO 1ApP8 )& OEA O
O7TEAQIADAOOAOET ¢ Abeo *1 OAAT OAEA8 O05b UI O Ci8
)61 UIT 6O iTilTuse 4EA POI AATEOU EA xEEODPAOAA xAOT &

was encouragement enough to shut him up and get him climbing, relying onshprosthetic leg and
*T OAAT 80 EATAO POOEET ¢ EEO AOOOS

After she squirmed into her seat, she again kicked the porn magazine under the seat and
plopped the boy on her lap. He shifted a hallozen times before settling on a position where he
touched her as litle as possible. Jordan entered the captureompleted code into the Events Log
and hit the ignition.

The scrubber rumbled on.

* % %
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

01060 A TAIi Aed *1 OAAT xOAPPAA EAO AOI AOI O1 A
minutes. She pretended to fiddle with he autonomous controls and pressed her chest against his
side. He growled and leaned ofA AT AT AAh T AAOI U OOI AT ETC 1T OAO8 3EA
$1160 1 EEA CEOI O¢o

O0.106 TTAG O ETAAAAT OAG

091 6 ci 6 A 1106 O 1AAOT AAIAYO BXAId ATBHO 83 EGM ExEEd
OEil x xA TEEA A coOuso

(EO AGPOAOOEIT 1 -I,bdddoAdidptabibd AAOU8 O)

O0) ARAGe 411 1 AOGA8 ) -DBIEALL UA OB DBE IADDAOGE) IOUR 4

her most honest smile.

091 6 AOA OAAOGEI ¢ 1 A8o

0) AA BEAOA AT 1 OEAO EI O0O8 'EOA I A Oiil A AOAAEO E
Jordan stretched her back and yawned. She saw him steal a glance at her ch§@E AO x AOT 8 O EE
O000&L£%L£ AEOEAO8 031 Eix AAT OO OEAOOI ARDABSEEREAJNAT £C
reference his description in bounties, missingpersons, and flight logs. Someone had to be missing

him, or want him.

O#111 OAAT 86 (A OOOT AA EEO EAAA O1 OEA 111TEOI 0O

O0) 6 OEAO +i OAAT eo

O0$1 ) 1TTTE +1 OAAT eo

O.iTh AOO AOI REECCAOOOKEES OA8d ) O O1 01 AAA 11 OA |
AEAOB8O AOOAS8DHG

091 &6 AOA &EOiIi 4EOAT EAR ) OAEA EOGed .1 x OEA 1

specifically, Saturn.
O#AIT T EOOI 8 -U AAA xAO A 51 EIl fhted @h®dto MdEOgo toOEA 3 A
Ol EOAOOGEOURh AA Oi i A AEC OEIT O 1 AxUAO 11 A1 1 OAEOAI
O0)O6 x1T O6I A T16 OO6EO Uil 6856
O+ETA T £ UI O O OAUBx ) OAIDI BAAAOT AOT 8§ £ 1DOA)

telling that story. It felt more liberating than a statenment of failure. Any jerk could force their

Qu

dreams and end up miserable. Recognizing how a person fit in with the universe around them was

OEA T AOE T &£ xEOATih TO OTT A OOAE8 $AA Al xAUO OAE
bottom rung of a shoulderto-shoulder judicial ladder, but now, four years might grant Jordan her

own rig, crew, and eventually an affluent business. Blueollar dreams, golden opportunity. It was a
AOOOOA EAO CAT AOAOEIT OOEI 1 EAAT 80 Ai AOAAAAS
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

O.1Th ) TAATO -A0OGBA GWUWOGAT® OO GEORA AWWAG@D | ET A0 O
ui 60 1 EEA8S

O4EA EAI1 EO OEAO OODPDI OAA O1 1 AAT Ad6 3EA OET 0
ET AAO AT A OEA Ai1 06011 DPATAI 8 3EA OAPPAA EAO AOAAO

O/ £ # Al 1 E @@ pegcentt & Fefusd s Btill refuse. You claim pride in your current

status, yet you would abuse your injured hostage to defend your former value. | hear regret, or
OAEAAOQEITT 806

O0)1 OECEOA&AOI A O A CEIi DU 001 Oh AOAd HerOcasell Oe 6 9
Whatever. Collie was a breath away from being hogtied and gagged. Jordan massaged her eyes.
O(AACAOS8O

lapetus had light and dark halves, and most normal folk expected the same of the liberated
| OOEAEAEAT , EAAZEI O O x [Edlodyitherd. Aely ne@OobmnuAidatedAiith AOQUT O
their Saturnian neighbors, and only traded once every couple decades when its orbit closed in on

. ADO®AABO 4EOAT EAG08 4EAU AAOOAETIT U xAOAT 60 Al Of

social scale than had-working Callistoorresort-l T T 1T 4EOAT EA8 4EA 1T AOOA 1T £ Ol
Os$i 116 AAIl T A AU OEAO Ol ECEO86 &O1I I EEO OAOO
0411 1 OAE OOOOE ET EO &£ O UAeod

O! AAARExAOAO xT 1T AT xT OI A T1 0 mpiteAtAOOOAT A86 1 O A

O(AOGA EO Ui OO xAuso 3EA OEPPAA EAO AEET OB Al
shove and he was pinned to the panel.

Fifty-five minutes to go.

* % x

Suddenly reticent, Collie made no fuss as the Scrubber finished its shift. No more bodies
iTOA AAT 1 Oh EOOO Al AxExAOA OEI AT AA AAOxAAT AADPOI
Pl AUET ¢ EO8 *1 OAAT EI ACETAA AT OE 1T &£ OEAI ETAx xEA
dumber than she had thought.

On her fifth-from-last passin the southwest quadrant, the security van appeared. On her
fourth -from-last, they were joined by a haldozen Bureau squad cars. That would have been her
chance to make a run for itScrubbers had to deal with this chesbumping at every notable capture
so Martin always said. The key was standing your ground and doing your job.

/1T *1 OAAh&Isst, Dikddulledup. Then she got nervous.

The scrubber had already made its next turn, its final northbound pass. The next time she
reached the platformd O O OOEAOT Al OAAOh EAO OOOGAE xI1 O1I A 0OOi A
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

*T OAAT ONOAAUAA EAO ETAAO 11 #7111 EA8O OEI 01 AROON
with a raised eyebrow. His eyes shifted between her and the monitor.
(A Oi EOEAARS O

031160 CAO MEARNI PAEAAEBEUI DI AET 80O OI 1T AGAEOAA A

091 6 AOA 116 A Ai 61 6u EOT OAO8o6 #1111 EA POOEAA /
some space.

O.1 EEAAEIT Cc8 "O0O0 Ui 660A OOEIIT 11U AAOAES8S

0) £ UIT O x1®@i ACAIEARAT 1AO OOAEh ) OOGCCAOO A AAOE
launch box.

Perched on a flat plateau, a Gloridwelve pierced the haze over Formosa Spaceport. The
blue, needlenosed freighter was a vertical launcher, now hugging the rail line pointingdm Titania
towards its tiny neighbor, Miranda. As the &2 revved up from prep to prelaunch, waves of DPs
oir11AA AxAu £Oi i OEA AiI T OOAOOh OEA OITEA AT 1 DPA

platform would be safe enough for unprotected \@wing, but much closer and her truck would be

pal
(@}

the only defense against the withering effects of ground level poisoning.

YO xAO1T 80 ET AT U 1 bAahathicl@mell & liskyAdivedinto the@®® x 1 OA
Al TOA AO A OOOA CAOAx Adang&ous standh IBLEOIB £ 3DOBAT BARO OI0IOA
was a meager hundred KPH, but under bad visibility and unpredictable odds, only a scrubber could
cut a beeline to the nearest undefended exitA £Z0AO Al 1 h OEAOA 11 000 AEAT 6
roadblock every alley against a fleskeating tank. After that, the Union had your back, or so the
veterans said.

Jordan pointedtothereaftOEAx AAT AOAh O1 OEA OAT AT A TEITS8

OEA AEAATET C Ui O80A O P Ail11A0O86
O) xEI1 11 0O ithddyouxfitheyCdecidéito pGnk Aom your thighs, which they
xEl 18060 #111EA6G2 £ET1 CAOO x Al AAOAA Ob

I OEEOAO OAT Aixi1 *1 OAAT 80O OPET A8 3EA EEAEAA
face. The kid caught it, seemingly at ease. A growl later, she $sid O7 AOAE OEAO EAT Ah EE

091 6 x1I 01 A AOOAI PO OI OAAOGAA T A ETOI AlTi1 DI AAA
AOAT 80 EDOOO OEAI AT AGO xi i ATh Ul &6 AOA PEOE &£OI 86

O!'TA Ui d pi AU OEA AEEIT Ah A TTATA AEETA 11 1AOC
atAl 1 86
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

O0AOAAPOEOA AO A OI AEho #1111 EA £l EPPAA EAO ET.
*1T OAAT ONOGEOI AAh 1 EZOET ¢ EAO 1 OEAO Ai1 6 OI EEAE
B7EAOR OAOGET C Ui Oed
051 AAOAOOE | Aramdiwent fio Bnée tq her forehead in the time of an eyeblink.
The knuckleO1l AD xAO 1 ECEOh AOO Al Al x DOOEET ¢ EIT O EAO
curse, or even twitch, he pulled the clipper out of her holster and had it buzzing, pressed irtter
AOI OAE8 0910 OEI OI A 1106 O0OU OEI OA OAAOEAO ACAET 86
And the scrubber rumbled on.
O(AACAho OEA 1 OOOAOAA
cOi h OEA 1 AOT AE AT O1 OAI
OAEAh AT160 CAO EAAI EI EU /T1T U OAAOIT Ul O AE
i ECEO AA AAOGURh AOO CAOOEIT ¢ PA OEAI AET 60 O1i AOE
O'ET 80 EOh OEiI OCEed #1111 EA Al AEhdsmievintieAAA Ol
i TAEAOU8 O!'T A ) AAODPROAADIBOGO EET A A& O
3NOAO AT A AOO O1 OEAPAh OEAGA Al xAuo AAAT Ol

constructs, a step above clones, allotted a token colony on lapetus out of ethical sympathy and

¢ ACAET OEA ¢Oi
= A DMAQOOMReA® 6 O O1

X

political guilt for their existence and years of workingclass enslavement. Manufactured perfection
with gentle, complacent personalitie$z apparently not¥2the problem with being fed a stereotype
for twenty -odd years.
0.1 x OO001T OEEO OABBAEA DAGAROEETI EROEEMEE OEA O

Al 1108 4EA AOUU AEAT 80 001 PN EA 11T x OAOOAA EO 11
Like helBzeight minutes.
Stall.
0) xi 180 EAOEOAOAh xET OA8d6 #1T 11 EA 1 AfdadA AAOx

i OUUI A O61 AARO EAO AEET 8 040018 )08 ! O 61 A86

%UAO OF OEA AAASO OI1 T £h-) ORADG OAIEODOGA LT *%180OA AT
i OAOOEAAOS8S

091 686 OA 1 UET C86

O) EOOO OEYD ENOCARIT AERI BDA®I DOO8 ) badkwokkd UI O O
wereinful-OOOAAI 8 (Al £ A AOAAGE &OI I O1F AAET Cch O) 111

|
todothisright> £ 1 1 T xET ¢ BOT 01T Al EO Aii18 )Oi EOOO ATl ET
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

4EA Al EPPAOGO | &by lekit ténderE@etaidlAThe ofigerAvaOan empty
threat for both of them. Any shot would puncture through, letting the scrubbers own DPs in. Just as

xAl1F OEEO EEA xAO x1 OOE A 1108 3 Echedixdutthedvdy AAT OO
OEET CO xAOA Ci E1 CdwhdEwbulckda be harditgi T A5 O COAO

O! AT 1 POI I EOA h-tappitig tHe tligpkr agaiAdE Hehleg.O A B

The scrubber slowed to the security roadblock. A dozen rerg-cops and a pair of real ones
waited behind their cars, some aiming rifles, others staniC EAIT A8 4EA TEI 160 ATl
though the suit-clad driver stood ready by the rear. Jordan leaned over the Hedge. The pistol poked

into her belly. Now it was a real threa® the scrubber would power down in moments.

Oll11Tx OEA AOEESO® AODCAHROI OEAI AOB® 11T AAAA O Ol
iTiT ATO 01 AEOAOOO OAOI 0846
04A0I O T £ xEAOed *1 OAAT 80O EATAO OEITE 11 OEA |

was not an uncommon standoff, something felt wrong. Sure, security was playinghiird, and the
cops were observing the lawfulness of the confrontation, but the law was easily bought on Titania.
And a limo was as uncommon on a launch platform as blooming flowers. She could just plow her
truck into the cars and melt the fifteenplus bodE AO ET 01 DOAAI Abh AOO OEAOQOSG
xAT O ATl xTh 11T 1 AOOAO OEA AEOAOI OOAT AAO8 4EAUGA CA
talk, and apparently Collie wanted the first word.
O7TEAO0 xAOA UT O PIATTEIC BEAATI BUQI AEOEAEAE EAROE
ample incentive to do so.
O7Aii1l h ) xAOI
x1 01 A6 OAh AOO
abAT ATT AA UT Oh
EAT A8 . EAA PO

8 O toGhede Huthbadsks. IHyGudnere sbinécorfinion crook, |
CAO OEA Z£AAT OEAO OI T A EECEAOI x (
A £ET A OEA DPATDPI A UI O PEOOGAA 1 AEAES

)
) 8
AA T 0 OEEOOUR OEAU Al xAUO PAU A AT &

031 OEA cO6i O AOA &I O T An 11T O0OA OEAT Ui d8d6 #I111E
gunfightanA x AO T AOET 001 U i 1T OA OEAT EA OAAT AAh 4EOAT EA
had a good chance yet.

O4EAO80O OECEO8 -U OTEIT DPOI OAAOO 1 U -dase AR AN
scenario, they kill you if you get out of hand. This is &#cAAEDT ET 086 4EAO xAO AAT i
OOOOE8 7EEI A *1T OAAT xAO DPOI OAAOGAA AU OEA OTEITT Al

usually with high profile bounties’sAT 601 OEAO 1 EEA OEAOA8 3EA AEAI

60 A
coudgettei OF BI AU EAO CAi A88 O7EAOA x1 Ol A UT O xATGC

O (
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Scrubber Aarin Edwards

O4EA )APAOOO wi AAOOU8BS6 / AOET 008 3EA AEAT 30 Al
merely appropriate their missing Hedge via force. All she wanted was to take him to Union
headquarters for identification and billing. But with her clipper still digging into her flesh, her
fantasies of reputation and topgraduate had degenerated into a nightmare of fines, restrictions,

AT A ETEAO AO EAO AgbAl OA8 ' AEEI Ah £ O #EOEOOEO O

0) 08A AA UT OO0 TAASMOE* IGOAAEEIGOAIERAAT EO OP AT A 1A
O EOEhRh OEA OOAOAA ET OI EEO AUAOh OOAAIT Aill1 A8 O7EA

xEOE A OOEGCGCAOBAT4HADB 1AT AOABHA AEIEEAAME AO OEA OAIl OA

031 TU ARODORAADAEOT OO AAOGO AAO EO 1 OEAO OEAI
#1111 EA Al EAEAA OEA Al EPPAOGO OAAEAOUB (EO AUAO AAO
AUAT A xTO1T A Ai xi 8 O3AU xEAO EO OAEAO déryoqi AAUTI
OAAPOOOARSG OEITOCE ) xEI1T 1106 AA O11 A ET O AAAOGES8O

O&AEO AT 1 OCEh EEA8 ' 0O OEEO PIiEI O ) EOOO xAT O U
ui 60 O00iI ou EO8d6 !'1TT OEAO 1 EAS

The scrubber finished its powerdown. A trio of incoming messages bliked on her main
monitor. DPs blocked communications, so it was only at times like now, or her initial pause for
OAOOEAOAIT h OEAO OEA AT OI A OATA T O OAAAEOGA8S /T A AC
congratulating her on a job complete. The send was a joint statement from the security
subcontractors demanding she relinquish her bounty, the prize a paltry three thousand credits. The
last was from the Union, specifically Martin. It was the only one she bothered to openfinl:

Jordan, we receied an ID from the lapetus Embassy on the two bodies on your path. | hope you
CAO OEEO ET OEiAs $AZAO OEAEO AAPOOOAR TEOEITC 10O
alone, especially underarmed with a trainegcrub.

Before she could folownOEA 1 ET EO O1 OEA AT U AT A CEOI 80O 51
Al EPPAO POOE ACAET OO0 EAO T AAER OAAAOEOAOGAAS8 Owii 0

* % x

Jordan jumped down, boots to turf. Scrubber door open, she locked eyes with Collie, gagged
and hogtied on the cab floor. He squirmed a little; his one arm tugged against both wounded legs,
real or not.

Her chance to learn more, save herself, or push for the big prize.

O*1T OAAT $ AT Oi-tripatl seCukitl dfficeh HOmghAnBt be a eal cop, but the

gray-bearded thumper had probably seen more than one offforld conflict. Formosa was known
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for hiringex-l E1 EOAOU AT A AAOEOA | AOAAT AOEAG8S O) AOOOI A
OOAT O&EAO8O

Ol'ET 80 Cci O A bQ@aGiehaloounyA ATERO ORA EAMIRA O)61 OAEET C
Jordan rocked her hips and flipped her hair.

Inprel Axh OEA8A 1 AAOT AA Eix OI xTOE 110 1T1T1U OEA
Al 6odoiii AOAEAT AA8 3 EABA Ohidgl tight-bouadh blatkAt@es, £E OA |
smearing soot on her cheeks, and undoing strategic buttons on her overafishree was obvious,
two was believably sexy and the heat made it viable. After Collie wrapped his ankles and tied his
wrist, all she had to do was likk them with a simple loop. Hell, if he was something special, from
royalty to notorious, having him tied up in the backdrop would help her grandstanding. Already, the
younger security relaxed their poses, though rifles were still raised.

O4EEO OOk @ik AfACApture. Colorado Weyerhauser is a wanted murderer

xEOEET AZAAAOAT EOOEOAEAOQOEI T8 7A AATTTO All1x EEI
So that was his name, or at least his handle. Bits of truth to back up the lies? And while

Jordan EAT 6 O £AT AU AARAET ¢ i1 OEA xOiT ¢ OEAA 1T &£ OEA 1A

OEGCEOO8 3EA xiI Ol AT860O OAIl EAO AAPOTI O 100 A& O AT UuOd

0) £ EA8O A mWHRAOAAAKACHI AATAAEA EEI hthdlim@ Ul OO
either calling their bluff or forcing for them to play their hand.
Officer graybeard sneered and turned his back, marching towards the limo. Jordan winked
AO OEA OAAI AiIBOh xEI OIiEIAA AT A 1 O0ACAA AAAE 1T
whispered. He nodded and straightened his posture.
4AT PAAAO AT A EA OAEAh O3AOAT GU OEI OOAT A8o
*T OAAT AT O1 AT60 OO0 P EAO EAx A£OI T AOiI PPET C8 &O
EAO I x1 OEGC8 ! UAAOGO DPOI £ZEOO /B & drewOisheGdd a @ewvdA AT Ol
OEA EAA A AOOET AOO8 4x1 110A OOOAEO 1 AOAOh OEAG
scrubbers, the ball would keep roling 4 EOAT EA8O 11 00 1 ACEOEI AOA DPUOAI E
0311 A86 4EA xi OA DPi DPAA darlearigi®. * T OAAT 80 i1 OOE
Graybeard snapped an outstretched hand towards the scrubber. Within, Collie shouted in
his gag, wrenching his arm against his binds. His eyes stretched wid® E A O & :OthekioOviad
supposed to be pulto-loose. Jordan added an extra &p, a gift from her greaseand-gears Callisto
upbringing. He quickly wriggled free, but the moment lost was a moment Formosa security used to
surround both doors, six guns on either side. Collie tore away his gag, fist clenched around fabric.

0910 xEDOEAOGA 11 EHRAA xEAO UT 06 0A
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A mullet-haired rent-a-cop pulled the trigger on a humming pistol. An electric blue dart
PEAOAAA #7111 EA8O OEI O1l AAOh AOI PPET C EEI &£ AOh AOI
and women climbed into the cab, exwanging his ropes for cuffs. One called into his headset,
o#1 11 OAAT h AANOEOAAS8S

The security team appeared ready to pop champaign corks as the unconscious child was
removed, wrapped toeto-chin in skin-tight blue film, and loaded into the back of a paddwagon,
three guns on him at all times. Graybeard watched his crew with a priefdled smile,

O#1 1 COAOOI AGEI 1 0846

O4EAT EOCed *1 OAAT 80 OET OIl AAOO 01 0i PAAR Ox1 ET OO
i AOER OECEOed

01180 xAT O AT U Om)lofCAursd, but wedwere G EnfnuteOdway| from
shooting through you just to get him. We thought he escaped onto the shuttle after his little fight
xEOE OEA +EiT 8 4EiI OCEO xA 1100 EEIi ACAET 86

The Kinzjust one of a twadozen terrorist groups based on Triton butactive on Titania.

That interaction made Collie either a government agent, a collaborator, or an assassin. Jordan
OxAl 11T xAA AAAE EAO OxEI EO EA6 A O A TTA AT A Ol EI
OAT EAZ OEA AEAT 60 wdgéred EOOO ET x | OAE OEAGA

" OAAA xAO A AAT GCAOT 66 OEEIT cCch OF $AA AT A - AocC
discover Collie was worth a hundred to three hundred thousand credits. But all Jordan was sure of
xAO OEAO OEA AT OI AT 80 EAT Al A £kt wésithd cold palt abddt OAE A
middlemen. The low bounty ensured their cut. Their ability to take him off her hands ensured
*T OAAT 80 OAOU 1 EEAS

A fair trade.

Jordan shared chuckles and handshakes with the real cops and the fake ones. The limo sped
away before she got in spitting distance. Through some hardcore fishing, she came to understand in
a delayed adrenaline rush that she just survived an armed fate-£AAAA xEOE 11 A 1T £ OE
most effective living weapons: The Nail of Japheth. Who had caughho off-guard, who had
underestimated whoe OEAO xAO Ali1l 1 PAT O1 AAAAOA8 ) O AEAT &

7TEOE OEAEBEI C A£ETCAOO AT A AAAE OAOOET C ACAE

message to Martin, not a hint of apology included. Today was her calling casithin the union, no

0
[INe)
matter what percentile price-cut she gave away. Cash plus notoriety:

#1111 EA6O0 Z£OODHOA &£ O EAOOS

A fair trade indeed.
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Sheep

SHEEP
MAYL.

The sun rises as sheep raise their heads
to scarlet mountains standing in the East
while green grass cwer beneath their feet.

(The best view they ever gt.)

.1 OEET C80 AOAAOU ET OEA
as the color of life stretches on and on and
on and on and on and

on, trampled occasionally beneath hooved feet.

But they still stand proud;
each curved blade sharp
folded katana in grass disguise.

Indifferent teeth do not notice though.

Dip head down and rip the grass,
then smell the roses along the way.
Munch once, munch twice, and then munch thrice;

rinse, lather, and repeat.

The sun rises as sheep raise their hda
to scarlet mountains standing in the East
while green grass cower beneath their feet.

(The best view they ever gt.)

iToTETC

May L
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Our Last Dance Shane Lee

OURLASTDANCE
SHANELEE

The rest of the class is waltzing into the classroom. I, however, was early, sitting in my usual
place, rusting away in my usual introspection.

| spend a lot of my time broodingthese dayq AAAAOOA OEAO

Qu

do.To be specific] wasjust entertaining the notion of visiting her.

O xEAO OOAO

| hesitate, howeveB 0 AOEADPO ) Al O Athpodastmationduteithay way E O6 O

) Guinsure.
Of course, waare dealing with supposed true love here,

so | should go.

"O00 OEAT ACAET h EOGS8 0O 4 icbuldakaysivisitherAdme oti@i timé. ¢ AT U x

Sloth is taking over | should probably pray for absolution when Icanbe bothered to.
The teacher enters the room. People begin sitting down, and, without trying to hide his
indifference, Mr. Craig tells us to start working on oucollage projects All) &planning to work on

is my story. The othes students want to ogle atvanity Fairwhile feigning hard work» £ET Ah A 0O
CiETC O OOAOO xOEOQOEIT C OECEO 1T1x8 ) AI180 AOAI
because this is no Aristotelian tragedyThis is a letter, a letter to vE T AOA OGS & aldefek ®ET C
you,

Dear Stranger i comma.

| learned about writing letters in primary school. This is how the exercise beganDear
blank, comma,skip-a-line.

A cartoon pencil in the margin would say that the blank space was fane to write the
OAAAEOAOGS O Iswahghriherdd MAAO®OO AIT60 ETTx UI O
TEA OAAAOG6 xAO POI AAAT U & O &£l AOI 08

Dear Stranger i comma.

) 0

T A

How are you? Questi on Q@Questidh.markl Btwdiesa, et detera,wte at her

cetera, question mark.

The eraser notfar down the page would tell me that the first paragraph wasor me to ask
how the receiverisdoingg ) AT 180 O1 AAOOOAT A xEU ) OET O Ah
eraser said anyway, out of habit.

Yes, habit. They treated us like animais the same indifference, cafeteria food, and mental
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Our Last Dance Shane Lee

conditioning. Conditioning means using carrots or metal rulers to force good hab#s good habits are
ones that make no sense.

On December the twenty-sixth, lwaswaiting for her with a drink in my handand Iclosed my
lips lazily over the straw opening. They were pale pisknall cracks revealed themselves under the dry
cold, but nonetheless | drank
| drank despite the chill because it was a good habit. | drank despite the chill because they say
coffee is likelovefi dying for love is glorious; frostbite pales in comparison.
But was frappucino even coffee? | didndt care.

But why did | cross the road? Surely if why thehickencrossed the road is a valid question,
the reason as to why a livinghuman being did must be worth some attention? Another guestion
that might arise iswhyOEA £OAE ) A1 1 OAEEBh CAODD OAAn OEAOB8O Al
the margin had told me exactly what to write? told me to write about something that lappened
during the holiday? so | did.

) O xAO T EEA A 1 OOAh OAI |l ElGtwhsharueE A0 OT xOEOAN

"00 )B80A Al OAAAU OOAOOAA xOEOEIT ¢c8 (AAEO OAUO (
routine from school tells me | should brainst®i AEFEOOOd 7EAO08 O OEA AAOAe &
What is the form? A letter in prose. Setting? Hong Kong, Christmas, two thousand and six. What
about the genre?

Nonfiction.

What is the plot?

Read to find out.

* % x

| 60 OA1 AGEI 1 OEEPEAOAROOALZOERAEEDE OEDAA OAI OPI /
all, a seventeen year old crying over lost love is petty.

Fast forward.

We had stopped talking, averted our eyes that one time we met, embarrassed, like strangers
on a tightly packed bus.

) 61 T dtlsurd @ it happened> but that was a lie. | know it had to do with our
supposed affairs, and | know it had to do with us being so far apart, but inside | know the real
OAAOGTTd ) 1T00 EAO AAAAOOA OEEO EOI 80 O i A EOAEEITD

| crossed theroad with my cup half full. Half full because everything is relative.
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We had always met on the twenty sixth of December. We met the first time years ago
because she was heartbroken. We met the second time because | told her | was heartbroken. And
then, wemet as a habit. It was not a good habit though; it was a bad habit, so, not a big loss.

But that was a lie; that was me coping.

| thought | spotted Janet some distance away. | started towards her, but adjusted my clothing
first.

It was a tiny argument. Tkere was no argument. There were accusations left unfinished,

unsaid, and that was all there was. It all happened about a year agave had stopped talking.

She saw me. The smile still burns in my head, set in the chilly background of December two
thousand and six.

November. Some girl added my contact on MSN, so | asked whether we knew each other.

(AO TAITA xAO -Aunh AT A 1Tih OEA AEAT 80O OEETE xA
(I8 OOOAT CA8 oyAuhiawe?OT h xEAO0B0

I smiled back, so sherigned wider still. We both crossed the road, perhaps trying to meet in
the centre of a generic bustling street, like in romance movies.

The silence between usad beenan escape for me, a chance to freeze our love against fickle
change. How could | have den anything but angry? My keyboard rattled loudly; we could hear and
OAA AAAE 1T OEAOh AOO OUPAA T1TT7TAOEAI AOO8 IknewdtA x 1
was her.

31 AOA Ui 6 cieElTC OF OEix I A Ui OO AZEAAAR .T1A
xAAAAI 8 91 0 EFEQOQODIORAORBITT T O AMEBG®OOA Al OAAAUS

Janet.

She did not respond, though | guess silence is a response.

Why?

She said sorry and signed off.

She was seventeen, happy life, bright future.

Fast Forward. Rewind. Stop.

Play? | recognized her voice on my mobile. My eyes blinked and then widened. Local call; she

had returnedfor mewithout a thought.
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Our Last Dance Shane Lee

| skipped every class | had that day, hiding in a cubicle whispering softly into the phone, a
tear or two now and then. Itwas chickflick material (except real); it was romantic (like all couples
until they break up), but | guess love is glorified by death.

* ok *

The teacher just walked past our table, and it reminded me of what he always says: show

ATT1T80 OAI 1T N hORTxA AJEIT&O AGAI6 O OAI 1 8 7 Al izkhat &g A

sentence was telling you she dies.

>
M
(@}

Sure, | could tell you how frail she seemed, standing on the street like a doll in a black and
white film with jazz playing in the background, o sound Chaplin style. Yes, tell you how the car
slammed into her and she was thrust onto the ground, still looking at me, smile faded.

| ran towards her, her face a palette of red and black paint, and though | would not be able
to describe her beauty (nowords can), | could tell you every detail on her face. And | could tell you
that she lost consciousness exactly one and three fourths steps after that, and that her blood poured
from the corner of her lips a few meters later. Sure, | could tell you exactiyhat it was like, but it
was a moment to be experienced.

In a cinema at the very least.

Traffic accidents are essential plot device§ the car backed off a little to give us the
spotlight. | rushed out towards her, and we became sfarshe was silent, andl was yelling, but we
were stars. We met in the centre of everything, like in a Hollywood romance.

| kneeled down besides her, gasping her name, propped her head up, and looked at her.
Nothing happened it was as if the world froze. | prayed to God for heto wake up.

She did. Everyone in their seats gives out a sigh of relief. The driver who came out to have a
look dashed back into the car. There was a war of shouts and honks as he slowly backed away. |
wanted to kill him, but wanted to hear her more | wished those bastards would shut the hell up.

Butthen | made out afewofherx | OAOd O! i ) CIEITC OI AEAebd

I held her hands close and kissed them becaus:
her to my chest, and she told me | was warm; she cldtaie hands and smiled. They almost trembled
when | pulled the ring off.

ORemember this?06 | asked.
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She looked at me meekly, her blood draining slowly away. Remember? You gave me this four

years ago, at this very time. | wear it because | remember. | weasth because this i snod
puppy love. | wear this becauseé
| knewthat shecouldno | onger hear me, but | said ol |l ove
I didndét know when she had passed out, but I k

Her hands were clutched tightly, buthey soon collapsed, joining the rest of her body on the
unevenly spread road. | placed the ring in her hand and closed it for her (I never saw it leave her hand,
rolling away from those pretty fingers, and sometimes | fantasize that she had it untiteheend). |
checked her breathing, stroked her hdirkissed her cheeks even, until the ambulance and police cars
came.

Indifferent to the hands that pushed me back, | stared at her face, and when she was gone |

saw the cup of frappucino lying on the groulfi there were but a few drops left.

* * %

| regret not taking the ring with me? if | had, | would have something physical to fawn
over. Then again, | regret many things.

The watermelon slice is the perfect metaphor for an anticlimax. Past this sentenceetie will
be no more explicit blood, love, and suffering.

If you want to know the whole story though,thank you. Please

stand behind the yellow lineDut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut dut.

The sounds were full stops to all that mattered on December the twengjxth. Words can
topple kingdoms, but not overtake ambuland®d twisted my ankle trying anyway.

The hare will not be taking a nap this time, | thought as the white shape turned around the
corner. This is no fable; there is no moral beyond cruel reaktie

y 1TTTE AOiT O1T A OEA Al AOGOGOITTi8 )O080 AAAT Ox1 i1
missed, and her family hadaken her remains away. | had realized and cried, yet none of her old

friends know of what had happened. There is something bitter abouhis thought, as if every smile
EOT I OEAI EO A AAOOAUAIT 1T & EAO T AiTOU8 ) ci AT AA A
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If you want an epilogue, here it is. This is where the author makes a conclusion, an excuse of
a catharsis as well, if he camanage.

| was just thinking about visiting a special someoneand thelogical AT Ox A0 EO Oi i AOEE
been avoiding: like | saidEO8 O T 1 O 1 EEA OEA8O CIEIC AT UxEAOAN )
time. | should just move on, cherish her memory fondl (though only when | feelalone€). This is what

shewould havedone as well;it makes no sense to suffer for a dead persentrue, true enough,

AOO T AEET C 11T OATOA EO A Cii A EAAED&mM)TheOOAT A
OAAAEAO AOEOI TAnNxE®BOEA ®AAAU AO OEA Al T 08 0AOODI O
bATh pAPAOh AT AAAOAOOh AT A )&811 AA A1l OAOs

O0)éi CciEIc Oi OEA AEODPI 0085%
$1 18680 OAI Ai AAO 1 A8 2AiI AT AARO EAOS
Sincerely Yours,

Anonymous
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