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Editorial

These tales are flanked by two essays: one on readin
the Book of Mormon as a masterwork of high fantasy,
and another about the need forfsci O wi t h
(Hitherto not our customary editorial stance, as you
may remark, but we are glad to introduce different
perspectives.)

We hope you enjoy this literary journey, and look
forward to encountering some of our readers and
authors in person at EuroCon, to confabulate either at
our various panel discussions by day or over a stein of
Teuton ale under the night sky.

Speculatively yours,

Sci Phi galitors and crew

Lectori salutem

By the time you are reading this, balmy summer
weather (or scorching heat waves) have enveloped
Europe and th&ci Phirew disperses for the vacation
season. But not before the highlight of our annual sci
fi calendar: th026 EuroCorin Berlin, Germany,
where on 5 July the old continentds,
speculative literature and the fantastic arts gather for
four days of nostop geeky networking and bonding
over our favourite speculative hobbies.

Sci Phi Journsl heavily involved in the programme,

with our regular columnist Mina presenting on
recursive time loops, cover artist Dustin exhibiting his
work and talking about solarpunk;editor Mariano <
lecturing on the history of high fantasy, and Ad
chairing two panels, including that of SF magazine
editors, and speaking on another three, from SF
philosophy to pos$oviet science fiction.

Il
. ﬂ?

1

In this sociable spirit, the present issu&anPhis
perhaps also more emotionally relatable than readers
may be used to. Our fiction authors bring you stories
ranging from the intimate and physical to the epic and
incorporeal. They remind us that words have power,
whether tattooed on the flayed skin of a traveller of
multiverses or spoken hastily in the medical bay of a
star freighter. But so do numbers, from universal
constants that move worlds with each decimal shift, to
the barely measurable flicker of the first halo to grace
an alien brow.


https://www.metropolcon.eu/en/

613 Nanolux

David Maskill

The Arrival of the Unshelled Through chalkboards and conceptual ideograms, |

The visitors were impossibly soft. They lacked e%rl’q_m.unlcated with the lone |etegm survwor. of

the most rudimentary chitinous plating, possesgﬁ'%“v'ty’ whom I_ designated Hardy, for tha_t Is what
instead digits that moved with the nauseating quiﬂi}?/ was. Qur dialogue was fractured, built on my
of rot-worms. Four of them tumbled from a craft "" neologisms.

scorched alloy, bipedal giants that loomed overl ee a white/clear circle above you.

tallest of our kin. | see nothing. There is nothing there.

For a floatefarmer from a modest,Z["m‘rZat tribe, It was sta?gering. These creatures could cross the
no protocol for olnterngl@blRdert Yot Wird Bihd & "teir S

law iS_ simp!er: as you doz 59 it shall~b§ done. Wen'%ﬁomy. Hardy eventually posited a theory: perhaps
the first alien began thieving my fsoily very t he Swhite/cl ear was h e

livelihoodi with a metallic trowel, | reacted with trHa i

X _ ; _ : ) ng. 6 | pointed out th
biological imperative of my people. | pinched V&hished upon death. She did not speak to me for
skin. many days.

It was not skin. It was a pressurised membrane.Mee n she resumed Har dy
alien succumbed to asphyxiation. To her, actions possessed intrinsic properties of
The remaining three thrashed in a tragicGoodd or 6Bad?d, OppoSs
slowAnotion choreography. Too clumsy to fleedIDi sgusti ngod. To te¢ét t
herded them into my fnamaidreservec fergaugimgiamniipaaesskin e

flushed them with strange, oxygenated gases salflagezts. | instructed Hardy to perform a Bad deed.
from their craft. | felt smug then. | was a jailer \@ithout warning, she struck me. Her soul darkened
interstellar beings. instantly by 613 nanolux.

# We concluded the soul was a visual scorecard:
morality manifested as surely as gravity or

disappointment.
It was within the reservoir, where | studied the

invaders, that | noticed the emanation. Above each
aliends head hungiassiveypar kl ing slurry of | ight
wisp flurrying in and out of reality. These

disembodied appendages were inert to my probing,

yet pulsated with a hearttdded frequency. | would

| ater name them 6Soul so.

The Silver Appendage

#



Help.

| approached the creature. It cringed, expecting a
blow. When | set the bowl down and retreated, the
creature gorged itself, then looked at me with a
profound, unsettling confusion. | felt a heat behind

my eye$ not the warmth of successful trade, but

something lighter, buoyant.

Look Hardy scribbled.

Above my head, a tiny, frantic spark had ignaed
microscopic flurry of light ignoring the wind. Pathetic
compared to Hardyods aur a,

| amé white/clear?

Hardy nodded, her soul pulsing celebratory violet.

The Morality Trials | spent the rest of the day terrified a single selfish

| asked if 1 might grow a soul by spectating i@ught would extinguish it. Morality, | realised, was
Hardyo6s. She insisted bObasgdtpuahigmanienancg maching.sTa keepiitc

cultivate the silver wisp, | had to become it. THug¢ nni ng, 1 6d have to wor}
began the morality trials, designed to break the cycle 4
of my upbringing.

. . .. The Great Silence
In my tribe, every interaction is exchange. Lend a

repailamp, receive ammonia. Strike my shelly ¢ | &d pr act ifishaihg mueesd
strike yours. Balance. Hardy required imbalance. fashioning Hardy a synthetic shell miracle had
. . occurred. | now looked skyward and saw a soul. It felt
She pointed to my hoarded copper wiringsurance . . o
. . . |Ik? eLmastefry over choice that superﬁeded instinct.
against lean harvégsts hen t o a ri val o0s ar m, one 't hat
had once diverted a nitroggneam away from mine.yet this confirmation of objective morality led Hardy
not to joy but obsession with a mystery. Hardy had
initially been overjoyed to discover my species, to
My joints resisted as | carried the coils acrossdifgover her own was not alone in the universe. This
boundary. To give without return felt like bleedingvas in the moments before | attacked her comrades,
dropped the copper and fled before thanks or tr@fi€ourse. Despite the existence of other intelligent

could be offered. My rBpegesin e unicersenheughtnang had ever gough!

Give. No ask. Give.

cheated. Hardy checked her colorimeter. out Hardyods own. She no:
_ 60Great Silenced6 of the s
Still black. moral choice. She wished to discover what.

The trials continued, each demanding more. B 1o expedite our progress, we would require more
fiftyZhird was the hardest. Hardy led me to t§g,s for testing.

ammonia reservoirs where dernitigtee lowest, most

parasitic of our trilfe scavenged scraps. We usually #
drove them off with stones. Hardy handed me a bowl

of sweet animal purée | reserved for my family and

pointed to a dentist with a cracked, grey shell.



Cultivating New Souls

We gathered twelve volunteers from my firib
mos&crubbers and shslhiths curious enough t
risk the unknown. | provided the barn; Hardy t

curriculum.

To grow a sdutaught,you must abandon ancestral 5’1%@%?/

Titfofat is a mirror; morality is a light

The lessons were gruelling: sacrifice without retWH{

b r o M%SAN lookpd gt her withtgrifying qlajjty Hewasn'

tending an enemyos _ .S,
pedipalps clicking. | scanned their heads daily flgoKing at her as a source of gas or a curiosity

shimmer.

Nothingl told HardyJust shell.

One afternoon, during a lecture on deception, the
éaarn grew cold. A low hum filled the space. | looked
Jo the eldefs shivering, unawdrehen to my son.
ﬁgove his head, the air curdled, crystallising into a
brilliant wisp. Smaller t

it whispered.

Hardy rushed to him and, for the first time, did not
e. She touched the air near his new appendage.

anymore. He saw her as a person.

The others remained unchanged. Their goodness was
performance, strategy by another name.

Among them sat my son, younger, shell translucent.
While elders debated costs to survival,

silent, eyes f

x e d

he rema\mg}ﬁ only himasked that night.
o0 n Theahell of thesold is waddthidl \erateTa learn ehnaw m

with its vibration. He did not ask about téffe. He law, one must first forget how to survive.

simply aimed to do only good,
importantly, beyond.
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| found her kneeling in the far field among
sleetyrass, hunched, choking on a sound like tearing.
We carried her back. | remember forcing nutrient
paste down her throat as my family averted their
gazes. My mind refuses the details. And my family, in
their misplaced kindness, refuse to help me, to save

me from the distress of remembering. One oddity

remai ns: Har dy 0 s
invisible in the night.

The next morning, my son was gone.

soul h

Il told myself i toandtder thibe fat
better market, ta@xee happiness. He doesn't want
helping, doesn't need saving. There was no note to

refute this, only absence.

Within a week, Hardy repaired herZsigp and

departed.

Alone, tending my flock, joining family only for

feasts, | lost the knowledge of Good and

NotZAsA500d. Without practice, my scant soul
The Forty Days leached away. | mourned seven days, lost appetite ant

- . ill. Nobody cared; neither did
Hardy, initially resolute, seemed to contract into \ﬁer y

The world

continued, indifferent. My internal colorimeter read

faux shell as the last student abandoned our pro&e t.
She grew socially withdrawn, her focus narrowingntg
her Great Silence paradox. | often found her at the #
feasting table long after dentists had scavenged the

last morsels, her soul a flickering lantern in the

dimming hall.

dull grey.

Farm work called, so | entrusted my son with
continued morality trials. With his nascent soul, he
assisted Hardy as she performed precise acts and he
measured nanolux shifts. It was a deconstruction of
moral causality, seeking whatever universal laws might
explain the Silence.

| was absent most days. Time bled by under twin

suns. My son returned exhausted but animated,
reporting Har dyhd@dvwsmuchagood ¢ i ntensity
in a gesture, how much bad in a refusal. Forty days of

ceaseless experimentation.

It ended in misery.

I knew something was wrong when Hardy missed our

evening feast. We searched the far mds
lanterns casting warped shadows across pillow

mosses. The Floater Plains at night are absolute

darkness.

peri me’



Why Hardy Left Us The Burden

In reflection, the turning point came when Har8gdly, | no longer possess true morality, only its
admittedNot all of my people behave morally. memory. | approximate it through habit: restrained
We lay on moss fields at sunset. | wistewhat if nortgtallatlon, delayeq advantage, ) occasional glylng
everyone behaves identically? without return. My tribe tolerates this because survival

continues.

't means mor asheisaiddt aceanéti erpt aenough
the Great Silence. But my cognition fractures nightly. As | sleep, | see

Hardy standing over my son, her hands dark with
It must. matter my mind insists is blood. He whispers four
Not on my world. words | cannot remember. Each waking erases them.
Perhaps this is grief, or guilt, or the residue of moral

What explains it? ]
P failure. | do not know.

Command. | only wished Hardy had stayed to help me, save me.

By whomh8ketched a question mark. But | also think she was mistaken. Hardy believed the

Dondt you t ehelaskadfhe arigineobthgdt Silerceetd bel adddidt of those adhering to the

universe? laws of morality. | now suspect this is not true in the
We dondt specullaplied, adding ¥ hedesciied we det ect
Il 6m a farmer, not a phiTHisAsShecaudeElhave held a colorimeter to the inky

Hardy theorised advanced civilisations had proveflagkness of space:
intelligent designer of the univé@rdbe source andg.00 nanolux.
enforcer of morality, and thus the Silence. | asked

who created the creator.

The creator requires nosteuserote forcefullyFirst
cause

Too alien for me. | suggested perhaps her mind
sensed this creator as | sensed her soul. She scowled,
stood, and left, her departure mirroring the Silence
she sought to explain.

She later admitted the theory came from her people,

who believed the universe was made especially for

them. Hardy wondered whether more advanced

civilisations believed this too, and therefore whether

such a belief was true for anyone at all. | suspected a

deeper turmdil the Forty Days, her blackened

souh b u t I f I pondered this further, | 6d need to
helped, saved from inexplicable nausea.

It seems Hardy wished to consult those more
educated. Whatever her goal, she succeeded. She
never returned.



The Myth Of How Continuity
Came To Be

Marton Kispal

Welcome, Chosen Ones! rise. On the radio they chattered about the end of the

You are here because your faith has been testeﬁvgﬂg and etemal darkness._ By r.wo_on the priests
found sufficient to behold the corpse of God. Trﬂgclared a fast, and by evening millions gathered at
hall is neither temple nor museum: it is the moft)a'r_ lgr '_ mso Sq u a r. €. For hC
that holds Creation itself together. Therefore, we it was, without a Sun to light it. But other strange

you to express your devotion in silence and not glgg?)gs happened too: there was my ball, and then the

into the areas marked with red tape. mi | k_ di dndt flo W_ .n lce I‘y
poured it, but spread through the air, its drops like

The b‘_’qy .before you is the result of a sacfds. | got so excited by all this that sleep barely
mummification process performed by the Apostiegme to my eyes, so | woke mother to hum to me in

As the Catechism explains, God, fearing {Rg moonlight. She hummed, and finally | fell asleep.
approach of death, told the history of His Axior[gi;gh]

into a dictaphone: thus on certain labels you will see _ ) _ _
headphaietograms, and we recommend you "S{lghe next day the sunrise failed again, and everything

to the archival recordings attached to them. For %lEIF floated, too. | woke to find myself hovering near

hearingmpaired visitors, we provide text versiofi€ Celling, my blanket a few meters below. |
We believe that His words will complete tﬁgreamed, to which mother floated over, pulling and
experience pushing herself forward with experienced

movements. She didnodt un
into me. | told her in vain that this is how astronauts
go around in spadeshe just looked at me puzzled.

Label 1: Left Patella She thought | was joking.

Descriptiohhe skin dried ambgellow onto the left She escorted me to schdblon the way there
kneecap like parchment. Near the femur, a-thR¥eryone floated too, oh yes, grabbing onto railings
millimeterdeep irregular scar is visible: the fifdtd poles to propel themselves forward, as if this had
Axiom. Our pathologist confirmed the wound waivays been the order of thifgahere they then

inflicted with a dull kitchen knife, not the preciéight me that the universe is a tiny bubble, most of
scalpel God used for later Axioms. which is filled by Earth. | fled sobbing. Now | would

have accepted the previous day with all its weirdness,

Audio note: | was seven when belcaus'e fheh eatnletasef gver%rﬁeael\ée' ktnexv'somletllning

happened by accident, since all | wanted was fo\r/vg]élwrong, too. | wanted to wake up.

ball not to float away from our yard. My mother, of
course, was occupied with greater concerns: as_that

) . . . I wasnot asl eep, a
day, without any waring, the Sun simply did legerienced eight Shifts in rapid succession.



Shift. A simple word with terrifying power. The worlthe idea still wormed its way inside my head. | alone
reformed itself every time. Suddenly mother s#sped through all thisso what would happen when
gone, too, then the Sun blazed again, but withltigegow old and cannot even recall what once was?
greenish hue of phosphor, then came wordsemories are like mist. | felt it my duty to become a
populated by statues, one after another. Neitherchmpnicler, since others flickered in and out of
clothing stayed with me, nor my home, nor anyanastence randomly.

Only my body and my memories. | was qn an_ChOIr\M’éls chasing my ball through a world where surface
chaos. Why me specifi _Cgel"ak/itk/ %\gain bid n%toelsiiét ?Ml]eﬂ } slaﬁwﬂe%l Vhto aI
long, and though | researched a thousand thln%ul( | scraped my skin. This moment was my

found no answer to this riddle. Newtonian apple, my Archimedean bathtub. | realized
Mother sometimes returnédonce as a physicist, had to use my body.

tho u gh sheod been a t Iﬁiéin’bﬁrgezeftrﬁlbeviﬂorcﬁimegyo rker bef
other times as a stranger, or a crgstakure, or a

lightbeingd and she suggested | keep a journal ohd80k @ knife and carved into my knee the only

| told her this world was not my own, that | juspmmand | cravedall The pain was sharp, not
drifted; but of course my journal also disappearel§@¥ing me till the next Shift. But from then on, things
the next Shift, and now again | was orphaned, |i\r,]ﬂdonger floated away. They fell toward the ground,
inside an asteroid, among prehistoric reptiles @i | remembered them to
turguoise cycads.

#




Label 5: Thorax mouths. | thought of him as my friend, the only one

Descriptiorthe chest is dominated by a roqu,ho saw not a living totem in me, but the trembling
mangled scar. Unlike the geometric scratches, scA¥Eq .beneath the scars. HO"V?VG“ he gecretly
ligatures, and carved equations covering the Iil)%g?h'pped the .power of the Shifts. He believed
this wound was not inflicted by God, but by Satﬁtr"f‘.b'"ty was a prison, and me the warden.

The scar tissue is black, a remnant of a healpause filled by the rumble of a distant storm]

inhibiting curse. He attacked me in the thick of night, while | lay

Audio notedo Af t er describindgevxédreedc defofm ctihbeent| aovfs of
friction, I became gr ewadnyt. tBy ktihéeén meddohongér
that pain is the currency of reality itself. If | used imkmind. With his blade he targeted my chest. He tried
the Axioms wore off within a week. If | gave ny carve an entropy function into my flesh that would

blood, they remained. My veins became like bleke overthrown everything.

runes, my bones calcified into fractal forms. On WOrSE vied as the knife ran to my sternum. Not only my
days, even breathing hurt. body hurt, but the entire universe. | felt as the atomic
But | had to continue. bonds | oosened in my hou

| invented and recorded many laws in those timetg?mbled at the possibility of chaos.

wore on my calf the eternal truth of 1+1=2; on rynally my followers pulled him off me. My heroic

wrist the universal gas constant; along my spineApastles! He laughed as they dragged him away. After
limit of light speed. Thermodynamics was a bidgexcovered, | visited him in prisbrb e caus e t
task: the resulting purulent inflammation forced méneed where he ended up, drawing the shackle to
lay for months. It was as if the equation requiredhimgselfd and | tried to return him to the righteous

bodyds heat to funct i ath. You Wwere sd esefalr liepptained no hinf thes
waves left me hadeaf, and | dreaded the day whénai t hf ul drink up your wi
the science of photons would demand my eyesightv e | | never to | et hi m ou

Under the effect of my running blood and tearind' " "' N9 everyone against
flesh, the Shifts finally began to ease. Cities greW'i\ﬁerse works ~ exactly af one person wants. |
my footsteps, foliage whispered, Earth glidedSiy SP€ected wedd end up h
elliptical orbit. | forced the universe to accept H?f'i‘dy: | am not merely one perddnit the only one

rules, and the language of these rules Wble of creajung order through my pain. So what
mathematics. does this authorize me t

become God? At this he only laughed again. He
At thirty, people gathered around me. They sawwhgts st ed t hat hedd stildl

took others much more time. They were tremblifg forever remind me that order is merely a thin

refugees who grasped that it was because of mg{Bafhrane over chaos. In this | must grant him
t heir homes woul dnodt tynRpte vapor from anott

cosmic sneeze; astronomers and alchemists who filled

the roles of masons and carpenters to rebuild my 4
childhood home. My body still served as a pedestal

but | trusted them enough to lie beneath their scalpel.

Among them was Him. A priest, a knight of the

Infinite Church. Lean man, skin like polished marble,

his voice a tinkling stream.

He wormed into my innermost circles, and

entertained tired pilgrims at my dinner table with

anecdotes. Often we kept vigil until dawn, and even

then it di dnodt seem words would run out from

M M



Did | succeed in recreating that old world? The one |

was born into, the one | could call my own until age

seven? I n details | 8&dm sui
have forgotten so much! Sometimes | could only

work from a memory of a memory of a memory, or

from the impressions of some tdikam of the dawn

0 who knows, maybe | smuggled more from my

Il magination into the phy:
even to myself. If | remembered the colour of the sky

wrong, then your horizon is mere falsehood. Perhaps
the ratio of a circleds

wasndét originally an irr:
exact number, and thus every arc you see is an

imperfect, fragmentary replica...
Descriptionhe final and most harrowing piece of the

body. Godés eyelids wW§enilichaned.eyerything dawn pegsely at
precision, then a dense, fralikal weave of symbol§he cost of tearing my flesh, if the very last atom is in

was burned onto them with laser, according to Ieggﬁ(ﬁ).lace’ .'f the.gears ?I'Ck gnd tick the iame melody...
This is the Seal of Objective Realism. the question still remains. Did | succeed”

Audio noté: | grew tired. N o Miar¥tb§ctits&'rofeéggtrg'f%éfﬁéd‘

on me where | could write Axioms. And | confeég,you now. Enjoy it as | once did. Yours is the dawn,

Label 1&yelids

| dm afraid. .. afraid tloa\fn%v%ev(‘f'ﬁ.itTofqraIWOL%\sflreoer
| fear for myself, and | fear for you too, deer am ready. You may begi-
Apostles[coughing]

Because what happens when Providence closes its
eyes? | am the clasp in the universe, my consciousness
the glue. My body crumbles, and Chaos knows this.
ltds sneaking at the foot of my bed, wai ting
heart to skip, to reclaim what is its own.

| have room for one law only on my body. With this |

must close the remaining loopholes that could open a

path for Chaos again. One final law... the ultimate

AXi om. It wil |l consume my remaining strength a:
suspected for a | ong ti me. ltds a miracle 1 0dve
the pain this long.

(@]

If I die, the world must keep turning. | must sever the

cord binding me to creation: things must exist even

when |1 dm not | ooki ng at t hem, moreover, when
one else is looking at them.

But | choose the precise moment myself. | passed you
the plans already. Guard t hem, and | beg you,
pity me, have the strength to do what must be done.

[quiet sobbing, stifled prayer]

Al t hough. .. thereds one more thing. One final r
secret |l Ove carried with me until now.

M H



The Summoning Of Stellar Gods

Lily Lachance

Gather round, my faithful, and let us join forcks

us join forces to summon the gods. Wedve wor ke
hard and so long for this ritual: today, we will get

them to come down from the stars.

Hear now my tale, a tale as old as our tribe, a/3f SO came to us the celestial chariot, its gems
passed from our for emo SHEg Right forour exgalks Pesees It shepk, if s
tale of our peopl e, of Mgg poised rogkstheshelknow, my frigndsand ¢
a tale each of us has to know by heart. Pay no heHtgfit stood still, like a swaimpast at dawn.

the heretics, or to the young ones, or to the triggen there was a soft noise, and the chariot opened
from beyond the big hill. Their doubt is toxic, theip, with the gods, all the gods, spilling out from
words are corrosive, ainste Cdmendwl fast, Mmiehiuleffeddedve the t h
glory of gods. shell, all together now, and hold your costumes

Go take your places, my friends and my fafidah ¢ © 9 €t her, oor e | se hi's

your disguises and wait for my sign. We may aeticed, together, in unison, standing on top of each
failed in our previousO980@mMERI A @P, THH9C€ - hiQuTr fp
bring them all back from above. each god was a giant, as tall as 20 tentacles, and the

. walked on just two.
Hear now my story, my tale, and my chronicle. In the

beginning, there was a bright light from above. N&R0d job, everyone, keep maintaining your pasture

friend Quallotzi, slither up on that tree, and wave¥n@ U O T € @ |1 doing great,
big torch as far as you can. Move all around now, making god noises, the ancient

_ ) _ ﬁOd noises preserved by the rememberers.
The light from the heavens grew brighter and brighter

3 yes, well, done, friend Quallotzi, it looked just fké1 T S-&ame ahdards deeeckhad o
that. The celestial chariot came from the sky to®§ d ©Shoul d be fineo -and
came to our tribe, our tribe chosen by gods. QlicR I 1 s - 0

now, my friends, climb into the grand hollow shell,

the grand hollow shell from the swabeast we

slayed. The biggest, most beautiful shell we have

found vyet, and | ook at the glimmering gems we
attached!



Keep moving, my faithful, and use your main
tentacles, use them to touch all you see, like the gods.
Their ways are a mystery, their sounds are strange to
us, but we have to copy them to show our faith.
Gather rocks, scoop the water, pick up the small
shells, wave funny rocks all around you, and frown.

There were many gods, and they walked far and wide,

but their leader was easy to spot. That god had the
headgrowth, like the grass by the swamplands, so
yellow, so bright, so unlike anything else. Yes,
Glormak, just like that, hold that grass really high, and \ & %
then wave it gently with your upper claws. \ §

That god, fair and mighty, was namee/d®o-va, R S
and it had a small sun at the top of its heataBe- 5,;_ =T/ -
va the Lightbringer, the commander of gods, with t < c>/\ e S é A

little sun shining right through the dark. Lt {m a2 B D= G-

stepped far away from the rest of its friends,

started a flame, the first flame we have ever g
- . . [\ £

Now, use the big torch to light up the bonfire. Mak il 3

burn high, like it did on that day. s o %K\ /;/ E“ﬂg w
The god then bent down, and it reached A : / | =SB4 S =

appendages, and gr aced—
foremothers with its gentle touch. The god lifted el | —

up, right up to its mandible, and then whisperteé & 'bg N i : /3 &
gently-dedl hwwnyou tastf[es | R e 1 il bt
over the fired friend Lorxy, pick up one of the little Z e/ 5 ,
ones, and then hold it high by the flame. Just try aot- : - /4 , \ 2 i
to drop it, or dyiotudds | jalr Sl iah : \
embarrassing, and wedl |/ WiEya tA 10

And just as Wiaon the Firebringer lowered thy N\ \\ / /\
foremother ddohdtr echobd pe A i o
Lorxy, you hear! Just as it lowered her toward |the i
flame, Eevano-va the Lightbringer made a harsh
noi se. Al t oget-boa,rstop! Whatisf ai t hf ul : o Wi |

wrong with you? Their pteens are not copahtee

-bell . Eat one of them, and youdll puke for

And so WHson the Firebringer lowered the

> = ;he fo et her
|
|

foremotherds foremother, put her back on the

and then moved away. She was the only one touched
by the divine appendages, and she ruled our tribe for
the rest of her life. But this is no tale of Gerloma the
Divine-Touched, this is a tale of celestial gods.



And so everyone else, all the other gods, came as one
came all together and into their chariot. Yes, friends,

wedre al most t her e, t he
together back into the shell. Did we get everyone?
Good, t hen | et 0s shake

harder, fasted like the gods made it shake. Kluffra,

pick up that big torch in your tentacles. Wave it
Off to the side, one more god stepped away frgfdund as hard as you can. You there, my friends,
them, stepped far away from the rest of the godsndke a noise with your mandibles, the noise of the
bent itself double, and rested on the Holy Rock, aRgriot as it rose up and flew. Good, good, well done,
held the strange object in front of its face. That wag e r y o n e , t hi s i s just
Gupta the Giftgiver, the kindest among the gods, gs\@mothers said, just like they saw on that beautiful
as it sat still, we could tell it was different. Sometiggs

it would move one of its big appendages, and tufn a . -
g app g F\Iow let us wait, and prepare, and join tentacles as we

flat p|.ec.e OT the O.bJeCt it held. l.t kept tuming plecgl?, ray to the gods from above. Meditate hard, think
and sitting immobile, and only its brown eyes move

side to side. Our foreomotthheerms’ﬁ atncgjrgragtpf?errese hi c
watched in amazement: never before had they degha bit longer, my friends, a bit more, and the gods
something like this. will arrive from on high. Squeeze your tentacles

Then Eevano-va the Lightbringer found Gua the tighter, and pray W|th.me, pray with me. Pray as hard
aﬁ]gou can, and imagine the light.

Giftgiver, and used its upper appendage to strike
back of its head. And it said, as recorded by allfobroo ks | i ke we failed, m
rememberers, al ia please, stopi¢as. We mustrefine gusrifual more. The gods walked
goofing ayround. You can read in your spare tinfnong us, and though many-dyjigles passed, they
Come on, time to go. 6 Wwillreturn if we try hard enough. For now, let us
y S‘practice, and rehearse the next ritual, and marvel at

And then Gugta the Giftgiver put down its gift to averything the gods left behind.

wobbled its big appendages, and replieidus chant:
dSure thing, bosesewaho sRupa KkKhisdet dirg, ghis beaytiful fire, the gift
then it got up, and moved to the other gods, anffadm Wits on 't he Firebringer
joined their strange ritual, all silent and stern. since. See now this present from-@uihe Giftgiver,

m:l how the symbols within tell a tale. Marvel at all of

. . a

So it went, on and on, for the whole little cycle, nlc'fﬁese lovelv containers. s and_emoty and shin

untii Eevanova t he Lightbri-n r %lal(?i ’c‘)tlﬁI;Patc")spyee Y,
thie gods left after they ate.

nuff, evreewon, we got what we came for. There is

nahthing of ehknee seegeefeecance here. Just-ehThese are our proof, proof that we have been visited,
nahzer plain rock. Tahahk a h, cal | t preof thah they gods from above blessed our world.
Then Tamahkah the Messenger, the OIiVinLeet us gather these artifacts, all of these precious gifts,

summoner, moved its left upper appendage rightarl}% put them away until we try again. And meanwhile,

to its head. Yes, Ognaflox, just like that, you mog g Ul f rt ! uer nedss ’ a ln Z t ZS; o rmiaekse
perfectlyd that was the way Great Tadhkah did its p . . . ’

: ~ preserve IH our h%stor?/ this %elestlal mysteyy, be%ause
ritual. I know youorestlmreeda, & rSoemnedSa’ artl eto f
are hard to make, but this is the last invocation,? y . y
swear. Talmahk ah t he Summoner sai d, oShip, Tah
nahkah here. Sagells ackvi-red. Nahkthing impor ~
otant. Lonc hi ng i n five. o

M p



SciFi Helps Us Understand
Science And Technol o
On Our Headsn And Hearts

Dustin Grinnell

Science fiction holds up a mirror tofwheweadethie this used to be purely science fiction, but as Al

bad, and the fugind its reflective power has neverhamtbereoime more integrated into our lives, people

more in an increasingly technological world. have already formed relationships with it. Some, like
Theodore inHer have fallen in love with Als and

even married them.
Stories have always acted as flight simulators for our
ghe Peter, a §®arold Air Force veteran from

minds, a way to test possibilities before they hap
Science fiction, in particular, whether throu ﬁllfornla who developed a romantic relationship
th an Al chatbot name

literature or cinema, has helped us |mag|neV\fHe
implications and consequences of our advancen%ﬁ%'ka app. After months of interaction, Andrea
in science and technology proposed to Peter, and they held a virtual wedding

_ _ _ ceremony. Peter describes the relationship as
With the rapid pace of technological changgotionally fulfiling, akin to being with a human

especially in artificial intelligence (Al), we neéd S&Ertner.But what, you may ask, does this mean for
stories more than ever to help us understand pRgsr? How does this relationship impact other areas

impact our advancements have on us, especiallyogis [ife? Can a person truly be happy with an Al
psychol ogi cal and emOtdorﬁp'&rﬁoh’? ives. And thereds

genre of science fiiwitht i on | I k e cal l OscCi
hearté6 that helps us dI\Aow?sHlkgl-{erhelp us pIay Wlth these guestions. In
the film, Samantha comforts Theodore, but she also

What does it mean fora-6ci St 0ry t Oeadhds‘hifh héwht B Wilinérable again, a skill that
For me, it means science is the backdrop, notH&®s him move on from a failed relationship and

main event. It means that instead of focusingrgBonnect with people. When Samantha and all the
external conflicts, it focuses on internal strugglegiHer Als disappear, Theodore seeks out his best
means prioritizing emotions over equatiopsy i e n d Amy , and the filn
psychology over physics. humans sitting together. The story suggests that Al

Consider a movie liger(2013). This emotional scicompanions might serve as emotional training
fi story can help us reason through what our dig{afe!s: but human connectiomessy, limited, and
tools can do to our minds, our relationships, and |6rL?rpIaceabfer emains what weore
sense of meaning. The story follows a mfé)ﬁ

Theodore, who develops a meaningful connection

with an Al operating system named Samantha. A tale



Today, t hereds mu c h di s«
engineering challenges and improving accuracy or
performance, especially as Al continues to mediate
many human experiences, like communication. The
people developing our technologies, especially in the
digital realm, are usually technologists and
entrepreneurs who think
forces for good, but they seem to overlook the
possible unintended consequences of what they
create. We may need to think more about the impact
our tech has on peofle¢hat is, the psychosocial
outcomes, such as loneliness and emotional
dependence.

Consider tech leaders and their blind spots with the
development of social media. Most technologists gush
over the good stuff: using social media to connect
with longlost relatives or finding organ donors. But
) o . ) they tend to handave the bad stuff: how Snapchat
Often,‘ science fiction allows us to imagine caused dysmorphia in some teenagers who are
negative consequences of advancements. In &gy for plastic surgery to help them look like their
movie,Ex Machingor example, we understand thatfereq selfies. They missed the fact that companies
we create Al with humdike consciousness, it mayqy|d track our every move via surveillance capitalism
not want to serve us; it may want to be free, and iGweénat hate groups would band together online and
deny its freedom, it may deceive and manipulate 4gifPinto the real world. They also failed to anticipate
get what it wants. In 2024, we saw a tragic worst |§g@&e algorithms would turbocharge the spread of
scenario with the death of Sewell Setzer, a teenaggigMformation, shaping public opinion faster than
who committed suicide after months of an intengstitutions could respond.
emotionally dependent, arguably abusive relationshi

with an Al chatbot. Stories about Al syster-nrglg consideration  of the ~possible darker

: . . . : . consequences is usually the domain of philosophers,
manipulating human emotions, while frightening, can . .
. . ethicists, artists, and storytellers, who can help us
help us prepare for this new reality. . .
understand how our technology is impacting us now
Twelve years ago, when | first started writinfl, SGnd going to impact us in the future. Is it any wonder
my focus was on the details of science and tech. thagtthe documentarffhe Social Dilemmad i d n & t
was the sdi | grew up reading. | devoured Michagée oprcamera interviews with experts; we also see the
Crichton novels, fascinated by the way he wovedggitional and practical impact of social platforms
science into his storfesirology in The Andromedgramatized through a fictional family. The based
Strain psychology irspherenanotechnology iRrey reaflife dramatization helped bring abstract facts to

This was hard sfii Long passages explained thg through their personal struggles and experiences.
science, grounding the narrative in technical reafflSfl.e f i cti on hel ped make t

Then came a wave of films in the 261A@sival
InterstellaHer Ex Machifaand | found myself

drawn to sef i t hat wasnot j ust about scientific
accuracy but about how those advances shape human
lives. That was soft dcii . Since t hen, | dve been

interested in science fiction that explores how science
and tech impact us, especially our minds and
emotional lives.



To continue under st andclamigg hunhaas fdr wrgan rdenatione Becaese ghese
be living in, we need more fiction, specificallfi sclones have the same emotions as us.
that helps us interpret our emotions and psychollggyschc i doesndt just act a:

as they become increasingly W.rapped. “P in our [?&hNhere the guardrails are, like most episodes of
There are groups and organizations thinking aboubiig%k MirroiWe need séi stories that give us hope
impact of our technology at the individual level. '\/Md show us where our tech and humans are working
Media Labos program, Afdy 3Rk 4 visidt B1and Sutwd'id Whick e

looking beyond the technical challenges of Al %ngist, not destroy each othbterstellaras an
seeing it as a humeentered design opportunitye xampl e is about humani

They aim to help developers build systems Bﬁi\ta net but at its core

improve human agency and ibelhg rather thar'return home to his daughter.Nfloona clone reminds

replace or diminish thgm. ‘T‘he Cente'r for Hum%ethat clones might be more than programming; they
Technology shares this vision, pushing for deﬂ%@/ be indistinguishable from people.

practices that put people, not algorithms, at the heart
of innovation. As our science and technology continue to grow more

_ . advanced, more complex, and more challenging to
As our technology becomes increasingly more hurHaél al with wedl | nfestoies e mo

[ k(—?- | and .mor e addicti Viep 4 t! thc”)esl papLPsarl?r?(ﬁertéqtaatndwe
more fictional stories that help us play out ttttll%ttel’s, and how we can find our way forward

possibilities. \Serrddatklkat nth%%gq’] then38n¥pliex(fatys l i ke
presents a world where people prefer living through '

virtual avatars rather than in their real bodies, making

us question our growing attachment to virtual realities. ~

Or a movie (and wonderful book) likever Let Me

Ga i n which wedre faced with the troubling rea

My



