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Writers write, right?

This issue of Tightbeam is chock full of
text, so much so, that we had almost no room
for art. Even so, | tried to squeeze in as much
as possible here and there.

This issue is dominated by a mega-sized
reviews section that takes on books, comics
and a few classic genre and genre-adjacent
films. If you want to join in on the fun of writ-
ing reviews, the instructions are on page 13.

This month’s featured work is an original
work of short fiction by Jeannie Warner, who
has graces this publication quite a few times
with her prose.

| believe you'll find her Not the End of the
Worldto be both wry, insightful, off-kilter, and
thoroughly enjoyable.

New this month is the first of what | hope
to be a continuing feature, a flash fiction
challenge open to all. The rules are simple:
incorporate thee elements chosen by the
readers of our Facebook page, keep it be-
tween 50 and 500 words, and the setting
must be science fiction, fantasy or supernatu-
ral compatible.

This inaugural best-of entries (presented
in to particular order) start on page 7. Your
invite to enter the next contest is on page 11.

fiDavid Speakman, Editor
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Original Fiction

NOT THE END™

OF THE WORLD

he milk clumped its way
t of the carton into my
coffee, and | didn't need to
sniff to know it had gone
bad. With a sigh, | dumped
the cup out into the sink and started
the Keurig up to make a fresh cup.
Apparently I'll be drinking it black to-
day, which is fine for purists but it
comes as a real blow to my prefer-
ence for coffee-flavored milk. After a
night of uneasy sleep with shadowy
dreams of flames and screaming, |
had really been looking forward to a
proper cup of coffee.
| pulled the trashcan out from be-
neath the sink and opened the
fridge. Sure enough, the smell inside
was nasty, so | filled the can with all
the fruit and leftovers that had gone
off last night. | let the fridge fall
closed and headed outside with the
garbage bag to dump it. It was an
otherwise beautiful Tuesday morning
in fall, and the garbage trucks would
be arriving in the next hour. A mess
caught my eye, and | stopped outside

at the garbage cans to pause and
look about the yard. What | saw
made me sigh.

Still clad in my robe and slippers, |
fetched a broom and dustpan to
clean up all the little piles of small
dead birds that had fallen in the
night around the house under the
tree and power lines. My yard waste
can was now full, but that was par-
tially due to the week’s pizza boxes,
included there since someone told
me cardboard was compostable and
my regular waste can was always full.

You're stalling, | told myself. Back
in my room | flopped onto the bed
and dialed up my aunt. "Hey Aunt
NikkKi. It's Chris."

"Hey Chris! You're up early today,
what’s wrong?"

"All my milk is sour,” | said.

She was silent for a few seconds.
Then, "I'll call you back."

"No, I'll just hold on. | have some
things to do to get ready for work an-
yway."

"Okay."



She was gone for a few minutes,
and | put my phone on speaker and
mute before dropping on my bedside
table. | then made my bed, sprinkled
the windowsill with cinnamon for the
day's battle against the latest ant
invasion, and in general got myself
dressed and ready for work. She re-
turned as | was slipping my feet into
shoes. "Your uncle is gone. I'm
afraid..."

| grabbed up the phone and
thumbed off mute. "Yeah, that’s what
| figured. I'm so sorry. Are you okay?"

"It was coming for a long while. |
suppose I'm almost relieved. His pain
is over now."

| nodded slowly. "I'm glad for that.
Um...do you want to call dad?"

"Not really. Not at this hour. I'll
send him a text and let him know
what's going on. You don't mind not
coming to the funeral?" She sounded
a touch anxious.

"No, | hate funerals. It'd be weird,
anyway." There was a rushing sound
of wind and wings from outside.
"Look, I love you lots, but | have to go
do the thing. Give Julie and Alexan-
dra a hug from me, okay? How is the
happy bride-to-be anyway?" | picked
up my laptop bag and shouldered it
with my free hand. "Tell her | want
pictures from the secret elopement."

My aunt laughed, the sound of it
strained but reluctantly amused. "The
Elvis chapel promises lots of wedding
pictures with the King."

"Awesome. Hey, | have to go.
I'm...sorry about Uncle Bill."

"Don't worry about it, love. You've
got enough challenges today. Good
luck from all of us!"

"Thanks! Love you." | hung up,
slipped my phone into my pack, and
headed out the back door. With my
backpack on one shoulder, | started
wrestling the first trash can toward
the curb.

He stood there in my driveway,
wings spread wide and up like a vi-
sion in a stained glass window, sword
in one hand. | could only look on his
face for a moment. He was beautiful
and terrible, just as my Uncle Bill had
described. His voice was like trum-
pets and warm whiskey. "Anti-Christ!
Unclean! Stand and prepare for bat-
tle, beast! The end of times is at
hand!"

| responded as mildly as | could,
trying to cover my nerves. "l don’t
think the end is at hand. But the
trash trucks will be here soon. Do you
want to give me a hand with this?" |
maneuvered the trash can around
where He stood, wheeling it out to
the curb in front of my house.

The angel looked lost for a mo-
ment, turning to always face me.
"You! You... We must fight!"

"Must we? | have two more bins.
Come on. The yard waste is particu-
larly full and nasty." | went back and
deliberately picked the smaller gar-
bage can to drag to the curb. | tilted
my head meaningfully between the
angel and the large green yard waste
receptacle. He didn't follow my mean-
ing or my look, apparently.



| got the second bin in line with
the first, paused, and looked back at
the Angel and his sword. It was a
short, business-like brute of a thing. |
pondered. A gladius. | think that's a
gladius. | spread my empty hands
slowly. "I'm unarmed. If you count the
garbage can as a weapon | think |
could shove it at you, but | think it
would void our contract with the city
to destroy it."

The sword lifted to point at my
face and dropped again. "You are the
Anti-Christ. | know you are - | can feel
you burning under my skin. The sixth-

"Look, | know the family curse.
Some Greek yahoo curses his buddy,
my ancestor, and then angels show
up every generation when it passes
on." | grimaced at the notion as much
as the residual garbage can ick on
my fingers, and wiped my hands on
my thighs. "Try this on. What if | don’t
want to fight? What if | absolutely do
not want the end of times? | have a
cousin getting married this coming

weekend, and I'm going to play hock-
ey Sunday night.”

"Married?" The sword's point hov-
ered above the driveway. | relaxed
fractionally inside. It was going just
like my Uncle told me it had for him;
stories he told me when | was a little
girl. Stories his father told him, the
sixth child born of each generation.

"Yup. My cousin is marrying a nice
Catholic boy. The groom's mother is
beside herself so they’re eloping. You
would not believe the guilt trips that
woman keeps trying. We can’t con-
vince her it's not the end of the
world." | move the final bin into posi-
tion.

This isn't the end of the world."
The angel gets it at last. “I will be
back when it is the end of all things.”

“I'll text!” | promise. But He’s gone
and I'm late for work. Life goes on for
another generation. ’

Jeannie Warner is a writer based in
Sunnyvale, California.




N3F Fan Flash Fiction #1

Rules:

1. Between 5 and 500 words

2. Must include the following three elements: a candle, a key, the moon

3. Setting should be science fiction, supernatural, or fantasy compatible.

4. Emailed entries to Davodd@gmail.
the subject line. Only the best entries are published in Tightbeam.

Rules for N3F Fan Flash Fiction #2 are at the end of this article.

C O I

EIRLYS Eirlys's heart beat faster, her voice
by Graham & Wolf MacFadden rising, and the wind with it. The can-
dle flickered, refused
Eirlys sat cross- to die. The key glim-
legged in the cool mered, first catching
grass. Moonlight cast light, then creating it: a
deep shadows, making blue-white glow illumi-

dopplegangers of the
trees. It glinted off the
key she held - a large
bronze key gone dark
with age. Someone had
tied a ribbon of black
velvet on the key's wide
bow. That ribbon had She gritted her teeth
turned to tatters in the and continued the
years since, until only a fragment re- chant, struggling to make herself
mained. A fat white candle stood be- heard above the wind's cry. Her gold

nated Eirlys's hands
and arms, her shirt,
her legs. An owl called
once, and fell silent.
The key grew warm,
then hot, turning
Eirlys's palm to fire.

fore Eirlys, its base secured ina sil-  and brown hair came loose and flew

ver holder. about her face, lashing her cheeks.
Eirlys looked up. The Moon had Colour and definition blinked out

reached its apex. Out came the in a flash so brilliant it hurt. Eirlys fell

matches. A single strike against the  back into the grass, her head hitting
box produced a flame, and she lit the a small stone; it would bruise later.

candle, then shook out the match. The candle winked out.
The stink of sulphur pierced the night For several moments Eirlys lay
air. there, working on simply breathing.

Under her breath she began to She felt nothing but pain, a deep and
utter words that had not been heard lancing ache that started in her cen-
for a century or more. A wind stirred. tre and radiated out to the tips of her



extremities. When this began to ebb
and her lungs drew air without pro-
test, she sat up.

Across the fallen candle, a pair of
eyes watched her.

She froze. Reflexively, her fingers
closed the tighter about the key -
which, she was glad to note, had
cooled. If the spell had worked, she
was safe. If not . . .

“Liulfr.” A bare whisper. She
cleared her throat, tried again:
“Liulfr.”

The creature across from her shift-
ed. It blinked once, twice.

“Liulfr.” The third time held the
charm. If the spell had worked.

A whine, the moving of lupine feet.
The eyes lowered several inches.
Eirlys blinked, her eyes trying to ad-
just; after a minute, she could just
make him out: a large black wolf with
a brush of white on
one paw, lying se-
renely as you please,
head up, ears alert,
eyes on her.

Eirlys smiled. If
she had her way, his
eyes would remain
on her for a long time
to come. Long
enough for her to get
even with that bitch
Anise, long enough
to get rid of her con-
niving aunts and her
two-timing ex-girlfriend.

Long enough to do some damage.

She reached out to the wolf, let

him lick her fingers.
There was a new bitch in town.

THE MOON WAS A WAXEN CANDLE
by Owen Lorion

The moon has a waxen candle, that
glows all through the night.
But the wax, it wanes, and through
the montbh, it gives a lesser light.
And so the moon must lock up tight,
and leave his Stygian shore

To trundle down to earth and find an
open grocery store.

He buys his candles there, enough
for through the night to see

The way back to his starry home, and
enter with his key.

Each month he shops a different
store, his dignity impugned,

No store will let him enter twice -- not
after they've been mooned!

THE BEAN
by Mike Simon

Jim didn’t start calling it “the
bean” until after it sprouted, and that
was just some impromptu marketing.
It'd need some zing for people to
come from miles away to see the
massive black tower that ascended
into the clouds. The folks had taken
to calling it the beanstalk.

It was more like an elevator.
Whenever someone walked in the
door, the thing lit up like a candle,
and then luminance from the base
shot a bolt of light straight up. Aimost
anyone could go in, which was why



he had been guarding the damn door
since last night. He smelled like it,
too.

It's not like it had a key, so he
couldn’t lock up and go home for
even a few minutes.

He wasn’t even sure he could le-
gally charge for it. It wasn't his prop-
erty.

The old gas station had poisoned
the ground, and the owner of the
mini-mall had cordoned it off in
hopes that someone would buy and
clean it up.

Until then, a chain link fence was
supposed to keep everyone out. Near
as Jim could tell, that fence was in
low earth orbit. A couple of people
who’d gone in had said that they
could see it floating out there, some-
where between the top of the tower
and the moon.

It was hard for them to remember
details through the euphoria though.
That’s how it got them. That’s how it
had gotten Jim, too. An overwhelming
sense of well-being. What was it do-
ing?

Jim had never been beckoned be-
fore, but that’s the closest word he
knew to what'd happened. He was
scared shitless at first. He saw the
bean crash a twenty foot groove into
his lawn.

He planned it all out. First he’'d
shit his pants, maybe pee a little,
then he’d run back inside and burn
one til the end of the world. Maybe
while staring at his ex’s picture the
whole time, the way he liked to do.

It didn’t happen like that. The
bean rolled right up to him and he
stopped being afraid long enough to
pick it up; then he felt fucking awe-
some.

Next thing, he was walking to the
7/11 like he was high. The bean
throbbed while he browsed for hot
pockets. It sort of...what? Told him?
Suggested that he throw it over the
fence? Whatever, he threw it, and
then it seemed to drink up all the gas
smell, and then jam itself into the
sky...

Then the door opened. He felt so
good about it, he walked right in. For
a second, everything lit up, and then
there he was: floating there in space
staring at the stars. Overwhelmed.
Overjoyed. Five minutes of wonder.

When he set foot back on solid
ground, he wanted nothing more but
to possess it. And that’s when he
suddenly, and irrevocably knew: He
would never be able to go back in.

He'd never feel that joy again. It's
what kept the owner of the mall out,
too. And the mayor. And everyone
else who wanted it more than they
loved it.

But it didn’t keep Tina out. She
went in, went up, came back down,
and then went again. She just smiled
and giggled each time.

Sometimes she’d go with other
people who came. Sometimes she
went alone again.

He wanted nothing more than to
feel that high with her again, and
stare at her the whole time. The way



he liked to do. She just smiled at him
when she came out. Sighed. Giggled
a little, and then went back in. And
he let her. Over and over, for free,
just to hear the music in her voice.

So he picked up a busted folding
chair and started charging people. It
was easy. They wanted to go in so
badly. The beanstalk took care of
that. When she was done, he would
use that money to get her back. But
if she didn’t, if she wouldn’t take him
back, he would make her want that
stalk as much as he did.

TYLYN
by Graham & Wolf MacFadden

Tylyn emerged from the cleansing
cycle freshly buffed, exfoliated, and
heat-dried. Moonlight slipped into his
cabin: Extisis IV, smallest but bright-
est of llengyn's satellites. Low lighting
accentuated the curves of the room's
furnishings, and while Tylyn found
the effect pleasant, he needed an
open flame for the ritual. To that end,

he withdrew a candle and lighter
from the cupboard, lit the former,
and placed the latter back on the
shelf. He took the candle to the bed-
side table, turned out the last of the
electric lights, and settled comforta-
bly on the edge of the bed.

“Music,” he intoned. “Meditation
Sequence Three.” Soft bells began
chiming, accompanied here and
there by strings. When the sound of
rain entered the sequence, Tylyn
closed his eyes and focused on his
breathing: in, out, in, out, as transi-
ent as time.

Thoughts came to mind. Tylyn let
them drift past, acknowledging them
but not dwelling on them. Some re-
turned; others went into the aether
and stayed there.

He knew the vision for what it was
the instant it arrived. Brighter and
clearer than his normal thoughts, it
was also in black and white: the im-
age of a card, its corners rounded,
strange writing on its surface. It had
a broad grey line down its length.

An electronic key. Not all the spe-
cies used such - certainly not his
own kind, who preferred peering into
a retina scanner, and not the gahlen,
who opened their doors with a drop
of blood. Of those who used electron-
ic keys, there were none whose script
matched that of the card in the vi-
sion.

A new species, perhaps? Tylyn fo-
cused harder on the vision, hoping to
catch some small detail which would

10



illuminate matters; but no: the vision
blurred, and he mentally withdrew
his scrutiny. He should know by now
that force was a hindrance, not an
aid, to visions.

He allowed himself to relax, and
focused once again on his breathing.
In, out, in, out.

The vision resurfaced. The key be-
came clear, and he saw now that a
hand held it, a hand with five fingers
(rather than his own six) and white
skin. At least, the skin appeared
white in the colourless aspect of the
vision. Tylyn knew of no creature with
white skin (or five fingers, for that
matter), so it must indeed be a new

Join the fun:

species.

He could glean no further infor-
mation, it seemed. Reluctantly, Tylyn
withdrew his focus, sat a moment
simply being, and opened his eyes.

Then it struck him, a cold dread so
real it made the fur on the top of his
head stand up. He couldn't shake it;
he sat shivering in the candlelight,
certain the feeling had something to
do with his vision.

And of another thing he was now
certain: whatever and whoever this
new species was, it meant one thing
for him.

Trouble.’

N3F Fan Flash Fiction #2

N3F Fan Flash Fiction #2- Do you have what it takes?

The elements were chosen by Tightbeam readers on the N3F Facebook
Page: facebook.com/groups/n3flist - where voting for contest #3 (Octobe
2015) is underway now. Feel free to join in on the vote and suggest your
own ideas.

Rules:
1. Between 5 and 500 words
2. Must include the following three elements: time travel, a curse, crip-
pling phobia
3. Setting should be science fiction, supernatural, or fantasy compatible.

4. Emailed entries to Davodd@gmail.com by July 15 2015, at 11:59 p.m.

Pacific Time, with oOoFlash Ficti
are published in Tightbeam. All submissions will be posted on the
N3F.org website.

(o
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2. Stories entered in the contest must be original, un-

4. Manuscripts on paper should be typed, single sidegegp

5. Email entries will be accepted. Send to Jefferson P.

2015 N3F Amateur Short Story

Contest Rules & Entry Form 6. Contestants can enter up to three stories. Enclose a

-addressed, stamped envelope (SASE) if you would
your story returned at the end of the contest. Stories

. . . . ) rgpt be returned without an SASE. Do not send your
1. This contest is open to all amateur writers in the field, ™ . .
cppy in case of acudentgl loss, We are not rﬁsgonﬁl\l

regardless of whether tforlog{r%arnuescriq]sem ers o t
Fantasy Fan Federation. For the purposes of this con- pis.
test, we define an amateur as someone who ha 82 are no entry fees.

more than two (2) stories to professional science fiction
or fantasy publications. 8. Cash prizes totaling $100 will be awarded as follows

First prize is $50, second $30, and third $20. Honora

. mentions and sefinalists will receive a certificate of
published, not longer than 8,500 words éhdedgth award

must be related to the science fiction, fantasy, or similar

genres in the opinion of the judge. 9. The Short Story Judge is a published science fiction
professional, and also a loving fan of the sf and fante

3. Send all manuscripts to the contest manager: ‘]eﬁeﬁseorﬂesAll comments and critiques are solely the Shc

Swycaffer, P O. Box 15373, San Qlegq, CA 92175St ory Judgeds opinion, |
5373; abontides@gmail.com. Emails with the story .. .

- tive and polite.
attached in word format are preferred. Paper manu-

scripts are acceptable. All entries must be receivegfife NSF may want to publish an electronic book inc
postmarked no later than Dec. 31, 2015. ing top entries from one or more years of publication

You will not be contacted about this until after the co
is over and prizes have been awarded. If we wa

8 dyl2lnpj white paper, do HuBIilsheyou%?o%/,%/gu%vrll haWe'tots@n Re? 8 GsTir

numbered. The name of the author should not app?/%rld serial rights. Your willingness to do sign over

anywhere on the manuscript to ensure impartial J“dﬁ’%r;ﬂs cannot affect whether or not you win the conte

zhotocoples.are acceptat;le,llf tf:jy are of good qu% alties will be divided evenly between all contest
omputer printouts must be legible. entrants once publishing costs are covered. Winners

be notified as soon as the judging is completed. An-

Swycaffer at abontides@gmail.com. No guarantee EancementS and notifications of winning entries wil

be made of email receipt. Privacy and property righrtgawlﬁ)m March 2016. Please take your time and sub

be absolutely respected. No one other than the Sha/r?ur est work. You can resubmit stories previously

Story Judge will ever see the submission. The namgnt?red. All entries will be kept confidential and will k

. 8 d fairly and anonymously. The deadline for all
the author should not appear anywhere in the manti- ge .
. y u' .pp. . yw I entries is Dec. 31, 2015. Good luck!
script to ensure impartial judging.

Mail to:
Jefferson Swycaffer, P. O. Box 15373, San Diego, CA 92153873 or email abontides@gmail.com

Title of story (for identification):

Author's name and address:

Author's email address:
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ment investigating atrhyas- t hreatens
terious scienti staldalhluemh ni Tetxea sKiemg
125th Avenue. 0 Atsitomiss point , we

are in a New York Elementsaopafal m
uni verse in whichntcreatf icittiyés naona
is the Empire Stdtnew.ol WVh earge praasal | el
been a#fireeer of t@he¢ ecintayi ve histor
whi ch was caused tay nt hmo deelr s icrognpaift
the portal (cal | eh kit e A B thees gart eodn)p u
t ween that wuniversseorand haur idwn.s.

The dvereze adds Db Dhe opwweba@svers
apocalyptic themd hel dirdg iwiitntdb am t h
oncoming ar mageddsn.a Tlreaenpflradez d or

al so suggests toddaybs APomckertm )wi tihs
climate change andorgl oMdialhiwmarim-sel f
ing. The armagedddn tihee glwar kder-e d
t ween the Kingds téhremyOrd fgirno ldd tnse ntséd
creates from realetpedadprideen sdmd twha e
of a | eader i n teayNew eXarekatoeefs durs
own universe: Evel yheMoHhEer aftern
the radical or ganihza tNieown ,Y oAtko md ft dh
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mpire State) dedoweielme cheas nfeaurt riam-i
erfect duplicatemeaf chenw r¥odr.k o,

ence the term fAteWh!| heedhappAgeee dc
o the New Yor k OAft ogtuean d wtno ulme -s o me
erse and suggestciang ttahd asy Gss spafotb-a
are technol ogy. tOteherovseddge p-ul p f
ions of todayo6s Tdhemmuwtverl treecaldrso Il a
y are ones ref ernroiimg atso wierntleramse tan
nd soci al medi a.eviem exa mempliec eff ad
his is a scene wkearialt wd dafhet e 40
ingbs robot s, r edfeg rercad vieo wahso | nv e
RatingbBattered ewacri tsecchleyme and sea
heir shared wor dre spiilnign go eaweorn d anc
t her . : : . 0 Terims sHech sadefpriattiend
chattered, 0 and pfudparfdadcd i songPge sdte t
et and soci al mevdhit &8 ceo/rec @ pytpse wi t h
uch as rating t anlds agre nweeh s iAtl eosn,g
hat boxes, and tshersyharointggimnfs t he
osts. Similar tdnwhatplsatye eorip wmak k s
oes with Victorisaon odoqiodthyi carhdr r o
echnoaolgegyAt omi c e Bhatnmelt ged wit
ent example of veheaetmeamttesmpguwmnkiorr or
oes with the colld3wasr aenrda @+ 0ssa c iTeh
nd technol ogy t o« amr ibtei diozuendourn davh
nternet/ soci al medieantdrsa. | a bPa dad so
Besides the supyoumpofsriingnadf Kane
he two peri odsd ctoend hcn doloehdei remsu,p  Ip e
herebs al so t he asudhae |iwepaorssi-magondd K
heir soci al i ss wens .f oA nd icsoanssti esrt i snag
e in which an ainrasshkki p nadr asalpees. iJretn
sky rise suggestds assura dwn n2 Insoti r /
ent udlyds S mil arlaxt erhe nl?@h@d she
ommuni st scare, peospgddioanl laygy t i mes,
hrough the thredatr ecsfs, Atbaumhs sfhoer i s
eace, compares wietmh ntirse dorp-e: she
erns of todayos Rmame Ibaira de ashencougrlei ttyh
ct which gdewnfirwvamed>s off the robo
ar on TeReatourimimmgat eod tdar | i er, s he
ovel 6s anal ogi ed nofesitntgertmeat |tieceh
ology, the politi€bhroseopbendsolvr
he Fdasocaoenect i odnonbeetweddn in that
ni verses | i ke i rnthermeetofi g ud pc mmorsd
ion betweed compnotreer sstraight forw
ompares with todawés MHotwelveerhe-asi
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plot, the writingangualriitsyh gmpenckdcsimi m
provement . Ther e bies bwdrtceirne ssshei rcon
some parts. Ther g uarke tshcame cgrnam-s t
mati cal and mechaminc ali meer ramrds t hat

which may be si mplryaddue rteo umsiesd- cl e
prints and/or typasatAlsttlhoawgh |tnh edso
arenot constant, pthleer a edrlee ca sl oturc
sidering most ot Hermsn owhellse wwrhiotwti enrg
by vkenlolwn aut horsmeuehi aeo®Oent, mo r
son Scott Car d, Hhanrdl eéhrmo wE li Iti sdoema,l t U rw
sula Le Guin, andnWi Iploilamiiadsdre.ar
What 6s most notelcemdntes i af tdhepast
epil ogues. That 64 urrieg hwh,i |Iteh eyreea a pe-l
pear to be two ofownhdam nmet whh e hen
t he book, which ihd sterry rsarbey efnare sa
novel of any sor tp,un&nd diite sied prumtk ia
cated that the seadomdpumnrke dios arhose
alternative endi regrcaen d nsdo ttelcahtn od aomg
confuse a reader sachiett.y, Eistch eern cteh ia
was a heading mi gphraitnthadcdswmed tt @ cpecauarr
editing (as i n f imaasls prodboft rweaadsi Ao
it was intenti onaloosiwace ttlhoe odrhceirn
switches et ween ctrhid itcwo nd isrheoru-l d b
sions and so an drhialtoggdd wasod sci e
needed for each diemearmrdiloersdésgs O&REG-ubg
ing scene. But couldndét Christophe
simply put both tAHdsen svcdeyn ediingm ,Ko
one epilogue and (jDlASW, diOvii2de it i n
t wo parts? I "'ve r1 e§
A couple chapteagtshdrefboae
irst epilogue, tshee ireess olf (®
tery, even t hodgh wrti tmdy
se and concl udcead hiolhrat s f
done in too s Keephy ead
seems a bit rtueshdadnonT
e through one emharrd cati enn@
, who expl ai nsueamsgwdrhse
stions that t e oxKislhe ye j
However, bot motth el efeipd ayl pchh d pot-e
t wo epil oguessolprhiincgal a woa tkiss fhaud
ry ending even einft eirtt aiish me nso md whh
dark and ironic amye ttelrayt, lasdavveens utrhe
novel open for anothethseqbebk Jef
Whil e the writiMar tqiurail i @aryd otf hedr-e
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can Centaurion Difplramatlilc tQecer pree mbe
become invol ved iarboiuntt rhiegu e avhkegrr o u
they try to pass bsseme troo utoibmres ns eccau
rity dxamsurns oubfthhesseuresy but
guestions have bemmyt arhpgergesd she do
wi tThhe question iabdyt whmen @aount rry
whyThere are al so sTdhmee bdbodk- i s basi
tored photos sentwittch K ey t\ViasEyh e rrcphpap
ton personnel, amdktrea soma ek wewsy ea
t he s olurecedi pl omawithgcoapd the acti
are al/l omMshitchle alpeaamtae.x | found it
approaches, key personnel fall/l of f
the rAmaal i en i nvFaasritoni higs Jeox -Wal t on
pected, but the defThi bsrapeianyohe
guess. awawdnning Amohor
An excell ent |(gthhers$qd|teRtiijer
tonds ear o k
Bl ood Spibryi tSher wdhhe Smith it
(DAW, 2011) bet ween t ii s
I met Sherwood tShma tt ht fae ynf, t h
ber of yeps wme faatnt asi es
conventio book is s
this is t[ H {taldfer nat e
her works vv\,he ch the
read. ' v -come to a
ently co o tmtreent  wi t h
mi ddl e of . o -Hi tl er and I
breni ca s putesi dent e
that did § J5S g s enough nd
me from e down my spine. The
the book. Dobrenumanmcsuotuhsel yn e&meo uafh
the mythical courSterty, ian pbuwea f eu | co
where most of t hereacthiaovn ntgakae party
pl ace. Other tharmratnhdty.anhet hod ftare
tasy el ements, t hesbaomk rticekdesa Jew.
pl ace in contempcaredarvye ttihnedas. iThhve t a
protagoni st, Ki m,afirsaial masety avo nu rtf
miliar with Dobr emisca bag tthe yr eaad -e
ers; so we |l earn ftahma oo umtirny'.s Umd o
l'iar traditions al amug dvweirt duhrearn.g t h
Years ago, her igmamaaomiodrmefrr om Sco
had | eft Dobr eni aca nfecsr troe ehsecands tthhea
are eventually diHseclios é&cd oirm utghhe and
book She had nott hkeoti mevreesd itgaa tii m-n
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be

say ho more to avamidd |sbpmigl
st@dwywich is excelcloortr!| ¥y hw HUNT

come mur ky and ruwemde ratnadi STEPHEN

he

and reveals the deymgreahietry (ARSI o
human race. (RLT)reason | 7 T IS
is that i al
I ntrbderC. J. Chedownht ( DPAW t o
2013) say about _
This novel is thlkeey iwesrte s N
the fi fothhet rli3lddgyeookigh t hat | read
the Foreipgps -them all cover to
ries. Reg} ,t hietm really i mpres
can be en snuch. Certainly be
a s t-alnadn e thing | could writ
book. I h praise. As time pa
read any ¥lomals-t ers, they were
er books Jsneo-ne were outstand
ries. The a craving f-banstsaesewy
character B qrlJ-ack and Mage) or
ran repre 3 @MV evamp), you might
l'iving on the pl redtter than | did.
of the ateviskiwhoedar br def ksynopsi s
humanoids. Their Mauwlet:urAe yiosunwerryef o
di fferent from t hatViaft otrh eanT esrorca res
and that is the meinnt olrgssi)s-chbey¥ eal tnpeen
pl ot. Bren Camer dmfhas ede vad Iracped t
relationships wi tflormadamgyn ofo utnhit e yn awvh
tives. I found t seo met eswir tc ulst Yrre ctt
somewhat reminisomrnth caf yJogsetesessss { h
culture, with whinmahgilc dn nJElEEEEEy7 |
familiar On t he tdtelyergeha W || da
evi are not homogereaces.in ]
are many factionsp.re(\‘/haenrtrya"."‘-"t-
ing style is a binti ndensa, |[MVcs ek -
fort to read the imagok vies IIAGTD arnt-
while. (RLT) try and dps :
war agai nf
Jack ClmydS$SteephenViHutndr i ant e o
(HarperCollins, 2Wlkh}tually return
Magebaghnye Lee Artilobur more to them t
Chane (DAW, 2011)hundred readable p
Vampar,ayziLaur a tRestni<kms t hem bot
(DAW, 2011) Jack is the fift

|l " ve been sent Isiever abutboak sf dro a
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ot her connecti on wthd cthhea atehaedrerf qure
Vamp, on ppadre pends i n art on
hang, i s LAURARES'\”CK | tfled t o
book i n alg ,based on their simnm
and whil e '/ mdwn writing, of wh
al one, t h v P fan. The two stori
enough al meo most were " The
events fr Memory" by Wol fe h
previous =7 30 Haltunes from Li mbo,
Il was ver . o by Judi Rohrig, a
that the EMNSCEESAMG cad before. They
more history to- most reminiscent o
gether then | sawoiork st. hiWwoltfael eh.as w
The story: The dteyloe n,e arsd aint mi g
actress, doing a tphleaywrahocuts waem-e e
pires. The | ead asdtoari emi.ght woen'an I
actual vampire. Aurteaolt heampilr & oiusnd
stal king the city.ncVanmeidr € Agrhewp'i e
complicate mat todrdsn.otAeaenrurtieads new

vampire hunters cacawmldt Bgeettss "i rowo |Twedd
Her boyfriend migmtd Bel hae vwereewosl fo.f
Al mi xed t ofget herodiyn Lay nfnaiNrye. The
mi ddling murder myidtedryy.aphedalino r
the events carri eMoldwers fwoanmk st.heg RL
previous volumes, and suspension
of disbelief was Thaowasi orfaltlhye dbrfefs
cult. Still, a r eadaklien bAdarke,d i(fD A
much to wiar ef hromeThi s i s & LT
zid@bout. (OL) of The Cr ¢

Moon Ki ng ¢
Shadows of the NewrSilemse $Se¢
ries in Honor ,edida®Ganed hWa ldf
ed by J. E. MoonetynearscerieI
cett (Tor the wor ks

This an ond book

in honor done acco

Wol fe al s t he autho

cludes tw eflshi s firs

by the ho a standal

whi ch beg woul dn' t

end the b ttoo- read t he

get her , t e This is

19 storie takes more after t
vary from t a nedx cOenlel eNntg,htasnd ha
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fantasy that | 'vdamedd. olf' wehamagaed i
substanti al part moft htehe halda 4 hioaw gwa
This novel doesn'ttoos tod rde ttohe rawnerflo
fl owery style of ptrlod | Bumatten] etsrsa ncsal
tion. Unf ortunat deloy clhadagre' tbarc&kkad Heae
Arabic. This is dolromelway amfd sayit
that this novel icomes rntoadalklee haeg
any other land in the middle

Ot her than t he SMindadd el eEsassitcea ncan'
style trappings, sthlei nasovel fdoulad |
described as-a gfdeap ncsf tdbo feed on
gooders trying taonodeef @ ditans amal awe 1ty
ancient evil bei Ons .t hehersd aamrde t her
many ups and dowrmd. pAtoptl ree | e rkee dfer
the novel , t hey wa@aegmotus hlhavanad sc- T
ceeded However, elncwoulsd tthetgltadcky
to read future vdlhemeshahlge.fddt t a
t hat sequels aretmlamnmédde prxeplkatleyd
means there are «tomdamr odvi IWhkeei e
out there. (RLT)it, the other peop

want her to stay;

Transf oryneRebbi e rKeutmpr n home. There
(Worl d Castle Publloi vlei fga,cezdd0l11)

Debbie Kump has Wrhiitst ers saev-exci t |

er al books for yosurmg yaddl ta rdeddenrse
This one §f tt emves things open

|

girl name : e qael s, (RLT)

who wakes|™
morning i
shape of

Comic Books

Shades of | The following revi
Kaf ka! N o appeared in a slig
bad, actu / om Dol |l ar Box Dil e
one thingp ‘ prubl i shed for the
still tal ' Klagdl pha.

her most h day to |l earn how t
manoeuvre around Twiet Amaizn qdlad®dd de

talons instead of( Marmelandulneg2.01

Think about dogs slipnewiidihgl kne'
around on smoot h wfolud @lr $ eld wtr nrhu Nl t
wor se. Then, of ddumke ngs lod 'herwors-e
ried what her motlere wewind ptl reiarske.d

't turns out nowhaloe b®o c sOdka dt haisn
she i magines. Shélowa nldirerw8ismptead + ar
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Mamuch, much bettseéwl thar HRY
could have been, but The Superior
Foes of-M&mpi aleso sCtaopmsai n Armern Maa v el
promise (|l 6ve yetuary2013yr ead it but h
picked up_the firsNot new per se,
I 1 ect i of Fepreii and sitti

co ) e AR AN

gardl ess,f _‘ aedding p

indeed t of! \ e€-ame out .

ter Parke l'y donoét

This firs|: toofok me s

the new sl pick this

however, tRio-mi t a, J

cally a t vw.otg me f a

l'tds i mpr jamtist of

its page count this book

(and cover price)whildwt amddtt tdfe ittoo
hehum sideline staféanatherexbahl en

meat and potat oesnenTldlearbes asrteory t ha
some promising birtise:s Armn avoMareirdad ul
Marconi, the escape Sdafe vBEl aRoky eC astd s
(a favorite sinceuteer afnidr sat mepp d anrg
ance), and the PeSt.edr. IDa&EviLd DSpildeari s
Man 2099 piece. Buwntt ocdt Dd rmeinssd ,0 ni tZ6

goofy, cartoony stsufoff tArenti mmiZpHta .b
fun for some but odoeson @atdb ss ggam pt ;and
really matter. Waegmealsls smd hh caw rtels
new series proceed€aptain ARRAI cal

The Amazi n-Ma@gpRiHebruary 2013): A
Marvel, July 2014pd Thanlgf odmbsayka nige
i s meat and potathdems .| oTokki sa new t | e
phase of -MhecPari keémlta-you mention i
tionship could bd liamsthébraecskt,i rntd,e rtedes
di sgruntl ed EI ectwid hi ssoanee staunmen,t ed
Spideyés return twastthed akwen g earss wied

awesome, and t hi sagias nastgrtehet hfoosltlid
-up to a thick busel &ackbesber Bnpsh
sue. I do have a coppdsutriean, though.

What is the appeal Capt ddumb &@eMai rcvae |
Ramosdés artwor k? Mag cshe sl 3papul-ur ns
l ar given that hebhg olxeent hen gtriveup t
book on and off sinmdcéd h20 Ir0,s chuetd hih
work just doesnothesmse a&ekf fteac tmev.e |l lyt a
feels overly car tdoomy dnd&kenotoltao cei
heroic. But maybd oirtcéess jfwsgt anwhti | my.
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back is interestin@apbat nt Ia(eMabrgvaerl
flasPsaxk pageditsBius ytic2mda 3) : Thi s i
even better. And tthhee raamditrhgatt d atsh e

i ssue is quite a pdllief ffloandgerr. t oo |
Captain HKweri caPeople have a chan
( Mar Aelrj | 2013): Zbl amadi@a turns out
years pass, and Gamds owmt,i lalndt rlaamp &
in Di mension Z, sswrmei wiorg tolfe Dhmaars -a
tile environmendt nwaibteh Hhi & hsindke KiddHK
ahem,dIlsom. Ther edGamt siervehmeri ca, V
page Rogers f 1l ashhadk niem stilbins Zi,s -Bo
sue, and | an is rlewcniDaedfwitthh shiser
Atrueo father, t hedZowmlfa teises esntcoa ydm
bedded in Capbs Chegdta.i nT hAemes d rciae sbh o
continues to explgarieg ei mdvhviildual( HR)
choices to be good or I ess than
Pole model s, and Fqy RRSRE TG TR na
Captain /ﬂrér‘ﬁ(el\tlaircvae(cI)DI,a *' Ho Sné’ Ja_nua
May 2013): Cap a [
to fight for sur\r/bé/lvvag
tat es, finally meseetr'.
sister. Zol a retulrrb
son, and Cap deciqgev
him himself, assetgrot'
l anbs father. Thedrye
flashback in this fi
) nad o
t hat the weighin %
opti onsdainsd o vheart ggﬁg
course of actionniosw,)'
These first fivesiisn'
coll ected Ciar]ottah'en,[g]oI
Ameri ca, Vol . 1: maak
mension Z, Book ‘e e
Captain ABeMa rcva Ia’c
June 2013): Siblibneg
role of goodnessciorh}
vival . Cap returns 0
Ther e ispaenetlhrfdea? g
this issue that cmglnsc'
tion, i Wh at madnetos ri%
man to hold power, &
Later in the issgee,tt
i s, in fact, use




(Dark Horse, May 20bh#d¥:i Seme; as b

how, I mi ssed #2.stlidve worrdehr e de aidti n
from one of my | osealdss fops ,hebrpedno
Worl d, but | coulddmdmniwagi,t cfaars iintg
come in before r eaddinngadwhatyhh thhisr dno
i ssue Given thattrli®wenamiess enb ban i z
i ssue, I still f eeale lhiekke fa ofm shhero th
water returning ttortshe Rstumriyleidne ,f a
| canot real ly talrle heevaltilied,i ¢ hdee
oping yet I 61l maved oan b est tf eorr esse md
once | 6ve read alclontth rmeue.s Riepguaarrd- i
l ess, this is intserfestpilmge eerbauidh tb
pick up t hér antelxereidstsafre st-page ket we
wait for the per hmanpgds g agdexi gradv iee v oc
l ection. Welcome Gunddkertyo Etdhig i on. (
stands, you two.

Elfquest: Thet4dFEInfad u autesst Th et 2Fi n a
(Dark Horse, Jul Y D2a0 k4 )Horkwemanar ch
| eader Angrif DjunNdemwaédteatabkin
his black powder imi sthel gtagp HBEmemeri oin
a most graphic f axsehwi sre,r idckiss @ atoarh iWe
the erstwhile timegd rPawmdl dars Aredaan n
Djarum. Pursued Ky oRatlHo/l., TTaeigret i n
takes a fall, proemptiAmgrEmberantdo t h
interrupt the pr paddgss,oft hreedag rbiet il
and call for assiwdtthnocd.f i20 waagd sor
story;paget woetterbomanahdnter Lehri
si-xage preview ofAffher Coenpd¢t Riteg t he
El fquest Volume If.all, Krim and Leh

El fquest: Thet5Fbmiaef Quemaent of ap
(Dar k Hor se, Septaenndb eErmle2eQolgdn)i:ze eac
While | continue Memdernj ay stphits hseesr
and El fqgqguest generealsloyn,all @m aa dl.i tatn
put off by the cdluareidng 2&n ¢ acgoermsp wtf
er graphics eff eoptaggeuded tiemr gicdidg,es aor
title Yes, we hawveatdmexreer emoderork at
production technalidgi,eds nkwai laankdl ec,o
but what | remember and appreci -
ate most about t g emidreils Vs . e driilei eSrh
wor k was the str drmbgrdhadoacsteer Scee-t e
sign amd 6dt dhrawe t oCameictk be true t

my back i ssues whvatthe rwatghme rcdsmico mi
was even colored.serTtmd Comprl emaess s e
EI fquest Vol ume 1 hies Zidd@rntdaei In:l yB enhootl
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the cor remi ndshame so ftodt dBak ckryj.!o ¢ k
Fant ast ﬁs bur yipmog sefs sGalna cotf u st thse
corpse. i g stuf falndSevwrt.i eOrtb . Mi2r0d Ipea
Ones are a ad, dadirt hminmdg.a Alall fi mpa
a soldod fkif® an imentisguifogr and a
storyline. 0 m n chto ufsemialdisar wi t h t
writing of ason A®rpbginhbd BGHeptaml
handle this scal 0cddnsi sAtfaretrl ya,l | h
mi ght be someone tthee ffalrlsaw,t i smemiNi a
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National Fantasy Fan Federation Application

New Member Former Member Joint Membership Gift Membership __ Email L
Name (Please Print):
Address:
City, State, Postal Code, Country:
Phone: Email:
Occupation: Male: Female:____ Birth date:
Signature of Applicant: Date:

Interests. Please select any and all of the following that you're interested in or would like to get involved in

_____ APAs (amateur press associations) __ Fanzines

At _____Filksinging

__ Audio ___ Games and video games
______Blogging ___ Movies

____ Books _____ Online activities

_____ Cartooning, cartoons, and animation _____Publishing
_____Collecting _____Reading and book clubs
____ Comic books _____Reviewing

__ Computers and technology ____ Role-playing games
___ Conventions and clubs ___ Round robins (group letters)
_____Correspondence _____Taping

__ Costuming ____ Teaching science fiction
_____DvVDs and videos _____ Television

____ Editing _____ Writing

Which would you prefer?
A PDF of the zines emailed to you The clubzine printed and mailed to you Both

How long have you been interested in science fiction and fantasy?
How long have you been involved in fandom?
List any other clubs you are or have been a member
List any conventions you've attended:
What prozines and fanzines do you read, if any?
What is your favorite type of sf/f?
Who are your favorite sf/f authors:
Are you interested in online activities? If yes, what type?

Which, if any, of the following would you be willing to help the club with?

Artwork Recruiting at conventions Writing for club publications
Organizing activities Corresponding Publishing
Other:

Name of Sponsoring Member (if any):

B 272

Regular dues are $18 per year ($22 for Joint Memberships) which includes subscriptions to the club’s
fanzine as well as other activities and benefits. Voting memberships for those who prefer not to get pa-
per subscriptions are $6. Being added to our Email List is free of charge. Make checks or money orders
payable to N3F. All payments must be made in U.S. funds. Mail dues and application to N3F, PO Box
1925, Mountain View, CA 94042. Please allow at least eight weeks for your first clubzine to arrive. You
can also sign up and pay online at http://n3f.org
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NATIONAL FA FAN FEDERATION
PO BOW H@Mm\
MOUNTAIN VIEW CA 94042

SUBMISSIONS
All submissions are to be
sent to the editorial cabal
via email at:
cabal@n3fmail.com
unless otherwise noted.
For more information:
http://n3f.org/submissions

32



