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  As the Wheel Turns (excerpt)


  Aliette de Bodard


  Prologue: The Wheel


  In the Tenth Court of Hell stands the Wheel of Rebirth.


  Its spokes are of red lacquered wood; it creaks as demons pull it, dragging its load of souls back into the world.


  And before the Wheel stands the Lady.


  Every soul who goes to the Wheel must endure her gaze. Every soul must stop by her, and take from her pale hands the celadon cup, and drink.


  The drink is herbs gathered from the surfaces of ponds, tears taken from the eyes of children, scales shed from old, wise dragons. To drink is to forget, for no soul can come back into the world remembering past lives, or the punishments meted out to it within the other Courts of Hell.


  No soul.


  Save one.
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  Aliette de Bodard lives in Paris, where she has a job as a computer engineer. In her spare time, she writes speculative fiction: her short stories have appeared or are forthcoming in Realms of Fantasy, Interzone, and Gardner Dozois's The Year's Best Science Fiction: Twenty-Sixth Annual Collection. She is a Campbell Award finalist for 2009. Visit www.aliettedebodard.com for more information.


  Definitely Us (excerpt)


  Brett Elizabeth Jenkins


  
    Sometimes when I'm not doing anything,


    nothing at all, it comes to me—you, maybe



    a dog too, sitting in the kitchen (it's always


    the kitchen), and there's tea. Always tea,



    or coffee, but definitely you, and me, and maybe


    the dog, and it's early.
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  Brett Elizabeth Jenkins currently lives and writes in Austin, Minnesota. She has her MFA from Bennington. Look for her work in Anderbo, PANK, The Potomac Review, decomP, and elsewhere. Email her at brett.e.jenkins@gmail.com.


  Dispatches From the Troubles (excerpt)


  Lou Antonelli


  July 12, 1963


  Orange Klan Seen as Heroes in AIR Protestant Stronghold


  By R.W. APPLE


  The New York Times


  LONDONDERRY, AIR—It's 9:00 p.m. and the stifling summer air outside is very hazy, but inside O'Flaherty's Cantina the air is even more opaque with cigarette smoke mixed with curses against the administration of President John Kennedy, who is not very popular in this predominantly Orange city of the American Irish Republic.


  Protestant neighborhoods in the buffer republic are rife with discontent after President Kennedy issued an order last week banning all July 12th parades this year in a peacekeeping effort. "He thinks he's a better Irishman than we are," said Mike O'Neill, a plasterer who clasped a thick mug of cold dark ale. There were nods all around the table. "We're Irishmen, too, ain't we?" asked another. "Didn't DeValera welcome us with open arms when the IRA gave us 'The Choice'?"


  It has been over forty years, but the outcome of the Irish Civil war and 'The Choice' given the Ulster Protestants by the victorious IRA—between 'the suitcase or the coffin'—still rankles.


  Orange parades have been common for decades in cities with large Protestant populations, but the growth of the Northern Irish émigré population—and the growth of the 'Marching Season'—led to violence last summer as they passed Catholic neighborhoods that had never been affected before.


  July 12 marks the anniversary of the Battle of the Boyne in 1690—a famous victory over Catholic forces. The Marching Season traditionally lasts from 'The Twelfth' until the Apprentice Boys Parades which are held on the second Saturday in August.


  President Kennedy's ban has stirred a great resentment. "The old timers don't like that we've become such a part of the AIR," said Ralph Mikan, a plumber. "They want to go back to when the AIR was all Catholic."


  "The Marching Season is the heart and soul of our community," said Nick Counts. "We're just poor hardworking people who are proud of our history."


  "Most of us came here without even that suitcase, as the Provos overran our homes," said James Doherty, captain of the pub's Irish football team. "My father didn't have ten pence in his pocket when he arrived. I was three years old and held his hand the whole trip. I barely remember those horrible times." He took a swig of some dark stout. "It's probably better that way, I'd be even more bitter."
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  Lou Antonelli has had fifty stories published in the US, UK, Canada, and Australia since he started writing speculative fiction in 2002. His stories have appeared in Asimov's Science Fiction, Jim Baen's Universe, Dark Recesses, and Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine, among others. His Texas-themed short story collection Fantastic Texas was published in 2009 by Wilder Publications, and his next collection, Texas and Other Planets, is forthcoming from the Merry Blacksmith Press.


  In the Garden of Rust and Salt (excerpt)


  Ferrett Steinmetz


  Every day, before Evelyn became Queen of the Junkyard, Hir Becken made her put on the heavy leather explorer's outfit. It consisted of a set of scratched goggles, a thick apron that had nearly buckled her knees the first time she'd tried it on, and oversized Kevlar gloves that were so big she had to tie them around her wrists with rubber bands.


  Hir Becken said she was the best employee it had ever had. And at nine, Evelyn had never had a job that made her happier.


  "Please, Pops," she asked, late at night when they were roasting weenies over an oildrum fire. "Can we stay here?"


  "We'll see," he said, scratching his salt-and-peppered beard. That meant no. She knew that by now.


  Evelyn had two duties: the first was fetching the smaller items out of the mazes of rusted metal. She'd follow the faint 'bleep' of her RFID-chip detector down long corridors of teetering machinery and broken glass, until she finally uncovered a siphoning reblower half-buried underneath a pile of old storage drums.


  Hir Becken personally tagged every item that came into the salvage yard, but the trick was finding them again in the tumbles of old fuselages. But Hir Becken—who, confusingly, was neither a 'he' nor a 'she'—was surprised by Evelyn's dogged ability to track down any item programmed into her chipdec.


  "The you works with the goodness," it said, leaning out from its water tank to stroke the back of her neck affectionately with a moist, suckered hand. The clamminess made her shudder, but she tried to hide it because she liked the kind way Hir Becken spoke.


  Evelyn's second duty was to clear debris off the larger items so that Hir Becken could get at them with the crane. Evelyn tried not to bother Pops, who had a bum leg, but ever since she'd sprained her arm trying to move a weapons locker, Hir Becken would yell at Pops through the speaker.


  "The out you should be the getting!" Hir Becken would say, and Evelyn bristled at the way Hir Becken yelled at Pops. "The hiring was the you, not the daughter! Clear the wing—the customers, they have the money now!"


  ...continued in GUD Issue 6

  


  After twenty years of wandering desolate as a writer, Ferrett Steinmetz attended the Clarion Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers' Workshop in 2008 and was rejuvenated. Since then, he's sold stories to Asimov's Science Fiction (twice!), Beneath Ceaseless Skies, Shimmer, and Andromeda Spaceways Inflight Magazine, among others, and otherwise has a marvelous collection of very personalized rejection letters. He lives in Cleveland with his wife, a well-worn copy of Rock Band ("Painkiller," Expert, four stars), and a friendly ghost. Should you want more of Ferrett Steinmetz, he blogs about puns, politics, and polyamory at The Watchtower of Destruction (theferrett.livejournal.com).


  Mystif Eye


  Andy B. Clarkson
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  Andy B. Clarkson is an artist in Columbus Ohio. He has a background in commercial illustration and murals, though he now focuses on fine art and gallery exhibitions. His work will be shown in upcoming group shows at Last Rites Gallery in October 2009, and 1998 LA in January 2010. His previous work can be seen at his blog: andybclarkson.blogspot.com.


  Sand Clings to My Toes, Daddy (excerpt)


  Jim Pascual Agustin


  
    They like you, my dear.


    Your skin does not resist


    being jeweled by these migrants


    of boundless seas.



    Your laughter


    reminds them of rolling waves,


    tossing, swirling


    journeys with no end.
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  Jim Pascual Agustin grew up in the Philippines during the Marcos dictatorship. He writes in Filipino and English. His books are Beneath an Angry Star (Anvil Publishing, Manila, 1992) and Salimbayan: Pagaspas sa Bintana (Sipat Publications, Manila, 1994). He moved to South Africa in 1994. He thanks William Burkholder for the birth of the poem "All You Had". Jim maintains a blog at matangmanok.wordpress.com.


  Doll (excerpt)


  Marina Richards


  
    He took her apart on a Saturday.


    Pieces strewn around the shop,


    gleaming,


    each a memory in his head.


    Under the garage door,


    sunlight crept like smoke as he worked,


    bit after bit.


    A beauty, surely admired


    and collected, forever.


    This one would certainly bring offers,


    of which he would take none.


    Rip. Rip. Rip.
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  Marina Richards's fiction and poetry have been published in Scalped, Blood Lotus, Foliate Oak, The Hawai'i Pacific Review, The Legendary, Pear7 Noir!, Up the Staircase, and Writer's Bloc (Rutgers University), among others. In 2010, she was nominated for the Million Writers Award for her short story "Lena". She lives with her husband and animals outside of Boston and is represented by literary agent Catherine Drayton of Inkwell Management in New York City.


  What Happens in Vegas (excerpt)


  Caroline M. Yoachim


  Danielle


  We can't afford this, not on top of my medical bills. The elevator that takes us up from the transit tube has brass railings and rosewood panels, and, when Alejandro and I step out into the lobby, the first thing I see is a fish tank that stretches across the entire back wall. There are giant chunks of coral in the bottom of the tank, and it's teeming with honest-to-god tropical fish. The water is emerald green. I can't even see the other side; the tank is too wide and there's too many fish. It's like we stepped into an advertising holo for one of the arcologies out west. Everything is clean and the air smells like plants.


  "You'll like the fishes even better from the other side," the elevator attendant tells me. All this glamour and glitz is supposed to make me want their drug, their munin. I walk through the bioscanner and the attendant hands me my output card. Alejandro is at the reception desk already. I try to hurry, and a sharp pain in my left leg makes me stumble. I'm getting worse. Pretty soon the muscle spasms will be so bad I won't be able to do needlework, and I'll lose my job. Alejandro is talking to the receptionist, focusing all his attention on her because I'm an embarrassment. I rotate my wedding band so the diamond faces up. It's loose on my finger, and the diamond falls back to the side as soon as I move my hand.


  "Are you two here together?" The receptionist asks me, not Alejandro. Women get in for the same price, alone or with a man, but Alejandro would have to pay more than we have to get in here alone. Bringing me makes it cheaper, but still not cheap. He puts his hand over mine, but he won't look at me.


  I nod.


  "Documentation of good health?" she asks. I almost laugh. We pass her our output cards from the bioscanner, and she runs them through her reader and studies the results. My multiple sclerosis doesn't matter to them—it isn't an STD—but to Alejandro it's all I am. A walking disease. A symbol of frailty and death. The death of our dream to save up and move west for a better life. We traded most everything we had for interferon treatments, which work for most patients, but didn't work for me. Now we're stuck living underground like worms, and Alejandro will never be anything better than king of the worms, bossing around all the other worms as they dig their tunnels from one underground city to the next.


  I don't believe the munin will help us, not really, but I'm a sucker for Alejandro's smile. The last few days have been good, like the way things were before I got sick. When Aleja is nice to me, I feel guilty for the time I've been spending with Matt. Just talking. But talking for hours and hours because he's willing to be close to me in a way that Alejandro isn't. Thank god Matt isn't working here tonight. I can't imagine what would happen if the two of them ended up in the same room.


  "Thumbprint here, and you're cleared to go in."
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  Caroline M. Yoachim is a writer and photographer living in Seattle, WA. She is a graduate of the Clarion West Writers' Workshop, and her fiction has appeared in Asimov's Science Fiction, Fantasy Magazine, and Beneath Ceaseless Skies. For more about Caroline, check out her website at: carolineyoachim.com.
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