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Letter from the Editor
Dear Reader,
 What strange times we live in. When the despair 
to give in to the fear of the unknown rises, when chaos 
breaks out, the power of literature is felt most keenly. 
In times like this the call for hope is felt strongest and 
needed most. This magazine was founded with the idea 
of being that call to an optimistic future. One worth 
believing in. One worth fighting for. With stories that 
capture that sense of optimism and hope. I invite you, 
briefly, not just to imagine, but to believe in a world 
where out of instability comes fellowship and solidarity, 
where we work together to fight the pandemic by help-
ing those in need as best each of us can. This is a world 
where, in what come after we work together to improve 
our situation and the situations of our fellow earthlings. 
We fix the problems made evident to us by this crisis and 
say never again. Never allow the flaws, human and sys-
tem, which have allowed this virus to endanger so many 
to happen again. Where we realize that if we do not take 
our environment our environment will take care of us 
(in an Al Capone sort of way).
 That is all I have to say about that. Now, I wel-
come you weary, anxious reader to take a deep breath 
and join us in this months’ issue. We have such an 
exciting line up of stories. Opening the issue is Lizzie 
Newell’s ‘Under an Airless Sky’ which is an extraordi-
narily brilliant look at cultural and linguistic differences. 
It is a meeting of refugees and academics and two very 
distinct cultures.. Following that there is an author who 
might be familiar to those who read our February Issue. 
David Barber joins us with another intriguing story of 
the dangers of space travel as a crewmember shares their 
experience on board an ill-fated ship in ‘What I knew 
Then.”
 We feature next an author with a variety of 
talents. Nathaniel Wander, who previously wrote an 
article for our Science Corner, now entertains us with 
a short story about a man and his animatronic com-
panion. Next is Kara Race-Moore and her fitting story 
Tours d’Olympus. An interesting style, the story is the 
report of the greatest sports event in the solar system. 
A tour de force to be sure. Another tour de force of an 
entirely different nature is the short story of Dawn Vogel 
– Sechando In Microgravity. The touching story of what 
two sisters go through to honor their mother’s memory 
on a long space-flight from home. 
 Up next is a series of stories grouped together 
under the title Insects. It’s in a way, much like an earlier 
story in the first issue of this volume Tremendous by 

John Saul. It’s delightfully strange, more modern per-
haps than my usual tastes, but charmingly compelling in 
its own unique way. 
 Closing us off on the Story section is Nick 
Dinicola’s Your Futures. It’s reminiscent in some ways 
of Ted Chiang’s (of Arrival fame) short stories. It holds 
itself well and is sure to captivate the imagination and 
interest.
 Our Poetry section as always is filled with 
wonderful talents. Many of them returning. John Grey, 
Louis Gallo, Denny E. Marshall, and Kim Whysall-
Hammond have all previous published poetry in our 
magazine, their excellence continues in this issue. A 
new face is John F. McCullen whose poem Technology 
Boggles Me is an interesting, humorous reflection of 
the mystifying and ever-evolving technologies we find 
around us.
 In closing news- we have started a podcast, 
released during the months when there isn’t a maga-
zine issue published, we read a story from the previous 
published issue (For February we read David Barber’s 
‘What the Good Must Remember’) and then have a fun 
discussion on a variety of topics. We had a very inter-
esting interview with Carroll Graham, author of the 
book and podcast The Future is a Fucker in which we 
discussed the merits and elements of Dystopia vs. Uto-
pia. That interview can be found on our blog post. We 
continue to update our store and merchandise: click here 
to see the awesome items we have available, prints, cards, 
notebooks all featuring cover art from our past issues). 
If you like what you’ve read please consider subscribing 
to our magazine through Patreon. We’re in a tight spot 
financially speaking, most of our means of funding our 
magazine have closed due to covid-19 concerns and we 
are steadily approaching the red line of no return. If we 
reach that we will have to discontinue our magazine. 
You can help. Magazines subsist largely on subscribers. 
Subscribe to one of our levels of Patreon (as little as $1 a 
month) and help keep Utopia Science Fiction publishing 
and paying authors and artists. Click here to view and 
subscribe via Patreon. Your help is appreciated.
 Until then we will keep holding on. Wishing 
you, dear reader, good health and safety. Let us, despite 
the uncertainty of the times, go boldly forward. On-
ward, ever onward, into a future of wonders!
Sincerely,
 Tristan Evarts
-Chief Editor

https://www.redbubble.com/people/UtopiaSF/shop
https://www.patreon.com/UtopiaScienceFiction
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What I Knew Then
by David Barber

This is the kind of story that gets told when spac-
ers meet up; old hands who know about time 
spent in the Dark.

 We sat round a bar table crowded with empty 
bottles, the overhead painting our faces with shadow and 
light. Some of us had shipped together, some had been 
rivals in the Ice-Rush, two had loved the same woman, 
but all that was long ago. 
 What remained was a bond of experience which 
no amount of enthusiasm for cruises and holidays in 
the Rings can give, since one is just a pastime while the 
other has been our lives.
 Perry had been cajoled into telling about an 
infamous voyage in her youth, when she’d crewed the 
Franklin out to the Kuiper. 
 So many things went wrong with the Franklin 
they began to call it an unlucky ship. Equipment stut-
tered with the kind of faults that drove engineers wild, as 
if experience counted for nothing and it was just malevo-
lence at work. You could hear the crew chatting as they 
jockeyed the ice, marvelling at the latest glitch.
 Finally the drive refused to light. Perhaps it was 
the sensors, or bits in the safetyware flipped by stray 
radiation, or maybe the containment had failed just like 
the readouts warned. The crew argued back and forth 
about the likelihood that they’d vanish in a fireball. No 
one on board was an expert; the drive was a sealed unit.
 Traffic was sparse out in the Kuiper. The Zai-
batsu 12 was close, and big enough to take everyone, but 
would claim salvage when the Franklin was abandoned. 
Captain Chen would not hear of it. There was no need 
to risk firing up the drive, he said. The disposable boost-
ers they used to drop ice down to the inner system could 
do the same for the Franklin, and asked for volunteers to 
stay on with him. After the initial burn, their long slow 
orbit would take about two hundred days to reach the 
Belt where tugs could safely tow them in.
 Perry was not even twenty then, and in the 
strength of her youth it seemed something to measure 
herself against. She mentioned this awkwardly, as if we 
had never been young ourselves.
 She was surprised when Lem Reich stepped 
forward; all smart talk, but with calculating eyes when 
you weren’t looking. He knew life support from his time 
as a phage manager with Ceres Green, and he’d worked 
vacuum round Pallas, though that wasn’t the same as 

time in the Dark.
 It’s Perry, large as life, he would say with a sly 
grin when they passed in the corridors of the Franklin. 
It’s larger than life Perry, he would announce, squeez-
ing himself next to her in the mess. She caught the 
winks that passed between the men. Perry didn’t need to 
explain this to us; she owned an outsize vac suit and had 
hands like shovels.
 Without the drive and a crew, the ship was echo-
ingly quiet, and after seventy days in transit, even their 
own voices seemed too loud. She didn’t ask what the 
other two did, but kept herself busy with a brutal main-
tenance schedule, trying to stay ahead of entropy. 
 Perry stared defiantly at each of us at the table. 
The Franklin had been an old rattle-trap plodding round 
the Kuiper picking up ice. She had flown in far better 
ships since, but still remembered that one with affection 
and regret.
 Reich kept complaining about the coms, and she 
found him hunched over the ancient radio gear. 
 “Hear that voice?” he whispered. 
 Perry shrugged. 
 “No, listen.” 
 She leaned in, hearing waves of static swell and 
fade.
 “My dad called me champ,” Reich breathed. 
 Can you hear me, champ? a far-away voice seemed 
to ask.
 Perry turned up the gain. “Did it say Lem? Put 
Lem on?”
 Tell him it’s his dad.
 “It’s been fifteen years,” Reich said.
 Can you hear me, champ? the voice insisted.
 Perry nudged him. “Just answer it.”
 Reich didn’t move. “He’s been dead fifteen 
years.”
 Everything Captain Chen owned was neatly 
stowed away, all his loose gear velcroed and netted. They 
sat knee to knee in the small space. Perry had never been 
in the Captain’s cubby before.
 The urge to fix stuff went deep in her nature 
and things on the Franklin were going wrong. Like 
Carrefour, the little med-tech who had vanished along 
with her vac suit and belongings. Only Perry seemed to 
remember her.
 Perry was explaining about searching the ship’s 
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systems and finding no record of her. 
 “I’m hollow,” interrupted the Captain. He held 
up the knife. “Shall I show you?”
 So they bandaged Chen up and confined him to 
the medbay under sedation, though out of respect Perry 
ate her meals with him, reporting on maintenance as if 
he was still the Captain. He hardly spoke, his grey head 
nodding.
 After that Perry struggled awake from bloody 
dreams, and though nobody wants to hear about them, 
she visited Reich’s hidey-hole in Life Support. He was 
staring at an algae tank full of blood. 
 “Just some sort of bloom,” Perry told us. “But 
still.”
 How long before life support fails? Reich kept 
asking. 
 His expression was unfamiliar. Something was 
moving the furniture round inside his head. He prom-
ised Perry he would fix things, and when she was outside 
checking the big dish, he managed to crack open the 
Franklin to vacuum, a purge that boiled off hydroponics, 
wrecked life support and jammed every valve. 
 Neither he nor Captain Chen were suited up.
 This was the part Perry shrugged through. The 
time spent living in her vac suit, and later, an airlock 
she managed to repressurise. Heads nodded grudgingly. 
Bringing the Franklin home.
 Most likely there had been a contaminant, a 
psychoactive agent growing in the life support, it was 
suggested, though after exposure to vacuum no trace 
remained.
 She told us she volunteered because she was 
young and foolish, and had yet to learn the Dark of-
fers nothing except hard knocks, and old spacers like us 
know there’s no need to go looking for those.
 Then gazing round at our faces, variously lined 
and marked by life, Perry confessed that just the same, 
she wished she knew now what she had known then. 

The End
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Senchado in Microgravity
by Dawn Vogel

It’s hard to mark time on the Kyozist, but Asuna tells 
me it’s been a year since our mother died.
 “We should do a tea ceremony, Niko,” she says. 

“She would have liked that.”
 My sister is correct, but she doesn’t understand 
what she’s proposing. In the lab, we’ve been experiment-
ing with ways to achieve more controllable results in 
boiling liquids. It’s difficult in microgravity—predict-
able, but volatile. I’m not sure I can make it work in a 
kettle in our quarters. “We’ll need wagashi.”
 Asuna works in maintenance, but she makes 
friends everywhere she goes. Especially when they work 
in the kitchens. “I can get a few.”
 “And Mother’s tea set.”
 Asuna pales, her voice trembling. “I don’t know 
where it is.”
 I’m the elder sister, so it falls to me. “Get the 

wagashi.” I grin. “Sakuramochi, if you can.”
 She scurries to her assignment, and I embark on 
mine. Looking through our narrow storage locker to 
find Mother’s tea set.
 We’re fortunate we’ve been allowed to store any-
thing. The Kyozist grows more crowded with each pass-
ing month. Had Mother not died in the line of service, 
we wouldn’t be afforded such privilege. We’d have lost 
everything not deemed useful.
 Mother’s tea set is one such frivolity. It’s been in 
the family for generations, and she insisted it accompany 
us to Solla.
 I haven’t opened the storage locker since we 
boxed up her things. Somehow, a year later, it still smells 
like she was just here, sorting the belongings we couldn’t 
bear to part with. Distilling a life cut short into four 
small magnetic boxes meant few things kept, but the tea 
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set must be here.
 The first box is things that used to hang in 
Mother’s room. The tea set isn’t here, but I still look 
through the box. Pictures of Asuna and me, our match-
ing haircuts and gapped teeth and awkward teenage 
years. Pictures of Father, who we buried on Earth, after a 
premature heart attack.
 Mother’s official portrait, her hair plaited and 
coiled around her head, but her eyes and smile belying 
the kindness and warmth her severe hair and uniform 
cannot smother. I trace the lines of her face, lost in 
thought.
 I haven’t found the tea set.
 I repack the pictures but keep Mother’s portrait 
and a photo of Father with Asuna and me where we’re 
all laughing. Mother had said she wanted to put us all 
in her eye, which had started Father laughing, and then 
Asuna and I.
 I take the time to label the box as Wall Hang-
ings. The next box is things from her office, and I label 
that one as well.
 Still no tea set.
 There’s not room in the cramped hall outside the 
storage closet for all four boxes. I need to lift the lowest 
two and put the first two beneath them, but I can’t do 
that without letting go of the pictures of Mother and 
Father, that I’ve clutched to my chest, frames and all.
 Asuna pokes her head into the storage hall. “I’ve 
got the wagashi.”
 I shake my head. “I can’t find the tea set.”
 She takes in the labels on the two boxes I’ve 
looked through, nodding slowly, but then her gaze lands 
on the pictures, and she’s drawn to them.
 “Why did we pack these up?” she asks.
 I press them into her arms to relieve me of my 
burden. “You packed them.” My response comes out as a 
snap. It’s too late to bite it back.
 She’s quiet for a moment, as I restack the boxes. 
Only a sniffle reminds me she’s still there.
 I turn to see the tears streaming down her 
cheeks. My anger evaporates, and I embrace her.
 “It’s still too soon,” she whispers.
 She’s right. I’ve been holding back my emotions 
in my focus on this futile search, but now her tears trig-
ger my own, and we’re both sobbing in the dusty hall-
way, outside the storage locker that smells like Mother.
 We take the photos back to our living room, 
where we slot them into the standard issue wall mounts, 
removing the pen and ink sketches of places we’ve left 
behind on Earth, the artwork Mother loved, but Asuna 
and I never really cared for. We’d only left it up in her 

memory. Her portrait is a better choice.
 Asuna unwraps the wagashi--an odd assortment, 
the sakuramochi in the center. My favorite.
 I place the sakuramochi in front of Mother’s 
portrait. It was her favorite too. Unrestrained, it hangs 
suspended in front of her image.
 Asuna puts a plain mochi in front of the other 
picture. Father’s favorite.
 We don’t have tea, but we have our wagashi. We 
can’t light incense, but we have an old device brought 
with us from Earth that combines water vapor and scent 
to simulate the tradition. Mother used it every week 
when she meditated, somehow always keeping a stock of 
the cartridges it used.
 We eat the rest of the wagashi together, sharing 
our memories of our parents. When we finish, we re-
wrap the sakuramochi and the mochi in a cloth scented 
with the faux-incense.
 We’ll find the tea set next year.
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Insects
by Rich Ives

Yakov has a large body, a bit reddish. He eats cab-
bage, which may also be red. He is constantly 
signaling, his touchers bent to five joints for 

optimum transmission and reception. Now he is seeking 
turnips and another male with variant color is broad-
casting. No decision is made to do this. He cannot help 
himself.

 The government, however, does not like turnips. 
Turnips are corrupting the people. Turnips keep the 
country backwards. Some say they have been shame-
lessly influencing the cabbages, misrepresenting the long 
and honorable folk history of the more reliable cabbages. 
Turnips are the wrong color.

 Yakov emits pheromones, and Anna produces a 
chant at a low frequency, transmitted to a cabbage plant 
and received by Yakov six feet away. He emits an echoing 
chant, hops closer and closer. Anna then modifies her 
chant to accept or reject him, but her rejection chants are 
worn out. Yakov is the one.

 She places little egg packets, little black barrels 
encircled in white with a lid, a dozen in two rows, on 
the leaves. These are your children, Yakov. For now, they 

are obedient, and they do not oppose the government. 
People with short lives oppose the government.

 Despite the size of the country, no one is missing 
in Russia. If you are missing, you are in jail, and there 
are many kinds of jail, but you are not really missing. 
The velocity of jail is slow and fat, but it is not still. It 
takes you with it wherever it dumbly goes. Now let’s 
erode, says jail, but it does not erode itself. That’s what 
you are there for, the health of the jail. It has to keep in 
shape or you will be its last guest.

 No one really escapes prison because another 
prison is the fear of prison. If you didn’t fear it, you 
wouldn’t try to escape it. But Yakov is party-approved, 
and even though the party doesn’t formally exist as it 
once did, Yakov feels safe. This too is a deception, but it’s 
a deception Anna can live with.

 The cabbage, however, belongs to its own party, 
and its own party destroys it every fall. In the spring, the 
cabbage must reinvent itself, but this is Russia, and the 
cabbage reinvents itself the same way every spring, just 
like it does in every other country.

Ornate Cabbage Bug
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Relative Suspicions

Cuckoo Wasp

Suspect has a fondness for metallic blue-green cloth-
ing, sometimes with a reddish cast. Suspect’s third 
abdominal segment has sub-marginal grooves, hol-

lowed out ventrally. Suspect has been known to become 
parasitic upon relatives of the sand wasp variations. The 
victim may well have had no understanding at all of 
what was happening.

 Suspect has been traced to the United States, 
east of the Rocky Mountains.

 Time, it appears, has little to do with the con-
cept of murder although various elements of any particu-
lar murder must rely upon certain quantities of time and 
the location of desirable victims.

 Suspect invades the storage chambers designated 
for the children and utilizes the food that is stored in the 
nest. Has been known to invade even those varieties of 
related children previously known to it. When these sup-
plies are exhausted, Suspect kills host.

 If you are reliant upon the death of others to 
exist, can it be considered murder? You must, after all, 
choose the elements of already existing life that shall be 
used to sustain you.

 Suspect may often be found in the nests of soli-
tary Bees and Wasps of the punk-band variety that tend 
to build their nests in the ground. Clothing consider-
ations vary widely but generally remain brightly colored.

 Does not everything that lives depend in some 
way upon the death of something else that lives? considers 
Suspect. Why should we fear the death of our own kind? 
Are we not equally a part of the natural world? Are we 
not guilty of existence?

 Second Suspect swings his net through the air 
just above the plants of the meadow and begins selecting 
from said net the specimens he wishes to isolate. Other 
suspects are busy shopping.

Relativity and Guidelines in the Study of 
Communicable Diseases

Tsetse Fly

Hanif is brown or gray. Sometimes he is more 
than his own behavior.

> feeding on animal or human blood
> causing sleeping sickness in humans, Nagana in ani-
mals

< larvae hatching inside a female’s body, feeding on glan-
dular secretions
< the wooded savannah and bush of Africa

Hanif has achieved his majority, but even as a child, he 
was as large as a mature adult.

> noncommittal weather cycles
> the end of the world as we have thus far known it

< the smell of time in a jar covered for decades
< shelled almonds with husk wings sleeping in a wooden 
bowl

. . . and the cop coptered out of his uniform, spinning 
bitten to the grass to indulge his last delight in descent.

You have to sneak up on them, indirectly.



12.

Reluctant Martyr

Diadem Garden Spider

The spokes of the martyr’s wheel are balanced 
and made of silk, eighteen to forty-two strands, 
depending on how hungry I am. I work circu-

lar, about three feet from ground. Each delicate relic is 
fifteen to twenty inches. A little above the knees my silk 
wheel reaches like the right invisible dress. If the wheel 
fails, or if something unworthy leaps into it, I make no 
repairs. A new wheel is always the better idea though 
the old wheel’s torn silk can be a tasty entertainment. If 
I have to, I’ll eat my broken efforts several times a day 
before anything fresh arrives.

 Yes, I’m European. The country doesn’t matter. 
I came to North America at the end of the 19th century. 
I carry the cross. I drop to the ground on a thread when 
I need to hide. I can carry several hundred eggs in my 
yellowy orange cocoon, but when I leave them behind, I 
die.

 Superstition: Encase me in glued walnut shell 
halves and wear me around your neck to lower a fever or 
heal pulmonary infection.
 Superstition: I placed my woven wheel over 
Christ’s wounds to keep the flies away.

 You should know that males are smaller in many 
ways. They load their ridiculous pedipalps (as if they 

were boxing gloves) with sperm and merely make their 
deposit. Each variation on the theme has a different 
name for the elements of assignation. My sisters all know 
the differences. They do not think of it as sex.

 You might be thinking I’m the martyr. You’d be 
wrong. I don’t mind if you struggle.

Report Concerning Recent Sales Limitations

Corn Earworm

Celestial Quadrant: none
Wind Factor: irrelevant
Wool Factor: irrelevant

Precipitation Factor: minimal but not obsolete

Appearance Factors: reddish-brown with dark spots and 
both pale and dark stripes frequently found inside the 
victim

Intelligence Quotient: untenable

Primary Causal Factor: larvae feeding on corn, tomatoes, 
cotton, tobacco as well as wild plants

Nature of the Debility: ears often rendered unfit for mar-
keting

Severity of the Infestation: understood thoroughly only by 
the subject who is unable to communicate

Alternate Marketing Potential: may tolerate only moon-
lighting

Investment Limitations: coagulant

Orientation of Affected Territories: formerly vertical

Location of Intrusion: stem at ground level

Location of Sustenance Chambers: uncontained, through-
out United States and zones of economic annexation

Capacity for Interference: nearly absolute

AKA: cutworm and/or temporary presidential or execu-
tive influence and/or patient terrorist
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On a Mining Planet
By John Grey

At the gruff notes of our approach,
six rough-furred xoltl stand to attention
on the icy stream bank,
stare curiously and cautiously 
at the glinting silver sheen 
of our passing hover-truck.

Like everything near,
they are here – they are gone –
something else takes their place.
A vulture-like carnix pecking at 
the flesh of something dead.
A gaggle of suited-up scientists 
drilling through the planet’s carapace.

We hurtle toward the distant gray mountains,
a cluster of dead volcanoes
that look down on the layers of topsoil
they long ago created.
 
Loaded up with provisions for the mines,
we speed by miles 
of white parabolas,
shapes carved by wind,
the remnants of an ancient village,
trees humbled by the weight 
of snow on their branches.

Ore-vessels, huge as four-story buildings,
zip by in less than an instant,
headed for the smelters farther east.

An occasional local 
peers out through the window of his hut,
his eyes jagged this way, that way,
by the passing traffic.
We leave him free to hunt 
his apalox for meat, for furs,
to gather zig-wood for his fire.

He’s primitive like the rest of his kind,
in the very early stages of their evolution.  
Meanwhile, we strip this world of the resources
they won’t be needing for ten thousand years or more.

Calling sky
By Kim Whysall-Hammond

The unspeakable vastness
of the unconquerable dark
speaks to our hearts
where no harbour beckons
no port waits

A calling sky lids our lives
it shields, shelters
imprisons us
gravity the jailer to be overthrown
the well to climb out of
hand over hand

Climbing to where the only sounds are
a popping of particles
into  matter phase

We will not see stars with our own eyes
nor hear the sounds of space
our travelling world 
built of systems noise
vventilation hiss and engine thrum 
will seep through our lives
even outside 
suit noise and visors will hide 
the photons trip

Yet unspeakable vastness
and unconquerable dark
will sink deep into our subconscious
refashioning our very selves
varying what is human

Will we wish to sink once more
into the trap of gravity
or shall we run with the particle streams
out into the dark?

Poetry
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Science Corner

The Inconstant Constant
By Philip Lavoy 

 Did you know our universe is expanding? Right 
down to the microscopic level space is separating like 
the skin of a balloon as it blows up. This discovery was 
made by Edwin Hubble (1889-1953). He not only was 
the first to discover galaxies outside of our own (We 
used to think Andromeda was a nebula, not a Galaxy!), 
he also discovered a relationship between the separations 
of these galaxies. The farther away a galaxy the faster the 
degree of separation. 
 Hubble’s Law as it was called and the resulting 
Hubble’s Constant (the fixed value which expresses the 
rate of expansion) have caused nothing but trouble since. 
Why? Because there are large discrepancies in what the 
value actually is. The intial rate of expansion was 500 
kms/s/Mpc. That’s five-hundred kilometers every sec-
ond over every Mega-parsec. A single parsec is about 
3.3 lightyears. A mega parsec is a million parsecs. The 
universe is an astoundingly large place!
 The first discrepancy came about in the 1930s, 
when it was shown that the age of the universe extrapo-
lated from Hubble’s calculations was younger than the 
age of the Earth as shown by radiocarbon dating. It 
also showed that the Milky Way was far larger than any 
Galaxy around, much more so than anticipated by other 
scientists. Obviously something was wrong!
 But what? In the 1950s the problem was cor-
rected. The discovery that Hubble had been using Star 
Clusters for his calculation instead of standard candles 
(A standard candle star doesn’t change absolute luminos-
ity over distance). It resolved the issues, for a few years. 
Physicists continued to refine Edwin Hubble’s constant. 
They came up with smaller and smaller numbers for the 
constant. It dropped down to 180 km/s/Mpc and then 
further in the 1970s to 55 km/s/Mpc. At the same time 
another pair of astronomers contested their values were 
around 100 km/s/Mpc. Each of these groups had equa-
tions, backed up by science, each saying they were right. 
But obviously, it couldn’t be different values- so someone 
somewhere was wrong. But was anyone right?
 It’s a good question- the numbers keep changing 
in part because we’re continually able to observe stars 
that are farther and farther away. We need to adjust the 

numbers as to not create a universe that is younger than 
the oldest known stars. In 2016 the number was pinned 
down to 73.4km/s/Mpc, using data from the latest 
telescopes and observatories. It changed again in 2018 to 
67.4 kms/s/Mpc. They may seem close, but in terms of 
science they aren’t. The error bars don’t overlap- so that’s 
not good news. One must be right, but what does that 
mean? If the 2016 estimate is wrong then everything we 
know about the distance of stars is wrong. If the second 
is wrong then we need to introduce some exotic phys-
ics into the equation to even it out and no one knows 
exactly what that would mean, besides seeming a bit ad 
hoc. 
 There are a number of very precise ways we can 
measure the Hubble Constant, and we get more certain 
answers every time – but none of those answers line up. 
It is, today, one of the greatest mysteries in space. There’s 
one possible solution. In a recent study, the paper which 
was published on April 10th, some scientists proposed 
that we live in a kind of bubble of low density in the 
universe. That all the easily observable stars in sight are 
part of that bubble. This is what’s skewing our calcula-
tions. They draw their evidence from the CMB (Cosmic 
Microwave Background). And argue that fluctuations 
in temperature of the CMB could have given rise to 
areas of different densities. We could just happen to find 
ourselves in one of those areas, which would explain the 
difference in measuring values. 
 It’s a hypothesis of course, without any direct 
evidence pointing one way or another. It’s possible to use 
a galaxy in our local bubble to measure the constant. If 
this theory is correct, within the bubble both distinct 
ways of measuring the Hubble Constant should prove to 
be the same.
 Without further testing from a great number 
of people however, it remains only a hypothesis. Until 
proven, the Hubble Constant remains one of our greatest 
mysteries. The inconstant constant.
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Science Trivia
For the curious and well informed this magazine provides 
some trivia questions. Some of the answers can be found in 
stories and articles in this issue. Others we’ve answered on 
our Facebook and Twitter feeds. Still others will have to be 
given some thought. The answers will be provided in the 
next issue.

Answers for February Issues Issue
Question One:
What novel creation did University of Vermont research-
ers create from the embryotic cells of frogs?
 A team of scientists from the University of Vermont 
repurposed live cells from frog embryos into living robots. 
These novel living machines can be moved toward a target, 
carry small loads, and heal themselves when cut.

Question Two:
Who is the only person to have won two Nobel Prizes in 
separate sciences?
 Marie Curie is the only person to have won two 
Nobel Prizes in separate sciences. The first was a 1903 
Nobel Prize in physics for her part contributing to research 
in radiation. The second was in chemistry in 1911 for her 
discovery of radium and polonium 

Question Three:
What comic strip is considered the first to introduce sci-
ence fiction to the masses?
 Buck Rogers (1929) was the first comic strip cred-
ited with introducing science fiction to the masses.

Question Four:
What are Wicked Problems?
 Wicked Problems are social or cultural problems 
considered difficult or impossible to solve due to multiple 
reasons including incomplete or contradictory knowledge,  
number of people and opinions involved, large economic 
problems, and the interconnectivity of all these issues.

Question Five:
What is the Golden Ratio?
 A number is considered to be a golden ratio if the 
ratio of the two numbers is equivalent to both numbers 
added together. It’s a long studied phenomenon. The Golden 
Ratio appears almost everywhere in nature.

Questions for April Issue
Question One:
What are Parasitoid wasps?

Question Two:
Who was the first woman to receive a salary for being a 
scientist?

Question Three:
What popular Utopian book did Edward Bellamy write 
in the 19th century?

Question Four:
How far did the first liquid-propelled rocket go (in 
height and distance?)

Question Five:
In a paper published April 10th, who is the scientist who 
proposed that our immediate galactic surroundings may 
be part of a bubble in space obscuring our getting a cor-
rect Hubble constant?

Question Six:
Who discovered Olympus Mons, christening it with the 
name that means “Snow of Olympus”?
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The Reader Speaks

 In this section we will post a few comments sub-
mitted to us by our readers, allowing them to share their 
opinions (what they like or dislike) of past stories and to 
ask questions about points of scientific interest in regard to 
a story of the past issue, a trivia question or article, or just 
general curiosity.
 Hearing from our readers, like you, is one of the 
most rewarding parts of working this magazine. We wel-
come your thoughts, critiques, or praise to our writers. 
Please submit any comments through our website at utopi-
ascienceficiton.com or e-mail us directly at utopiasciencefic-
tion@gmail.com. This is a small section and we will only 
select a few comments or questions with which to fill it in 
and then, only with the commenters permission. Feedback 
is important to us and there is nothing more exciting then 
hearing back from our readers, so please do send us a mes-
sage.

Accessible Science

Dear Editor,
I’ve never written to a magazine before so I hope I don’t 
bore you with my response. I wanted to say I’m particu-
larly happy with the science trivia and science corner. 
Your writers do a good job at describing things in a way 
someone like me who isn’t a scientist can understand. 
I really enjoyed the one which calculated the Schwar-
zschild radius, though the math was a bit above me 
that was my favorite science corner. I wasn’t a fan of 
February’s science corner – you post a lot of trivia on 
FB and Twitter, which is enjoyable to read, but I really 
would like to see more on science if that’s something you 
can do. Anyway, it’s never really boring and I walk away 
feeling like I’ve learned something. 
Dan Plantz, 
Topeka, Kansas

Dear Dan,
We do our best to provide a variety of science articles 
on different topics. We felt the February Science Corner 
offered a good glimpse to the history of science, which 
we view as just as important. We do hope to publish 
more articles like the Schwarzschild Radius article by 
Mr. Snell. In this issue we hope you will be pleased by 
the topic of the Hubble Constant. I’m glad that you find 
them accessible and educational. Thank you for reach-

ing out to us, we’re pleased we were the first magazine 
you’ve written to and you certainly did not bore us with 
your response. We welcome criticism and compliments, 
questions and comments all. It was delightful to receive 
your e-mail!
-Editor

An Exciting Magazine!

Dear Editor,
You have a very interesting magazine. I’m just getting 
into science fiction and am excited to see where this one 
goes. You post fun material and I like to listen to your 
podcasts, though the sound quality could be better
Vincent Delvago

Dear Vincent,
We’re excited to see where our magazine goes as well and 
we’re happy you’ve joined us for the adventure. We’re 
still working on the podcast sound quality- we quite 
agree with you that it needs improvement, but I think 
it’s worth noting that the second episode was better than 
the first and we are confident the third episode will fix 
most of the remaining problems. We invite all of our 
readers to take the time to listen to our podcasts, they’re 
short, entertaining, and feature some fantastic authors 
who have published in previous issues.
-Editor 

Blog and Podcast Praise

Dear Mr. Evarts,
Your blog posts lately have been very interesting. I hope 
you’ll continue to post more content there. I discovered 
Carroll Grant’s podcast and listened to it. It’s interesting, 
if different from what I find here. Your message on the 
Covid-19 was reassuring and though I haven’t picked up 
a copy of your magazine, (I haven’t the time to read), I’m 
very happy to follow your journey and read the blog and 
listen to the podcast. You seem very enthusiastic and the 
content you produce (from what I’ve seen) is really great. 
Do you think we’ll see more content in your blogs and 
podcast?
Best,
John Agamor 
Cincinnati, Ohio 
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Dear John,
We’re glad our blog posts have a steady follower and 
that you’ve enjoyed the content there. We post regularly, 
though not as often. Most of our blog posts are going to 
our Patreon account so to receive more content we rec-
ommend you subscribe there. Those posts are available at 
the lowest tier of contributions. We don’t anticipate in-
creasing the amount of posts on our blog, and podcasts 
are too time consuming to produce to increase their 
number. If you want more content, we highly encourage 
you to look at the free sample editions under Archives on 
our website. It’s free so you have nothing to lose if you 
don’t have time to read. You can skim through it at your 
leisure. If you read something you like we always appre-
ciate hearing about it. The same with if you read some-
thing you don’t like. Questions, criticisms, concerns, 
we’re happy to hear and happy to answer it all.
-Editor

New Artist

Dear Editor,
In the February Issue I noticed you have a new artist. I 
really admired the illustration she did and I was wonder-
ing if there was a place I could look to see more artwork 
by this person? I hope you’ll have more illustrations by 
them.

Tim

Dear Tim,
We are very happy with the work of Sara Zunda. She’s 
quite a remarkable artist. You can see more of her work 
by visiting sarazunda.com. If you wish to follow and 
support her she also had a Patreon: www.patreon.com/
ZundaIllustrations
We certainly hope that we will be able to feature further 
artwork by her in the future. Please check out future is-
sues of our magazine.
-Editor

https://www.patreon.com/ZundaIllustrations
https://www.patreon.com/ZundaIllustrations
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Contributing Authors
Lizzie Newell
Lizzie Newell is an author/artist living and working in 
Alaska. She believes in the human potential to cooper-
ate and solve problems. Nearly all of her stories are about 
the planet Fenria, a world that greatly resembles Alaska. 
She designs her own books including creating cover 
illustrations. As part of her art, she designs and crafts 
jewelry, costumes, paper sculpture, and composes haiku.  
She’s published four novels. Sappho’s Agency, The Fisher-
man and the Gene Thief, and The Tristan Bay Accord are 
available in independent bookstores and online through 
Amazon and Barnes&Noble. The Return of the Cyber-
naut Princess is available on Wattpad.

David Barber
David Barber lives in the UK. His work has appeared in 
Daily Science Fiction, New Myths and Asimov’s. (He 
framed the cheque) His ambition is to write.

Nathaniel Wander
A retired public health anthropologist who came to spe-
cialize on the international tobacco industry’s attempts 
to influence both the public and its leaders with regard 
to health policy-making, Nathaniel Wander has also 
studied how societies and environments shape each other 
and how even ‘sophisticated’ cultures use myth and folk-
lore to ‘think about’ ongoing problems.  It’s taken him 
almost sixty years to publish his first science fiction story, 
but look out Isaac Asimov and Fred Pohl.

Kara Race-Moore
Kara Race-Moore studied history at Simmons College 
to read about the soap opera lives of British royals.  She 
worked in educational publishing, casting the molds 
for future generations’ minds, but has since moved into 
the more civilized world of litigation. She enjoys all sub 
genres of science fiction, especially solarpunk, and her 
latest thoughts can be found on her blog at https://kara-
racemoore.wordpress.com/

Dawn Vogel
Dawn Vogel’s academic background is in history, so it’s 
not surprising that much of her fiction is set in earlier 
times. Her steampunk series, Brass and Glass, is avail-
able from DefCon One Publishing. She lives in Seattle 
with her husband, author Jeremy Zimmerman, and their 
herd of cats. Visit her: http://historythatneverwas.com.

Rich Ives
Rich Ives has received awards from the National Endow-
ment for the Arts, Artist Trust, Seattle Arts Commission 
and the Coordinating Council of Literary Magazines for 
his work in poetry, fiction, editing, publishing, transla-
tion and photography. He is the 2009 winner of the 
Francis Locke Poetry Award from Bitter Oleander and 
the 2012 winner of the Thin Air Creative Nonfiction 
Award. His books include Light from a Small Brown 
Bird (Bitter Oleander Press--poetry), Sharpen (The 
Newer York—fiction chapbook), The Balloon Contain-
ing the Water Containing the Narrative Begins Leak-
ing (What Books--stories) and Tunneling to the Moon 
(Silenced Press--hybrid).

Nick Dinicola
Nick Dinicola spends his days writing technical manuals 
and falling down cosmological Wikipedia wormholes. 
His nights are spent writing fiction and admiring the 
stars. 

Louis Gallo
Two volumes of Louis Gallo’s poetry, Crash and Clear-
ing the Attic, will be published by Adelaide in the near 
future. A third, Archaeology, will be published by Kelsay 
Books. His work has appeared or will shortly appear 
in Wide Awake in the Pelican State (LSU anthology), 
Southern Literary Review, Fiction Fix, Glimmer Train, 
Hollins Critic, Rattle, Southern Quarterly, Litro, New 
Orleans Review, Xavier Review, Glass: A Journal of Po-
etry, Missouri Review, Mississippi Review, Texas Review, 
Baltimore Review, Pennsylvania Literary Journal, The 
Ledge, storySouth, Houston Literary Review, Tampa 
Review, Raving Dove, The Journal (Ohio), Greensboro 
Review,and many others. Chapbooks include The Truth 
Change, The Abomination of Fascination, Status Up-
dates and The Ten Most Important Questions. He is the 
founding editor of the now defunct journals, The Bara-
taria Review and Books: A New Orleans Review. His 
work has been nominated for the Pushcart Prize several 
times. He is the recipient of an NEA grant for fiction. 
He teaches at Radford University in Radford, Virginia.

John Grey
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Re-
cently published in That, Dunes Review, Poetry East 
and North Dakota Quarterly with work upcoming in 
Haight-Ashbury Literary Journal, Thin Air, Dalhousie 
Review and failbetter

https://kararacemoore.wordpress.com/
https://kararacemoore.wordpress.com/
http://historythatneverwas.com
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Denny E. Marshall
Denny E. Marshall had had art, poetry, and fiction pub-
lished. Some recent credits include interior art in Mid-
night Echo #14 and poetry in Space & Time Magazine 
#134 Fall 2019. See more at www.dennymarshall.com

Kim Whysall-Hammond
Kim Whysall-Hammond is  an astronomer and proj-
ect manager, an expert in obsolete telecommunications 
arcana and an exiled Londoner who fondly believes that 
she’s a good dancer.  Her Grandfather told her  bedtime 
stories about  Morlock’s when she was seven and this 
may have had an effect. 

John F. McMullen 
“ johnmac the bard”, is the Poet Laureate of the Town 
of Yorktown, NY, an adjunct professor at Westchester 
Community College, a graduate of Iona College, the 
holder of two Masters degrees from Marist College, a 
member of the American Academy of Poets and Poets & 
Writers, the author of over 2,500 columns and articles 
and 10 books, 8 (poetry), and the host of a weekly Inter-
net Radio Show (300 shows to date). 

Phillip Lavoy 
Phillip studies stars that are forming deep within mo-
lecular clouds in the galaxy. He teaches at a small private 
college in Illinois. In his spare time, he often dreams of 
swashbuckling adventures across the universe.

http://www.dennymarshall.com
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