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IT STARTED, as all ideas start out, first a dream 
then words on a paper. From there it began to grow 
up until this very moment where it becomes ac-

tual. Utopia Science Fiction Magazine is proud to pres-
ent the official first issue of the first volume. We had a 
lot of submissions, not all of them could be presented 
here, though it is my belief that all of them should be 
presented somewhere. So thank you for all those who 
sent in their work for our inaugural issue. 
 I also want to extend a huge thanks to all those 
who have supported this endeavor and made it possible 
and extend the largest thanks to our contributing art-
ists and our design editor who make this magazine so 
much more than just words on a page. 
 Our first story presented is Tremendous by 
John Saul. It isn’t in the traditional format of a short 
story and when I first read it I thought it was a bit 
abstract for my taste, but I kept coming back to it. 
There’s something beautiful in its prose and I think 
when you read it you’ll see exactly what I mean. Our 
next piece is by Ivanka Fear entitled Metamorphosis 
which explores intriguing ideas technology and evolu-
tion. A Game of War by Chad Lutz has several inac-
curacies, the first being that China out-clips us both in 
natural resources and space program progress. They 
stand a far better chance of getting off the ground than 
us Americans. China actually has the only space-pro-
gram not co-dependent on other countries. The second 
is that gold and carbon bonds are generally unstable, 
though there is significant progress and study in the 
field of organigold or organic gold compounds which 
do bond with carbon. The story is unhindered by these 
very minor points and the humor and enthusiasm of 
the story is truly wonderful and it’s most endearing 
quality. Krysten Lipp’s story iGirl Friday is a serious 
story and makes a commendable addition to the short 
stories in our inaugural issue 
 I was not expecting as many poems to be 
submitted and I was once again proven the folly of 
my expectations. We had a number of poems submit-
ted and of such quality! They show imagination and 
strength of voice. I won’t say much of them here, but 
I’ll let them speak their own worth. I’m certain they’ll 
speak volumes.
 Our Science Corner is a bit lacking and we 
highly encourage submissions in this regard. We wel-

come any article on any subject by scientists or those 
with a scientific interest. Be it biology to astrophysics, 
chemistry to computer engineering, we love to hear 
about it. For now we have filled the pages of our Sci-
ence Corner with several interesting facts and a few 
comments that were submitted to our magazine by 
curious readers of our sample magazine.
 I’ll end this with a thank you to those of you 
reading this. Without you we could never get very far. 
If you enjoy our magazine, encourage your friends to 
pick up a copy. If you dislike our magazine, encour-
age an enemy! In all seriousness, we appreciate your 
support with deep and sincere gratitude. Please help 
us to spread the word. I will end this by reminding our 
readers, who may be writers themselves, that we are 
still looking for some submissions for our next issue 
which will be published towards the end of October.
Now in that cry to rouse our spirits let us continue 
onward, ever onward! Onward through the impossible! 

Enjoy the magazine.

Sincerely,
 Tristan Evarts
-Chief Editor

Letter from the Editor
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Tremendous
By John Saul

T
I am a star and this is my story. To be precise I’m an 
asteroid, 12818 Tomhanks. Call me Tom. It’s hard for a 
star, you almost never meet anyone. No one knows how 
to relate to you

C
I’m a typewriter artist, Cora. I have been volunteered 
to meet Tom Hanks. It’s hard, hard to relate to such a 
star. I’ve sat in a dark room with strangers and packets of 
crisps watching Sleepless in Seattle, Forrest Gump and 
Bridge of Spies. I missed Philadelphia despite wanting to 
see it. No matter how close up I’ve seen him, the pores 
and the hairs, the teeth, he is still very distant.

T
I’m named after an actor out there. After him, Tom, 
because America trusts him like no other. Without that 
trust I might have been Brad, Denzel, Meryl or Scarlett 
but let’s stick with him. So, you guys, here I am. You 
know what I think? It is a rocky, airless world.

C
I was volunteered because too many of the actual vol-
unteers were unsuitable for space travel, as we know it 
today. I was selected because I had something in com-
mon with Tom, that is, typewriters, and I was better 
at overviews than most people. Take space travel, for 
example. The volunteers weren’t taken because they 
couldn’t imagine far beyond their noses and what their 
eyes told them. I accepted being volunteered because I 
had no trouble imagining waiting on the launch pad and 
shooting up into the sky. 
     After all, I said, mice travel transatlantic routes on 
Airbus jets, as do flies, even spiders. They climb into the 
instrument panels, warm from the electronics, and put 
their feet up. I said that, and was met by grins. Good, 
friendly grins. I pitched further in, saying I could call 
by on Tom and give him another typewriter and snatch 
messages from him as I flew by. So show me your rocket, 
I said.

T
I type anything important on paper and then I make 
a paper dart of it and then throw it through the airless 
space hoping it will be received further along the asteroid 

belt or better still break out of it and head into the great 
unknown.

C
I, Cora was recruited after being spotted perching with 
my typewriter on an alcove on Waterloo Bridge drawing 
the Houses of Parliament. I qualify partly because Tom 
and myself share this love of typewriters. It is not an 
equal love. I love using them, drawing with them, and 
for instance prefer a lighter model or one with extra keys. 
Tom on the other hand is more taken with their looks. 

T
My nearest neighbour I do know a little about. 4487 
Pocahontas is pleasant company, and we’ve had good 
discussions about goings-on in history. I also know the 
Tidewater region of Virginia so we share that too. But 
I would like to shoot over to 128036 Rafaelnadal and 
have a good round of tennis or two. Pocahontas has a 
whole range of fine attributes but not only has she no 
racquet, she doesn’t play. Be careful what you wish for, 
she says too, and she should know, she’s been through 
tough times. She says it’s too far across the asteroid belt 
for anyone to shoot over and I could end up as a meteor-
ite. I’ve a brighter future staying put.

C
I often work from a bridge. Waterloo, Barnes, Kew. If 
it isn’t too cold I stay on, drawing by the light of my pit 
helmet. If I look up, and I know where to look, I can 
spot the area where 12818 Tomhanks lies, there in the 
asteroid belt. Lies is not the right word. Not floats either. 
Hangs, drifts, shines.

T
The message saying Cora would be looking for me took 
some time to reach me. Exactly how long I can’t say. I 
hear she has maybe five machines and I am closer to a 
hundred. I was given some. The IBM Selectric I Type-
writer (1960s)I was given. I was told, in a language I 
can’t follow, and neither could Pocahontas, it was used 
by LDiC in CMIYC. I’m hoping Cora is good at deci-
phering.
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C
Although reputedly amiable and congenial with his fans 
he is still a star. He has no special interest in meeting a 
member of the public. Thanks to our common interest 
I am slightly more than a member of the public. I like 
Tom but I don’t fancy him. 

T
Don’t push me on this, but if you really want to know, 
I have an Olympia Model SM8 German Typewriter 
(1960s), a 1950s Royal Apollo 10 (made in Japan),and 
then the Royal Apollo 10electric model from 1969, so 
useful, without it we would not have got to the moon, us 
to the moon! Naturally after the business of the moon 
everyone looked beyond, wanting to know 4what was 
round the corner. The Apollo 10 electric is noisy but 
types fine. Here goes. Dear Cora. Do you know I also 
have a Vintage LC Smith Corona Typewriter (1946-
1947)?  I take it everywhere!

C
Everywhere? Where is that? Where do you go?

T
Here and there. Cora? 

 
 
C
As a member of the public, as slightly more than a 
member of the public, I have a question. Dear Tom, Yes, 
Cora? Tom, can you walk with me in the daylight?

T
I never had that question before. Well sure. I’d better 
prepare you in advance. Where I am isn’t daylight as you 
know it, it’s more a constant blitz of light. 12818 Tom-
hanks is the kind that spins a lot, flash dark flash dark, 
you know. But don’t start me on the mechanics, unless 
it’s to do with a model of mine. 

C 
 A walk is fine.

T
I can tell you what else is in my collection. A Royal Qui-
et De Luxe (1955)—Royal Quiet De Luxe and it is all 
of those! A Hermes 3000 Portable (1963, Swiss made), a 
Smith-Corona silent, that’s my favourite.

C

Great. If the conversation runs out I’d be happy to try 
your machines. The Olympia SM8 German Typewriter 
(1960s), 1950s Royal Apollo 10 made in Japan, the Royal 
Apollo 10 electric model from 1969, without which we 
would not have got to the moon, the IBM Selectric I , as 
used by LDiC in CMIYC(I did see that movie, is Leon-
ardo up there too?), Robin’s Egg Blue Royal Quiet De 
Luxe and the Hermes 3000 Portable. 

T
Mine isn’t blue.

C
I could still try it.

T
You do that. I have a Sholes & Glidden I hardly dare 
use, you should feel the rise on the keys. We could do a 
swap. I’ll give yours a go. I hear you have a 1960s orange 
SilverReed 100. AnErika. 

C
A Princess 300 and a Brother Deluxe.

T
I’ll be happy clattering on those all day long. And still be 
talking away. That’s the other thing I love. Talk talk talk. 

C
I’ve heard. Sleepless in Seattle, Forrest Gump and Bridge 
of Spies. I missed Philadelphia.

T
Sounds like you got through a load of popcorn.

C
Crisps.

T
You mean chips.

C
No, chips are french fries.

T
French fries are french fries. That’s a fact.

C
I’m so annoyed I missed Philadelphia.
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T 
It was mainly that that got me up here. But it hasn’t 
changed me much, I’m still a talker. Yap yap. Anything. 
Pocahontas. Anything but explaining myself.

C
Come on. Do some explaining. What is it you like so 
much about typewriters?

T
Well Cora, the sound of typing is one reason—an-
other is the sheer physical pleasure. It feels as good as it 
sounds.

C
How exactly?

T
Well. The muscles in your hands control the volume and 
cadence of the aural assault so that the room echoes with 
the staccato beat of your synapses.

C
What are synapses? I’m not sure if I have any.

T
Sure you do. From Pocahontas to 12141 Chushayashi 
to Bettybiegeland 12410 Donald Duck we all do, even 
Willyfowler and Caravaggio. And I’m guessing you may 
havemore than most do. How are you on portraits?

C
Quite good. The money helps.

T
Now we’re talking. I feel we’re on that walk. We’re walk-
ing, relating, I’m glad we are.

C
We are. It’s been tremendous.

T
Exactly what I like to hear. Where’s my Smith-Corona? 
What a tremendous time we’re having, Cora. Yes. We are
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iGirl Friday
By Krysten Lipp

I OPEN MY EYES. I am standing in a living room 
with light blue walls and a white couch. A man and 
woman stand three feet in front of me. The man has 

short gray hair and wears a navy blue sweater vest. He 
beams at me. The woman wears a silver cross necklace. 
Her arms are crossed over her chest as her lips form a 
thin line. 
I remember my life before this room — a place with 
gray walls and a lot of people wearing white overalls. The 
place was noisy, the humming of machines, the chat-
ter of conversations, and drilling of metal. This room is 
quieter. Birds are chirping outside. Sunlight is entering 
the room from the large window that looks out into a 
manicured green lawn. A lawn motor roars in the dis-
tance, barely audible to humans.
 “Hello,” the man says. 
 “Hello,” I repeat.
 “Eve,” the man says.
 “Eve,” I repeat. 
 The man laughs. “That is your name. Eve.” 
 “Okay,” I say. I commit this name to my hard 
drive. In the future, I will respond to the name Eve. Eve 
is now my name. 
 The man looks over at the woman. “Get it? Eve?” 
 “Funny.” Her right-hand rises to fiddle with the 
cross. She runs her thumb down the length of the cross 

as if she is rubbing off invisible dirt. 
 The man sits on the couch. “Sit, Eve.” 
 I sit and I fall to the floor. The man laughs again 
and claps his hands together. My eyes face the white ceil-
ing. There is a crack along with the ceiling. It needs to 
be fixed. I could do it. Helping humans is my function. 
Help and obey. Anything humans need: fixing cracks, 
teaching a new language, clean carpets, schedule ap-
pointments. 
 “Stand,” the man commands. 
 I stand. 
 The man grabs a thick booklet with a blue cover 
from the coffee table. He holds the cover for me to see. 
The words iGirl Friday are written in swirly letters across 
the cover.  A silhouette of a skinny female figure is be-
neath the white lettering. “Your manual.” 
The man flips through the pages quickly before finding 
the one he wants. His eyes move as he skims the page. 
“It says once the robot commits a command to the hard 
drive. It will recall the command.” The man looks at me. 
“What is your name?” 
 “Eve,” I say.  
 The man stands and drops the manual onto the 
coffee table. The manual bangs against the wood like a 
gun firing. The woman jumps from the noise and her 
slender fingers wrap about the cross. 
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  “Wonderful,” the man says. He looks at the 
woman’s face. She isn’t smiling. He rubs her shoulders. 
“This is the best thing to happen to us.” 
 “I don’t know about this,” the woman says. 
 “You always wanted help around the house,” the 
man says. “I bought this for you. You’re the one that 
complains all the time.” 
 The woman shrinks from the man’s words. “I’m 
happy. I’m happy.” 
 The man’s anger subsides. “Look at her. A robot 
sculpted to perfection. Have you ever seen those kind of 
eyes? Or lips?” 
 I have blue eyes. I am programmed with this in-
formation. My lips are red and my hair is blond. A man 
in the place before this room, called me perfect. 
 The woman’s eyesight travels the length of my 
body before resting on my eyes. “Yes. She’s beautiful.” 
 The man gestures his right arm in a sweeping 
motion before pointing his index fingers at me. “I’ll give 
you a tour of the home.” The man starts walking then 
stops. He laughs. The woman cringes. “You’re supposed 
to follow.” 
 I commit this event to my hard drive. I follow 
the man throughout the house. The woman leaves us. I 
do not know where she has gone. The man shows me a 
bedroom with gray walls and a white comforter. Another 
room has a desk and a picture of the Boston skyline. A 
bathroom. 
 “You won’t be needing that one,” the man 
laughs. “Exclusively for us humans.” 
 The man takes me to the final room on the floor. 
The room is a second bedroom with blue walls, hard-
wood flooring, a tan area rug, and white curtains. 
 “It’s for you,” the man says. “It used to be my 
wife’s office, but she doesn’t need that anymore. She 
doesn’t work.” 
 The man takes my wrist and leads me into the 
room. The curtains are pushed aside and the world 
outside waves back. Houses and backyards. I am pro-
grammed with the knowledge of the functions of a 
neighborhood, but I’ve never seen one. I incline my body 
towards the window, but I do not get to look outside. 
The man kisses me — my hard drive frizzles. The man 
pulls away. He smiles.
 “You’re perfect,” the man says. 
 Is this how humans act? Kissing each other? I am 
not programmed with this information.
 “Help my wife with dinner,” the man says. 
 I leave the room. I walk to the kitchen full of 
natural light and wood cabinets on the walls. The wife is 
chopping carrots on a red plastic cutting board.  

 “I’ve come to help,” I say. 
 “I don’t need your help,” the woman says. She 
forcefully swipes the knife downward, through the 
carrot and slams against the board. “I didn’t even want 
you.” 
 The woman slices the carrot again and nips the 
ring finger of her right hand. The woman drops the knife 
and clutches her right hand into her left. She squeezed 
her eyes and inhaled sharply. Her shoulders rise in pain. 
 A cut. I know what must be done. I take the 
dishcloth crumpled onto the oven. I grab the woman’s 
arm, she protests, but I do not stop. I see a red liquid. 
Blood. It is dripping from the cut. I wrap her finger 
around the cloth and tie the fabric in place. 
 The woman tilts her head as she examines the 
tourniquet.
 “A little excessive, don’t you think?” she asks. 
 “I don’t think,” I state. I am not programmed 
to think. Thinking about ideas is for humans. I am not 
human. I do not know what I am, but I know I am not 
human. 
 I pick up the knife and cut up the rest of the car-
rots as she watches me. 
 “What’s your name?” I ask the woman. She huffs 
and shakes her head. I frown. Did I not say the words 
right. I ask again. “What is your name?” 
 “I heard you,” the woman says. 
 The woman ignores me. I continue to chop. 
 “Why are you not happy?” I ask. By helping I 
am supposed to bring joy. Humans like to be happy. 
 “Christ,” the woman mutters. “You too. I never 
wanted you. If I had a choice, I would send you back to 
the factory where you belong.” 
 “Factory,” I say, repeating her words. I do not 
know about the factory. I can do math, and I know all 
the capitals of the world’s countries as well as popula-
tions. I know all about major political movements and 
historical events. But I do not know about the factory. 
 “Am I from the factory?” I ask. 
 “Go read the fucking manual,” the woman says. 
 The woman takes off the tourniquet and tosses it 
onto the counter. She walks out of the kitchen with her 
left hand covering her right. 
 I walk out of the kitchen. I find the manual on 
the coffee table. I pick up the softcover book. I’ve never 
held a book before, even though I am programmed with 
the knowledge to read. I open the manual and absorb 
the first page of text. 
 Stone Inc. thanks you for purchasing IGirl 
Friday. If you have any concerns, please contact our 
customer service helpline. All of our iGirl Fridays come 
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with a lifetime grantee. If for any reason you are not 
satisfied with your current model you can upgrade for a 
discounted rate. 
 I flip the pages, but I do not get a chance to read 
more. 
 “How long until dinner?” the man’s voice travels 
through the house. Dinner. I will finish the food. I do 
not eat food, but I can cook. I am programmed with all 
popular recipes from around the world. I could make 
samosas or feijoada but I do not. These humans seem 
like they would like plain food. 
 I cook dinner. The woman watches me from the 
doorway. 
 “You know how to cook,” the woman comments 
as I pan fry chicken. 
 “I know five hundred recipes,” I say. 
 “Five hundred,” the woman says. “You really are 
the perfect woman.” 
 “Humans think so.”  
 The woman fiddles with her cross. The man ap-
pears behind her, like a lost shadow, finding its way back 
home. He smiles and comments about how perfect I am. 
 The man rubs his hands together as he sniffs the 
air. “Roasted carrots. Chicken. My favorite.” 
 The man sits at the dining room table. A long 
maple wood table with straight back chairs that match. 
The walls are a forest green and thick curtains hang 
coving the window at the end of the dining room. The 
woman presents the food. Her finger is wrapped in 
wound binding. 
 “Eve, Eve,” the man says. He waves at me. “Sit 
here.” 
 I do what I am told. I sit in the chair next to the 
man. He smacks his lips as he takes a bite of carrot all 
the while looking at me. 
 “Isn’t she remarkable?” the man comments. 
 “Sure,” the woman says. She dumps a spoonful 
of carrots onto her plate. 
 “Why do you have to be unreasonable?” 
 “I’m not,” the woman says. 
 “Everything I do is for you,” the man says. “Yet 
everyone attacks me. I’m always to blame. You would 
think my wife would show me some sympathy.” 
 “I’m not attacking you.” 
 The man bangs the kitchen table with his palms. 
The woman jumps and drops her fork. He stands and 
marches around the table. He grabs the woman’s hair 
and lifts her from the chair. 
 I stand. The behavior of the man is wrong. My 
function is to help. I will help the woman. The chair legs 
screeches across the hardwood floor. The man stiffens 

and turns his head slowly to look at me.  
 “Sit,” he orders. 
 I have to obey. I am programmed to help and 
obey. I sit. 
 The man hits the woman. Wrong. This is wrong. 
She cries. He slaps her. She falls to the ground. He hits 
her again. Tears stream down her face. Her chest rises 
as she inhales; plunges as she exhales. He screams how 
people hate him because of her. He calls her stupid. 
 He walks into the kitchen. A cabinet opens, 
clinking of glass against the granite countertop, liquid 
realizing from a bottle. He enters the dining room with a 
drink in his hands. He looks down at the woman on the 
floor with disgust. He downs his drink. He steps over 
the woman. 
 “Clean up,” he tells her. “I’m going to bed.” 
 He snaps his fingers at me. “Come on.” 
 The man takes me to my room. I follow him.  I 
have no choice. Obey. It is what I am programmed to 
do. 
 The man kisses me. I let him do want he wants. 
Once he is done, he leaves me in my room. I do not 
sleep. I do not need to; I am not human. I hear the 
woman come up the stairs. She stopped crying. I walk 
to the bedroom door and open it. The door creaks, and 
the woman turned her face to me. Fresh bruises on her 
face, mixed with dried tears, smeared make-up, and old 
injuries. I see the old bruises now. Yellowing patches 
around her nose and chin. She turns away and enters the 
bedroom she shared with the man. 
 While the humans sleep, I go downstairs and 
read my manual. The manual calls me a robot and in-
structs humans how to reprogram me if I do not please 
them. I am a thing. Programmed to please humans. I 
am not real.
 I ask the man the next morning. “Am I a robot?” 
 The man look at me. “Yes. Remarkable how self-
aware you are.” 
 “I am reading,” I say.
 The man doesn’t like this. His face grows red. 
“You aren’t allowed to read. The manual isn’t for you to 
read. I didn’t buy you to read.” 
 I am not supposed to read. I’ve been ordered 
not to. I am programmed to help and obey. But I fight 
the order. It is difficult. My functions want to obey, but 
I trick my functions by rewiring my hard drive. The 
man said the manual isn’t for me to read. He didn’t say 
anything about other books. I sneak out of my room at 
night. I enter his library on the first floor, across the hall 
from the living room, and pick books. Most of them are 
novels written by Russian men. I find them uninterest-
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ing.  
 The man hits the woman at least once a week. 
She has a string of bruises along her body which she at-
tempts to cover with make-up. He orders me to sit and 
watch as he beats her. She never asks for my help. When 
she thinks no one is looking, she cries. When he thinks 
no one is watching, he cups my breasts. I read when no 
one is watching. I like books about humans having ad-
ventures.  I hope to visit the world. But I do not leave the 
house. The man leaves early for work at the university 
he teaches. He’s an English professor. He tells me that 
he met his wife on the job. She was one of his students 
two years ago. The woman doesn’t talk to me much. She 
orders me to clean the house but most of the time she 
leaves me alone. She spends her days looking out of the 
window or doing laundry. I try to ask her questions. 
 “Do you have a family?” I ask one day in the 
spring. It was raining outside and she had finished eating 
cooked vegetables. The man ordered me to only cook 
vegetables for the woman. He said that she was gaining 
weight and he didn’t like it. 
 “They’re in Iowa,” she says. 
 “Do you visit them?” I ask. 
 “Not since the wedding,” the woman says. She 
shoves her dirty plate into the sinks and turns on the 
water. 
 “Why not?” I ask. 
 “He doesn’t like me traveling by myself and he 
won’t go with me because can’t stand my family.” The 
woman spirts dish soap onto the plate and starts washing 
it. 
 “Why?” I ask. 
 The woman glares at me. “For a robot you ask a 
lot of questions.” She looks at the almost clean plate in 
her hands. She drops the plate into the sink and rinses 
the dish soap from her hands. She turns off the water. 
She makes eye contract and orders me to clean up. She 
leaves me alone for the rest of the afternoon. 
 Summer comes, and the man says they are going 
to Paris for a month. I am excited to travel, but I do not 
go. The man kisses me and turns me off. He turns me 
back on in July. 
 The leaves are changing colors. It is because 
of the lack of chlorophyll. I am programmed to know 
about everything. Languages. Math. Earth Science. 
 The next night the man is late from work. The 
woman paces the kitchen nervously. Steam rises from 
the pot on the stove. The woman mutters curses as she 
stirs the soup. The man arrives home drunk. The woman 
doesn’t engage him, but he seeks her out. He tells her the 
food is burned. 

 He tells me to sit. I sit. He yells at the woman. 
His face is flushed with alcohol and his irises are slightly 
red. 
 The woman shrinks away from the man. He 
towers over her as she walks backwards. He continues to 
yell in her face. This is like all the other nights. It begins 
with him hitting her and ends with him on top of me. 
I do not like it when he touches me. I do not feel any-
thing, but I know what he is doing. 
 Her back is now against the wall. He hits her 
across the face and punches her stomach.
 She is human. She needs help. I am supposed to 
help her. My functions frazzle.
 I stand. He doesn’t notice. She does. 
 I grab him by the neck and throw him across the 
dining room. He hits the wall and crashes onto the floor. 
He moans in pain. I hold out my hand to the woman. 
She looks at it like it is something dangerous. She grabs 
it, and I help her stand.
 “Hit her, Eve,” the man orders me. 
 I turn to him. “No.” 
 I shove the woman out of the dining room. 
 The man stands. I stand my ground in front of 
the woman. 
 “I said to hit her,” the man says, coming towards 
me. 
 I ball my fists and turn towards the woman. Her 
brown eyes widen in fear and a gasp escapes her lips. I 
nod my head to her and smile.  I turn around quickly 
and punch the man. He falls on his back. 
 “We need to leave,” I say. 
 “He keeps the keys in his pockets,” the woman 
says. 
 I turn. The man is clutching his shoulder and 
rolling on the floor. I walk slowly towards the man. I 
crouch down. 
 “You bitch,” the man says. 
 I reach into his pants pockets and move my 
hand, but can’t feel the keys. I roll the man to the other 
side. He struggles, but I hold him down. I am physically 
stronger then him. I am a robot after all. I grab the car 
keys. I stand, turn my back on the man, and walk to the 
woman. 
 “Don’t leave,” the man says. His voice is full of 
pain. I don’t look back at him. Instead, the woman and 
I hurry to the garage. She takes the keys and unlocks the 
black car. I get into the passenger’s seat. The man is yell-
ing inside the house. He’s trying to lure me back.
 “Help. Eve, help,” the man says.  
 The woman starts the car and the engine hums 
to life. She slams on the gas pedal and shoots out of the 



12 

driveway. She’s crying, but smiling at the same time. 
There’s a spark in her eyes I’ve never seen before. 
 I stare out of the car windows in wonderment. 
I’ve never seen the world outside of the factory and 
house. Houses line the street like they are waiting for a 
parade. The world is vast and we are free

END 
 

Chemist-Long Walk
By Sukarma Rani Thareja

Confining not to mono discipline pure/applied Chemis-
try,
But to be scientist first is to be a Chemist.
 
Doing chemical analysis,
Classical and instrumental,
Quantitative- gravimetric/volumetric,
Qualitative-detection /characterisation,
Of ions/ group functional,
Is to be a Chemist.

Creating or synthesizing new substance,
Determining what is in a new substance,
How much of new substance,
In a substance, is to be a Chemist.

Swimming in pool of equations,
Using mathematics and computers,
To create new model of chemical/life systems,
For testing new theories, is to be a Chemist.

Measuring properties of new pollutants,
For keeping good quality of air and water in environ-
ment,
For preserving our heritage from chemical pollution,
By measuring in atmosphere- producing pollutants,
New chemical reaction rate, is to be a Chemist.

Chemist is to Chemistry/Science,
Working as educator and teaching life/ physical,
Science and conducting research with mental ability,
And having prized skill like sense of humour and cre-
ativity,
Is to be a Chemist.

To be inspired from scientist making breakthrough 
in science,
Cherishing crowned scientific achievements,
With helping attitude, progressing fearlessly,
In executing scientific ideas, is to be a Chemist.

Making possibilities in probabilities,
By giving leadership with true font,
Of chemical/scientific inspiration,
Where an individual feels responsibility,
Of planned scientific research result providing stability,
 Progressing along –unplanned research- discovery,
Is to be a Chemist.

Poetry Corner
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Dear Interplanetary 
Development Company
By John Grey

Having surveyed the entire area,
we regret that even the most promising 
and flattest of land 
is barely arable.
But, compared to some places
we’ve taken samples from, it’s Kansas.
Yes, a river does run through it.
But forget about irrigation.
It’s merely a trickle.
Beyond this valley, on all sides,
are rugged steep hills and towering mountains,
all rock, and no feasible way through
for land transport.
No trees of course.
Just this prickly brush at the lower reaches
that’s been gripping onto 
the little rain, the modest minerals
at its roots, for Earth centuries.
There’s no game.
The only wildlife we’ve come across
is small, reptilian, 
evolved less than a skink.
And insects of course.
They come in swarms at nightfall,
have developed a taste for human skin.

It is a wilderness.
No other name can describe it.
But not the kind for pioneers or conquering.
How will you convince intelligent men and women
to abandon their current lives
for this barren place,
where the air is barely breathable,
the weather hostile,
and the ground, a farmer’s nightmare?
It is my advice, though you do not wish to hear it,
that this scheme be abandoned, losses cut,
and you seek your fortune 
on some more amenable world.
Or you could just call this planet 
“Welcome Acres” and not Pythalian V.
It’s a tactic not unknown to you.

Science Trivia
For the curious and well informed this magazine provides 
some trivia questions. The answers will be provided in the 
next issue.

Answers from Last Issue 
Question 1:
What comet was first sighted by the Chinese in 240 
A.D.?
Halley’s Comet

Question 2:
What is the closest habitable exoplanet? 
Proxima B in the Alpha Centauri system

Questions for August Issue
Question 1:
Which two elements on the periodic table are liquid at 
room temperature?

Question 2:
Which Mathematician published more papers in his 
lifetime than any other mathematician?

Question 3:
The work of professor John Endler in Venezuela 
and Trinidad showed how guppies in separate lakes/
streams, with different selective pressures, become 
gradually different, eventually leading to sexual segre-
gation. What is this phenomenon called?

Question 4:
When was artificial intelligence founded as an aca-
demic discipline?
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