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Letter from  
the Editor 
 

The ninth issue of Hexagon Magazine 

marks the start of our third year of publication.  

On the prairies, summer has almost 

arrived. Spring showers have filled the forecast 

lately, but the sun is scheduled to make its first 

real appearances this week. It feels appropriate 

then that we should be releasing our summer issue 

in preparation for the sunny days ahead. 

I have been working hard for the past two 

years to bring you amazing international 

speculative fiction written by some of the most 

brilliant short fiction writers in the industry. With 

your support, we have been able to raise our pay 

rates and acquire some incredible work that will 

be coming in future issues. 

 Issue 9 begins with Pedro Iniguez’s “Option 

One,” a poem about the dangers of attempting to 

find solutions to our climate crisis without 

accepting that we must make changes to our 

lifestyles in order save our planet. 

 Second is “Build-a-Pet,” written by Mary E. 

Lowd. The story explores the ethics of genetic 

manipulation and a possible future brought about 

by the extreme commodification of pets.  

 Next is “To the Dark Side of the Moon,” 

Grace Chan’s tale of a cyborg healer attempting to 

save remnants of humanity and struggling to let 

them choose what is best for themselves. 

 Andrew Kozma’s “Working Overtime at the 

Kludge Factory” follows a government 

representative as he takes a tour of the Kludge 

factory, a facility designed to find functional 

replacements for species which have gone extinct,  

 To end the issue, Evan Marcroft’s “Dogor” 

introduces us to the Trucy Troop and lets us 

follow along as TruceHurts adopts a new mascot, 

an adorable dog whose DNA has been locked in 

Siberian ice for thousands of years. 

 The cover art for the issue was done by Will 

Tempest and features Dogor surrounded by a very 

different environment than his ancestors were no-

doubt accustomed to. Will’s use of bright colours 

and intricate advertisement designs paint us a 

picture of a relic of the past in a future dominated 

by corporations and capitalism. 

 In very exciting news, the Hexagon SF 

Magazine Year Two Anthology, collecting all of 

the poems, short stories, and art which we 
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published in our second year will be available for 

all subscribers in a few weeks! With original art 

from Lukasz Kowalczuk, this is not an anthology 

you will want to miss!	

 Following the incredible success of Anna 

Madden’s Ironwood zine which we released for 

subscribers in April, we are also working hard to 

bring more exclusive content to our wonderful 

supporters later this year. Both MYRIAD digital 

zines are now available exclusively for subscribers 

through our Patreon. 

 The birds are chirping and the sun is shining 

which means that it is time for me to be sitting 

outside. So please, pull your chair up to a window, 

sit on your balcony, or find a cozy spot in the park 

and enjoy the ninth issue of Hexagon SF 

Magazine. 

   

 JW Stebner 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

–  
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Option One 
by Pedro Iniguez 

 

When Earth’s oceans became swamped 

with poisons and rife with trash, humanity knew  

it had to act fast, 

or slowly perish and watch its aquatic world gasp  

its very last. 

 

The solution to mankind’s pollution issues  

could be mitigated two ways;  

Option One: through mass purging, they could fell 

the swell of their littering ranks;  

or Option Two: their ecological footprint  

could be radically reduced. 

The second option was chosen  

and the nanites were produced. 

 

Genetic molecular structures 

were designed in haste  

to sub-atomically dismantle 

toxins, dioxins, heavy metals, plastics, silica, 

and general waste.  

 

The nanites swarmed every granule of debris,  

devouring bags and straws, sipping slicks of oil 

and spills of bleach.  

Across vast oceans they drifted  

until they reached the white sand 

shores of every bay and every beach. 
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It was then, when they scuttled ashore,  

that they detected many more pollutants  

nestled in the sand; an assortment of trash  

like plastic pellets, polymers, and firewood ash. 

 

Their swarms obliterated everything, 

expelling particles and atoms  

too small to see. 

And when they reached the sprawl of the city, 

humans were awash in the same filth and toxicity; 

their silicone implants, their contact lenses,  

their guts lined with mercury. 

 

Up and down  

like locusts, the nanites multiplied 

across every countryside, village, city, and town,  

consuming every bit of toxic flesh  

until its mission was finally done. 

And unwittingly, what saved  

the oceans and the Earth was not just Option Two,  

but also, Option One. 
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Build-a-Pet  
by Mary E. Lowd 

Leslie yanked the toggle on the Build-a-

Pet arcade machine with one hand and mashed the 

big round buttons with the other. On the screen 

looming above her head, a colorful, twisted ladder 

bent and spun around, and large friendly letters 

spelled out words she couldn’t read yet. Though 

she did recognize the letter L. She knew that one 

from her own name. 

From across the Papa’s Calzone play yard, 

Leslie’s mom called for her. But if Leslie 

pretended not to hear, she knew she could play for 

a few minutes longer. The indoor playground was 

complete chaos on such a rainy evening, and it 

would take a while for her mom to find her among 

all the taller, older kids. 

Leslie gave up mashing the buttons and 

yanked on the toggle with both hands. She knew 

this game did more than just spell out letters on its 

screen, because she’d seen an older kid playing it 

earlier, and that kid had left with a brand new 

purple and green cuddle dragon nestled on her 

shoulder! The little dragon had cooed and purred 

like an owlet crossed with a kitten. 

Suddenly, the screen changed—instead of 

big friendly but inscrutable letters, the whole wide 

screen filled with a gloppy, gloopy, amorphous, 

smiling, amoeboid creature. Kind of like an emoji 

crossed with a macroscopic mitochondria. Leslie 

let go of the toggle to clap her hands with glee. 

But then she got her little hands right back on the 

those controls, because she didn’t want a pet that 

looked like a tiny bean bag chair. She wanted a 

flying kitty! Or a tiny unicorn. Or one of those 

things that had a bird head and a lion body. She 

was flexible. She’d take a tiny bean bag as long as 

it was cuddly, and she could sleep with it in her 

bed at night, and take it with her to kindergarten 

when that started, because kindergarten sounded 

really scary, and she was going to need a cuddly 

bean bag pet to get her through it. Or maybe 

something scary like a midnight black buffalo 

crossed with a wolf to protect her. Yeah, that 

would be good. 

As Leslie mashed the keys—faster and 

faster because she could hear her mother’s calls 

growing closer—the image on the screen altered, 

gaining more definite features. The bean bag body 

extruded out into a head and limbs, first four 

limbs, then six, up to eight, and back down to six. 

Two of the limbs flattened and feathered into 

wings. Next a tail extruded from the animal’s butt 
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and rotated through a variety of styles, settling on 

a tufted lion’s tail. Meanwhile the head reformed 

into a series of shapes with longer or shorter 

muzzles, triangular or rounded ears, and 

occasionally a big bushy mane. 

All the while, the creature’s fur kept 

changing colors. 

Leslie knew the creature was done when it 

stopped rotating, smiled really big with its goofy 

koala face, and did a dance with its pudgy hippo 

legs. Its fur was a beautiful blend of rainbow and 

giraffe patterning, and next to those big koala ears, 

a pair of knobby giraffe horns stuck up from its 

head. 

“It’s so cute!” Leslie squealed. Which was 

a mistake. The sound of her high pitched voice 

allowed her mother to finally find her. 

“There you are!” 

“Mommy, Mommy, we have to get this 

pet I made!” She tugged on the hem of her 

mother’s raincoat. Her mother hated that. But this 

was really important. 

Leslie’s mom looked at the dancing 

animal on the Build-a-Pet machine’s screen. 

“That’s very nice, honey,” she said in the voice 

that meant she wasn’t listening and wouldn’t give 

Leslie what she wanted. “But we need to go.” 

“But I made it!” Leslie cried. 

Her mother tilted her head and looked 

more closely at the screen, but it was too late. The 

design that Leslie had poured so much of her heart 

and soul into disappeared, and all those pesky 

unreadable letters returned. 

“You didn’t design that,” her mom said. 

“This machine takes a credit card to work. It’s just 

playing the demo.” 

Heartbroken, Leslie repeated the word, 

“Demo?” 

“Yeah, it’s what the machine does to 

make it look exciting and trick people into putting 

money in it.” 

“But! My pet!” 

Leslie’s mom knelt down and took the 

little girl’s hands in her much bigger ones. “The 

pets from these machines . . .” She bit her lip in 

the way that meant she had something to say that 

would be confusing. “Look, they’re not very 

ethical, and I don’t want to support this company. 

But—” 

Leslie started crying. 

“BUT,” her mother repeated. “I wasn’t 

going to tell you this until closer to your birthday 

next month, but Daddy’s already picked out a pet 

for us. See, one of the women he works with has a 

cat who just had kittens . . .” 
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It took a moment for her mother’s words 

to sink in, but it’s amazing how quickly tears can 

clear up when a four-year-old realizes she’s about 

to get a kitten of her very own. 

Leslie wondered what color it would be. 
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To the Dark Side 
of the Moon 
by Grace Chan 

 

The Councillor’s private ship gleams like a 

polished jade against the black. Silver letters swirl 

across an emerald hull: Lot’s Wife. As our 

velocities align, a flexible tube glues its mouth 

around my vessel’s docking port. The connection 

trembles into my skull. 

I disembark into a shadowy chamber strung 

with stone amulets, smelling of incense and 

battery fuel. An android in a wide-sleeved 

cheongsam helps me remove my pressure suit and 

eases my joints with warm, gelatinous hands. 

Transit vessels are built for efficiency, not 

comfort. 

“Would you like a cup of rice wine before 

you see her?” 

I’m tense, but I’m afraid to loosen my 

tongue. “No, thank you.” 

The android leads me down a carpeted 

corridor. The grav-implants in my bones click 

softly, calibrating to the ship’s indicators. Floral 

branches embroidered in gold thread decorate the 

cheongsam’s champagne fabric. The diamond-

shaped open back reveals glassy skin, exquisite 

innards. The mod looks sophisticated. A military 

droid, cross-purposed for pleasure. Security and 

solace. 

We enter the Councillor’s sitting room, and 

I sink to my knees on the guest-cushion. 

Councillor Qiao is standing in front of a 

curved window, gazing upon Earth’s cloud-

scalloped surface. At the sound of the door, she 

turns and strolls towards me.  

I’ve seen her countless times on the 

broadcasts. Even in pixelated holo, she’s 

undeniably lovely. But in the flesh? My breath 

catches in my throat. On anyone else, the unbound 

tresses would’ve looked dated, rustic. On her, it’s 

formidable. A beaded sternal plate frames her 

breasts. Notes of sandalwood flow from her body. 

Qiao gestures for me to rise and take a 

chaise longue. She sits opposite me. In my starch-

stiff augura-robes, with my black hair knotted at 

the crown, I feel as drab as a dung beetle. I tuck 

my hands under my knees to hide their trembling. 

The android sets a platter of sliced melon in 

front of us before leaving the room. 

The Councillor looks me up and down. 
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“Your Excellency,” I stammer. By Nerim’s 

blood—I’ve had weeks to prepare for this 

audience, and I’m still a nervous mess. “My name 

is Zuan Zhilan, and I’m a healing augura working 

in the Domes—” 

“I know who you are,” Qiao interrupts. “I 

do read my briefing notes.” She reaches for the 

fruit. Her split-sleeves fall aside, revealing 

turmeric-milk arms, marked with hundreds of 

linear ink scars. One for each year of service to 

the Circle. “Help yourself.” 

My stomach is twisted tighter than my hair. 

“No, thank you.” 

“No? First lunar harvest of the year. You’re 

missing out.” She wraps her lips around a green 

crescent. Juice dribbles down her chin, but she 

makes no move to wipe. “Go on. You wish to 

speak with me about the Delicates.” 

I rifle through the notes in my retina. “Yes, 

Councillor. Over the past ten years, more and 

more Delicates have sought shelter in the Domes. 

Their diseases are growing increasingly complex, 

and our treatments aren’t as effective as they once 

were. They’re dying younger.” 

I push graphs and statistics and pictures into 

her mind. The median life expectancy of the 

Delicates has dropped below fifty Earth-years. I 

expect that this number will shock the Councillor. 

In all inhabited zones, life expectancy has 

stabilised at above one hundred and sixty. 

Qiao finishes the slice and licks her fingers. 

“Your numbers are different, Zuan, but your plea 

is hardly new. For centuries, you augura have tried 

to save the Delicates. We funded your 

predecessors’ research, but you’re fighting an 

uphill battle against their flawed code.” 

“Circle funding helped us make significant 

advances,” I say, a little defensively. “Despite 

some setbacks, our research improved the health 

of the Delicates—and of broader humanity.” 

Smiling faintly, Qiao takes a second slice of 

melon. I try to read her, but my enhancements 

slide off her, vague and inconclusive. 

When the other augura heard that my 

audience ballot had been granted, they’d cautioned 

me about Qiao. She wields empathy like a 

warmed knife, they said. She’ll slide into your 

flesh without you feeling a thing. Her implants are 

so finely tuned, she’ll play your unconscious like 

a pipa. 

But in her presence, I feel I’m looking at 

someone who’d perhaps once been ferocious, even 

menacing—yet is now a little fatigued. 

Perhaps her act is that good. 

I lace my enhanced hands tightly in my lap. 

Frequent immersion in the healing vats has eroded 
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translucent patches in my skin, through which 

tiny, whirring cogs are visible. 

“You are seeking more money, I assume,” 

she drawls. “You can turn off the pictures. I’m not 

one to be swayed by distressing close-ups of 

tumour-riddled bodies. Tell me about your plans.” 

I stop the mind-stream. “Templates for 

bloodborne nanodroids to detect and eat cancerous 

cells. A hive program to hunt for new analgesic 

potions. A bone-thickening bolus that’s already 

showed promise in pilot trials. We have so many 

projects, Councillor . . . we just need resources. 

Time. Money. Faith.” 

“Why do you want to help them, Zuan?” 

I shift in my seat. I hadn’t expected a 

personal question. “I—well, I think everyone has 

the right to live free of pain and disease.” 

Qiao’s smile says: That’s an answer, but not 

your answer. 

I look down at my hands again. “I know 

most people don’t think about the Delicates 

anymore. Back in the fourth millennia, when the 

problem of their code became apparent, there was 

a flurry of activity—genuine attempts to rescue 

them from their biology. When our hopes didn’t 

bear out, enthusiasm gave way to disappointment, 

and then to disengagement. It’s easier to keep the 

problem unseen. But I see their frailty, their 

beauty, and their . . . wholeness. I . . . I still want 

to fight for them. I need to.” 

Qiao surveys me, her expression betraying 

nothing. “Draw up a petition. I’ll present it to the 

Circle next moon.” 

I’d expected to beg. I thank her profusely, 

but she interrupts me by rising from her chair. I 

rise too, but my implants overestimate the ship-

grav. I teeter. Velvet curtains and patterned 

wallpaper pitch like a deck in a debris field. 

The Councillor grasps my elbow and escorts 

me to the door as though I’m a child. Coolness 

flows from her palm. She’s amused by my 

novelty, by my skittishness in her presence. 

As the door slides open to reveal the 

waiting android, Qiao kisses me on the cheek, 

leaving a sticky imprint. “A vital question, augura. 

Do your Delicates want your help?” 

Before I can reply, she nudges me out of the 

room. 

Back in the docking chamber, amulets clink 

around my ears as the android helps me don my 

pressure-suit. After I’ve crammed myself back 

into my transit vessel, I touch the juice-stain on 

my cheek and brush my fingers across my lower 

lip. 

With a roar, the vessel disengages from 

Lot’s Wife and plummets back towards Earth. I 
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close my eyes and grip the armrests. My tongue 

tingles with an indescribable taste: honey 

sweetness, dark smoke, and a lingering coldness 

like the flat of a blade. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

By the time I return to the Domes, it’s late 

afternoon. A group of residents are in the 

greenhouse, transferring seedlings into a vegetable 

patch. Sunlight flows mellow through the glass 

ceiling, filtered from heat and ultraviolet to protect 

their fragile skin. They lift their heads and wave 

as I pass. 

In the next Dome, I descend to the 

underground healing rooms. I run into Guang, a 

hardworking augura with a special interest in 

longevity. We exchange glances. We’ve worked 

together so long that we hardly need words. She 

reads in the satisfied quirk of my lips the outcome 

of my extraplanetary excursion. I read from her 

guarded smile that Jiyu is in healing. 

“What happened?” I ask. 

“He wasn’t feeling well yesterday, so we 

ran a scan.”  

She streams the results to me. Two small 

tumours, in his liver.  

A moving walkway takes us to his healing 

room. Jiyu is lying in a glass tank, submerged in 

blue fluid, his face stretched and ghoulish. His 

mouth twitches around the plastic tube running 

into it. Something swells in my throat. I 

recalibrate. 

Guang places a hand on my shoulder. “He’s 

responding well to the infusion.” 

“I’ll wait in my lab,” I say, brushing her 

aside. 

Two hours later, Jiyu finds me. His thin 

frame makes hard edges beneath his papery robe. 

His still-damp black hair clings to his neck, 

trailing water. Although I’ve only been away for a 

few days, he looks smaller than I remembered.  

He rests a pale hand against the lab door. 

There’s a gracefulness in the movement that 

reminds me suddenly of our first meeting, a 

decade ago now. 

He used to be a shapist, a dancer. I suppose 

he still is, even though his body’s betraying him. 

I’d been in Chongqing visiting a friend; she’d 

dragged me to a theatre show. Even from the back 

of the auditorium, I’d noticed him amongst the 

glittering lights and iridescent bodies. He moved 

with a steadfast ferocity. 

Afterwards, we’d followed the cast to a 

downtown bar. Perhaps I’d been a bit stim-
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buzzed, but when I’d seen him sitting alone in the 

shadows, I’d bought him a drink. I’d never been 

attracted to a Delicate before, but I couldn’t tear 

my eyes away from his lean, flat body and the 

Adam’s apple straining his neck. I asked him how 

he’d come to be a shapist; you didn’t see many 

Delicates strong enough to dance. He was healthy, 

back then, and full of life. We drank shochu and 

ate stim until the early hours of the morning. 

My friend asked me, the next day, what 

proto-sex was like. I merely gave her a sly smile. 

In the years that followed, Jiyu and I met up 

every few moons, when our schedules aligned. 

Then, two years ago, he arrived unexpectedly at 

the Domes where I worked—haggard, fatigued, 

dismissed from his theatre group—and checked 

himself in as a resident. He was twenty-nine years 

old. 

I fetch him a chair, and he sinks into it, 

wincing. 

“I missed you,” Jiyu says. “How did it go?” 

“Well, I think. Councillor Qiao will present 

my submission next moon.” 

“What did you ask for?” 

“Research funding. You know how much I 

want to work on the bone-thickeners. A handful of 

residents have already signed up for Phase Two. 

Not that I’m pressuring you,” I add hastily. 

Jiyu looks down at his feet, bare against the 

tiles. His neck is a graceful crescent, a stalk of 

barley in the wind. “I know.” 

“How’s your pain, lately?” 

“It’s the same.” 

Jiyu thinks he’s hiding his emotions. I’m so 

accustomed to conversing with layers of implied 

meaning, sometimes I forget that the Delicates 

can’t read all these subtleties. I see the creases of 

pain at the corners of his lips as he shifts in the 

hard chair; his unease about my work, on the tip 

of his tongue, then swallowed. 

“Jiyu,” I say, just as he says, “Zhilan.” 

We both smile, sadly. 

“Zhilan,” he says again. “My bones are 

getting so brittle. It hurts to walk, to sit. The 

infusions aren’t reversing the thinning  

anymore—” 

“I’ll speak with Guang,” I interrupt. “See if 

she has any new formulas—” 

“Zhilan, I’m getting too tired.” 

“I’ll look at your diet, readjust your macros 

and micros. Maybe add some stims, if you’re OK 

with that . . .” 

I know I’m being stubborn. I know I’m 

deliberately not reading him. 

“I reached out to an augura who runs a 

lunar settlement,” he says, ignoring me in turn. 
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“She already has a dozen or so of us there. The 

moon-grav is easier on weak bones . . . and I hear 

the scenery’s not bad, either.” 

Fringe respites, where unregulated 

eccentrics attempt experimental treatments. She 

might call herself an augura, but she doesn’t 

deserve the title. Sometimes, they don’t run any 

treatment at all. Low gravity environments reduce 

strain on the skeletal and cardiovascular systems. 

Fate is slowed, but not stopped. Jiyu’s brought it 

up before. 

Something turns over in my stomach, like a 

wobbly cog. It’s a strange feeling. A hurt feeling. 

Not sadness, not quite. 

I squat down, so we’re almost eye level. I 

take his slender hand and cradle it between my 

bionic palms, tenderly, as tenderly as I’d hold a 

greenhouse seedling. I’ll ask him to wait, even 

though I’ve asked him too many times already. 

It’s only deepening the rift between us. 

“Jiyu, no. Please. Not yet.” 

He lifts his head, black hair falling across 

his eyes. He’s looking at me, but his gaze is 

unfocused, as though I’m transparent. 

“Please, Jiyu. I can help you.” 

Tears spill over and trek down his flushed 

cheeks. 

I embrace him. His body feels fragile and 

shrunken, like an overripe peach. Fear thrums 

through me, that my tough skin and hard bones 

will bruise his gentle flesh. I recalibrate, for the 

two of us. Placing my palms against his back, I 

absorb his sadness, reshape it, and send him a 

kernel of hope. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Three weeks later, I fly to New Osaka. 

Not many people still bother to attend the 

Circle in person. Even from High Earth Orbit, you 

can holo-link with minimal lag. Today, most of 

the Councillors are virtual. The dozen or so who 

are here in the flesh take their seats in the 

depressed centre stage of the round chamber. 

Qiao, to my surprise, is among them. 

I sit in the upper rungs, surrounded by 

holos, hands bunched tightly in my robes. The 

meeting feels interminable. The Councillors 

discuss trade tensions with lunar farmers, access 

to healing augura for the Martian colonies, and the 

latest report from the Chrysalis, a space station 

travelling away from Earth at near light-speed. 

Eventually, Qiao presents my petition. I try 

to read the tone of the room, but the Councillors 
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are adept at guardedness. I sense weariness, 

perhaps. Or frustration. Not a good start. 

“Nanodroids, bone-thickeners, pain relief,” 

says a grey-haired Councillor named Tuyet. Her 

cheeks and arms are engraved with countless 

marks of service. “Same tools, different names. 

The problem’s been dragging on for centuries, for 

as long as we identified the degeneration in the Y 

chromosome. These well-meaning augura are 

fighting a losing battle.” 

“If the problem’s in the code, what about 

codechanging?” Neela, a young Councillor with a 

sapphire sternal plate. 

“There are ethical considerations.” Subira, 

who’s served for just two terms but is already well 

regarded. “Codechanging to such a degree would 

contravene the Safeguards Against Selective 

Reproduction and Eugenics Act.” 

“How are they maintaining their numbers, 

anyway?” interjects Tuyet. “What are their 

methods of reproduction?” 

Qiao’s voice betrays a steely edge. “A 

mixture, I suspect—just like the rest of us. Code-

splicing with partners, altruistic egg-donation 

banks. Proto-sex, for those who have such a 

preference. I hope, Tuyet, that you’re not about to 

suggest limiting sexual freedoms.” 

“Of course not, Qiao.” 

“The Delicates’ situation isn’t simple, but 

we should neither abandon them nor force them to 

undergo treatment.” 

The Councillors confer for a while further 

before voting. My throat constricts. They approve 

the funding, but it’s a token amount. Enough to 

choose one, maybe two, trials. 

I must have made a noise as I stand, 

because everyone swivels their heads towards the 

upper rungs. With all eyes on me, my regulators 

struggle to dampen the rush of adrenaline. Qiao’s 

gaze is sympathetic. I can’t bear it. My vision 

crystallises. 

Turning on my heel, I hurry out of the 

chamber, through a sea of shimmering holos. 

Tears sting my cheeks, but I’m not sad. I’m 

furious—with the Councillors, for not doing more, 

and with the Delicates, for not caring more about 

themselves. And with myself, most of all, because 

I can’t figure out a way to save him. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

To my astonishment, Councillor Qiao finds 

me at the transport station. 

On the grey platform, amidst the bustle of 

late afternoon commuters, she’s a vision. More 

than a few passers-by slow down to gawk at the 
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impeccably groomed woman in gold jewellery and 

burgundy robes, accompanied by two razor-sharp, 

silk-draped androids. 

“Heading back so soon?” she asks with a 

smile. 

“Well, it’s over, isn’t it? You’ve decided. 

My fight isn’t worthwhile.” 

“That’s not what we said, Zuan.” 

“The Circle is tired of hearing about them. 

You’ve stopped caring. There’s no easy solution, 

so you’ve chosen laziness.” 

Qiao’s brows draw together. I bite my 

tongue, knowing I’ve overstepped. Her voice is 

neutral but clipped. “Zuan Zhilan, you misread us. 

The Circle care deeply for the infirm. But we also 

uphold balance. Intervention versus non-

interference. Treatment versus self-determination. 

Your research pursuits are commendable, 

augura—but do they come at the cost of other 

freedoms?” 

I bristle at her reprimand. “Are you saying 

that I’m harming them more than helping them? 

They come to the Domes of their own choice.” 

“Do we give them much of another choice? 

I’m asking you to listen more closely to what they 

want.” 

I open my mouth to retort, but no words 

come. 

Qiao turns to one of her androids. I 

recognise her as the attendant from Lot’s Wife; 

today, her cheongsam is the colour of pearl. 

“Siwen, please transport Augura Zuan back to the 

Domes.” 

“There’s no need—I can take a commuter 

flight—” 

“Siwen will get you home in half the time. 

Good luck in your endeavours, Zuan.” 

Her composure puts me to shame. Cheeks 

burning, head bowed, I kneel on the grimy 

platform. “Your Excellency, thank you for 

bringing my petition to the Circle. I’ve not 

expressed my gratitude well, but you may hold me 

in your debt.” 

When I glance back up, the Councillor is 

already walking away, a bright spot engulfed by 

the drab throng. Only Siwen stands over me, 

offering a glassy hand to help me up. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Half an hour later, I’m in the cockpit of a 

jet plane with the android, slicing through clouds 

at breakneck speed. Below us stretches the 

Philippine Sea, aching blue in the hard sun. I lean 

my forehead against the cool window. 



Hexagon SF Magazine 18 

“Would you like me to cheer you up?” 

Siwen asks. 

“Aren’t you flying a ship?” 

The android smiles. “Dear augura—I was 

designed for multitasking.” 

After my visit to Lot’s Wife, I’d looked up 

her service record. Built last decade, she was 

initially deployed as security detail for one Mian 

Shizen, a high-ranking official with a moonward 

estate. Later, she’d patrolled lunar plantations, 

safeguarding crucial agricultural supplies to be 

transported to Earth. 

“Siwen, what’s it like on the moon?” 

“You’ve never been?” 

“Oh, once or twice, ages ago—when I was 

a child.” 

Siwen glances at me sidelong. I wonder 

how much nuance was coded into her model’s 

communication circuits. 

Her tone is unexpectedly melancholy, and 

brings fresh tears to my eyes. “When you’re on 

the moon, it feels as though you’re speaking 

directly to the heavens. The future and the past 

fall away. Everything becomes immediate, crystal 

clear.” 

I turn away again, staring down at the ocean 

until the bright pain pushes the tears back. The 

past reaches for me with heavy hands. I remember 

Jiyu, tugging me through the dazzling streets of 

Shanghai, tossing his head back in vibrant 

laughter. Dancing on the balcony at sunrise, 

silhouetted against the Singaporean cityscape. 

Half-waking in the middle of the night in our 

Tokyo hotel room, whispering to me that he’d 

dreamt he was holding a child’s hand. 

Lot’s wife looked back, and she was turned 

into a pillar of salt for her sin. But I think Qiao 

named her ship perfectly. Sometimes, we must 

look back, to know which way to move forward. 

I swallow hard. Deep in my bones, a 

decision has already been made. As we land 

outside the Domes, I ask the android for a favour. 

She presses a hexagonal jade into my palm. “I 

have access to many ships,” she murmurs, her lips 

cool and breathless against my ear. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Snow is rare in Australia, but this winter’s 

an unusual one. Steady falls begin from mid-June. 

By the end of July, the view from the Domes is 

ethereal: an ocean of sparkling white, rimmed by 

purplish mountains like tracing paper glued on an 

ice-chip sky. I almost believe I’m in Hokkaido 

rather than countryside Victoria. 
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Tonight, there’s only a light, feathery 

snowfall. It doesn’t matter. Footprints or not, 

everyone will find out what we’ve done. I turn the 

hexagonal jade over and over in my pocket like a 

worry stone. 

High above, a silver sickle moon glints 

down at me. I can’t bear to look upon its covetous 

grin. I run my warmed hands up and down my 

arms, puff dragon’s breath into the night, crunch 

my boots in the snow—drawing patterns with the 

treads, warped helixes and broken ladders. 

At five past midnight, my anxiety spikes. 

Why are they late? What if there was a last-minute 

disagreement? What if one of the senior augura 

caught them? I reach into my mind, debating 

whether to shoot a query to Jiyu. But I hesitate. I 

don’t want to disrupt his concentration. 

Two minutes later, there’s a musical tapping 

on the other side of the door. One-three-two-three. 

I place my enhanced hands against the door and 

disengage first the digital and then the physical 

components of the security mechanism. The pins 

lift with a click; the lock releases. Grasping the 

handle, I pull the heavy door open. 

Jiyu steps out into the crisp night. A small 

crowd follows him. I count as they pass. Twenty, 

twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three . . . I 

recognise many—I’ve treated their ailments, 

worked with them in the greenhouse. They gasp at 

the pinch of snow on their cheeks and stand 

shivering in the brittle air. 

Thirty-two. We had thirty-five names. 

Perhaps three changed their minds. Still—more 

than I’d expected, at the outset. My chest sings 

with grief and guilt. Had we coerced them to stay 

in the Domes with empty promises of health and 

longevity? How much had we deluded them, and 

ourselves? 

Lowering my head, I lead the way into the 

trees. The blue gums gleam ghost-pale, their heads 

draped in spidery veils of snow. Only a touch of 

moonlight penetrates the canopy. The Delicates 

switch on their hand lamps, helping each other to 

pick a path over fallen branches and puddles of 

damp. I forget that they can’t see in the dark. 

Or am I making a grave mistake? Have I 

been swayed by Councillor Qiao’s intoxicating 

charisma into giving up the fight too soon? Am I 

disguising my weakness beneath a veneer of non-

interference? Perhaps there is no right answer, I 

realise—because it’s not truly my question to ask. 

It is theirs. 

I press my thumbprint to the hexagonal 

jade. It’s a special technology, undetectable by 

electromagnetic sensors. There’s no sign or sound 

as the signal goes out. 
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After half a kilometre of walking, we reach 

a clearing. The air shimmers as invisibility shields 

drop. An inobtrusive grey cargo ship, the 

forgettable serial number PCM-8112 stamped onto 

its flank. As we step out of the tree line, the 

gangway lowers and Siwen walks out. She’s 

unclothed, this time, and her transparent body is 

nearly invisible in the night. She nods at me and 

begins to guide the Delicates on board. 

Jiyu comes to my side, shivering. I feel a 

sudden urge to take him into my arms, to place 

my furnace-hands against his back and give him 

my warmth. But I don’t. 

“Thank you for this, Zhilan.” 

I shake my head. I don’t want his thanks. I 

don’t want any of this.  

“The three who didn’t come?” 

“They decided to stay. They have their lives 

here, after all. Things that are precious.” 

I swallow hard, almost unable to push the 

words through my throat. “And you?” 

Jiyu gazes up at me, a question on his 

lovely, honest face. I recall his dream, whispered 

in my ear against a muffled soundscape of 

Shinjuku traffic. He’d dreamt of tiny hands, 

wrinkled and puckered and nestled within his 

own. Big eyes, like his. A round nose, like mine. 

I open my mouth. I want to promise him 

more, but I find I can’t. I can’t give him the future 

that he wants—not with my treatments, not with 

me. My love for him is not what it once was. 

Jiyu turns away, smiling sadly. “I will go, 

Zhilan.” 

My head fills with a sound like glaciers 

crumbling. 

“It’s all right,” he says. “I want to go. I’ve 

always dreamt of going to the moon. Maybe, out 

there, we might grow strong again.” 

“You might die.” 

“We might not.” 

He reaches out to touch my hair, softly, so 

softly I can’t feel it. Then he’s crossing the 

clearing, his stride as sure as when he danced on 

that Chongqing stage. As he ascends the gangway, 

a swirl of snowflakes folds over his slender form, 

and he becomes a trick of the moonlight, a fading 

ghost. 

Siwen raises a hand to me. I hardly see her. 

I stand, frozen and churning, amongst the blue 

gums, snow settling on my shoulders. I see the 

medicine freezers in our labs, the endless 

iterations and reiterations of formulas, the cold 

glow of the healing tanks. I see the future I once 

clung to: the Delicates, emerging from the Domes, 
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vivacious and healthy. I watch it all recede, 

transform into something unknown. 

Siwen turns and disappears into PCM-8112, 

the gangway rolling up at her heels. A minute 

later, the invisibility shields go up. The ship 

vanishes. I imagine them rising soundlessly above 

the trees, climbing into the inky sky. Jiyu will 

gaze down at me, for a span, and then turn his 

face heavenward. Before long, they’ll all stand 

with Siwen on the dark side of the moon. They’ll 

look out over a garden of stars, bodies loose in the 

easy gravity, and the future and the past will 

dissolve. 
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Working Overtime at 
the Kludge Factory 
by Andrew Kozma 

 

The deer substitute was not doing well. 

The wolf wouldn’t touch it. Neither would the 

jaguar, or the cougar, or the lynx. The only animal 

that was part of the deer food chain who would eat 

the deer substitute was the coyote, and it vomited 

it up immediately afterwards. In the experiment 

notes Harlow looked over, it was dutifully 

recorded that the regurgitated deer substitute had 

suffered no ill effects. 

 “So scratch the seitan option, then?” 

Nickole asked, already filing the respective reports 

in the filing cabinet. “I was pretty hopeful for that 

one.” 

 Harlow never knew whether Nickole was 

being serious or not. In the Kludge Factory, it was 

better not to assume. Everything was surreal 

enough already, so she established her own best 

practices to be taking everything as it presents 

itself. Surface or nothing. 

 Deer was not Harlow’s department. Or it 

was as much her department as Bees and Whales 

and those godforsaken misfits in Mosquito. None 

of the Kludge departments were specifically hers, 

but all of them generally were, which is what she 

got for being Assistant to the Director of 

Oversight and Quality Control. The Director she’d 

never seen, even though there’d been at least three 

during her tenure. The animals, though, their 

substitute meats, their mechanical doppelgängers, 

their trained replacements, their food chain 

specialists, their chemical decomposition injectors, 

their realistic land deformers, etc., etc., those 

Harlow never stopped seeing. 

 “The Honorable Representative Ellis is 

here.” 

 Nickole snuck out before she could be 

roped into the tour, leaving Harlow alone with 

Representative Ellis. He was a tall white man with 

white hair. Behind his glasses, his pupils were like 

bullet holes. His smile revealed yellowed teeth, 

which made Harlow like him. She noticed the 

rough edges of those teeth, and thought of the cow 

teeth which had broken on the broken robot bees 

fallen into their sweet clover. It was impossible to 

foresee every result of every choice they made, 

but they did the best they could. The engineer who 

designed the cow veneers was voted employee of 

the month, then rewarded with a “promotion” to 

Grackle. 
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 “Ready to start your tour, Mr. Ellis?” 

Harlow attempted a smile in response, feeling 

self-conscious about her own teeth. 

 “It’s not a tour.” Representative Ellis’ 

smile vanished. “It’s oversight.” 

 Harlow shoved herself to her feet. Every 

muscle and every bone ached with lack of sleep. 

The only reason her brain was sharp was the 

Coffee which was all there was to drink in the 

Factory. She couldn’t wait to leave, get her 

portion of Milk, and fall into a coma at home. A 

side-effect of Milk was dreams, but they were 

productive. Like when she’d woken screaming 

from a sheep with a circular array of legs and 

realized Kludges didn’t have to be one-to-one 

copies of the animals they filled in for. 

 “This is your first visit?” she asked. She 

knew, but it was best to get them to talk, to lower 

their defenses. “Have you ever seen a Kludge 

before?” 

 “No,” Representative Ellis said. “And I’m 

not sure they’re worth it, to be frank.” 

 She stopped before a window, gestured in. 

Representative Ellis frowned. “Pigeons?” 

 “They aren’t pigeons.” 

 It took a moment for him to notice the flat 

nature of their coloring, the lack of feathers, the 

painted-on patterns, their more fluid grace. Harlow 

nodded to Thuy inside the room and she scattered 

a handful of cigarette butts the Kludges attacked 

with gusto. A second was all Harlow gave him 

before she walked on, because she didn’t want 

him asking questions, because those particular 

pigeons were failures. Ten butts and they stopped 

working, and no one’s yet figured out why. 

 “You have whales in here?” 

Representative Ellis asked outside the simulated 

ocean room. He hadn’t said her name once. 

 “Of course.” 

 “But none of them are extinct.” 

 “Not yet,” she agreed, and he sighed, 

relieved. “But we’re already behind. So many 

species gone and our work barely holds existing 

ecosystems together. If we can get ahead of an 

extinction, then we can make the transition 

seamless.” 

 And so she seamlessly showed off the 

various R&D. The vacuum-like whale Kludges 

sweeping krill from the ocean to prevent fish 

overpopulation and shark overpopulation and the 

resulting mass deaths. They tasted the krill cakes 

the Kludges would produce, seal in waterproof 

paper, and leave floating on the ocean’s surface 

for pick-up. They walked through a realistic-

smelling Kludge corpse, designed to be dropped 

into the ocean where they’d sink down to recreate 
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all the habitats real whale bodies provided. They 

watched mock-up simulations of giant squid 

control and killer whale feeding. 

 “Why not just create a new whale, instead 

of all this extra shit?” He was still green from the 

corpse, politeness gone. “Like those pigeons?” 

 Harlow could’ve vented out the acrid 

smell. Even though her nostrils burned, too, she 

didn’t. 

 “Sir, we’re not replacing extinct animals. 

We’re replacing their role in the world. 

Everything they did. Those pigeons? Just one 

aspect of many. For example, we also have to 

recreate their poop.” 

 “Their poop.” 

 “You know how much relies on pigeon 

poop? Plants? Fungus? Microbes?” Representative 

Ellis shook his head. “Neither do we.” 

 A minute later they were outside the Deer 

rooms. The test animals looked taxidermied, no 

matter how well they were treated. They weren’t 

meant to be here. Representative Ellis looked 

uncomfortably at the hungry animals. The wolf 

licked its lips, the coyote snarled, the cats were 

dangerously relaxed. 

 “You want to see what we’re working on 

now?” She felt like those animals. Exhausted. 

Tired of being judged. Representative Ellis was 

still nauseous, and she knew what was likely to 

happen if the animals were fed. She pressed the 

intercom. “Do it.” 

 Deer substitute 612B fell into the rooms, a 

mixture of soy and vat-grown deer muscle injected 

with artificial deer musk. It slopped on the floor 

like Jell-O. The coyote slunk over and dug in. The 

other animals, even the fastidious lynx, eventually 

did the same. 

 “What now?” he said. 

 “Now we wait for the results.” 
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Dogor 
by Evan Marcroft 

 

The record will show me falling in love 

with Dogor the second he is placed into my arms. 

He is a bit shy of two months old, a stormcloud of 

spiky fur and puppy fat with a skeleton afloat 

somewhere inside. Watching him stretch and 

yawn in my lap breaks the knob clean off my 

faucet of maternal instinct. I don’t realize until 

I’ve gotten him home that I’ve already named 

him. Dogor, taken from the Yakut word for friend, 

same as his genesource had been designated. In 

my mind he is that miracle ice-pup reincarnated, 

though the owners of the other ninety-nine Dogors 

out there will probably all insist the same thing.  

B&B’s microcameras record the moment 

he clambers out of his mycofoam crate, clumsy 

from the tranquilizer. They capture my heart 

melting into strawberry jelly as those big brown 

eyes behold for the first time the world outside the 

lab. After a brief hesitance he is off on a tour of 

my apartment’s many interesting smells. First is of 

course my fungal toilet, dogs of any era being 

dogs. Next, he bounds up my couch to scrutinize 

the cricket nursery in my living room wall, whose 

transparent bioplastic cubicles provide a sweeping 

view of downtown Philadelphia, albeit one 

occluded by thousands of swarming Gryllidae.  

I go entirely ignored throughout, my stink 

being catalogued already. I am only slightly hurt.  

While Dogor does his thing, I subvox to 

my trio of dragonflEYEs and set them aloft on 

thoughtfully humming wings. Subvocalized 

commands processed through the Lipreader™ stud 

glued to my rearmost left molar have the flying 

cameras add him to my LyveWire channel as an 

official Animal Companion. Another subvox 

opens a new LyveStream, and after a quick vocal 

warmup, I begin to address my audience.  

“Hola and ni hao my lovelies,” I sing-song 

a few notes above my natural pitch. “This is 

TruceHurts shouting at you panchromatic babes, 

bosses, and everything-in-betweeners on a 

sparkling Sunday afternoon with a bigtime 

announcement. The Trucy Troop has a new 

mascot.” As I speak to my invisible hundreds of 

thousands of followers, I give my dragonflEYEs a 

good look at my new hairdo, with my shampoo 

sponsor’s logo scrawled in bioink along my right 

eyebrow, and my Climafit™ workout tank. 

Durastretch™ yoga pants, Queen Qlaws™ holo-

nails, AthLEX Air Support™ running shoes: my 

nĭ năo 
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body is a billboard, every inch of flesh leased, 

every movement calculated to advertise.    

Dogor comes tripping over himself at the 

sound of my voice, tongue flapping like an 

untucked shirt. Bless his stone-age heart, the boy’s 

a natural. I scoop him up onto my shoulder for the 

dragonflEYEs to fawn over, and this too is an 

advertisement of the subliminal kind. It is why I 

was selected for this project and not somebody 

else.  

“Meet Dogor, everypeople,” I say, giving 

his thick ruff of neck fur a hearty scratch. He licks 

my ear in turn, and I know that we’re going to get 

along like Barnum and Bailey. “Let’s all give him 

a big welcome back into the world. He’s been on 

a very long vacation!”  

 

Â Â Â 

 

This is the story I was given, basically. I 

was shipped in by maglev to the B&B corporate 

offices in Whippany, NJ, to hear it, and I had to 

blinksign a lot of digital legalpaper first. It was 

told to me by my project recruiter, Tanya, who 

confessed herself to be a ride-or-die Trucy 

Trooper before switching over to her serious 

voice.   

Last year, in September of 2049, an 

American research team working in conjunction 

with the Stockholm Centre For Paleogenetics, had 

cracked open a hunk of Siberian permafrost to 

discover the mummified remains of a canine 

animal dead since long before the wheel was a 

twinkle in a Sumerian potter’s eye, a good 

eighteen-thousand years. The scientific 

significance could not be overstated. Almost 

perfectly preserved, every whisker accounted for, 

it was theorized that the specimen was a 

cobblestone in the evolutionary bridge between 

prehistoric Canis lupus and modern Poochus 

chonkus, something both wolf and dog and 

therefore neither. And because the research team 

had been funded by Bayer-Bikanta Biosciences, it 

constituted a proportionally goliath business 

opportunity as well.  

This part was not explained to me; I put it 

together later, from my own sleuthing. You see, 

Tanya would have explained had she the 

authorization, Bayer-Bikanta was engaged in a 

long-term image restoration project, of which the 

team was but one facet. They had a lot of public 

goodwill to rebuild after a line of genetically 

faulty modcrops had nearly wiped out agriculture 

in the inner Appalachian Grainbelt, and some feel-

good scientific endeavors were a first step. In 
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other words, little Dogor had capitalism to thank 

for his resurrection.   

Like every other little girl of the 

Apologetic Generation (so often deplored by the 

millennials for killing the hamburger), I’d grown 

up marveling at woolly mammoths in the zoo. 

Those spiraling white tusks, those peaks of shaggy 

wool. In kindergarten we’d been shown a 

sabretooth kitten, told about how it would hunt 

and eat cattle just like our parents did before the 

Meatcrash. All that was good ol’ B&B’s 

handiwork. But cloned megafauna are luxury 

products. Organic Ferraris. Ever since the 

Reclaimed Genetics Act you can’t breed them 

without violating patent, they’re expensive to 

produce, and what with the Meatcrash in ‘28, 

there’s single-digit demand for methane-producing 

mammoth steak. Your only buyers are bored one-

percenters. The industry is rabid for a way to 

make the concept affordable to Joe Average, just 

as cinema became movies and holidays became 

vacations.  

That’s where Dogor comes in, Tanya 

explained. Compared to the mammoth, whose 

resemblance to the modern genetic landscape is 

superficial at best, Dogor is eminently more 

cloneable. No need for artificial wombs simulating 

mammoth uteri; Dogor is dog enough to be 

cultured in a huskie with an astronomic viability 

rate. Low expense means low price point. The 

only obstacle then is demand. And luckily, Tanya 

added with a smile, he’s cute as shit.  

This prompted my first question of the 

day: “How do you know?” 

At this, Tanya smiled wider, and had my 

Dogor brought into the room.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

I am what’s called an influencer. My job 

is not to influence. It’s to push product.   

I’m too young to remember when 

capitalism’s sincerity ran dry. What I know is 8th 

grade history. How the mid-10’s proliferation of 

early social media and its ensuing oversaturation 

of marketing accelerated the gestalt consumer 

towards peak cynicism, is a thesis I once wrote. 

Corporations can’t pretend to care about their 

customers anymore. It’s the one thing nobody’s 

buying. McDonalds is selling plants as beef, but 

it’s not convincing my skeptical generation that it 

wants to see them smile.  

I, conversely, have a dimpled smile, an 

infectious laugh, and tits that pop off the screen in 

an Underglam™ camisole. An average of three 

hundred thousand people blink in every day to 
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watch me do my makeup, talk about workout tips, 

and jog along Market Street, and I’ve got more 

than twice that many subscribed to the Trucy 

Troop. Numbers like that get paying sponsors. 

Hand creams, eyeFones tints, cricket feed—a 

viewer blinks into my latest LyveStream to 

experience a more colorful life than their own, and 

what beams down their optic nerve is a 

matryoshka ad for basically everything. My fans 

aren’t stupid; I imagine it’s an open secret. To 

speak it aloud would spoil the fantasy that I am as 

interesting and devoted to entertaining them as I 

present, and nobody wants that. Nobody wants me 

to be just a girl.  

Now, Dogor is a part of the TruceHurts 

fantasy.  

It’s another week before I’m confident 

taking him on his first walk. Tanya’d assured me 

he’d had his vaccinations, but what do I know, 

I’ve never owned a dog. The demand from my 

fans is unreal though; Dogor is just the hit I’d 

hoped he’d be. Thanks to him, my daily 

LyveStream views have shot up twenty-three 

percent, with a larger fraction blinking that 

subscribe button and joining the Trucy Troop.  

We take a stroll through Eastern State 

Green with my dragonflEYEs in tow. Once an old 

stone penitentiary, now an urbonature fusion 

project, vegetation spills in leafy dreadlocks over 

the prison walls, and trails wind beneath the 

watchful LiDAR of the BiziBees who provide 

both pollination and protection to the endangered 

plants. Dogor’s excitement at so many new things 

to explore is an infection transmittable by WiFi. I 

blink my eyeFone over to the LyveStream’s 

comments and watch the Hearts gush like a burst 

capillary. My people love how he wants to run 

faster than his puppy legs will allow. They adore 

the ferocity in his features as he snaps at BiziBees 

transporting pollen to flowers in need. I watch the 

obvious joke trickle across my cornea a hundred 

times—Dogor, more like for dog or wolf.  

Bayer-Bikanta didn’t select me to sell 

Dogor, although I don’t doubt they were aiming at 

two birds with the stone named me. The core 

concept was that me and ninety-nine other owners 

would be given a prototype specimen of Canis 

lupus primevalis for a period of one year, to raise 

as we would any contemporary dog breed, in 

order to study its feasibility as a purchasing-class 

pet. These sorts of arrangements are common 

these days, what with the laws enforcing humane 

animal experimentation.  

The thing is, these people still have no 

idea how he’ll look as an adult. How he’ll behave 

(the exact words Tanya used, her tone burdened 
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under things unsaid). Probably why no-one 

involved can have kids, and why I had to consent 

to microcameras in my home. Not that I mind that 

part; my life is an open trenchcoat anyway.    

Dog or wolf. If there was anything 

dangerous in Dogor, I picture it sloughing off like 

frostbit skin as they chip him from the frozen 

ground. My furry little caveman happily returns 

every stick I throw for him, something I can’t see 

as becoming of a noble wolf. Later that evening 

he steals like a travel-sized Casanova into my bed 

to sleep in the same fetal curl his genesource was 

frozen in. I drag my fingers through his fur and 

imagine that I am combing out powdered ice, the 

last clinging shards of a permafrost cocoon. What 

entered the arctic soil is not what flowered from it 

eighteen thousand years hence. If my Dogor 

dreams of anything, it is BiziBees and blue skies. 

And all the while those microcameras 

diarize every small touch I give him—evidence, 

for those who need it, that I love him with all my 

heart.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

Our outings together range further as 

Dogor’s legs grow to match his enthusiasm. At 

three months old, we’ve extended our routine to 

the Schuylkill River, where we jog together along 

the waterline and watch teams of ecofishers spear-

hunt off their colorful wooden boats. The tilapia 

that had been working their way up the East Coast 

made it this far north the previous autumn. 

Invasive, yes, but a decent source of protein in a 

post-Meatcrash world. Better than crickets, 

anyway. Oftentimes Dogor and I will stop to split 

a grilled skewer, for our benefit and that of the 

Trucy Troop. It’s great; they’ll watch him eat 

anything, and he likes to eat everything.  

I let him do the work while I blink 

through my PM’s. Usually they’re a lot of 

nothing. LyveWire automatically filters out dick 

pics and death threats so that typically all I see are 

samey fan letters. I’ve coded bots to write back in 

my trademark TruceHurts patter.  

Today I’ve got something interesting. A 

picture of Dogor, but not my Dogor, Mine would 

never tolerate a pink, studded collar, and I never 

took him to the Syrian War Memorial in DC. 

Mine’s name is Pinecone, the message reads. The 

sender’s handle is SpayAndNeuterYourPets, from 

Harrisburg. Her preferred pronouns are she/her, 

her profile pic is a kitten with prosthetic paws, and 

she’s in the Project too.  

We make a playdate for that weekend. 

Eastern State green is a great place to sip coffee 
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and watch our two fuzzy prototypes run around on 

the grass. B&B, as represented through Tanya, has 

no issue. They’ve organized similar interactions 

between specimens already. They’re goldmines of 

behavioral data.  

It turns out that SpayAndNeuterYourPets’ 

real name is Nina Ellerbe. She’s a veterinarian 

over in Harrisburg. She wears sensible shoes and a 

cardigan that fits the weather. Sharing the bench 

in a bioprinted chameleonskin windbreaker, my 

hair gelled with Stylon-brand microLED’s that 

change color every twenty seconds, I feel like a 

clown on lunchbreak.  

She apologizes for the trouble she’s sure 

she’s putting me through. She didn’t expect I’d 

want to hang out—she just spotted Dogor on 

LyveWire and wanted to say hi. I sense that I’m 

some sort of celebrity to her, which is just 

mortifying. I point out that she’s the one who 

came by maglev, not me, so no worries. She asks, 

shyly, if my name is really Trucy and I say not 

even, it’s Marisol, and the laugh that gets seems to 

loosen her up.  

“I wanted to ask,” she says. “Isn’t it 

confusing? Naming him Dogor?” 

“It’s what fit,” I shrug. “He’s my little 

caveman. Where’d you get Pinecone from?” 

“No idea. She just looked like Pinecone to 

me.”  

I frown at that. “She?” 

“I didn’t say? I’m sorry. Yes, mine’s 

female.” She tells me how they injected an 

artificial X Chromosome into each of fifty Dogor 

iterations. That makes me look at the two 

playfighting dogs a little more closely. To make 

sure they are, in fact, still fighting.  

“Should we be letting them do that?”  

“What? Oh! Oh no, it’s fine.” Nina 

blushes into her palm. “No, see, they’ve got these 

little implants that release this sort of libido 

inhibitor, so they don’t accidentally violate patent, 

if you know what I mean. It’s also how B&B 

tracks where they are.” 

“My dog has GPS? They didn’t tell me 

any of that.”  

“Me neither,” Nina says. She glances left 

and right before adding, “I’ve got a source on the 

inside. You know the team that dug up the 

genesource in Russia? My brother was on it. It’s 

part of the reason I got picked. Okay, it’s the only 

reason.”  

She mirrors her eyeFone’s display onto 

mine and sure enough, there’s Doctor Jason 

Ellerbe peeling back Dogor Senior’s lips to 

display his teeth for a roomful of reporters. Sure 
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enough, there’s him and Nina together at 

Christmas 2047 in matching wool sweaters. 

“Well,” I say, “No shit.” 

We watch the dogs chase each other from 

one end of the lawn to the other. With one eye I’m 

monitoring the LyveStream comments. Dogor’s 

first playdate is going over well. My people seem 

to like Nina too; they think she looks like a cute 

librarian.  

“Have you ever heard of the Human 

Utility Principle?” she asks, out of the blue. 

I can’t say that I have.  

“It’s the idea that everything that exists in 

the world exists because its useful to us,” Nina 

says. “And vice versa, that everything that is gone 

went out through a door we held open. Thirty 

years ago, the world was covered in cows, right? 

Billions of cow-butts all pumping methane, all 

over the place. Then the Meatcrash hits and boom, 

now all the cows are gone. Our values shifted, and 

we don’t want them anymore. That’s Human 

Utility at work. We made the Tasmanian Tiger 

disappear because it was eating all the sheep in 

Australia, and the sheep were only there because 

they tasted good to us. Our every interaction with 

the world is an unconscious act of either 

protection or destruction. We’ve waved mountains 

away as thoughtlessly as mosquitos.” 

The steady trickle of Hearts spikes. My 

viewers seem to dig this philosophical side of 

Nina. She whistles through her teeth, and 

Pinecone comes bounding over to bury her snout 

between Nina’s hands. “I think these guys are an 

exception though. We pulled them out of the dodo 

drawer because the science was there and because 

we could. We don’t get anything out of them that 

we didn’t already have. That makes me feel a little 

better about us. I don’t know about you.” 

Dogor comes trotting after, his envy 

written plainly in the puppy body language I’ve 

begun to internalize. I laugh and call him over, 

digging my fingers deep into his mane, milking 

him for Hearts. “It’s like they say, we’re the 

Apologetic Generation. Sorry for stepping on your 

garden, Mother Earth. Let us make it up to you.” 

When Nina stops laughing, I say “What do you 

say we swap eyecodes. These guys are a handful. 

We need to join forces.” 

Her cheeks shine red. I wonder if she’s 

hearing something I’m not saying. Then I wonder 

if maybe I should be saying something I’m not. 

She smiles, and my train of thought jumps its 

track. “Yeah sure. Want to take a picture 

together?” 

Naturally. We hoist our dogs into our arms 

and smile for the circling dragonflEYEs. As with 



Hexagon SF Magazine 32 

everything, the cloud will record Nina and I 

becoming friends in better resolution than my own 

neurons can produce. It will take the way I strum 

Dogor’s hanging belly like a guitar as further 

evidence of my affection for him. It will hold 

these electric memories until long after my own 

have faded, but it will not capture everything. It 

cannot see, for example, my flush of adrenalin at 

all the Hearts pouring in from viewers unseen. 

Neither will it detect how heavy Dogor has 

become.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

Dogor’s growth is a subject of fascination 

to me. For months he’d seemed stuck as a puppy, 

and then overnight he’d shot out six inches in 

every direction, going from the size of a 

Pomeranian to a medium terrier. I can’t for the life 

of me imagine what I did. Just keeping his bowl 

full doesn’t feel like enough. Nina says that’s 

normal for this period in a dog’s adolescence. I 

ask if it’s normal for whatever Dogor’s species is, 

and she says she’ll time-travel back to the ice age 

and get back to me on that.  

I like this feisty Nina. We’ve been 

hanging out most every weekend.  

Dogor is five months old when I’m 

startled awake by an angry call from my shoe 

sponsor. They want to know why my dog is eating 

six-thousand-dollars-worth of the Geckotech™ 

parkour shoes I’m supposed to be selling. I say 

that he’s not, but at the same time I glance around 

my bedroom and see that he’s not there. They say 

look again and hang up with an echoing silence.  

I stagger half-asleep into my kitchen to 

find Dogor crouched amongst a massacre. Every 

shoe on my rack has been torn to shreds. He’s got 

whole soles clinging to his fur. Geckotech™ by 

AthLEX, the cutting edge in urban traversal 

technology. I see immediately how word escaped; 

the dragonflEYEs I left on overnight are circling 

like buzzards over a murder. I hurriedly subvox 

them back to their charging station, knowing full-

well that the damage is done.   

Dogor looks up at me for help. He can’t 

manage to scrape those sticky-foot shoes off. I 

know should be pissed, but all I can feel is a 

paralyzing chill between my lungs, the cold knife 

of certainty that someone at AthLEX is at this 

moment reevaluating the costs versus the benefits 

of doing business with me. See, a dog tearing 

apart those shoes on LyveStream draws attention 

to them, and the more conscious a viewer is that 

they are being marketed at, the less likely they are 
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to buy. I’ve seen the data, and the correlation is as 

sharp and downward-slanted as a guillotine blade.  

I am far from the only influencer in the 

game; the skill to wear shoes whilst being 

interesting doesn’t take a college degree. It costs a 

sponsor nothing to let me go but the time spent 

replacing me, whereas it costs me everything. One 

lost sponsor might become two and then three as 

others lose confidence in my ability to sway. My 

personal stock is held high by the thinnest of 

threads. No-one wants me to be just a girl. But 

they’ll cut me loose without a second thought the 

moment my utility runs out. 

It’s not like they have to pretend to care.  

I come back to Earth to find my body 

stooping to help Dogor out of his predicament. 

I’ve got a lot of worries but they’re all on the 

inside, at least for now. Meanwhile he’s covered 

in stupid lizard shoes, and both his hands are feet. 

“It’s not your fault,” I tell him, not that he 

understands. “You’re a furry little caveman is all. 

You’re figuring things out. And that’s okay.” 

He licks every inch of my hand as thanks 

and I tell myself that probably nothing will 

happen. Probably I’m right. By tomorrow the 

looming specter of failure will have receded out of 

mind. Probably. But it will never be far behind 

me. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

It’s only a week later that I come home 

from groceries to find that Dogor has torn the fluff 

out of his doggy bed. He’s strewn it around the 

apartment like a serial killer planting grisly 

breadcrumbs. That’s another call to Nina; her dog-

knowledge far outstrips my own.  

“Unfortunately, that’s natural,” she sighs, 

her voice audibly strained by issues of her own. 

Pinecone’s been going through a similar, 

destructive phase. RIP to the teddy bear Nina’s 

had since she was three. I think it’s cute she still 

has a teddy bear, but it’s not the moment to say 

so. “He’s got more energy than he knows what to 

do with. He needs bigger toys. Tougher ones.” I 

agree at least that he needs toys period; he’s 

disemboweled all of his stuffed animals. Chewed 

up his ball like a piece of gum.  

I tell her it’s more than that. Dogor has 

been howling at night. I lay awake for sometimes 

hours listening to him bay at the window, his cries 

growing hoarse and desperate the longer they go 

unanswered. His instincts are telling him there are 

more like him out there, but he cannot hear them. 

The Double-DoZZZe™ sleeping pills I take don’t 
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help me ignore him, but I still push them like they 

do.  

I ask what I can do about that. Nina says I 

don’t know, and could not sound more defeated. 

The dogs she works with are of this era. Her 

animal expertise is only so applicable.  

Let’s handle one problem at a time, she 

sighs, and her tone tells me to let her go. I don’t 

want to become a problem myself.  

There’s a pet store a few blocks down 

Market Street. I decide we’ll make it a 

LyveStream. Dogor’s first trip to Big Paw Little 

Paw, Dogor picking out new toys—the Trucy 

Troop eats that shit up. Dogs aren’t the only 

animals that subsist on fluff. We bust on in there 

like a pair of movie stars, dragonflEYEs a-flitting. 

I greet customers with my patter on full blast and 

introduce them to the Trucy Troop like they’re my 

new best friends. Dogor, however, skulks along 

behind me with his head slung low, his shoulders 

a stiff capital M. He doesn’t want to say hi to the 

checkout lady, where normally he’d go 

clownshoes at the chance to sniff a new hand. He 

veers away from the other dogs, who in turn shy 

away from him, eyes wide and unblinking. Only a 

few weeks ago they’d have circled up to smell 

butts. Now, there’s a repulsive magnetism 

between them that I can’t understand.    

I hurry us along into the toy aisle, 

spinning a narrative for my viewers that he’s 

focused on the hunt for the perfect toy. I offer him 

stuffed animals and explicate his hard stare as 

serious consideration. Meanwhile I’ve got Nina’s 

weary advice on loop in my head, chipping away 

at my concentration like the teeth of a ripsaw. 

Jason says this is happening everywhere. The 

aggression, I mean. They’re transitioning from 

kids to adults. All these new instincts are turning 

on. New urges, one after another. Its key we teach 

them what’s okay and what’s not. To me that 

sounds like metamorphosis. My Dogor is 

transforming into something new, and it is on me 

to decide what that is, only I don’t know how. 

LyveWire has thousands of videos on training 

dogs, whole channels devoted to the niche but 

what lessons a perky personality like me can cram 

into ten attention-keeping minutes don’t translate 

easily to reality. The eyeFone screen, thinner than 

a cornea, is a window and a wall.  

I pull a hemp-braided rabbit off the shelf 

and shove it in Dogor’s face. To the 

dragonflEYEs, I’m smiling. Inwardly, I’m on my 

knees pleading for him to be the puppy he was a 

week ago for the next five minutes. I can’t keep 

acting for two; the Trucy Troop is losing interest.  
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“Take it,” I hiss. “I will give you anything 

you want. Just take the bunny. Please.” 

Dogor glances at me distractedly, and then 

back at nothing, his wet brown eyes not quite 

human enough to betray his thoughts.   

I turn to both put the rabbit back and bolt 

down a scream before it chokes me. That’s when I 

hear it—a low sound like an engine revving that 

makes the hairs on my neck stand up. I glance 

back, and there’s a beagle at the end of the aisle 

with its hackles on end, every little tooth in its 

mouth on display, but it’s not the one making that 

horrid growl. Dogor’s leash goes taut, and then 

jerks hard and suddenly enough to spin me like a 

top. My eyes try and fail to grab hold of the gray 

blur that is Dogor streaking down the aisle.  

I hear a scream—high, sharp, female—

and then a yelp, even higher, inhuman, as though 

the same shriek had continued from one throat to 

another. Someone muscles past me, shouldering 

me into a shelf of dog toys. By the time I get up 

and stumble over to where things are happening, 

they have happened. They are done.  

I process the scene before me as a 

triptych. Three hard swallows, easier than one.  

An old woman wailing into cupped hands. 

The beagle laid out on the ground, its 

throat an explosion of blood, one leg kicking like 

a metronome winding down.  

Dogor, thrashing in the grip of a man I 

don’t know, all the teeth I somehow never noticed 

slicked red.  

And above all this my dragonflEYEs 

continue to orbit.  

Three eyes for three hundred thousand 

viewers.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

I am a post-memory girl. 

As far as singularities go it is a humble 

one, but there is no going back. Science and 

culture have walked humanity like two feet past 

the need for such crude, biological bookkeeping. 

LyveWire has taken the place of my brain. The 

details of my life are archived there. My dreams, 

my fears and my lusts, all encoded as 

entertainment in the gestalt id of the 

internetworked Earth. TruceHurts is a series of 

episodes to binge on a long maglev ride. Her 

body, Marisol, merely a mass-bearing shadow, a 

vestigial corporeality. I can forget whatever I like; 

the technology exists to pave over the potholes 

that time leaves on the mind. Yet that information 



Hexagon SF Magazine 36 

will persist, transcended from human 

neurochemistry, distributed across petabytes of 

eyeFone storage and raptured to the cloud, a more 

complete and immortal impression of a life than a 

soul in heaven. It will always be only a blink 

away, pausable and rewindable, in the highest 

definition.  

My horror will survive my flesh. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

I lose three sponsors in the first twenty-

four hours. It makes me believe in God a little that 

it isn’t any worse. I don’t try and stop the 

repodrones that arrive to recover my shoes, my 

shampoos, and my winter coats. It feels like 

having the meat peeled off my bones, but it’s a 

small price to pay.  

The damage to my subscriber count is 

worse. Every resigning Trucy Trooper takes with 

them a particle of something in me not so easily 

replaced as shoes. Somewhere along the way I’d 

begun to believe they actually cared. That I was 

more than one channel in a million so easily 

blinked away. My mistake was thinking an 

unbroken line of sight could calcify into a bond, 

when in truth there was nothing between us at all. 

Dogor sits beside my bed as I watch the 

body count rise, head on his paws. He isn’t eating 

either. I think he can smell what they’re saying 

about him, for my inbox has become an 

overflowing sewer of hate. The people want me 

banned from LyveWire. They want me in jail. 

Opinions conflict, but regarding Dogor, there is 

consensus. Dog or wolf—the question has been 

answered. And wolves don’t get to live with 

people.  

“It’s awful, Marisol,” Nina says.  

It’s nearing midnight now. I’ve hauled 

myself to the kitchen for a cricket powder 

smoothie, my hunger having caught up with me. 

Philadelphia, as rendered through my window, is a 

smattering of off-colored stars behind swarming 

insect shadows.  

Nina tells me how it’s not just me. Her 

brother reports that nearly all the Dogors out there 

are behaving viciously towards other dogs and, 

frequently, other people. It turns out they were 

born a litter of explosives, their DNA a hissing 

helix fuse, and mine just happened to go off on 

camera. It’s an answer, but not a comfort. I have a 

sudden nostalgia for the handheld phone, an era I 

never knew. I have nothing to do with my hands 

but pull restlessly, painfully, at my unwashed hair. 
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“It’s not like with pitbulls. This isn’t the 

fault of shitty owners. There are a hundred of 

them out there all showing the same kind of 

aggression. It’s in their biology. There’s nothing 

we can do.”  

She speaks flatly, as if reciting the words 

from a script in her head. As if trying to impress 

their logic upon herself as well as me. 

Her voice breaks. “Pinecone tried to bite 

my little sister the other day. My family won’t let 

me come over anymore.” 

“I’m sorry,” I mumble. I mean it, but it’s 

hard to sound like it. Nina is just a voice in my 

head, and worse, the hallucination of a voice 

induced by visual-to-audio neurosemaphore tech, 

and I’ve recently learned not to feel what’s not 

there. 

“Jason’s the only one talking to me right 

now. He says B&B wants to scrap the project. It’s 

not official yet, but it will be soon. If the dogs are 

turning out like this just five months in, there’s 

point in going for a year.” 

“And when you say scrapped, you 

mean—” 

“Don’t say it, Marisol. Please. Just tell me 

we’re going to do something. You know they’re 

not bad animals. It’s just . . . how they are. Why is 

that so wrong?” 

I glance back at the kitchen door where 

Dogor skulks guiltily in the shadows. Three 

sponsors lost. Three slices of lifestyle carved from 

me. And that’s only so far. My dog is a killer, and 

the internet has all the forgiveness of a beehive. 

The pressure on my sponsors will continue to 

grow. The bleeding may have stopped for now, 

but I can feel the wound festering. The way I see 

it, I’ve got two choices. I can let it turn my online 

afterlife into a hell or cut away the infected flesh.  

“Maybe we should let them do it,” I hear 

myself say.  

There is a boiling silence on the other end.  

“Fuck you,” Nina spits, and hangs up. 

Though she is only a voice, I am suddenly 

and achingly alone.  

Here is something I can do with my hands. 

I can cry into them. 

Somewhere in the endless after-midnight 

in which I am mired, Dogor finds me. I feel his 

cold snout stab into the crook of my knee, and 

then quest higher. He puts his paws on the table so 

that, with a gentle bite, he can pull my hand down 

to where he is. It hangs limp there as he dries my 

tears with the fur between his flopping ears and 

licks what’s left over, making my hand wet all 

over again.  
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They that say dogs can feel what their 

owner feels. I guess that’s true. For all the 

prehistoric wolf traits inextricably stitched into his 

DNA, his urges to howl at the moon and tear 

throats, he still thinks of me as his girl. “Go 

away,” I mutter. He wouldn’t bother if he knew 

what I’d said to Nina. But of course, he does not 

speak English. He looks up at me with those milk 

chocolate, not-quite-human eyes, and asks in his 

own way if I am okay.  

The question goes through me like a razor 

blade. 

The record will show that I fell in love 

with Dogor the moment we met. The bond we 

shared threads months of LyveStreams. Dozens of 

video-hours hung like beads on a string. But the 

cloud is fallible. It sees only what a camera sees. 

There is no metric to measure the sincerity of the 

heart. There is no sensor yet invented that can 

detect a lie left unspoken.  

The record will prove that I loved Dogor.  

It will never capture the secret moment 

inside of me where he so easily became nothing.  

The cut widens. I am disemboweled. I 

pour out of the chair and onto my knees, taking 

Dogor into my arms, smothering myself in his 

neck. “My furry little caveman,” I sob, my voice 

cracking like thin ice. “I’m so sorry. I haven’t 

been honest with you at all.” 

Thousands of crickets occupy my nursery. 

If I had no need for cheap, green protein, they 

would not exist. Cloned mammoths doze in their 

zoo enclosure a mile across the Schuylkill, cozy in 

the autumnal chill. If they did not sell tickets the 

way they do, they would have been left in the ice. 

I imagine the billions of cattle once reared to feed 

us across America’s rolling prairies, replaced by 

solar fields and wind farms when tastes turned. I 

think of Eastern State Green, botanical refuge for 

endangered plants, and try to imagine one rare 

flower there that is not beautiful. I don’t think I 

can.  

We’ve waved mountains away as 

thoughtlessly as mosquitos, Nina had said. That’s 

Human Utility at work. We call ourselves the 

Apologetic Generation in full seriousness. We’re 

the climate-conscious kids, abhorring of Big Meat 

and methane, seed-sewers determined to right the 

ecological wrongs of our grandparents. We think 

we love every aspect of mother nature, but the 

truth is that so often it is a shallow, sucking kind 

of love. Leech love. A bond with a hollowness in 

the center through which blood can flow. 

I did love Dogor, sincerely. 
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It’s just that I loved him the special way 

that a fisherman loves a worm. 

And yet, in spite of that, he lets me hold 

him without complaint. He is still my good boy. I 

am still his girl. Alone on this planet, he does not 

care if that’s all I am.  

I comb my fingers through Dogor’s fur the 

way I did when he was a puppy, which feels so 

long ago now. “Don’t worry,” I murmur. “If they 

put you back in the ice, I’ll make them freeze me 

too.” 

I’ve got a new bag of doggy treats in the 

pantry. I bust that thing open and give him all he 

wants, returning not a millionth of the favor he’s 

done me. I leave the dragonflEYEs off for this 

cute moment. It’s not for anyone but us. It will 

live in our memories and disappear when they do.  

We’re a couple of bad products, me and 

him, and we’re all we’ve got.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

Nina agrees to let me come over after just 

one call. I tell her it’s about the dogs and maybe 

she hears something that I’m not saying. She’s 

good at that. I get there before her and wait on the 

sidewalk. It takes her a minute to recognize me. 

I’ve reset my hair to my natural curly black. My 

clothes aren’t a hundred different colors. I’ve 

hung TruceHurts up in my closet for now. Marisol 

is here alone this afternoon. I need to talk to Nina 

without a persona between us.   

We sit together on her back patio and let 

the dogs tear around the yard. She’s got a nice 

place. Quiet, here in the suburbs, with a fence that 

faces the woods.  

The first thing I say is sorry, in way too 

many words. Like infinite monkeys writing 

Shakespeare, some combination of them conveys 

my remorse; Nina silently lays a hand over mine 

to tell me I can stop. The second thing I tell her is 

that we’re not going to let B&B have the dogs.  

“Thank you,” she says. “But I don’t think 

that’s up to us. I was doing research all last 

night.” With a blink she bloats my eyeFone with 

about a hundred digital tons of legalpaper. 

“There’s no legal way we can keep them.” 

“How long do we have before the recall?” 

I ask.  

Nina’s smile flags. “No idea. Probably not 

long.” Her eyes flit to the dogs. As ever, the two 

are getting along like flame and gasoline. Eighteen 

thousand years ago they’d be the beginning of a 

pack.  

“I talked to Jason this morning,” she says. 

“He says B&B might try to edit their genes a bit 
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in the next generation. Tamp down on the 

territoriality, that sort of thing, and start again.”  

“But that wouldn’t save these guys, would 

it.” 

“No. No, it wouldn’t.” 

And for the ones who came next, the 

tweaked generation, what would they be? The 

appeal of the mammoth is that it’s honest. We’d 

brought it back, contrite for hunting it to death, 

and then left it alone, as colossal as nature made 

it. They’ll never rule the wilds again, but at least 

those in the zoos are genetically authentic. As for 

Dogor’s species though, there is no patience for 

domesticating them. We’re too used to having 

everything we want a blink away. So instead we’ll 

monkey with their code, blunt their edges, and 

without every bit of inherent DNA, they’ll be just 

another modcrop in Bayer-Bikanta’s catalogue. A 

baby-proofed lie believed in place of a sharp truth 

because that’s the public preference.  

Through my LyveWire channel, the 

purchasing public had taken a vote. It does not 

want Dogor. It has no use for him, which means 

its back to the dodo drawer, forever, while his 

neutered clones will prosper and be pointless. 

“With apologies to your brother, who I’m 

sure is great, nothing he knows will help us here.” 

I turn to Nina and take my voice down to a 

whisper. I don’t know where the microcameras are 

in Nina’s house. “I’ve got an idea. I am a big 

stupid idiot, which is why it’s a big stupid idea, 

but it’s still an idea. Okay?” 

Nina gives my hand a squeeze. “I would 

love to hear a big stupid idea.” 

I squeeze back and affect a smile. What I 

can’t say is that my plan will hurt. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

The next day Nina and I are summoned to 

B&B headquarters to meet with Tanya and a crack 

team of their scariest lawyers. She does the talking 

while they do the glowering. They want to know 

if we’ve lost our goddamn mind. They remind us 

that tampering with their microcameras constitutes 

a breach of contract in itself, to speak nothing of 

our other alleged infractions. They inform us that 

we are facing legal issues that’ll last until we’re 

dead. That is, unless, we cooperate with their 

investigation. In that case they may be merciful.  

The point is to get us to say where the 

dogs are. 

And we can truthfully say that we don’t 

know.  

Tanya is exasperated. She asks if I think 

all those dogs running around out there is a good 
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thing. Hunting, spreading disease, breeding even, 

without their libido inhibitors to reign them in. 

Her phrasing makes me wonder if there aren’t 

others who made the same choice that I did when 

faced with recall.  

“For us?” I ask. “Probably not. But I think 

it’s fine. This one time, we can take the hit.” 

 

Â Â Â 

 

B&B makes a big deal about it afterwards, 

but it really isn’t hard to locate and destroy Nina’s 

microcameras. There’s an eyeFone app for 

everything, that included. Trickier is getting the 

tracking chips out of Dogor and Pinecone, but 

Nina has the keys to the pet clinic she works at, 

and they trust her not to walk out with a bunch of 

medical supplies in her handbag. It only takes shot 

of anesthetic each, a small incision at the base of 

the neck, and a fingertip-sized smear of 

Smartskin™ stem-gel to seal the wound back up. 

We give our dogs plenty of treats afterwards and 

tell them they’ve been very good. 

As the starry evening wafts down upon the 

town we take them into the backyard and open up 

the gate. Our green-thinking generation has put a 

lot of work into restoring some of the nature our 

parents and grandparents took for granted. The 

woods behind Nina’s house stretch for miles.  

We leave them out to play and go back 

inside, to watch a movie under a blanket and try 

not to look outside. I sleep in the guest bedroom, 

listening to wilderness sounds breeze in through 

the open back door. Anything that wishes to come 

inside and be warm is welcome to do so. At one 

point I awake to a distant howl, a howl that is 

moments later returned. I cannot tell from the 

sound if they are dogs or wolves.  

In the morning we rise to find the 

backyard empty. It is only then that I can name 

the pain that had tossed and turned me throughout 

the night. The long, drawn-out suffering of 

something you love running away from you and 

stretching the bond you share until it snaps.  

Nina and I come together wordlessly. Not 

the shots, not the incisions—this is the part that 

would hurt. We have a hundred friends and family 

members between us, and besides them a thousand 

other connections spanning electronic space, but 

on this island of time, we are alone. We hold one 

another in front of that open gate and imagine fur 

between our fingers, fur lightly sugared with 

Siberian ice.  
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