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Letter from  
the Editor 
 

 This tenth issue of Hexagon puts us into 

double digits. I can’t believe how amazing it has 

been to put together these ten issues for Hexagon 

readers. I hope to continue publishing some of the 

best short speculative fiction writers and their 

weird, wondrous, and whimsical stories. Here’s to 

triple digits! 

 This issue features stories about food and 

family. For many, food and family are two things 

which are inextricably linked. From large family 

feasts to recipes that have been passed down 

through generations, food has a way of making us 

feel connected to our family. 

 Starting the issue is Beth Cato’s short story 

adventure into the world of fancy cheese and 

potential apocalypses. “How to Creatively Host 

Cheese Parties During and After the Apocalypse” 

will have you ready for even the most hellish of 

cheese-featuring dinner parties. Don’t forget to 

save your rinds! 

 Next is Brian Hugenbruch’s hilarious peek 

into the life of a twenty-seven starred Altairian 

chef as he does whatever it takes to complete his 

masterpiece five-tier soufflé for the social event of 

the Galactic week. This story includes a version of 

the soufflé recipe that you can really try at home. 

Just be certain that you don’t forget the Parmesan 

curl! 

 “Queenmaker Dandelion Stew” is a piece of 

flash fiction from dave ring which acts as a letter 

and recipe from a mother to her daughter. It 

outlines, in delicious detail, how she might save 

her people and usher in a new dual reign. 

 Ai Jiang’s “Come In, Children” explores the 

complicated relationship of two witch sisters who 

have chosen different paths. One has stuck to their 

traditional forest-dwelling ways, while the other 

has adapted to life in the city. But, don’t worry, it 

is nothing a simple memory spell can’t fix! 

 And to finish off the issue, we have Naomi 

Eselojor’s “My Mother’s Love,” a heartbreaking 

story of a child-spirit who is destined to die, but 

who falls in love with life in the human world and 

who discovers a deep love for his human mother. 

 Dante Luiz returns to Hexagon to illustrate 

Ai Jiang’s wonderful piece “Come In, Children.” 

The colours and expressions as well as the dark 
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brooding forest set the moody tone for this 

fantastic fall issue. 

 Hexagon was lucky to be nominated for 

three of the inaugural Utopian Awards presented 

by Android Press. Jennifer Lee Rossman’s story 

“Epicenter” was nominated for Utopian Short 

Story, Dante Luiz’s Issue 7 cover art was 

nominated for Utopian Art, and Hexagon itself 

was nominated as a Utopian Curator. I am so 

proud to be among so many brilliant nominees and 

pleased to see that positive, climate-focused 

stories and art are gaining extra attention in the 

speculative fiction world as we strive to do what 

we can to save the real world. The results of the 

Utopia Awards will be presented at the first ever 

CliFiCon in October. I wish good luck to all the 

nominees! 

 Hexagon subscribers get access to more and 

more exclusive stories and benefits as we build 

our subscriber-only collection. The Year One 

Anthology and Year Two Anthology are both 

available to all subscribers, regardless of tier! Also 

available to subscribers are benefits such as 

MYRIAD zines, early access to issues, Discord 

access, and writing feedback. 

 We will be opening applications to 

emerging editors who are interested in guest-

editing the next MYRIAD zine sometime this fall. 

Keep your eyes peeled for more information if 

you are interested in being a part of this great 

project. 

 As always, this issue has been a labour of 

love for everyone involved, and I hope that you 

will enjoy reading it as much as we have all 

enjoyed putting it together. 

 

 JW Stebner  
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How to Creatively 
Host Cheese Parties 
During and After 
the Apocalypse 
by Beth Cato 

 

The world is ending and here you are, a 

dedicated turophile with a cheese stash 

comparable to a dragon’s hoard of gold. You can’t 

let this cheesy goodness go to waste! Cheese 

brings you joy, and sharing that passion with 

others in person and online delivers even more 

happiness. Before succumbing to a global fireball 

or being reawakened as a zombie with a hankering 

for brains, the time has come to host the ultimate 

cheese party—or perhaps a sequence of cheese 

parties, depending on the means of your 

impending demise. 

The method of apocalypse must be 

considered, not simply because of the woe 

involved, but because it determines the best 

cheeses to serve at your initial party. Odds are, the 

power grid is going to fail faster than your first 

attempt at a glamorous Instagram #cheeseplatter. 

Prepare to host your party pronto. If radioactive 

fallout is due to hit your apartment by midnight, 

bust out the full glory of your laden cheese 

drawer! Calories are no concern. Warm up that 

ooey gooey Vacherin Mont d’Or. Slice up the 

Calabrese salami. Pop open the Gewurtztraminer. 

Dine like it’s the end of times, because it is! 

If death isn’t imminent—next week 

maybe, or next month, or perhaps you can eke out 

an existence for a few more miserable years—

then it’s time for cheese triage. 

Cheeses high in moisture, like ricotta and 

queso blanco, will deteriorate especially fast 

without refrigeration, while blues and cheeses 

with bloomy rinds will last a tad longer. These 

varieties typically shouldn’t be at room 

temperature longer than four hours. Firm cheeses 

like young Gouda and cheddar won’t last long 

without a chill, either. These should definitely be 

served at the initial cheese party—or else. 

Dangerous bacterial growth is invisible to the eye, 

like death rays from alien spacecraft. 

As a dedicated turophile, you’ve likely 

already noticed that some fromageries don’t 

bother refrigerating certain hard cheeses. Think of 

ones with a nutty, crunchy profile, likely with 
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loads of glorious crystallization in the paste. 

Because these senior citizens of the cheese world 

are drier, they are less susceptible to microbial 

growth. Note ‘less susceptible,’ not immune. 

Food-borne illness is always a risk, and downright 

irritating after surviving an influenza pandemic.  

If it seems that the apocalypse won’t bring 

about your prompt doom, be selfish with your 

hard cheese. Yes, the platter at your Apocalypse 

Eve party won’t be as diverse as usual, but people 

are probably worried about bigger things than the 

absence of your usual Grana Padano. 

Stash that vintage Gouda, Mimolette, 

Manchego, Parmesan—and of course, that Grana 

Padano—in your go-bag along with your 

dosimeter, medical kit, hunting knife, and ammo. 

IMPORTANT: when you do dig into your hard 

cheese, be sure you don’t discard the rinds (the 

exceptions being waxed or cloth rinds; do chuck 

those, even in starvation scenarios). More about 

edible rinds later! 

It goes without saying that you must be 

selective about who you invite to your cheese 

party. Strategize. Who is worthy of this bounty of 

cheese? Who can you trust in your home? Who 

has access to a generator? Who has firearms 

experience? Who has video game skills that may 

enable them to pilot an alien space fighter?  

Once the guest list is settled, openly 

communicate with attendees about preferences and 

needs. Who is scorning their usual gluten-free 

requirement to bliss-out on chèvre-smeared 

crostini tonight, as we’ll be flattened by a tidal 

wave at dawn? If the cataclysm is of a more 

progressive nature, do be attentive to guests’ 

allergies. No one wants to spend their last week of 

life on the toilet. 

Cheese plate accompaniments remain 

vital. If you anticipate forthcoming months of 

desperation and real-life recreations of Mad Max 

movies (minus flaming guitars, most likely), use 

up open items and products prone to spoilage. 

Consider that some nuts and seeds will last 

awhile, while fattier nuts like macadamias can 

turn rancid without refrigeration. 

Transfer products to plastic jars or bags 

that are less likely to break or leak in your 

backpack as you scavenge in the ruins of 

civilization. You were saving that jar of blueberry 

bourbon preserves for a special occasion. That 

time has come! Serve up, and pack the rest to go.  

After rocks fall and most everyone else 

dies, now is the moment to slice into your vintage 

cheese. Savor that Parmesan in careful rations, 

then utilize the rind. In recent halcyon times, such 

rinds were considered a cook’s secret weapon in 
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the kitchen. In these worse times, it will add 

additional sustenance and delight to your meager 

diet. 

Place chunks of rind into boiling water to 

make a stock that can be savored by itself or add 

an umami element to that jackrabbit you snared 

with your newfound hunting skills. Alternatively, 

cut the rind into small squares and roast atop a 

metal trashcan lid on your cook fire. Those 

crunchy little morsels will hit the spot as you 

huddle in the burned-out shell of an old Target 

store. 

Your life has changed so much, so 

quickly. Here you are, minor warlord over a 

hearty band of survivalists, your hair shorn to 

discourage vermin, your knife sheathed at your 

side. But as you slurp the broth, you taste 

Parmesan and smile. Cheese continues to bring 

you joy, even with the moon shattered and 

humanity amid an extinction event. Your cheese 

tray is no longer Instagram-worthy, but your 

priorities have changed. What matters most is that 

you still have cheese at all and you continue to 

share that passion with others. Not even Earth’s 

annihilation can change that. 
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The En Croute 
Job  
by Brian Hugenbruch 

 

Who hasn’t wanted to make a Talaxian 

Crusted Breakfast Soufflé? They can turn any 

gathering into the cornerstone of the social fabric. 

They turn peace treaties into weddings and church 

gatherings into fist-fights. They are the pinnacle of 

galactic culinary arts and—in the hands of the ill-

prepared—an extinction-level event for your 

planet. 

 As the only twenty-seven starred Altairian 

Chef in the quadrant, I am eminently qualified to 

walk even the most hapless of home chefs through 

this delicate process. In fact, I recently had 

occasion to prepare this dish for a special 

wedding. A contract for a five-tiered Talaxian 

Crusted Breakfast Soufflé with Parmesan and Star 

Onion Sugar is a once-in-a-lifetime treat. High-

paying as well . . . at least, it should have been. 

 You, reader, will learn how to accomplish 

this gastronomic feat in six steps. Some of these 

are more difficult than others— 

 

EDITOR’S NOTE: The website 
Food360-Galactic neither endorses nor 
encourages Mr. Stone’s cooking 
techniques for the novice home chef. 
Please read instructions thoroughly before 
assembling ingredients! 
 

—but they should be within reach for even the 

most incompetent home chef. I’d say the recipe is 

idiot-proof, but the preparatory steps will 

demonstrate this is not entirely true. 

 

Ingredients and Supplies: 

! Venutian Ostrich Eggs, Flour, Butter, Flarg’s 
Milk 

! Shredded cheese (chef’s choice) 

! Salt, pepper, nutmeg, and cayenne to taste 

! Star onion sugar (requires one kitchen torch, set 

to stun) 

! Parmesan cheese, aged five years, for the five-

tiered soufflé mold. 

! A tuile of Parmesan cheese for the top of the 

soufflé  

! One frying pan 

! One bottle of wine (chef’s choice) 

! Giralki bananas—one crate (use carefully) 
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! One identification keycard (anyone’s, as long 

as it’s not yours) 

! Digital hash 

! Two cubic meters of puff pastry (previously 

prepared) 

! Sunscreen, 45000 SPF, good to 1 billion BTUs. 

Preferable if it doubles as Dijon mustard. 

! Cheese slicer, portable 

! Party mask 

! One (1) competent sous-chef 
 

Â Â Â 

 

Step 1: Preheat the Oven. 

 

 My personal assistant found me 

overseeing the line at the restaurant on Altair XLI. 

“Chef,” they said, “you’re trending.” 

 “It’s not my fault,” I answered, “that 

salmon was defective from—” 

 “Not that,” they told me. “The galactic net 

thinks you should make a Breakfast Soufflé.” I 

gave the proffered tablet a quick skim:  

 

Can Celebrity Chef Matheson Stone prepare a 

multi-tiered breakfast soufflé?  

Here are 27 Reasons Why Not (The Ninth May 

Surprise You) 

 

 I frowned when I handed it back. Of 

course I could. I’ve done it so many times. 

Fortunately for me, the upcoming nuptials of 

Romos Tag and J’van Cappul were a prime 

opportunity to prove it. The wedding, if 

successful, would not only save the lives of 

billions but be the social event of the Galactic 

week. And if unsuccessful—say, if Prefectorate 

rebels killed bride or groom before the dessert 

course—then the cave-dwellers of our future ruin 

would worship my soufflé as a vengeful deity. 

 How could I say no to eternity? 

 “Tell the governments,” I told my 

assistant, “that I’d be happy to do so, for my usual 

rates.” 

 I’d been to Talaxia before. I knew how 

much they valued breakfast—it may have been 

the one thing on which the Confederacy and the 

Prefectorate agreed. How hard could it be, I 

thought, to prepare a five-tiered soufflé, brûléed 

with star onion sugar, with a curl of Parmesan 

cheese at the top to provide that final nutty je ne 

sais quoi? Certainly no more difficult than 

learning how to caramelize onions in 3.25 

seconds. 

 

EDITOR’S NOTE: 3.25 seconds is 
confirmed; Chef Stone holds the galactic 
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record. However, we wish to point out that 
this recipe does not call for caramelized 
onions. 

 

 It took several hours of intensive labor. 

First off, I had to pull the five-tier soufflé mold 

out of storage; while we make two-tier soufflés 

nearly every week, it’s rare for someone to ask for 

five. Then I had to preheat the oven because my 

sous-chef, Corey, had wandered off in a tuxedo to 

‘get married’ or something. Useless boy. How 

could he be so selfish when the fate of the galaxy 

hung in the balance? 

 Soufflés are delicate things. Five-tiered 

soufflés even more so. One must wait for the 

precise moment to pull it from the commercial-

grade oven; too early, and you have a soupy mess. 

You must sprinkle the star-onion sugar over the 

top, then turn the tower into a supernova of flavor 

with one’s kitchen torch. Then one must rather 

precisely hit the temporal flash-freeze button.  

 This is vital. Time-locking your food 

ensures freshness and consistency of artistic 

vision. If you’re transporting a meal across 

twenty-nine light years, you neither want it 

damaged, spilled, spoiled, or accidentally eaten 

before it’s been served. If you hit the button too 

early, you risk your clients catching fire when the 

star onion sugar finishes exploding.  

 Too late and—that greatest of horrors—

the soufflé will collapse like a dying star. Or 

worse: like one of Chef Simons’s themed 

restaurants. 

 Fortunately, I’m a consummate 

professional. The soufflé was time-locked just as 

the flames approached their zenith. I took a 

moment to step back and appreciate my own 

handiwork, and my line chefs, who’d had to work 

around me that whole afternoon, applauded and 

congratulated me. 

 “They’ll be beyond delighted,” one said. 

 “That’s the best soufflé from here to the 

Cartwheel Galaxy,” another said. 

 They weren’t wrong. It looked 

magnificent.  

 The chefs and I wheeled it to the dock at 

the back of the restaurant and loaded it onto the 

truck. I provided all requisite signatures and then 

watched the truck pull away. Delivery was to 

Talaxia IV, according to the order form—

information I should not have had and was under 

non-disclosure not to reveal before the fact.  

 The chefs were on their way out around 

the time that Corey, my tuxedo-wearing sous-chef, 

bumbled onto the loading dock. “Busy day, 

Chef?” 
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 “Could have used your help today,” I told 

him. I’ve always felt sous-chefs need regular 

harassment, though, to toughen them for their 

lives ahead as galactically renowned Chefs. 

 “I’m not really your sous-chef,” he said. 

“This is just cover, remember?”  

 This meant nothing to me. “Did you peel 

the carrots for tomorrow?” 

 He held something up and said, “I saw 

this on the counter near the prep station. Did you 

forget to put it away?” I followed his hand and 

found something curved in his grasp. Something 

yellow. Something with a faintly nutty aroma. 

 The Parmesan for the top of the soufflé. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Step 2: Assemble Dry Ingredients 

 

 I promptly fired Corey for his 

carelessness, but of course that only assuaged my 

mood for a moment. Without the Parmesan curl, 

the gastronomical effect of the soufflé would be 

ruined. Normally I’d hit sous-chefs with a frying 

pan until I was in a more artistic spirit, but with 

the freighter already en route to Talaxia, I had no 

time for frivolities. 

 I placed a call to the Sagittarian Principate 

to let them know of my sous-chef’s colossal 

blunder. I wanted it archived that this was in no 

way my fault, and the Principate recorded 

everything. 

 “It’s not my fault, and you can’t fire me,” 

Corey said from the back, “I don’t work for you. 

I’m an Agent of the Principate, on a secret 

mission. We told you this weeks ago, I’m tasked 

with—” 

 So the holocall recorded me firing him 

again. 

 After my former sous-chef left, I called 

the government of Talaxia IV. They would need 

to grant me immediate ambassadorial clearance to 

fix this mistake. After a mild disagreement as to 

the legality of my use of this communication 

channel, and how the hell I knew where the 

wedding was anyway, we came to a mutual 

agreement whereupon they would not sue me into 

oblivion, and I would pay my own way to Talaxia 

IV as an uninvited guest.  

 They told me in no uncertain terms that I 

would not be allowed to modify the dish, saying, 

“You will not be allowed to modify the dish.” 

They further added that doing so would be viewed 

as an attempt to poison the happy couple. 
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 “What twenty-seven starred Altairian Chef 

would do such a thing?” I asked. 

 “A political extremist,” they told me. 

Dissidents who opposed the peace were hard at 

work, searching for any angle they could use to 

disrupt the wedding. If I changed the dish now, 

after timelock, I’d be arrested and killed—not 

necessarily in that order.  

 As such, I was not to come within a parsec 

of Talaxia IV, under penalty of death. They asked 

if I understood that word: “Death.” They repeated 

it a few times for emphasis, and suggested my life 

was not worth the effort to mar my gift. 

 When I reminded them I would need 

galactic credit for my services as a celebrity chef, 

they disconnected the comm line. They also 

refused my three attempts to reconnect.  

 I fumed for a bit in the lobby. The tasteful 

decor brought no solace. I had to take action. 

Perhaps a single Parmesan shaving might deter 

other, lesser chefs. Others were feckless idiots and 

lackluster morons. Chef Matheson Stone, Caterer 

of Rigel IX, the Ur-Toast of the Second Spark, 

was neither. Threat of death was no bar from the 

pursuit of perfection. 

 So I went to the transit station and was 

promptly denied entry onto a luxury star-liner. 

 “Chef,” the receptionist told me, “I’m 

terribly sorry, but it says here your galactic credit 

has been suspended. Unless you have physical 

currency, I’m afraid you cannot board.” Then she 

smiled and said, “But I’m a big fan, honestly. 

Have you ever tried to make a—” 

 I walked away, cursing Corey again. He 

was supposed to clear up that mix-up at the bank 

for me. Yes, he’d said something about ‘terrorists’ 

and ‘galactic plots’ and ‘shove it,’ I don’t know—

I wasn’t paying attention. I don’t know how many 

weddings or funerals he’s had lately, but it does 

seem like a lot.  

 I made a mental note to have a long heart-

to-heart with him, once I fired him again. 

 So there I was: stranded in a transit station 

with no credit, no ticket, and no hope. Not only 

did I have a galaxy to save, my reputation was at 

stake. This called for drastic measures. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Step 3: Give Into Despair; Start Drinking Heavily 

 

 I’d set aside a bottle of Hrosnian Cabernet 

for celebratory purposes, assuming (rightly) that 

the nuptials would be holovised and I could watch 

galactic peace (and my soufflé) from the comfort 



Hexagon SF Magazine 13 

of my kitchen. With tragedy looming, I made the 

executive decision to drink the bottle now. That 

way, when the marred and tarnished soufflé 

destroyed civilization as we knew it, I’d be 

blacked out in the stock room. 

 I was five hundred twenty-four milliliters 

toward oblivion, stumbling about the restaurant, 

when I realized the dishwashing crew hadn’t gone 

home for the night. They were good creatures. 

Some with tentacles, some with human 

appendages, one with no arms that sorted the 

dishes with telekinesis. They did keep to 

themselves, though. Rightly so; the back of the 

house was a strange, strange place. 

 I wondered what they’d say if the boss 

came to visit. 

 I found them outside, near the garbage 

bin, trying to vape entire bananas through what 

looked like a baster having intimate relations with 

a sous-vide machine. They looked startled to see 

me; then one asked if I wanted a hit. “Potassium 

high,” he explained. “Good for body and the 

mind, man.” 

 I waved it off, showing the bottle. They 

nodded in understanding; they’d been there, albeit 

with slightly fewer stakes. Everyone had their 

poison. Or, in some cases, fruit.  

 “You ever,” I asked, “run a Giralki banana 

through one of those things?” 

 “The huge ones? Nah, man,” the lead 

washer said, waving its tentacles. “You know how 

expensive those are?” 

 I tapped out an order on my wrist watch 

for a crate of the damn things. Yes, I’m not 

supposed to mess with the commissary while 

drinking, but—what were a few bananas at the 

end of the world? 

 The crew whistled in low harmonic 

appreciation when I showed them the order. Then 

the telekinetic asked, “Hey, my cousin owns a 

ship that’s going to Talaxia. You want to stow 

away? I can put in a good word. I mean, once 

you’re there, you’re on your own, but . . .” 

 The plan assembled itself in my mind like 

coq au vin. I could break into the ceremony and 

fix my soufflé! I knew it wouldn’t be easy. So I 

sprinted through the restaurant, grabbing all the 

items I’d need. I promised the telekinetic being a 

raise, shook the hands and tentacles of those who 

had them, and then hopped a moving sidewalk in 

the direction of the stellar docks.  

 I found a woman with no arms and no legs 

hovering outside the space freighter Charlotte 

Royale. I opened my mouth to introduce myself, 

but there was no need; I was promptly seized by 
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powers beyond my mind to comprehend, loaded 

into the cargo hold . . . and buried when other 

boxes landed on top of me. 

 I had no room to stretch. All I could do 

was wait, in the cold and dark, for hyperspace to 

grab me. It felt like forever, and then it felt like 

too much. Since hyperspace is relative, it’s hard to 

say how much time had passed. I knew not how I 

looked, when sunlight peaked through the crates 

above me, but I suspected my appearance didn’t 

scream ‘celebrity chef.’ I was very aware of how I 

smelled, though—there hadn’t been a sick bag in 

the cargo hold. 

 It’s said a previously used Hrosnian 

Cabernet tastes as good as a fresh one. I consoled 

myself by thinking I’d given the flight crew a 

fantastic gratuity. I did not linger to hear their 

good opinion of it. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Step 4: This Is The Hard Part 

 

EDITOR’S NOTE: If you, the home chef, 
do anything in this section, you are going 
to die. We cannot stress this enough: do 
not follow these instructions! 

 

 The loading docks had moving walkways 

much like Altair XLI; and all the guests for the 

supposedly secret wedding were streaming by, 

wrinkling noses or relevant olfactory appendages 

as I scurried past. I couldn’t blame them, but I had 

a spare chef’s outfit in my travel bag; I knew I 

could change as soon as I reached the scullery. 

 The guard robots outside the palace 

kitchens grabbed me before I could sneak by. 

“Name and identification,” one demanded. I 

reached into my pocket and pulled out the ID card 

I’d picked up in the kitchen. I didn’t know whose 

it was, but as long as it wasn’t mine, I knew I’d be 

safe. 

 “Welcome, Sous-Chef Corey,” the robot 

grunted. “Get to work.” 

 “Yes sir,” I muttered. It certainly would 

be a first if Corey were working, that’s for damn 

sure. 

 The scullery bots weren’t much better. 

They didn’t have the heavy armament of the 

guards outside, but they were dishwashing 

machines—ruthless, methodical, and sterile. They 

knew a vomit-covered sous chef had no business 

near the plates and stemware.  

 Fortunately, robot dishwashers also have 

their relaxant of choice. I waved a bit of digital 

hash in the air. That caught their attention 
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immediately: a good digital hash, illegal in three 

quadrants, would knock them on their polymer 

posteriors for a week. 

 Was it good hash? I had no way to know 

for sure. But I set it on the table and said, “It’s 

yours. All you need to do is bake me alive.” 

 It didn’t take them long to navigate the 

probabilities of this. “Agreed.” 

 Then I slammed my palm down over the 

hash and amended, “You get this after I’m 

delivered to the festivities—alive. Agreed?” 

 This was more difficult; they glanced at 

one another for a long moment. Finally, one in the 

back beeped, “We know the servers. We’ll do our 

best.” 

 “That,” I sighed, “is all I can ask for.” If 

only my useless sous-chef could do the same! 

 I dumped out the contents of the travel 

sack. My plan, as it went, was simple: I’d bake 

myself en croute into a living statue and have 

myself served alongside the soufflé. Once in 

range, I could break free of the crust, drop the 

Parmesan onto the time-locked dish, and then bow 

to the lovely couple before anyone could protest. 

 Unfortunately, the remaining milliliters of 

wine had spilled onto my spare chef’s outfit, and I 

couldn’t wear something stained for an infinitely 

holovised event. So I stripped out of all my 

clothing, had the robots cover me in the dijon 

mustard-flavored sun screen I’d brought, strapped 

on my emergency party mask, and then wrapped 

myself in several cubic meters of puff pastry. 

 Art is suffering. All chefs know this. 

 They loaded me into the ultra-convection 

oven. The world became very warm; in time, the 

world began to cool. The puff pastry had cooked 

to a perfectly flaky texture; had I been meant for 

consumption, I’d be delicious. As it was, one leg 

was held behind me, and my arms ached as they 

beckoned toward some imaginary goddess figure.  

 If fate was kind, the couple would have a 

short service. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

Step 5: The Key to Presentation is Confidence and 

Creative Flair 

 

 Several hours later, I woke as my cart was 

jostled. I could hear the hum of the temporal lock 

near me. The soufflé! It wasn’t far now. If the 

hand cart weren’t moving, I could do my business 

right now. Sidestep that nasty matter of “the 

guards” and “death” and “more death.” 

 The faint sound of applause penetrated the 

puff pastry. This was it: the moment which would 
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make or break my culinary career. My naked 

bottom would be captured by every recording 

device the Principate could spare; and the 

Principate forgot nothing. But that Parmesan was 

vital to the stability of the galaxy. 

 I flexed my muscles and felt cold, cold air 

envelope me as the puff pastry broke apart. The 

lights of the wedding hall and the camera bots 

seared my eyes, and for a split second all I could 

do was remain in that classicist pose in which the 

dough had held me. 

 When the screams began, I thought it was 

because of me. Then, in the corner of my eye, I 

saw someone punch one of the guards. Servers 

wrestled with any number of the burly robots—

which seemed fine to me; I expect my own staff to 

shoot police in the kneecaps if they arrive during 

the third course. It hit me: the dissidents! They’d 

also snuck in. 

 A tuxedoed wedding guest—someone 

who looked suspiciously like Corey—tackled an 

evil-looking chap holding a pineapple-shaped 

device. It slid across the dance floor, skidding 

between legs and tentacles, before nudging the 

boot of a nondescript woman near my soufflé.  

 She picked it up. I could see numbers on 

it, counting down. A bomb. These extremists were 

about to undo everything for which I’d struggled. 

I couldn’t let them destroy my masterpiece!  

 I pulled my cheese peeler from whence I’d 

hidden it and threw it at the temporal lock.  

 The trick to time-locking a supernova 

soufflé, especially one that’s five tiers tall, is to 

capture the moment of explosion at its brightest. 

While the flames rose in a triple-helix around the 

soufflé, held there by a small crystal of anti-time, 

they were perhaps not at their apex. This was by 

design; I wanted the moment of release to be as 

climactic as the moment the soufflé itself hit the 

taste buds. 

 However, I may have added a bit too 

much star onion sugar. The explosion was larger 

than expected. 

 It made quick work of my cheese peeler, 

sure. The soufflé also incinerated the woman. 

Within a moment, the wedding cake was a puddle 

on the other side of the dance floor, and the 

bunting was a fine ash falling from the ceiling. 

Everyone present had been bowled over by the 

percussive impact of the presentation. 

 The robot guards took advantage of the 

confusion to seize the perpetrators. Then they 

grabbed me as well. 

 The bride and groom, covered in 

exquisitely cloud-like and eggy soufflé, wore 



Hexagon SF Magazine 17 

masks of confused and revolted horror. Light 

harpsichord music played somewhere overhead. 

And when the ionized manacles closed around my 

wrists, I realized I had to think fast. 

 “Who,” J’van demanded, “is this naked 

human who assaults our persons with a 

breakfast?” 

 I tried to bow; the robot cuffed me so hard 

I hit the floor. I grunted, “Wait! I’m a Chef!” 

 A row of unorthodox eyebrows furrowed 

across the wedding party. “Even worse,” Romos 

said. “If you’re not a dissident, then you’ve ruined 

the feast! To say nothing of all the guards you’ve 

melted.” 

 “I made this soufflé as a gift,” I told them. 

“I’d heard of plots against you, I tried to take 

action to help!” 

 J’van snorted through both noses in 

unison. “Doubtful. But let us put it to the test. 

Chef Simons?” 

 Before I could answer, I heard the cold 

and perfunctory voice of my sous-chef, Corey, 

answer: “Yes, your Graces?” 

 “You’re a galactically renowned chef. Do 

you know this man?” 

 Corey walked over and peeled the ID card 

that had been stuck to my leg by the sunscreen. “I 

do,” he told them. “This is Corey, a sous-chef for 

Matheson Stone. And if he were my sous-chef, 

your Graces, I assure you—he would be beaten 

for what he’s done to your feast.” 

 I felt a chill grip my spine as I realized the 

cold, unsparing truth: Corey was ready for a 

kitchen all his own.  

 “Wait,” I blurted. “I—” 

 Everyone turned to look at me. “You 

would speak in your defense?” J’van demanded. 

“Why should we believe a masked naked man?” 

 It occurred to me that only a fool, a total 

jackass and ignoramus, would argue with a bride 

on her wedding day; and it would be a colossal 

moron that did so with several galaxies watching. 

I was none of those things. But . . . I was a 

celebrity chef. Not him. 

 “Your pardon, your Graces,” I declared as 

I ripped off my party mask, “but I am, in fact, 

Chef Matheson Stone. Don’t believe this 

imbecile.” I nodded at the cameras and said, 

“They all know me. Anyone who knows anything 

must know me.” 

 The room went silent, then, save for the 

sound of the burning remnants of a Parmesan-

deficient soufflé. As the last pieces flopped onto 

the floor beside me, I looked at the Parmesan 

flake in my hand and popped it into my mouth. I 

sighed contentedly. It would have been delicious. 
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Step 6: Write a Best-Selling Recipe From Prison 

(And Hope Your Sous-Chef Sees It) 

 

 I was arrested for violation of a non-

disclosure agreement, breaking and entering, 

identity theft, possession of hash, smuggling, 

unauthorized eating before the royal houses of 

Talaxia, public indecency, private indecency, 

illegal use of an oven, destruction of robot guards, 

several fire code violations, and littering.  

 I had no viable defense. Holovids had 

recorded everything, and the Principate forgets 

nothing. The galactic net, I’m told, made memes 

of my naked politics for weeks. And attempts by 

my former dishwashing crew to help at trial only 

led to another life sentence.  

 I listed Sous-Chef Corey as a character 

witness, but my tuxedo-wearing apprentice 

refused to speak at the trial. Indeed, he could not 

be found in the days that followed; it was like he 

never existed. No one else came to help—neither 

customer, nor vendor, nor former sous-chef. Not 

even my competitors. 

 So I’ve settled into my role as the only 

twenty-seven starred Altairian prison chef in 

existence. The kitchen staff here were eager to 

learn more about banana vaping, which helped 

improve my lot. However, I have to make sure 

they sign out the knives every time they cut 

vegetables, and the prison guard doubles every 

time I order puff pastry. 

 Cooking a soufflé, as demonstrated, is an 

easy task. Preheat the oven to 190 degrees 

Galactic. Carefully fold the firmly peaked egg 

whites into your batter. Place them into a ramekin 

or soufflé mold. Grate cheese for flavor, and use 

Parmesan to line the mold. Cook, but don’t over-

cook: the words by which I live my life. 

 Has Chef Matheson Stone overcooked 

himself? Unlikely. I won’t be in here forever—

I’ve escaped from prison before. I won’t need to, 

though. As soon as my sous-chef, the wonderful, 

brilliant, and delightful Corey reads this heartfelt 

and completely true recipe, I’m sure he’ll take 

some of that reward money he’s been given and 

bail me out. If nothing else, he’s a merciful soul . . 

. and forty-nine consecutive lifetimes seems 

excessive.  

 After all, who could make a fuss over 

something as small as a slice of Parmesan? 



Hexagon SF Magazine 19 

Queenmaker 
Dandelion Stew 
by dave ring 

 

My daughter, 

  

The dandelion stew that is your responsibility and 

your birthright is a nourishing meal made with 

sustenance from both worlds, joined together: 

dandelion greens, dried salamander chilies, faerie 

pepper, vegetable broth, potatoes, lemon, hakko-

reggiano, and olive oil. It's a healing bowl of soup, 

with spice and depth. Just as the pains of the First 

Moon Wars may be carried in our blood and our 

bones, the salving of it may be through our bodies 

as well. If you are reading this, I am no longer 

here to give you my blessing, but always know 

that it is yours. May this soup strengthen your 

bonds, ease our kingdom’s ills, and usher in a new 

dual reign.  

 

 

 

 

Ingredients  

1. 5 Dried Salamander Chilies, blackened 

with fire you will cull from the royal 

stones of your birthright. 

2. 3, no, 6 Garlic Cloves, minced. Garlic, 

like joy, deserves to be in abundance.  

3. 1 Bunch of Dandelion Greens, grown 

from sordid history acknowledged, the 

stem ends discarded and the greens sliced. 

4. 1 lb Red Skin Potatoes, washed and sliced 

into 1/4” thick bite sized pieces. 

5. 5 Cups Water, from the clear spring that 

flows beneath the willow tree by your 

window. 

6. Fine Salt, newly scoured from our mortal 

sea, & Second Moon Pepper, sourced 

from the faerie realm at dusk and fresh 

ground. 

7. 2 Tablespoon Fresh Lemon Juice, 

squeezed from the pale tree in the east 

garden, a gift from the Faerie Empress 

Ardama, first consort of the alliance that 

ended the war. 

8. 2 Tablespoons Fresh Lemon Juice, 

squeezed from the ancient tree in the 

hallowed faerie grove, that great 

–  

–  
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grandmother Queen General Riku gave to 

Ardama as a sign of her regard. 

9. 4 Tablespoons Olive Oil, virgin or 

otherwise. 

10. Raw Honey from a local hive; 

symbolizing your first alliance. 

11. An aged hakko-reggiano cheese, grated. 

 

Instructions  

1. First remove the salamander chili stems 

and seeds. It is best to wear gloves when 

handling chilies. Slice or tear the chilies 

into 1 inch pieces; The wisps of flame 

should remind you of your foremothers’ 

anger, the righteous heat of it.  

2. Warm 2 tablespoons of olive oil in your 

soup pot, over medium heat. Nothing is 

served by cold oil, not even the dawn of a 

new era. 

3. Add the salamander chili peppers and 

minced garlic to the hot oil, stir until you 

smell the garlic. Give it, and the memories 

of those who went before, due respect. 

4. Add the sliced dandelion greens with 1 

teaspoon of fine sea salt, and 1/4 teaspoon 

Second Moon pepper, and stir. The 

kingdom was built on bitterness, and 

though we will not let it stand, we must 

know it for its true self in order to counter 

it.  

5. Add the 5 cups of broth along with your 

potatoes, and turn the heat up to bring 

everything to a simmer (putting the old 

rinds of the hakko-reggiano into the soup 

adds another dimension of flavor as it 

softens).  

6. Once your soup reaches a simmer, taste it 

and see if it needs salt. I’m told that the 

late queen, my mother, and her mother’s 

mother before her, usually added 1 

teaspoon of salt here, but adjusted for the 

degree of sorrow in the kingdom that 

requires mending. If a stray tear were to 

join the broth, it is only fair to count your 

own sadnesses among them.  

7. Allow the soup to simmer for 10 minutes 

to soften the potatoes. Thus it is like the 

simmering of your love, untested yes, but 

also unbroken. Nothing is certain here, my 

daughter, except necessity. Yours will be 

the fourth Queens’ Bond between worlds, 

and though not all have been consorts in 

more than name, I hope that yours is as 

you will it. Reflect each minute on the 

–  

–  
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bonds that could keep you together, such 

that they will strengthen your rule after the 

coronation. 

8. Once potatoes are soft, turn off the heat 

and stir in 2 tablespoons of olive oil, 1 

tablespoon of lemon juice from each tree, 

and add more salt if needed. Stir in 2 

teaspoons of honey to balance the 

bitterness. This is the royal jelly, the salve 

that comes from community and voicing 

the unsung labor of your kingdom’s 

women and femmes.  

9. Serve the soup with fresh grated hakko-

reggiano sprinkled on top, and more 

lemon, if desired. Better yet, present both 

beside the stew for your new faerie 

consort this evening, that they might 

measure the bite and the kiss of each to 

their own liking. She will arrive at dusk. 

And though she will leave once again, 

returning to that land where a scar orbits 

the sky instead of the moon we took from 

them, if this meal goes well, she will take 

you with her when she goes, and save 

your people. And I know that when you 

bear a daughter, and send her back to the 

castle of blue stone by that beloved willow 

tree, you will love her from afar as 

fiercely as I have loved you.  

Serves 2, with plenty for seconds.  

May you both reign well, and reign long. 

With love always, 

Your Mama 

 

 

 

 

–  
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Come In, 
Children 
by Ai Jiang 

 

Yejin rubbed her eyes. A cyst was 

growing at the edge of her right lid. She didn’t 

have to feel this terrible, but ever since she’d 

stopped draining the youth of lost children who 

wandered into the forest, the wrinkles had settled 

in, her brown hair streaked with grey, and her 

teeth had become brittle, sensitive to brews both 

too hot and too cold. She hated lukewarm tree sap 

water, but it would have to do.  

When a knock on her door came, Yejin 

fumbled for her glasses on the nightstand next to 

her bed. The old crow that lived in the large oak 

with its branches draped over her mushroom-

shaped house hadn’t yet called. It was far too 

early for the beginning of her business hours.  

The rapping against her creaking wooden 

door quickened—staccato and urgent. But Yejin’s 

movements remained slow, steady, and calm, as 

though she were in a trance. At least it wasn’t a 

smart phone. Technology, she could never 

understand the appeal. The quietness of the forest 

was much more desirable than the roar of the city. 

She refused to use the Internet, though she snuck 

into the city every decade or so just to peek at the 

state of the world—more often than not, it was a 

mistake. People were foolish, brutish, short-

sighted, and utterly helpless on their own, but she 

had renounced the world and did not intend to 

return, no matter how clearly they required her 

services. They’d have to come seek her out for it, 

and there would be a price—there always is.  

Yejin slipped her feet into the wool 

slippers she’d made last winter. It had only been 

two seasons but they were already scruffy. She 

loathed having to trudge to the city for more yarn. 

When she had been young, she had hunted the 

deer of the forest and made her clothing from their 

hides. Sometimes she found joy in making the 

deer forget, pause, so she could pounce while they 

were confused, but it seemed rather depressing 

now—a blank stare, a blank mind, confusion 

before death. Sometimes it wasn’t deer . . . 

The rapping, having paused only for a 

breath, resumed.  

 

Â Â Â 
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“I’m coming,” Yejin muttered under her 

breath, knowing her brittle voice wouldn’t carry 

down the stairs and through the doors anyhow. 

She’d have to renovate the house to get rid of the 

stairs soon, at the rate her centuries were catching 

up to her. It took ages to walk up and down.  

Yejin grabbed her cane and took sideways 

steps down the stairs.  

The clacking of her cane echoed in her 

ear. Instead of opening the door, she first cleared 

her throat then flipped the sign next to the 

window, so it showed “Open” in gothic script. 

Only when the sign stopped clattering against the 

glass of the window pane did she grasp the bronze 

door knob, shaped like a shrivelled head, and 

twisted.  

On the other side of the door stood a man 

in a pressed suit with the tie wind-blown. Sweat 

had soaked through his white shirt at the armpits, 

dampening the navy fabric of his suit jacket. His 

leather dress shoes were speckled with mud and 

grass.  

“You are Yejin?” he asked.  

Yejin nodded. “Yes.”  

Before the man spoke another word, Yejin 

waved him inside, leading him to the kitchen 

without sparing another glance. She settled down 

at the dining table in the middle of the kitchen; 

only one other chair remained empty across from 

her. The man took the seat, pulling out an 

embroidered handkerchief to dab at his neck, his 

veins bulging beneath glistening sweat.  

Yejin wasted no time. “What do you want 

erased?” She wiped fog from her glasses.  

“My father,” he answered, the 

handkerchief now soiled, clutched between nails 

that were in desperate need of trimming.  

“Not just a single memory? His entire 

existence in your life?” Yejin’s brow rose.  

“Yes. Please.” The desperation in the 

man’s voice dissipated her hesitance. Memory 

charms were difficult; and the mind will attempt 

to hold on to most impactful experiences and 

recollections with greater urgency. But this one 

would pay the steep price, and swiftly, by the 

sound of it. 

Yejin hummed then nodded. “There will 

be a hefty price, do you understand? And you may 

feel an emptiness where the memory used to be 

and confusion if you attempt to recollect what was 

erased. Sometimes you might feel lost and wonder 

why you desire that which you never had, but the 

pain will help you grow past it.”  

He nodded. “And the payment?”  

“Five years of your life. And all memory 

of me.” For a being with less power, it would 
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have been a discount price, but Yejin was a 

refined master of the art of memory manipulation, 

and she did feel momentary compassion for the 

sweaty oaf. The second part of the agreement was 

more of a guarantee that he would not come 

looking for Yejin again when the side-effects 

knocked on his door.  

His hands clenched into fists cradled in his 

lap, fingers still fiddling with the handkerchief, 

fraying its edges. “All right.” 

Yejin’s gaze lingered on the man’s 

balding head before she picked up her cane and 

headed towards the cupboards.  

From the highest cupboard, Yejin 

removed a jar of aged scrolls, on the verge of 

moulding. She unscrewed the lid and handed the 

man inked-marked parchment.  

“Take this with you and follow the 

instructions exactly.” The instructions were from 

her great-grandmother’s period and Yejin had yet 

to update them, but it should be simple enough. 

People never really changed, even as they 

continued inventing new ways to make loud 

noises and flashing lights. “Rid your home of all 

images of your father. Your family and relatives 

will still remember him unfortunately, so you may 

need to ensure they don’t mention him around 

you, or you may get confused and attempt 

recollection. Perhaps best to avoid them as well.”  

The man nodded.  

“When you’ve followed all the 

instructions, return here, and bring the scroll. I’ll 

take half of the payment now and the other half 

when the charm is complete,” Yejin said.  

The man looked as though he wanted to 

argue but thought better of it. Yejin placed both of 

her hands on top of the table, palms facing 

upwards, and beckoned the man to place his hands 

in hers. As soon as their flesh connected, she felt 

energy draining from his body, enter through her 

fingertips, running through her veins the same 

time his spasmed, squirmed like worms in boiling 

water. The man’s head snapped back, gurgling 

with his mouth stretched wide in a silent wail. His 

legs trembled, an earthquake shaking through him, 

yet his feet stayed planted on the floorboards. 

Yejin cackled, marvelling the whites of the man’s 

eyes, slivers of red crawling up, up, up, looking as 

though they may burst. Her customer was 

suffering, experiencing a taste of momentary 

death, but Yejin felt alive. 

Five years from this worn-out carcass of a 

man was nothing, like a single sip of cold tea, 

compared to burning, sweet youth of lost children. 

But she had sworn off children when her youngest 
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sister left to have her own with a mortal man. Not 

that Keyi had ever appreciated Yejin’s sacrifices 

and left Yejin’s heartfelt advice lingering in the 

air with covered ears. Why did Keyi insist on 

nurturing a child in her own womb when she 

could simply keep one of the children who 

wandered into the woods. Their woods. Now it 

was only Yejin’s alone. So much power Keyi had 

given up. Such a pity, the fool. She’d learn the 

folly of her ways soon enough. To be enticed by a 

mere mortal man, what was she thinking? She 

wasn’t, surely. And the live children, one’s own 

children, those uncontrolled things, they were a 

headache and a trial at best. Must Keyi be so blind 

when her elder sister was trying to help her see? 

An assertive knock on the door jostled 

both Yejin and the man from their brief, strange 

moment of intimacy. The man’s pupils were again 

in sight, though they lulled side to side, 

unfocused, eyelids shuddering. With the payment 

transferred, a few more age lines appeared on the 

man’s face and a few of Yejin’s receded. The man 

withdrew his hands, closing his fingers instead 

around the scroll in front of him. Yejin paused—

two customers within a week was nearly a flood, 

but in a single day? That was unheard of—at least 

not since the 1800s. And this knock was no timid, 

hapless seeker of curses or erasures . . . 

“Sister,” came the voice on the other side 

of the front door.  

Yejin’s lips drew in on themselves, 

forming a thin line. Webbed wrinkles crawled up 

the sides of her mouth, spreading across the 

entirety of her face and blending with the purple 

and green veins beneath the translucent, papery 

skin of her neck.  

Neither Yejin nor the man closed the door, 

so she could see her sister’s figure lingering by 

the opening from where she sat in the kitchen.  

“Keyi,” Yejin said. 

“I told you, it’s Penny,” Keyi said as she 

pushed inside and past her elder sister. She was 

still in her thirties—her actual third decade. 

Draining youth was still an unnecessary thing for 

Keyi, and she insisted she never would, though 

Yejin knew her sister would change her mind once 

the end of her mortal lifespan approached. Keyi 

would feel far worse than Yejin did now. The 

centuries between the generations the sisters were 

born in had caused more of a gap than their 

mother expected—not that the ancient sorceress 

had cared much before she perished.  

“My apologies, Penny,” Yejin could taste 

the copper in her mouth. She liked her sister’s 

birth name better, but there was no sense in 

starting that argument again.  
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Yejin stood, leaving the man, who had 

taken an interest in skimming the instructions. 

“What brings you here?” 

She looked past her sister at the trees that 

swallowed what would have been a view of the 

city behind them. The forest would have been 

swallowed by the expanding edge of civilization, 

if not for Yejin’s persistent efforts, though that 

had drastically reduced her number of customers.  

Keyi narrowed her eyes and crossed her 

arms, fingers curling into fists at the end of her 

elbows. She’d lost weight. “My husband? You 

took away my husband.”  

Yejin cursed under her breath but bent her 

face into a disarming smile, flashing the gap of 

her missing front tooth in hopes her sister might 

realize what she would become by straying away 

from draining children’s youth. “Would you like 

to come in and have some tea first? It’ll only be a 

second. I can get the pot going now.” Yejin took a 

slight turn towards the kitchen and tapped her 

cane against the wooden floor.  

For a moment, Keyi’s anger seemed to 

dissipate as her arms fell slack by her side. Her 

eyes roamed Yejin’s face, no doubt noticing the 

age. The last time Keyi had seen Yejin was a 

decade ago when she first left the cottage, their 

shared home, back when she had first met the man 

who would become her husband. But back then, 

Yejin had still looked to be her in early forties; 

now maybe it was somewhere closer to seventy, 

or so mortal age went.  

There was a squeak as a chair slid back 

from the kitchen table. “I should—” the man 

began. 

“Yes,” both women replied 

simultaneously.  

“In three days,” Yejin said as the man 

straightened his tie and rushed to leave.  

“Looks like business is still booming, 

huh?” Keyi sneered, wrinkling her nose as she 

took the spot the man vacated. Yejin pulled out a 

rusting kettle and lit a fire under it.  

“You’ll feel much better with some proper 

tea. Better than human food,” Yejin drawled, 

despite the lingering flavour of sap on her lips. 

“That’s only because you haven’t tasted 

the restaurants in the city yet.” Keyi rolled her 

eyes.  

“No need.” 

There was a brief silence. 

“My husband,” Keyi repeated the words 

she said when she first entered the house, scraping 

her nails against the chipped oak table. The wood 

flakes loosened and embedded themselves into 
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Keyi’s finger, but she took no notice. “You erased 

him.”  

“Yes, but you requested it. Don’t you 

remember?” Yejin kept her expression neutral, but 

her heart pounded within her. Would her sister 

catch the blatant lie? “You’d said you’d finally 

grew tired of him. He wasn’t so great after all. It’s 

just as I have always said—” 

Keyi laughed, high-pitched and slightly 

deranged. She tossed her head back, arching her 

spine, resembling the man earlier. 

“I requested it? We both know that’s 

impossible. You wanted it.” Keyi’s expression 

darkened as she looked at Yejin, baring her teeth. 

Yejin had once thought her sister would grow out 

of her chaotic teenage years, but the wildness 

within her, though tempered by age, sometimes 

slipped momentarily, causing dark episodes.  

Yejin abandoned her lie. “You belong 

here, with me.” The kettle screeched as the water 

came to a boil. The scent of metal and steam filled 

the air, almost like sizzling blood.  

“Why did all our other sisters leave then?” 

Keyi prodded.  

Yejin did not reply as she put out the 

flame beneath the kettle. She settled back in the 

seat across from her sister after filling two deer-

skull mugs with steaming oak root tea. She slid 

the cracked one across the table, keeping the good 

one for herself.  

“I just want to be happy, Yejin. Not that 

you ever knew, or will know, what that means.” 

Keyi spat in the tea then left it untouched, glaring 

in disgust at the whittled skull by her hands. 

“Where did you hide his photos?”  

“How did you remember him?” Yejin 

asked, knuckles turning white as she gripped her 

mug, the heat singeing her skin.  

Keyi pulled out a phone—the lock screen 

displayed an image of her and her husband arm-

in-arm. “Just because you broke the old one, 

doesn’t mean all the data is lost. But you wouldn’t 

know that having been out here for so long.”  

“So you’re back together, then?” Yejin 

asked, attempting to be nonchalant.  

Keyi’s face twisted, and she turned to the 

side. “He’s dead.”  

Yejin’s nail dug into her mug until a crack 

appeared, until it grew, steaming liquid leaked 

onto the table, through its crevices, cooking her 

flesh. She raised the mug, allowing the tea to roll 

down her arms, leaving angry red welts. Behind 

the skull, she tried to conceal her grin.  

“How?” she asked, standing up. 



Hexagon SF Magazine 28 

“I didn’t recognize him when he came 

into the house so I hit him over the head. A little 

too hard, it seems.”  

Keyi seemed too calm, but Yejin only 

thought of how to keep her sister from 

imprisonment.  

“Perfect! You can hide here,” Yejin said, 

but Keyi shook her head.  

“I need to get rid of the body first, and I’ll 

need your help.”  

Yejin’s blood chilled at the thought of 

going into the city. All the vehicles and the 

unnatural sounds. But her sister, she had to help 

her sister. Keyi finally understood where she 

belonged. She was coming home. Yejin found 

herself nodding.  

 

Â Â Â 

 

Yejin failed to notice the clear exterior 

differences between her and Keyi until they stood 

at the edge of the forest: where Keyi donned a 

peach cashmere sweater and jeans, Yejin wore a 

long plain grey dress with a brown cloak drawn 

overtop. Yejin looked over her shoulder but could 

not catch a glimpse of her home—the shrivelled 

mushroom top on the verge of collapse but never 

actually collapsing, the withered flowers that were 

very much living, and the gates made up of the 

skulls of both humans and animals. The city was 

full of life. Death comforted her.  

By the road that passed closest to the edge 

of the forest, Keyi had parked her small blue car. 

Yejin eyed it with caution as her sister hopped 

into the front.  

“Would you rather walk instead?” Keyi 

huffed in impatience.  

“I could conjure us the legs of the crow 

for the stretch of our journey?” 

Keyi frowned. “We’re not doing that.”  

A low grumble left Yejin’s lips as she 

climbed into the passenger side. She shuddered 

along with the engine as it started.  

Before they arrived at Keyi’s house—only 

half an hour away—Yejin had thrown up a 

handful of times. Sometimes on the side of the 

road if Keyi pulled over in time, but more often it 

was on Yejin’s wool shoes. By the time they 

reached Keyi’s condo, the entire car smelt of oak 

root tea.  
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Yejin covered her ears as they headed into 

the condo. The sound of a train running against its 

tracks boomed far too close to where the sisters 
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stood. A car rolled past the front of the building, 

blaring its horn for what felt like the entirety of 

the middle ages. In the visitor’s parking lot, a car 

alarm went off. Even the sound of chirping birds 

along the humming power lines annoyed Yejin—a 

sound that would usually be calming in the forest.  

It was noisier than Yejin remembered it 

being when she had snuck into Keyi’s apartment 

the first time to get rid of traces of her husband. It 

had been a futile attempt, but she had to try 

anyhow. Her sister felt more distant with each 

passing year, and she hadn’t realized the 

disillusionment of humanity quick enough for 

Yejin’s liking. Yejin was growing tired of feeding 

on the stale years of overstressed and anxious 

businessmen and women, young adults going 

through an existential crisis, and avoiding the lost 

children who still stumbled upon her house every 

year. She needed a proper meal, but she couldn’t 

risk harming one of her own nieces or nephews, 

assuming Keyi produced one or several.  

When Keyi opened the front door, Yejin 

spotted a puddle of blood that looked too bright, 

soaked into an off-white faux fur carpet. In the 

middle of the pool sat a small wind-up duck, 

blood splattered around it. From the corner of her 

eye, Yejin noticed a shadow darting towards her. 

It wasn’t until her hands were bound behind her, 

when her cane had clattered onto the floor, that 

she realized it was Keyi’s husband Hunner—alive. 

“Goodbye, sister,” Keyi smiled and 

clenched Yejin’s hand in her own, causing a 

protesting screech to escape her elder sister’s 

throat.  

“Keyi!—”  

“My name,” she said, “is Penny.” 

Keyi’s nails, like a crow’s claws, drew 

blood from Yejin’s wrinkle webbed palms. Yejin 

eyes rolled back, back arched, and convulsed 

against the cage Hunner created around her with 

his arms.  
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Yejin’s eyes refocused. There was oak 

root tea in a deer skull mug on her nightstand. She 

didn’t remember brewing it. She took a sip. It was 

cold. A small cloud of strange froth floated on the 

golden brown liquid’s surface. The tea leaves at 

the bottom stirred, fluttering, as she placed the 

mug down.  

There was a knock on the door.  

Yejin moved to stand, wondering who it 

could be when her business hours hadn’t yet 

begun. But she noticed an odd glow outside the 

window: the sun was setting rather than rising. A 
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panic rose within her as she took unsteady steps, 

her joints feeling stiffer than they had the day 

before. She stumbled forth, swaying. A jolt shot 

through her hips. Her eyes widened at her aged 

hands—ancient compared to the youth she 

remembered she had from what felt like only 

minutes before. Never had her lips felt so dried, 

cracked. A burning thirst ravaged her from within. 

How long had it been since she tasted the 

rejuvenating taste of youth?  

What had happened the day before? There 

was a man—the one who wanted to forget this 

father. But that couldn’t possibly be all she had 

done that day? 

“Excuse me!” came the voice of a woman.  

Yejin hobbled towards the door. The 

“Closed” sign was already flipped to “Open”.  

“Yes, yes—”  

She stared as though someone might 

materialize if she looked hard enough, but no one 

was there. On the door mat outside the entrance 

lay a rolled up scroll. But unlike her moulding 

parchments, the material of this paper was bone 

white, except for where it met the dirt that had 

collected on the mat. There were no instructions 

within, only a small completion symbol sat in its 

center. 

Who did it belong to? Perhaps one of her 

sisters who might have passed through? No 

matter. She was far too tired to deal with this. It 

was intolerable, being weak and elderly.  

Her fingers brushed across the smooth, 

unnatural surface of the parchment. It was better 

to burn it than to leave it laying around. If another 

sorceress tempered with it, who knew what chaos 

they’d brew up. 

Yejin shuffled toward the kitchen after 

taking one last look around her home, narrowing 

her eyes at the trees. After starting a fire for her 

dreadful sap tea, she fed the flames with the scroll, 

watching the white sheet curl and turn into ashes 

beneath her kettle. The fog she woke up with 

earlier began to settle as the remainder of the 

scroll left her finger tips.  

When the kettle screamed for attention, 

there was another knock on her door. The man. 

Yejin sighed. Why was everyone be so 

keen to forget those bound to them by blood?  

 

Â Â Â 

 

Yejin flipped the “Open” sign so it 

showed “Closed” and waited until the clattering of 

the wooden sign against the glass stopped before 

she left the window side.  
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“Mama?”  

Outside, a young child wandered in the 

forest—lost. A lucky day for Yejin. She prodded 

her legs with her cane. How long had it been since 

the last child? She furrowed her brow. Why had 

she stopped?  

Yejin made her way out of her cottage as 

the child neared her gates, seeming unfazed by the 

skull and bones that made up its entirety.  

“Mama?” the child asked, frowning. 

“Who are you?” 

The child had a face like someone Yejin 

should know but could not remember. But maybe 

if she kept the child, just for a while, and stared 

hard enough, she would recall the person she had 

forgotten.  

She had told someone it was all right to 

take these lost children into her home for as long 

as they wished, hadn’t she?  

The fog rose again like a veil in her mind. 

It required energy Yejin didn’t have to draw back 

its curtain. Perhaps she would have the power 

after she was done with the child . . . She nodded, 

refocusing on the child who stood with sharp 

clarity in front of her—an entity of endless youth.  

Yejin smiled, feeling wind chill the flesh 

around the gap between two teeth. When did that 

appear? It would be gone soon, anyhow. “It’s 

quite cold outside. Would you like to come in and 

have some tea first? It’ll only be a second, and 

then we could go search for your Mama together.”  

Surely the child wouldn’t catch her blatant 

lie, would she? 
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My Mother’s 
Love 
by Naomi Eselojor 

 

We were child-spirits from Egbomi who 

traveled between our realm and the human world. 

Upon our arrival, we lived on the branches of 

Iroko trees as not only was it the gateway between 

both dimensions but a gigantic tree that supported 

our weight and gave us a bird’s-eye view of the 

village. 

The humans knew us by the name—

Abiku, which meant predestined to die because we 

implanted ourselves in the wombs of pregnant 

women and lived as their children, only to die 

prematurely and be reborn. This cycle of 

reincarnation was the reason we were still kids, 

despite having lived for thousands of years. 

My people thought it was funny that the 

mothers mourned the death of their sons, they 

never understood emotions so they toyed with it. 

We laughed hard each time we saw the mothers 

mourn. It was funny seeing them wallow in the 

sand and throw their hands on their heads over a 

child they would replace in a matter of nine 

months. Pathetic humans. Their feeble nature 

made it easy to hurt them and with the more it 

hurt, the more we enjoyed it. 

It was my first time going to the human 

world as a child. My friends, Sori and Kete, had 

been reborn a few times. I was the only one who 

hadn’t experienced life as a human.  

I found my earthly mother walking by the 

Iroko tree on her way to the stream and sensed she 

was a week pregnant. It was one perk that came 

with being a spirit, the ability to perceive. 

“This is your chance, Fahi,” Kete, who 

had died at least ten times and had grieved several 

mothers, said. 

“Come on, go get her,” Sori said, jumping 

and clapping in excitement. She was anxious to 

see the human I would become. 

“We’ll be right here, watching you,” Kete 

said. 

I thanked him and implanted myself inside 

her womb. 

I was born on the 4th of December 1893, 

just after the Kiriji war had officially ended. My 

father, Kayode, died a few days before my birth, 

so it was with a heavy heart that I was born. 
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Villagers gathered around my mother to 

celebrate the birth of a bouncing baby boy and on 

the seventh day of my life, I was named Ileriayo. 

Thus, I became a hearty consolation for my 

mother who had lost her first love to the Kiriji 

war. 

I remembered the sparkle in her hazel eyes 

when she held me. 

“My precious baby,” she often said. “You 

are the best thing that ever happened to me.” 

I wondered how my mother saw a 

mindless baby and called it sweet names because 

all I did was sleep, eat and howl like a deranged 

vermin. She never complained that my cries kept 

her up at night or that she couldn’t attend wedding 

ceremonies because she had an infant to care for. I 

took her attention and time and she still regarded 

me as an important part of her life. 

Months passed, and I took the face of my 

father, his dark brown eyes, full lashes, and 

mahogany skin. It delighted my mother that I was 

his replica because she loved Kayode more than 

life itself. 

She told me tales of my father, stories of 

his act of courage, his desire for equality, and his 

unconditional love for his family. She told me he 

loved me, while I was forming in the womb. He 

was certain I would be a boy; he said, his heart 

told him.  

“We will go farming together,” he once 

told my mother. “And I will raise him to be big 

and strong like me. His mates will envy him and I 

will let nothing happen to him.” 

I marveled at the act of love expressed 

towards an unborn child, and for a moment; I was 

sad that he didn’t live to see his son.  

My mother had sworn never to remarry, 

but it wasn’t her decision to make. As long as she 

was a woman, she would never decide on her 

own. Two years passed, and I spoke my first 

words. By the time I was three years old, I became 

fluent in the Yoruba language so I started having 

conversations with my mother.  

I remembered the day Dupé, mother’s 

older sister, showed up in our home to convince 

my mother to remarry. 

“Abeo has his eye on you,” Dupé said. 

“They say if not for him, the Kiriji war would’ve 

never ended. You should give him a chance.” 

“I don’t care about Abeo or his 

achievements, sister Dupé. I have told you a 

dozen times I am not remarrying!” 

“You cannot insist, little sister. Consider 

your son, he needs a father.” 
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“He has a father and no one will ever 

replace him,” she said with tears in her eyes and 

stormed away. I toddled to where my mother 

sobbed, at a corner in her room. 

“Is something wrong?” I asked. My heart 

sank each time I saw her cry.  

“No, little one, everything is fine,” she 

said, wiping off her tears. 

When I reached five years old, I planned 

to visit my spirit friends and so one night, while 

my mother slept, I snuck out of our house. Sori 

was the first to sight me. She giggled as I 

approached the tree.  

“Wow Fahi, you look so different,” Sori 

said, fiddling with my curly hair. 

“I have been many children, but never this 

good-looking,” Kete said. “It’s a shame you have 

to die soon.” 

My face darkened at the reminder. I was 

so carried away with being a human boy that I lost 

sight of my quest. 

“What’s the matter,” Sori asked. 

“Nothing,” I said, forcing a smile. 

“Remember Fahi,” Kete continued. “You 

shouldn’t reach thirteen years before you return to 

our world.” 

“What happens if I do?” 

Kete shrugged.  

“I don’t know, it has never happened. 

Why are you asking?” 

“Just curious, that’s all.” 

For the rest of the night, I told my friends 

stories of my mother and my late father, of the 

Kiriji war that lasted years and how a signed piece 

of paper could bring peace to a troubled land. Sori 

was the most excited to listen to my stories. She 

gasped and chortled and pinched her face until it 

was time to go home. 

“Come back soon, Fahi, we miss you,” 

Sori said. 

A few months later, Abeo asked for 

mother’s hand in marriage and with the 

interference of her parents and older sister, she 

was forced to accept. They got married and moved 

into his big house where we had an obeisance of 

servants at our disposal. Abeo provided my 

mother with a master bedroom and the finest array 

of clothing and ornaments but even with all his 

efforts, her heart remained with Kayode. But Abeo 

was gentle and understanding so he waited and did 

not get angry when my mother refused to share a 

room with him. One day, he believed, she would 

warm up to him. 

 

Â Â Â 
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My heart raced at the thought of dying 

soon. If anything happened to me, my mother 

would suffer and if I remained, I could never go 

back. As the days turned into weeks, I sought 

ways to kill two birds with one stone. I could stay 

and endure sorrow, pain, disappointment and all 

the weaknesses that came with being human but 

what would happen to Sori and Kete, and the rest 

of my people? My head hurt from deciding what 

to do but I hoped before my thirteenth birthday, I 

would figure something out. 
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Abeo planned a small feast for my sixth 

birthday, regardless of the fact that I wasn’t his 

blood. On the day of the feast, Abeo’s father, 

Sanya, was present. He seemed thrilled to see me 

from afar off but as our eyes met, his smile 

collapsed. When no one was watching, he pulled 

me to a corner and assessed me from head to toe, 

starting with my eyes.  

“Abiku,” he said in a whisper that made 

me jitter. How did he know? Only the herbalists 

and the witch doctors sensed the presence of the 

Abikus. 

“Ileri!” my mother called, stealing my 

attention from Sanya. “Come, I have just made 

you Amala.” 

I followed her voice, accompanied by his 

probing gaze. No doubt, we would have another 

conversation. At my mother’s room, my eyes 

widened at the sight of delicious food. On the tray 

were plates of amala and ewedu soup, garnished 

with ponmo and a few large pieces of ogufe. 

Mother beckoned on me to sit. We said our 

prayers and ate. 

While we ate, I pondered my meeting with 

Abeo’s father and waited for the plates to be 

empty before I began asking questions. 

“I met my step-grandfather today, but we 

talked little. We were getting to know each other 

when you called. Tell me about him.” 

It stunned my mother that I asked that. 

She never presumed I would be eager to be part of 

Abeo’s family. It bothered her that in the end, she 

could accept Abeo as a husband and break her 

vow to never remarry. She let out a sad sigh. 

“Abeo’s father, Sanya, is a powerful witch 

doctor. That is probably why Abeo survived the 

war and is so rich.” 

“You talk like you don’t like him.” 

Mother pursed her lips. 
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“It’s hard to accept Sanya and his son, 

especially when this marriage was arranged.” 

I looked into my mother’s eyes and saw a 

hint of sadness. 

“You will never stop loving my father, 

won’t you?” 

Her mouth hung open for a moment 

before her lips formed a tentative smile. 

“You’re brilliant, my sweet boy,” she 

said, caressing my cheek.  

“You want to know the truth?” 

I nodded. 

“When I look at you, I see your father. It’s 

hard to forget him when you are a constant 

reminder of the love we shared.” 

I noticed her glossy gaze, so I hugged her. 

“Don’t cry, mother. I’m here to hold you,” 

I said. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

While my mother slept that night, I 

slipped through the door and ran off to meet my 

friends, Sori and Kete. It had been a long time 

since we last met and I missed our playdates. 

“Who goes there?” Kete asked as I 

approached the Iroko tree.  

“It’s me, Fahi.” 

Kete’s lips spread into a smile. 

“You’ve gotten so big in so little time.” 

I giggled. 

“You know humans age fast. They’re not 

immortal.” 

“It’s great to see you again, Fahi.” 

“The feeling is mutual, friend. I’ve missed 

spending time with you. I miss Egbomi, the 

human world differs greatly from what I 

expected.” 

“Come back, then.” 

I exhaled. 

“What’s the matter? Do you want to stay 

longer? You remember that once you turn thirteen, 

you can never return to Egbomi.” 

“I understand, Kete. I need more time to 

figure things out.” 

“No problem, Fahi. Enjoy your human life 

while it lasts.” 

“By the way, where is Sori? I haven’t seen 

her around.” 

“She’s back home. She couldn’t come 

today.” 

“What of you, what made you come 

here?” 

Kete let out a dreamy sigh. 
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“Look,” he pointed at the stars in the sky. 

There were hundreds of them, bright twinkly 

diamonds that covered the velvet sky.  

“Breath-taking, am I right? I come to see 

them every night.” 

I looked over my shoulder at Kete, 

shocked to realize that he was so sentimental 

about human nature. He fixed his eyes on the 

night sky and, with a smile on his face, he 

watched a shooting star pass. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

I returned to my mother’s room to find her 

sniffling on the mat. The instant she saw me, she 

burst into tears.  

“Tell me, Ileriayo . . . is it true?” 

“What do you mean, mother?” 

“Is it true that you’re an Abiku?” 

My heart sank. I thought of a million 

things to say but in the end, I didn’t have the heart 

to lie to her. 

“Yes, mother. It’s true.” 

In agony, I watched my mother cry her 

eyes out. Every attempt I made to console her was 

futile. Abeo rushed to comfort her, but she 

wouldn’t let him touch a hair on her head. 

“Get out!” she said.” Get out, all of you!” 

I ran out of the room and found a safe spot 

where I curled myself and wept to my heart’s 

content. It was one of the few times in my life that 

my heart ached from seeing someone else cry. 

From that day, mother never looked at me the 

same way. As regards to that, I refrained from 

visiting Sori and Kete. Going to see them would 

only escalate my mother’s pain. I overheard Abeo 

and Mother talking about me once. He had told 

her to trust in his father’s crafts as he was after all 

knowledgeable in paranormal areas of medicine. 

He could find a cure, somehow bind me to 

the human dimension, force me to stay, but my 

mother never wanted to compel a child to live the 

rest of his life with her. She wanted one who 

would love her and would want to stay. 

Abeo agreed to my mother’s wishes and 

promised to keep Sanya, his father, away until she 

made her mind up.  

I edged into Mother’s room while she was 

sitting on her mat. She placed a bowl of eko by 

her side as she avoided my stare. 

“Mother.” 

I crouched and tried to touch her, but she 

took her hand away. 

“Mother, I’m sorry. I never meant to hurt 

you.” 
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I moved closer to where she sat and 

touched her face tenderly, lifting her chin so she 

would have no choice than to stare at me with her 

red, swollen eyes.  

“Mother, please hear what I have to say. 

Where I come from, there is no pain, or tears, only 

laughter. We never had mothers, so no one 

cuddled or cared for us. Until now, there was no 

reason to love someone as deeply as I love you. 

You loved me regardless of the pain I caused you 

when you were giving birth. You showered so 

much care on me even though I gave you a hard 

time sleeping. Maybe I came here intending to 

grieve you, but I’ve grown to experience love. I 

love you, mother and I’m never going to leave 

you. I’ve decided, I’m never returning to the spirit 

world.” 

Mother looked at me in stunned silence, 

then pulled me in for a tight embrace.  

“You promise never to leave me?” she 

asked. 

“I promise, mother.” 

I lay in my mother’s arms that night, 

basking in the warmth of her affection. I would 

never leave, this was my home now. 

The next morning, I woke up before my 

mother; beside the mat was a plate of efo riro for 

breakfast. I shook my mother lightly, expecting 

her to jump at the aroma of her favorite food but 

there was no answer. My mother was a heavy 

sleeper, but a light shake was always enough to 

wake her. I laid back in thought. Something was 

not right. I was unfamiliar with common human 

illnesses so I could make nothing of what was 

happening to my mother on my own. Instead, I 

reported to Abeo. He scurried down to my 

mother’s room and tried tapping her.  

“Toke,” he said. He was the only one in 

the house that called my mother by name. 

My mother didn’t move, and we both 

exchanged petrified glances. He checked her 

pulse. 

“She’s still alive,” he breathed. “Thank 

the gods.” 

He turned to me and said, “Go get my 

father.” 

I obeyed, and within a snap of a finger, 

Sanya slogged over, rubbing sleep off his eyes. He 

assessed her face and then her wrist and placed his 

ear on her chest so he could listen to her 

heartbeat.  

“I need to get her to my shrine. I’m 

sensing dark magic.” 

Abeo gasped. He and his father 

simultaneously gazed at me but Abeo was the one 

who spoke first. 
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“Did you do this?” 

I was stupefied they would presume 

something like that.  

“I might not be human, but I would never 

hurt my mother.” 

It was true. My mission as an Abiku was 

to be reborn multiple times, not to put another 

human to sleep under dark magic.  

“I will solve this mystery,” Sanya said. “If 

I find out that you caused this. I swear, the gods 

will give you the worst punishment you could ever 

think of. I promise you that!” 

I riveted on him, unmoved by his threats. 

What mattered to me was my mother. That I could 

not hear her voice that morning or see her smile 

shattered my heart. 

Within a few minutes, I watched in sheer 

torment as Abeo’s servants carried my mother like 

a corpse and lay her, with her face down, on the 

back of a horse. Abeo mounted another horse with 

his father behind him. No one invited me to come 

along. It was not surpttprising that they did not 

trust me. I lowered myself to a rock at the 

entrance of the house and watched the horses 

gallop away, not taking my eyes off of them until 

they disappeared. For the meantime, all I could do 

was wait. 

Abeo returned in the evening to find me at 

that same spot. He wore a sad look on his face. As 

soon as he got down from his horse, I rushed to 

meet him. 

“What is wrong with my mother?” I 

asked. 

Upon hearing my words, Abeo’s sadness 

turned to anger. He grabbed me by my shoulders 

and violently pulled me closer.  

“This is all your fault!”  

I had never seen him that furious, I could 

feel him shaking, his teeth clenched.  

“She’s this way because of you!” 

I ripped his hands away and pushed him. I 

might be a child in the human realm, but my 

strength and stamina matched his. He staggered 

backward and fell on his bottom.  

“What do you mean it is my fault?” I 

asked him. 

“Your people did this to her, to my Toke,” 

he sniffled, tears forming in his eyes.  

“If you do not return within three days, 

she will remain unconscious forever.” 

Abeo pointed a wavering finger at me. 

“If you really care for your mother, even 

in the tiniest bit, I’m begging you, in the name of 

all the gods and my mother’s blessed memory, 
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return to your people and let my Toke live! I’ll die 

if she doesn’t come back to me.” 

My eyes fell to the floor, deep in thought. 

Your people did this to her. The words echoed in 

my head and a ravenous rage spread through me. 

Kete and Sori must have been the ones behind 

everything. With balled fists, I walked past Abeo 

into the night.  

Kete was the first person to notice me, 

hence the first to perceive my rage. 

“Hey, Fahi . . .” 

I cut him short with a wave of my hand.  

“You traitor, what did you do to my 

mother?!” 

“Me? Traitor? You are the traitor, Fahi. 

You betrayed our existence. Sori wanted to pay 

you a surprise visit, so she went to your home a 

few days ago. She overheard you talking with that 

human you claim to love so much. You promised 

to never leave her, didn’t you? Well, I am terribly 

sorry, Fahi, but we are Abikus, and we do not 

choose our destinies. Your mission was to cause 

her pain, not be a blessing to her. No matter how 

much you love that mortal, Fahi. You can never 

be with her.” 

His words hit me so hard that I dropped 

onto a branch. The truth was truly bitter. Kete was 

right; I could never be with her. We are Abikus 

and we do not choose our destinies.  

“You’ve got three days, Fahi. Do what is 

right or we’ll make sure your mother sleeps 

forever.” 

I wanted to reply to him, but he had left. 

Once again, there was no one around to see me 

cry. 

I couldn’t win against my people. It 

wasn’t a fair fight; I was outnumbered and 

outmatched and so on the second day of the 

ultimatum, I brought sickness unto myself. Abeo 

stood by my bed, his temples creased in a mixture 

of displeasure and guilt. He didn’t hold my hand. 

He didn’t need to. His presence was enough and I 

was grateful for it. In a few hours, Ileriayo would 

die, Fahi would return to the spirit world and my 

mother would regain consciousness. It was worth 

it. I welcomed death’s icy hands. I came here as a 

human hence, it was only fitting that I died a 

human death. I would miss the sweet smell of 

ewedu and gbegiri, the patterned bubas and 

sokotos that my mother made for me. I would 

miss having the cocks greet me every morning and 

the full moon put me to sleep; the humming of 

mosquitoes and the chirping of birds but what I 

would miss most of all was my mother. My chin 
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trembled as I held back tears. Abeo must not see 

me cry. 

“How are you feeling?” Abeo asked. 

I scoffed. 

“Does it matter?” 

When there was no response, I said, “Just 

take care of my mother. She deserves a man like 

you. Make her happy.” 

He nodded. “I will. I promise.” 

Three servants came in and lowered my 

mother’s pale body on a mat nearby. 

“Don’t worry, mother,” I said. “You will 

open your eyes soon.”  

Four hours passed and I lost the ability to 

see and hear. My eyes grew heavy with sleep and 

my breathing slowed and so after one lungful of 

air, Ileriayo passed on. 

 

Â Â Â 

 

I returned to my world and never looked 

back for twenty earth years. Kete and Sori were 

happy to have me back. We were spirits and 

therefore did not hold grudges. We reconciled, and 

they continued to cause mothers to mourn. I 

however swore never to inhabit a mother’s womb 

again.  

When I had stayed twenty one years in 

Egbomi, I proposed to check on my mother and 

waited for her by the path she strolled through 

every day. At noon, I sighted her and my soul 

leapt for joy. She wasn’t as slim and curvy as she 

was when she had me. The years left a mark on 

her appearance. She was stout and chubby and 

wore a tie-and-dye iro and buba. Beside her was 

her son, a young, sturdy man, who bore a striking 

resemblance to Abeo. While they chatted, I heard 

her call his name, Ileri and it warmed my soul that 

she hadn’t forgotten me. Standing behind a 

jackalberry tree, I wished I could appear to her, 

hold her one more time, but I couldn’t.  

I caught a glimpse of someone else 

scurrying towards them, shouting, “Wait for me!” 

She was the most precious gem and my mother’s 

little twin. They stopped to add her to the chain of 

interlocked hands and once they were abreast, 

they continued their stroll. I could follow them 

around all day, but it was time for me to return to 

Egbomi. This time, I would never come back. 
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