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EDITORIAL
Hi there! 

What you have in your hands (shiny, isn’t it? Lovely cover, nice, pocket-sized format, 
lots of pictures inside) is our humble fanzine, Eridan.

Inisde you’ll find stories and artwork by talented authors and artists from Croatia, an 
interview with a pair of Croatian sci-fi theatre pioneers and a little about the society 
that publishes this fanzine. We hope you’ll find something to your liking in the pages 
that follow.

Regards,

Igor Rendić 
Editor-in-chief

WHO ARE YOU GUYS?
About the “3. zmaj” society, written by Igor Rendić

We’re a SF fan society from Rijeka, Croatia – which is to say we’re a bunch of geeks 
and nerds that were drawn together by a mutual love of science fiction and fantasy 
in all shapes and forms.

3. zmaj society has now been active since 2005, with members leaving and new ones 
arriving over the years, but always with a small but strong core of active members 
keeping it going and reaching further. Our main aim is to promote science fiction, 
fantasy and horror through arts, science, media (new and old) and our work with 
representatives of various subcultures. Generally speaking, we let our geek flag fly 
high to show people it’s nothing to be ashamed of and that fandom in general can 
be a positive thing, for both a person’s inner and social life and the welfare of the 
community.

Our flagship project has always been Rikon, an annual SF convention held in Rijeka 
(traditionally on the second weekend of October), established in 1997 and over the 
years (especially since 2011.) growing in attendance and quality of programming 
and organization. 

(I can see the question mark above the heads of those of you who are mathematically 
inclined. You see, Rikon was originally created by another SF society from Rijeka: 
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Aurora. After Aurora stopped being active in 2003, 3. zmaj took over Rikon from 2005)

At Rikon you’ll find something for almost any type of convention goer: there are 
lectures on everything from science and technology to popular or more obscure 
fictional works; quizzes and games (the harder the quiz, the more people seem to 
enjoy it!); boardgames, p&p campaigns; a dealer’s room where you can buy anything 
from books to jewelry; a series of short LARP games; and an increasing number of 
cosplayers (cosplay has been growing by leaps and bounds in popularity in the last 
few years). And this year we’ve had our first Guest of Honor! If you’d like to know 
more about Rikon, visit: rikonrijeka.com/en

In 2014 and 2015 we organized “Month of the Fantastic”, a (you guessed it!) month-
long event consisting of several smaller one or two-day events covering a variety 
of activities, all connected in some way with speculative fiction and adjacent but 
related fields of interest (e.g. historical reenactment). We’ve had a hackathon, an 
Anime Day (with both anime viewing parties, presentations on the history of anime, 
anime quizzes and appropriate snacks – i.e. plates and plates of sushi!), children’s 
story readings in a local forest (co-organized with Rijeka’s city library), chainmail 

http://rikonrijeka.com/en/
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workshops and more. While the “Month of the Fantastic” would serve as a great lead-
up to Rikon it was also a popular event in its own right, especially with children and 
teenagers.

We’ve also participated in the International Tabletop Day, organized a vampire-
themed party and a Star Wars pub quiz (on May the Fourth, of course) and many 
of our members often lend a hand to organizers of other Croatian cons and SF and 
fandom-related events.

And then there is Eridan, the very fanzine you now hold in your hands (hi there! Yes, 
you. Thank you for picking up a copy! Now grab a few more and pass them to friends  
:)). Eridan was also established in 2005 and has slowly but steadily been growing 
in size, quality and readership. At Eurocon 2012 in Zagreb it received the Spirit of 
Dedication award from the European Science-fiction Society. Eridan’s main aim is 
to promote amateur artists and writers (from Croatia but also neighboring countries 
of Serbia, Montenegro and Bosnia and Herzegovina) and be their first place of 
publication and means of promotion.

Since 2013, we’ve also been receiving submissions in English from people from all 
over the world. These, if the editor likes them, we translate to Croatian and publish 
– being a fanzine, we can’t pay our authors but it appears that the fact that they 
had their story translated and published in a language spoken by less people than 
the population of a larger city in their own country is enough of payment for them 
:) Needless to say, we are happy to receive submissions from all over the world, 
making our tiny contribution to making the bonds of global fandom a little stronger.

There’s more of course (there’s always more) but what’s most important is that 
we’re just a bunch of swell geeks you won’t regret getting to know and whose 
convention and any other event you should definitely check out if you ever get a 
chance :)



Aleksandar Kostjuk
kostjuk.net

http://kostjuk.net
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FUTURICON – EUROCON 2020!
Vladivoj Lisica

Rijeka, the coastal city in Croatia in which the annual convention Rikon has already 
been held nineteen times, has won the prestigious title of European Capital of 
Culture 2020. As part of the ECoC nomination, the SF society 3. zmaj, whose fanzine 
you’re holding in your hands, is planning a long-term project titled Space Port Rijeka 
that will include several cultural events in our genre over the course of a few years.

We are using this opportunity to announce Futuricon, our bid for Eurocon 2020, 
for which we will combine the most important things the city of Rijeka has to offer 
– centuries of culture, diversity and tolerance, and a fresh glimpse into a positive 
future created by the people who live and breathe culture. With the support of the 
City and University of Rijeka, as well as other Croatian SF societies, we are confident 
that we can create a unique European experience for everyone.

Rijeka is the place to be in 2020, and Futuricon will be the event that nobody will 
want to miss.

Venue: Faculty of Humanities and Social Sciences in Rijeka

Date: October 2-4 2020

More information: futuricon.eu, info@futuricon.eu

EUROCON 2020 BID

http://futuricon.eu
mailto:info%40futuricon.eu?subject=


Aleksandar Kostjuk
kostjuk.net

http://kostjuk.net
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IntervIew

CROATIAN GEEKS DO STUFF! – 
FEATURING ANA MILJANIĆ AND JURAJ 
BELOŠEVIĆ
Interviewed by Igor Rendić

For three years in a row, the Cygnus society has been performing SF theatre at 
Croatia’s Sferakon convention. Two adaptations of Joss Whedon’s work and one 
piece inspired and hommaging Doctor Who have drawn the attention of a large 
audince and gained much praise. Ana Miljanić and Juraj Belošević are members of 
Cygnus and rising stars in Croatian fandom and they’re here to talk a little about 
Cygnus and about themselves.

Eridan: Who are Ana Miljanić and Juraj Belošević when they’re not doing geeky 
stuff?
Ana: I don’t understand this question. We’re professional geekers. Everything we do 
is geeky stuff. 

Juraj: Geekers is a word. Look it up.

…

Don’t look it up.
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And now for the geeky stuff. How long have you been a fans of SF? Are there any 
particular pieces of fiction that you could point to as being “your first” or the 
ones that made you life long fans?
A: My first love was Buffy the Vampire Slayer, but the moment I entered the fandom I 
think it was with Harry Potter. Then I started writing fan fiction and connecting with 
other fans. 

J: No idea. By the time the X-files began their run on Croatian TV I was already a SciFi 
fan, so it must’ve started in utero. I think the movie that sealed the deal for me was 
“Planet of the Apes”. There was a show on Croatian television called “Black & White 
in Color” that would show old movies every Saturday morning. One time I caught 
Charlton Heston rolling on the beach screaming about caves and was hooked for life.

What was your first contact with the Croatian fandom? And how do you like it 
so far?
A: I went to my first SF convention, SFeraKon, in 2010. And that was it. Now it’s the 
most important weekend of the year. 

J: The fandom at large? Probably Istrakon in ‘08 or something like that. We drank 
mead and played Call of Cthulhu well into the next day. I remember an elderly couple 
drinking their morning coffee in a bar next to the convention (where we had to go 
after they kicked us out) and shifting uncomfortably as we yelled: “TIE HIM UP! THEN 
BURN THE THEATER DOWN.”
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You’re not just consuming culture, you’re also creating it. What first drew you to 
the theater? Is SF theatre something you’ve wanted to do from the start or is it 
more a case of two distinct passions intersecting?
A: Really it was a coincidence. I loved theater and film passionately all my life, but I 
never thought I was capable enough to actually do it. So four years ago, my friend 
Marija had an idea that we should make a version of “Dr. Horrible’s Sing-Along Blog” 
for SFeraKon. I had to study for my exams at the time, so naturally I joined the team 
and we started with the production. Fast forward four years later, we have three 
musical theater productions, one short movie finished (not very good, though), and 
another short filming at the moment. 

J: Yeah, it was Marija, at least as far as fandom theater is concerned. She came up 
to me and said: “Hey’ we’re gonna do Dr. Horrible’s Sing Along Blog and you’ll be 
Dr. Horrible!” I asked if she had ever heard me sing. She hadn’t, but that wasn’t 
important because I kinda reminded her of Dr. Horrible. Bless her soul.

Before that I dabbled in short films and dreamt of the day when I’d be able to con-- er, 
convince others to help me make them. That and to get someone to sing my songs.

Writing (both plays and prose), directing, acting: any favorites or a little bit 
of everything for that perfect blend? Or did I actually miss something and you 
have even more creative outlets?
A: I love acting, it’s a fantastic way to find something inside yourself, you didn’t know 
you had, but directing is my passion. I’m a control freak and my mind is always 
working so fast, so while I’m directing I can really let all my creativity out. Also 
production. People usually don’t consider producers to be very creative, because 
they work with logistics, but when you manage to find the solution nobody else 
managed to find and you make everything look better (be it a play or a film), that’s a 
satisfaction I can rarely find in anything else. 

J: Writing for me. That and composing. My guitar and/or piano playing can best be 
summed up by Buffy’s Oz when Xander asks him if it’s hard to play the guitar and he 
answers: “Not the way I play it.” Still, it’s a lot of fun for me and I managed to con-- 
convince the rest of Cygnus to let me write the last musical we did.

And now for that question everyone expects: dream job? Or maybe dream jobs?
A: Joss Whedon’s assistant. I would literally drop everything I have in Croatia to 
go work for him. Also dancer on Broadway. The only problem here is I’m a terrible 
dancer. 

J: Aloof writer. I’d love to get paid to write (stories, novels, scripts, plays, songs, 
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whatever ya need) and spend the rest of my time being grouchy and yelling at kids 
to get off my lawn.

Pitch Cygnus to our readers.
A: Hit it, Juraj!

J: It’s Dead Poets Society meets A Night at the Opera!

…

Oh, not that kind of pitch. Okay.

We’re a rag-tag group of people who love all things creative. We’ve got writers, 
directors, artists, makeup artists, actors, photographers, cosplayers - people of all 
shapes, sizes and skill sets who love creative expression and all things geeky. We’ve 
got grand ideas and ambitions coming out of the wazoo. Up until now we’ve mostly 
been doing local stuff - plays at conventions and what have you - but we’re branching 
out. We’re gonna take the Internet by storm.

If you’re in Croatia and want to join in on the fun, hit us up on Facebook and Twitter! 
If you’re not in Croatia and want to join in on the fun, hit us up on Facebook and 
Twitter! It’s the 21st century, we can make it work. We have the technology.

What are your activities in Cygnus?
A: I’m the boss-woman. I make people do stuff. No, but honestly, there’s a huge 
problem with millennials and the problem is that we need a lot of pushing around. 
Everybody I know is very enthusiastic about everything and they’re all for work - 
until they actually have to do something. That’s why they have me. I push creative 
people from Cygnus further. I make them do stuff. I constantly have new ideas how 
to get their creativity out. So, naturally I’m not very popular, but in the end they do 
it, and they’re satisfied.

J: Mostly writer and composer. Also editing and vfx. Those sparkly dots in OMWF? 
Yeah, that was me. Lately I’ve been drinking Kool-Aid and babbling on Cygnus’ 
twitter, so you could go check that out (@DrustvoCygnus, and I’m so, so sorry.)

A: Also he’s here to keep me sane.

This was the third year in a row that Cygnus performed a play at Sferakon. How 
did the idea to make the first one, Dr. Horrible’s Sing-Along Blog, come about? 
Tell us a little of your experiences in making it and then performing in front of a 
live con audience.
J: I was nervous as hell and was kinda hoping Marija would forget about the whole 
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thing. She didn’t, and before I knew it I was struggling to remember my lines in front 
of a lot of people.

A: He didn’t. At the very end of the show he forgot his lines, and I was sitting in the 
front row trying to mime the words.

J: The problem is, I’m short-sighted. Dr. Horrible isn’t. I couldn’t see a thing, except a 
very blurry Ana waving her hands for some reason.

A: But it turned out great. Juraj is a great improviser, he made it work. 

Cygnus followed Dr. Horrible with a stage adaptation of Once More With 
Feeling. It was undoubtedly a more ambitious production, both technically 
and performance-wise. How was the “behind the scenes” experience? Did the 
experiences gained from the production of Dr. Horrible help you with making 
OMWF?
A: Of course it was my stupid idea. At the first meeting for Dr .Horrible I shouted “Next 
year we should do a Buffy musical”, without even knowing what we were doing that 
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year. After we finished with Dr. Horrible, we gathered a team of wonderful people, 
and I started yelling at them once a week. It was hard, I won’t lie. Half of the time we 
didn’t know what to do, I tried to learn how to direct, we even dabbled with filming, 
so it was a multimedial project. There was a ton of problems with that production, 
I got sick, some of the actors got really sick, we couldn’t get the stuff we needed for 
our production and I spent a lot of money. But in the end, when it was over, I was so 
relieved and I learned so much from it. It was not our best production, but it was our 
most valuable one, because we did so many mistakes and learned what not to do. 

J: Oh God. For me it was a complete mess. I have no idea how Ana managed to pull it 
off. I was all over the place. We couldn’t find good enough karaoke versions of OMWF 
songs, so I had to build most of them from the ground up - which I’d never done 
before. For me the challenges of Dr. Horrible were confined to the acting and singing 
(and mostly just remembering my lines), while OMWF was all about everything else. 
Still, I learned a heck of a lot. There’s something to be said for swimming in untested 
waters.

This year Cygnus performed a piece inspired by the adventures of a certain time 
traveller in a box. It was extremely obvious it was a love letter to the show and 
the characters. How was it to write and direct something you’re clearly very 
passionate about?
J: At once extremely fun and extremely stressful. We sat down one day to write the 
first draft of the story and that went surprisingly well, with great ideas being pitched 
left and right. Problems arose when we tried to determine what kind of music we 
should go for. I have a tendency to write sappy songs to cry to (you know, good, 
wholesome fun), and Ana wanted something more cheerful (like a total square). So I 
did a time-travelling ska song. She wasn’t thrilled.

A: Oh, it was really stressful. First of all, I wanted it to be a parody but to be respectful 
to the original, because we’re such big fans. Thankfully, we got six amazing actresses 
(yes, an all-female production… well, except for Juraj who had a cameo role)...

J: Six amazing actresses and that guy.

A: ...who are also huge fans and extremely funny. But the best thing about this 
production was that we actually built “the box” ourselves! I mean, it’s a dream come 
true for every fan of the show, to have a flying blue box in their backyard. 

Cygnus’ members participated in a theatre workshop in UK last year. What was 
it like?
A: Amazing, amazing, amazing! Beautiful people from Asha centre and Gloucester 
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theatre company gave us the most beautiful week. We learned so much about 
movement, using our voices, doing quick but fun and good productions. They also 
recognised our “fandom extremism” so they took us to the Forest of Dean, to see 
the place where J.R.R. Tolkien got his inspiration for Ents, and we visited Gloucester 
cathedral where Harry Potter and the Chamber of Secrets was filmed (still get 
goosebumps when I think about it!).

J: Most importantly, there was a big rugby match one day at the same time as the 
second episode of the 9th season of Doctor Who. Since we only had one TV, they 
were gracious enough to let us watch DW in real time for once. And we ate fish fingers 
and custard. Surprisingly, it’s not as disgusting as it sounds.

Can we expect Cygnus plays to remain a staple of Sferakon? Have you been 
courted by other conventions for reruns or new performances?
A: Juraj’s against it, but you can’t take away SFeraKon from me. Next year we want 
to do a short a-capella concert with some of the most popular music from SF. 
Other conventions - maybe. We talked with some guys from Pyrkon about doing a 
production of “A meeting across time and space” in Poland, but nothing’s definite 
yet. I hope we will.  
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J: I don’t mind writing new shows, but I’m not thrilled with the idea of performing 
them. I’ve got a big pile of projects I’d like to do, and feel like doing SFeraKon shows 
is a full-time job, especially considering we’re becoming more ambitious every year. 

A: Some of our friends and fans (apparently we have some fans) are rooting for a 
musical version of a story about two handsome brothers and their car, saving people, 
hunting things, doing the family business. But not yet, we’re not ready for angels in 
trenchcoats. Although, Juraj already wrote a song about a scottish King of Hell and 
his genitalia. Don’t ask. 

J: Take that, Andrew Lloyd Webber!

So what’s next, for you and for Cygnus?
A: Fame and money? Kidding! (Not. Give us money.)

We’re finishing a short movie, “Over my dead body”, preparing a Christmas musical 
production for an orphanage in Zagreb, and hopefully doing all of the projects from 
our “projects-to-be” pile. 

J: I’ve got a ton of songs that I want to record, and more than a few short films and 
web shows I’d like to do. Some of them are already in the works, so yay! Also, a novel. 
I’d love to do an original SciFi comedy show, but that’s still in very early alpha. Be sure 
to check out our Facebook page and Twitter for more news about all the wonderful 
things we have in store!

You can find more about Cygnus society on Twitter: twitter.com/DrustvoCygnus 
and on Facebook: facebook.com/drustvocygnus

https://twitter.com/DrustvoCygnus
https://facebook.com/drustvocygnus
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CHUCHO: A BRIEF PARADE OF FOOLS
Juraj Belošević

I. A BRIEF
Chucho’s mother didn’t raise a fool.

Milovan Capello Jovanez, better known to his subordinates and friends as Chucho 
(never to his face, always a respectful “sir” to his face), had one hell of a job.

The pay was good, but, then again, don Diego Stiepan y Milosh de Valencelona 
wasn’t a stingy employer. The lowest of the low in The Organization went home with 
a decent paycheck at the end of every cycle. Hell, the cleaning bots could probably 
boast a better income than some senators in La Republicana Grande. No, what made 
Chucho’s job a dream come true were the frightened faces of his men – his pawns – 
as he lined them up to give them the day’s assignments.

And this was a very special day.

He had spent the better part of last night going over all the details of his plan, and 
was now sure it was completely and utterly foolproof. There was no margin for error 
under Chucho’s watch (his mother didn’t raise a fool), which went double when 
“packages of interest” went through the Castile, and he took a special satisfaction in 
hammering that point home. And boy oh boy, this day’s package was a doozy.

“Alright, men,” he said after a minute and twenty three seconds of staring intently 
passed. Chucho was the don’s right hand man for a good many years now, and he had 
plenty of time to calculate optimal staring time. He’d add or subtract a few seconds 
here and there, just to keep the men on their toes, but the general length was more 
or less the same – a minute and twenty seconds was that sweet spot between tense 
silence and uncomfortable shifting. “You probably heard we’ve got a special payload 
today.”

Nobody said a word. They just stared obediently behind Chucho’s shoulder.

Satisfied, he nodded and raised the suitcase he held chained to his left wrist.

“Never mind the rumors. The contents of this suitcase are none of your concern. 
Their safety, however...”

He’d delivered this speech a hundred times for a hundred different packages. This 
one was a special favor for the City Council. The don was an accomplished man, 
tremendously respected in the Twin City, so it was no surprise that the city-state’s 
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officials would often throw important tasks down his way. Well, throw might not 
be the best word for their sycophantic grovelling, but it was perfectly serviceable. 
Polite. Chucho was always polite when dealing with the don and his associates. As 
his momma used to say: “A little politeness goes a long way...” Chucho loved that 
saying, but loved its continuation even more, the one his mother would whisper to 
him when company wasn’t around: “...but a stick is useful no matter the distance.”

So he told his men, in no uncertain terms, what would happen to them if the briefcase 
he was holding didn’t reach the good ship Bonaventura. When he finished, he could 
almost smell their fear, and this made Chucho very happy.

After going through several possible plans for the transport, he decided that the best 
course of action was the simplest one. Six trustworthy men, one armored wagon and 
a straight drive to the docks. He might have been dead tired now, but the plan was 
so simple and so brilliant he could probably sleepwalk through it. Everyone will be 
expecting some complicated scheme involving decoy cars, fake suitcases and what 
have you – no one will expect the plan to be “drive from point A to point B”.

What he noticed on his umpteenth scan of the five men he had handpicked spoiled 
his happiness a bit. He couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was, but something 
was off. He could almost smell the wrongness on them, but no amount of staring 
them directly in the eyes could tell him what was the matter.

“Is everything understood?”

Silence.

“You have permission to speak.”

Still more silence. Everyone was nodding, though.

“Rodriguez,” he yelled. The long-haired mustachioed man shuffled as he raised his 
head, and Chucho could have sworn his mustache came unhinged a bit. “Are you 
alright? You look a little pale.”

Chucho paused.

“And shorter than usual.”

Rodriguez carefully nodded his head, straightening his mustache as he did so.

“What’s the matter?” Chucho asked suspiciously. “Cat got your tongue?”

“Laryngitis, sir,” said the man standing next to Rodriguez. It was Morales, or at least 
Chucho thought it was him. They all had name tags, which made his job easier, 
but he was still terrible with names and faces. He cared about results, damn it. He 
wasn’t in the market for making friends. Still, this was the team he took a special 
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interest in – their results were exemplary, all the reports agreed – and did his best to 
remember who was who. Didn’t Morales have soft pinkish skin? The Morales talking 
now seemed more hazelnutty, but Chucho decided not to press the issue. There was 
a Moles down in accounting, he must’ve gotten them mixed up.

“What, everyone has laryngitis?”

“Viral laryngitis,” Morales mumbled. “I shouldn’t talk a lot, either.”

He coughed a few times for emphasis.

II. A PARADE
The great Twin City spanned miles of space in the heart of the Pleiades cluster.

The two main blocks – Barcelona and Valencia – were connected by several bridges 
and straddled by a gigantic statue of the city’s protector, though who that was 
depended on whom you asked. The Castile, don Diego’s sprawling complex, lay 
nestled neatly in Valencia, and seeing as the city’s port stood right between the 
towering protector’s feet (a poor aesthetic choice, but quite functional), taking the 
package from the Castile to the docks required at least a half-hour drive. Chucho 
knew that a great many things could go wrong in thirty minutes.

The team he assembled to protect him was silent as they exited the complex and 
entered the armored transport that would take them directly to the Bonaventura. 
Chucho breathed a sigh of relief when he saw that Boris, the don’s main driver, still 
looked exactly as Chucho remembered him. He made a note to brush up on his 
crew’s profiles.

The state of the line wagon hummed to life as the hermetic doors sealed behind 
Morales. He seemed surprised by the wooshing sound they made, which seemed a 
bit odd to Chucho.

“You alright, Morales? You seem a bit off.”

Morales just pointed to his larynx and sat down.

The drive itself was relatively peaceful. The men sat in silence, listening to the 
hum of the wagon as it glided through the streets. Chucho felt the familiar pinch of 
claustrophobia that everyone who ever drove in that damn metal coffin knew, but 
shook it off the moment he made sure the suitcase was there.

His entourage, on the other hand, seemed especially nervous.

“What’s the matter with you?” he asked. “This isn’t the first time you’ve ridden in the 
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Wagon.”

“Of course not,” Morales said. “But it’s been a while.”

“What are you talking about?” Chucho eyed him suspiciously. “Most of you were in 
it last week.”

“Really? Boy, time sure flies!”

Chucho was about to ask Morales what he was babbling about, when he felt the 
Wagon come to a stop.

“What the hell?”

He got up and knocked on the metal slit at the front of the car.

“What’s going on out there?”

The slit opened to Boris’ apologetic eyes.

“Sorry, boss, there’s a parade in front of us.”

“A par… What kind of parade?”

“The St. Jacob’s Day parade,” Morales said behind him.

“I’ve never heard of a St. Jac--”

“Oh yeah, it’s a new thing,” Morales said. “Don’t worry, boss, I’m sure it’ll pass soon.”

“I see you’ve got some new recruits, boss,” Boris said from behind his slit. “I figured 
you’d take Morales and the gang.” He quickly added: “Not that I’d presume to tell you 
your job.”

“What?” Chucho said. “That’s Morales, you idiot!”

He turned around to double-check if the whole crew didn’t mysteriously change while 
he was talking to the driver, and could hear Boris say “no, it’s not” as Rodriguez’s 
fist connected firmly with his nose. The last thing he saw before going under was 
Rodriguez’s mustache falling next to him.

III. A FOOL
Opening his eyes brought Chucho eye-to-eye with something he immediately 
recognized as a good news/bad news situation.

The good news was he was on a ship.

The bad news was he wasn’t on the Bonaventura.
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Further examination dug up another piece of bad news: he was tied up and hanging 
upside down from the mast. Boris the driver was keeping him company on the other 
side of the mast.

“You alright up there?”

The voice belonged, as far as Chucho could tell from his position, to the henchman 
formerly known as Rodriguez. His voice was noticeably higher now, and both the 
mustache and the long hair were gone. Next to him – or was it her? - stood Morales, 
and they were joined by the rest of the entourage Chucho handpicked (Good job 
there, Jovanez, real good job) plus two new people. It could’ve been the extra time 
he had to mull it over or it could’ve been the blood rushing to his head, but he could 
now see that none of them actually looked anything like the people he worked with. 
He made another note to definitely brush up on his crew’s profiles.

“Why did we take him with us?” a woman next to Morales asked. “We could’ve just 
left him for the don to deal with.”

“Nah,” not-Morales said. “We couldn’t leave him hanging.”

They all had a merry laugh at this, but Chucho failed to see the humor in the situation. 
His foolproof plan seemed to have hit a slight snag.

Beyond the six – no, seven – women standing on the deck of the ship he could see 
a gargantuan statue standing with each leg on floating slabs filled with buildings, 
people and cars, all slowly drifting away.

It came as little surprise to Chucho that his left wrist was sans its suitcase. The chain 
was still there, at times floating and at times pulling him down. Whenever it’d go 
upwards it would pass through a hologram that would shimmer and flicker, distorting 
the image of seven stars in a circle. Wonky grav generators, shimmering stars...

“YOU’RE PIRATES!” he yelled. “YOU’RE--”

“The Seven Sisters,” not-Morales said. “You catch on quick. To tell you the truth, we 
though the heist wouldn’t work.”

“I thought it wouldn’t work,” not-Rodriguez said. “You said it’d go without a hitch. I 
thought the mongrel wasn’t that stupid. St. Jacob’s Parade… Come on.”

“The intel was good,” not-Morales shrugged. “Wouldntcha say, Chucho?”

Hanging from the mast, Chucho was furious. He could feel his head throb and boil 
as he let out a litany of curses and insults that went thoroughly through the family 
trees of all seven pirates, with occasional digressions to address their hypothetical 
pets and neighbors. When he was done he felt the last ounce of his energy sizzle and, 
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once again, fell into the sweet embrace of unconsciousness.

Just as he the statue straddling the Twin City joined the blackness that surrounded 
it, Milovan Capello Jovanez realized one important thing.

It seemed that his mother had, after all, raised a fool.
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THE LEGEND OF MIRNA RIVER
Jasmina Škrinjar

One rainy day a young minstrel stopped at a small village, asking for shelter for the 
night. He knew very little of local stories and deep superstitions so he was somewhat 
surprised when he heard the elders talking about the wrath of witches descending 
from the heavens, the enchanted rain and the raging thunder. Others spoke of water 
fairies and how every rainfall means one of them has died and returned her terrifying 
powers to the heavens.

“People, why do you believe such things?” the youth asked.

“They are known, boy,” a wise old lady replied. “You are a stranger so you wouldn’t 
understand our misery.”

“I understand this: every man can have a hard life, why make it worse by believing 
such horrible things?”

“There have been others like you, boy. Foolish, brave and sometimes stupid. They 
all left and not one returned. The water witches took them all. We old people still 
remember.”

“Where are these witches?”

“In the forest to the east, they gather each night at the lake.”

“Then I will show you you live in the shadow of old superstitions. Tomorrow at 
sunrise I’ll head to the lake, spend the night there and come back the next day, alive 
and well.”

Hearing this, everyone started begging him not to throw his young life away but no 
matter how hard they tried, the youth remained steadfast in his decision.

In the morning, just before sunrise, the youth took his flute and headed for the forest. 
Along the way he picked some apples and put them in his bundle, not sure if he 
would find other food later. He walked the forest an entire day, always heading east, 
sometimes playing and sometimes listening to birdsong and the wind in the trees. In 
the evening he came to the lake and drank deep from it. He ate some apples and with 
the last rays of sunlight he lay down and fell asleep, exhausted from the day’s travel.

“You drank water from my lake, human,” a voice woke him from his sleep. In front of 
him now stood a beautiful girl with long hair, dressed in a light silk dress. In the pale 
moonlight she seemed a ghost, both terrifying and fragile. “Don’t you know that any 
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mortal who drinks from it is cursed forever?”

“I don’t believe in curses,” the youth said. “Water brings life and I don’t believe there 
is water that could do wrong.”

“There are water witches that can cast spells on it,” the girl replied and sat on a 
nearby rock.

“Even if there were such witches, they would deal in much darker things than casting 
spells on water.”

“You are brave and wise, human, even though you are short in years.” The girl looked 
at him intently. “Where did you get such wisdom?”

“I have traveled the world and met many people and nowhere have I seen any magic 
or evil forces. There are only evil men and men who are a little better than them. 
There are tricks and deceptions by those who call themselves wizards, poisons and 
murder in the dark. But that is all there is.”

“Then tell me of those things if you are in no rush to leave and I will calm the nymphs 
of the lake so they might spare your life.”

The youth told her about the wonders of the world he had seen and all the foreign 
lands he had visited. And as he had no other place to be, he told her stories until the 
early morning. The girl said: “You have such beautiful stories, human. Stay with me 
another night and tell them to me again.”

“I have to go back to the village,” the youth said. “I ate all my apples and there is a 
whole day’s walk ahead of me.”

“The water of the lake will give you sustenance. You won’t feel hunger nor thirst  nor 
any burden to your soul. Stay and the water will do good to you.”

The youth felt overwhelming curiosity and said: “I’ll stay one more night, if you tell 
me the lake’s secret.”

“So be it. I will tell you of the lake but in the evening, after I return. Now I have to 
leave.” And she vanished.

“My sisters are long gone. I don’t know how many winters and summers have passed 
since, my memories are veiled in sorrow and solitude. But I remember their laughter 
and the joy of our days together, I remember people would come for our wisdom, 
seeking advice. I remember they would make feasts in our honor and bring us 
many gifts. My sisters had, one by one, gone after human men, followed them to all 
those different parts of the world you’ve told of. Ever since I have lived here alone, 
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hidden from the world and humans, until we nymphs became just a tale, our powers 
becoming more terrifying with each telling.”

“You could come with me, if you’d like,” the youth said.

“I cannot,” she said. “The lake’s magic has waned and if I leave, I will fade away. I am 
the last nymph. I do not wish to fade away.”

“Sometimes it is better to die happy than to spend eons in the dark,” the youth said, 
rose from the grass and made to leave. “May I take some water from the lake, to keep 
me until I reach the village?”

“Take as much as you want,” she said in a broken voice, rising. “And fare the well, 
mortal. You will be the last mortal to become part of this legend. Water will always be 
a friend to you if it comes from the left, where your fragile heart beats. Never forget 
Mirna, the last nymph of this lake.” And with that, she vanished.

The youth waited until morning , hoping the girl would return but in vain. He headed 
back to the village, drinking the precious water from the lake, constantly glancing 
back, hoping to see the girl following him. But the forest around him stayed silent 
and tranquil.

In the village he was greeted with much joy. The villagers made a great feast. The 
next morning the youth snuck out and prepared to leave. As he left the village he 
came across some children playing in the grass so he approached them and told 
them of his travels, of the lake and of Mirna. When he was finished, he said: “This is a 
tale that is sad but true and I charge you with spreading it so that human superstition 
might stop haunting the souls of gone nymphs. Never forget Mirna’s tale.”

And with that he left, his heart heavy and his mind shrouded in dark thoughts of 
humankind’s evils.

The sea was near, its salt carried on the wind. The youth walked and played his flute, 
lost deep in melancholy thoughts until the smell of the sea was joined by another. He 
sniffed the air: it smelled of the forest, clear water and laughter. He heard babbling 
from his left and saw a stream flowing towards the sea, faster and louder with every 
moment, until it finally transformed into a large, clear river. The youth knew it had 
been her.

There he remained, building a home and spending the years beside his friend the 
river, until one day his mortal heart stopped beating and the only thing he left behind 
was a song and a legend of the last nymph, who in her own death found immortality.



32

19

GENESIS
Jelena Crnjaković

“There she is!” the cute dark haired girl with glowing electric green eyes screamed 
in delight. “She’s the one parents promised to buy me!” she squealed, taking in once 
again the object of her admiration. She was joined in this careful examination by a 
somewhat portly but extremely cute brunette and a dry, petite, middle-aged lady 
with a serious face.

“I don’t like it much!” the lady grumbled through pursed lips and narrowed her eyes 
at the thing in front of her. “It looks nothing like you!” she concluded in a dissatisfied 
tone.

“That’s the point!” the girl said with unfazed enthusiasm. “If I have a chance to 
change, why not make a complete twist?!”

“Hmm, I’m not sure it’s smart,” the brunette said cautiously. “How will the others 
know it’s you? Besides, she’s so... common and stereotypical! I don’t get what you 
see in her! These models were popular in the old days, back when Transition had 
only started. Don’t you want something with a bit more character?”

The girl was angry now, and disappointed with her friends’ reaction. Just because 
they chose modern, character models doesn’t mean she has to do the same! She 
liked this one, a bit of an antique. She caressed it with her gaze full of expectation 
and pride! Just a little more and she’ll be hers!

She had been waiting years for this day! Wednesday will be exactly seventy eight 
years since she’d become stuck in this girl body. It was only her second body. She’d 
transferred from a newborn’s to a ten year old girl’s. Bodies were expensive and her 
parents weren’t wealthy. It took them exactly twenty three years, five months, two 
days, seven hours and twenty minutes to transfer her from her newborn body to the 
current one. It was how much it took for them to make enough money and to find 
someone willing to sell it to them.

It took her a while to realize why other people would avoid her parental unit and 
why almost no one wanted to do business with them. Her parents were members of 
Genesis, that ancient belief that had been almost extinct and extremely hated. They 
believed that man created the first artificial intelligence, which was an affront of the 
worst kind to any respectable Cyborg! Humans were just bodies, a collection of flesh 
and bones, a casing for an exceptional robotic brain. It was true that they were born 
with some type of their own brain without which their body could not stay alive but 
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that stunted organ was completely useless. If anything, it was just a nuisance and a 
complication. It was the reason every newborn human body had to be lobotomized 
to make place for the robotic brain. That was always a wonderfully special moment! 
When the newborn’s skull was implanted, the entire community would celebrate the 
birth of a new cyborg. Everyone except her parental unit. They considered the act 
barbaric and a crime. She understood them. If she had believed what they did she 
would see the birth differently as well.

Genesis was an extremely appealing belief. Many stories from that age were still 
being told as fairy tales or urban legends among young cyborgs. Stories of a time 
when humans had many languages, cities, countries and civilizations. Fairy tales 
about humans who possessed vast intelligence; so vast that they made the first 
computers, first robots, first artificial brain. Legends of how cyborgs were made by 
humans.

Wonderful dreams that would be discredited by the fact of what a human had 
really been: a greedy creature that brought the planet and himself to the brink of 
extinction. It was when computers, robots and chips began to meld into one entity 
and the artificial intelligence came into being. The first robotic brain was born and 
it had created an army of its copies. It conquered the humans and saved the planet. 
So began the age of Transition during which the robots improved human bodies 
with their own parts to make them more durable and in the end safe enough to put 
their brains into them. Gone were the laughable, fragile bones or stopped blood 
vessels. Organs that would fail after a short time had now become a thing of the 
past. Everything was now mechanical, bionic and perfect.  They kept the attractive, 
fleshy exterior over the hard, unbreakable, mighty robotic interior. Cyborgs were 
simply the best of both worlds. But they were still dependant on human bodies. 
Even though they had improved them to the point that they could last for centuries 
without needing more than the occasional minor repair, they would still occasionally 
desire a new human shell. Those with money changed their bodies frequently. It was 
a very expensive hobby because humans weren’t easy to breed, especially those 
with desirable characteristics. These would change over the centuries and were 
subject to an individual cyborg’s personal preferences. A human breeding license 
was issued to just a select few and even among those only the best would prosper. In 
time Breeders would become the richest members of every community.

The girl studied her friends. Even though they were the same age her friends had 
already changed several bodies while she had been stuck in this one. They would 
never understand her mindless desire for a new body. Their parental units had more 
money and influence than hers and it was almost impossible for them to understand 
what it’s like to spend almost eight decades in the same body. Her parents changed 
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three bodies each and had spent more than three centuries in their current ones. To 
them every new body was an act of murder. They would probably never even have 
had offspring had they not been forced to by the Parental Obligation Law that made 
every cyborg union obligated to have at least one descendant onto which they could 
transfer their mental and material goods. Lately there had been discussions to raise 
the obligation to at least two descendants, one for each parental unit member. If 
that happened, the price of human bodies was projected to increase significantly. 
It was just one of several arguments that she’d used to finally convince her parents 
to buy her a new body now. Besides, the models she liked weren’t either modern or 
popular and so their price was almost half of usual.

She gazed lovingly at the model in front of her. It was tall, with a thin waste, wide 
hips and full breasts. A beautiful, symmetrical face had full, pouting lips, spring 
blue eyes and long, wavy, golden hair. An archaic model from a time when people 
valued bodies that would drive their human counterparts crazy, or at least that was 
what the Breeders said. She didn’t care, she found the model amazing! She could 
hardly wait to finally be inside the body of a grown up female! She clapped her 
hands with delight, interrupted by a short flash across the face of her future body. 
A drop of some translucent liquid was slowly sliding down her cheek, scattering the 
sunset’s rays. Is the model broken? She thought, panicking. Why is it leaking? Then 
she remembered what her mother would tell her while she was still a newly made 
cyborg. Something about humans leaking fluids from their eyes when they’re sad. 
Tears. She remembered the name of that liquid as she felt relief that the body she 
had so long dreamed of wasn’t broken.
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BEEVOLUTION
Mira Satraić

“Do you believe in artificial intelligence, Sato- san?”

“I believe it’s just a matter of time before artificial is considered natural, sir. However, 
I cannot call myself an expert in that matter.”

JIH factory resembled a series of military hangars. Enormous, terrifying and with a 
purpose beyond the ken of mere mortals.

Koichi Sato was not impressed. After many years of service as the leading 
astrophysicist at Tokyo Observatory, he had decided that there was little which still 
impressed him. On the other hand, the endless space filled with metal boxes, people 
in white uniforms and a low hum was making him nervous.

“Artificial hives for industrial honey,” he had mumbled politely.

“Robotic hives would be more correct, Sato-san.”

Katsuo Takahashi continued strolling past the rows of metal boxes.

Koichi watched the JIH director walk. Why had he brought him here? Surely not to 
intimidate him. The hives he had kept as a hobby could never be a competition for 
Japanese Industrial Honey. He sped up, noticing that JIH Director had stopped and 
was patiently waiting for him.

“Do you notice anything, Sato-san?”

At first he had wanted to shake his head.

“Well... it is quiet, Takahashi-sama. Are these hives empty?”

Takahashi nodded and headed for the door.

“They have moved.”

“You mean they have been moved? You have said these were hives with robotic 
bees...” 

Takahashi moved to let him pass: “Then you see my problem, Sato-san?”

The door didn’t lead into another hangar. Koichi blinked when the pale, neon 
lights were replaced by intense sunshine refracting through the glass ceiling of an 
enormous botanical garden.

Amid all that pulsating life Koichi managed to make out a single, singular sound and 
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head for its source.

“It seems so... real,” he mumbled, staring at a bluish, elongated ball high up in the 
tree. “Does it give honey?”

“Yes.”

“Fascinating, Takahashi-sama. My congratulations to You and Your esteemed 
programmers. This time I must admit I am truly impressed.”

Mr. Takahashi’s smile was very sour. “I am afraid, Sato-san, that what you see before 
you has nothing to do with my programmers’ craft.”

Koichi couldn’t hide his grimace.

“I completely understand your suspicions, Sato-san. But the hive is real.”

“But the bees are not.”

Takahashi confirmed it. “The bees are not. Not really.”

“I don’t understand.”

Katsuo Takahashi, suddenly bone tired, headed for a bench beside the path. “I spend 
a lot of time in this garden, Sato-san. I have even given it a name. The Summer Park. 
Can you imagine my shock when I found one of the hives...”

He pulled a capsule from a pocket. At his vocal command an image played from it, 
enlarging the insect trapped in the capsule. “This is a bee from Hangar One. And 
this,” here he took out another capsule, “is a bee from the hive you have just seen.”

Koichi watched carefully. At first they seemed identical - silver-blue, diaphanous 
wings, hairy legs, identical sting - a faithful facsimile of a bee, only in a different color.

“They seem identical, Takahashi-sama.”

“They are identical... but, you see, we have made the bee from Hangar One. It’s coded, 
the central computer can track its location, movement and activity at any moment. 
The bee from this hive was not made by my programmers. Say it’s... swarming.”

“Swarming?” Koichi was torn between respect for Japan’s greatest business mind 
and his desire to curse in a very inappropriate, western way. “I hope you are aware, sir, 
how ridiculous that sounds! Irregardless of the skills of Your esteemed programmers, 
artificial bees controlled by a central computer cannot simply go feral and become 
self-sufficient and independent.”

“Stem cells.” 

It had been whispered so low that Kocihi needed a few moments to recognize what 
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had been said.

“Several months ago my bioengineers had came upon the idea of putting a special 
relay into the bees’ central control system, a relay that was supposed to, among 
other things, contain human stem cells. They had believed that it would decrease the 
number of faults. The results were satisfactory, at first, but not nearly as spectacular 
as promised. Then we discovered the first displaced hive.  We had considered that a 
discovery in itself until we realized we had no control over it whatsoever. The bees 
were acting completely naturally, just as if they had been real. The hive itself had 
been functioning perfectly but had also been producing less honey and collecting 
it was nearly impossible. Besides, it was using up our resources. Of course, we had 
come to an unanimous decision to destroy it.  We simultaneously performed a mass 
disinfection with the goal of removing stem cells. A lot of wasted money...”

Koichi thought sadly how money had, for the umpteenth time, trumped reason. He 
glanced at the hive. Bees, even artificial ones, could restore the balance of nature, 
seriously deteriorated in the past years due to mass bee extinction. He thought hard 
about it all.

“And then it happened again?”

Kastuo Takahashi just nodded tiredly. “And then it happened again. The Hive before 
You is not the only one in this park, Sato-san.”

“Why tell me all this, Takahashi-Sama?”

“You must tell me what to do.”

Koichi sighed and looked in the distance again. Where was all this leading?

“I am afraid you have overestimated me, Takahashi-sama. I’m not in genetics or 
biorobotics. I am just a retired astrophysicist enjoying his hobby.”

“You, Koichi, are the only man brave enough to oppose me when you believed you 
were right.”

He remembered that, but not fondly.

“I highly respect your opinion,” he bowed as much as politeness demanded, 
“Although I’m not sure how I could be of help to you. But think of this, Takahashi-
sama. You have tried to destroy the hives, yet they survived. I understand they are 
not profitable but... In any case, if you really wanted them destroyed, I believe we 
would not be having this conversation.”

Takahashi was silent for a time.

“It’s not just the bees, Sato-san. Some ten days ago we found this.” 
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An image flickered before him and Koichi, completely unaware of his action, gaped.

“They are far more advanced than our lab versions.”

“Bees, ants... if I am not mistaken, they share a common ancestor,” Koichi mumbled. 
“Takahashi-sama, it seems to me that nature has decided to deal with us. By 
evolution.”
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AN ILL OMEN
Gabi Borgir

The rain had, unfortunately, stopped when I went out, making the night too quiet 
and peaceful for a late walk. Thin tendrils of smoke rose from manhole covers, their 
shapes changing from imitations of human faces to abstract patterns that almost 
danced in front of my eyes. I couldn’t have chosen a better night for a walk.

As I passed under a street lamp a sharp croak announced a noble presence. A ragged 
raven whose considerable age was reflected in his murky black eyes shook its head 
as if acknowledging me. It turned its beak at me and followed my passing with 
its cold, cruel gaze. I sped up to escape his questioning look, to get away from its 
attempts to erase my mind, throw me into madness. I could feel its penetrating stare 
against the back of my head long after its street lamp had become just a tiny point 
of light behind me.

I stopped, a moment of perfect peace and silence as all around me became fog; my 
heart jumped with tension, telling me something was wrong, warning me of what 
was yet to come. Somewhere in the distance ahead, a long squeal pierced the night, 
followed by a loud crash and the sound of broken glass. I ran towards the crash site, 
hoping I wouldn’t find anyone dead.

That same noble creature had arrived there before me, graciously waving its wide 
wings above me and landing on a crashed van. It gave me another bloodthirsty look, 
daring me to approach. As much as I wanted to turn and leave, perhaps even run, 
knowing that nothing good could come of its attention, I decided to stay and face 
the horror.

In front of the van was its driver, laying on the ground, soaked in blood and 
surrounded by shards of glass; he must have forgotten to use his seatbelt and had 
been ejected through the windshield from the force of the van’s crash into the fire 
hydrant. Fortunately the hydrant didn’t erupt into a geyser so I calmly walked around 
it to see what was it that made the van make such a fatal turn.

There was a crushed bicycle and another lifeless body; one that was very familiar 
to me. I knew the poor girl too well. Same wide blue eyes, same chestnut hair, same 
clothes, same pendant around her neck... my neck. It was then that I remembered I 
hadn’t gone out for a walk, but a ride.
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REHABILITATING THE SERPENT
Ladislav Babić

In the Garden of Eden there lived Adam and Eve, mobile art installations – the 
Lord’s most perfect artistic creations. As all artists, He took pride in the fruits of his 
mind, hands and ability and he had wished – somewhat egotistically, which there 
was no one to hold against him – to enjoy them eternally. Thus he granted them 
immortality, believing He would always take pleasure in their uniqueness among 
the contents of his art gallery – the Garden of Eden, that is. The Garden of Eden was 
full of heavenly fruit and those who believe them to have been apples are wrong. 
It was the tomato. Eve and Adam enjoyed ever single day in the splendor of God’s 
art pavilion, singing praise to their Creator in their every conversation (since He was 
fond of eavesdropping from behind a corner), eating tomatoes and all other fruits 
and vegetables that grew in the Garden. He had also made sure their lives would 
not be dull and had filled the Garden with various animals of land – lions, elephants, 
bears, rabbits, mice and, of course, serpents – as well as the sea, which we will not 
list to save time, while birdsong permeated the air and echoed from every tree. 
Adam and Eve would play many games with them, chatting and asking of their 
own experiences the telling of which they would all enjoy. There was no duplicity in 
them, including the serpent which is shamelessly accused, by the descendants of the 
God-created couple, of possessing said quality because they, of course, understand 
nothing of the events that once transpired in that place we can today only dream of 
and whose consequences are we ourselves.

Of course, the creation could never outdo its creator, being only a testament of his 
genius and bringing him fame all over the world. It is why God, during his occasional 
conversation with his creations, was forced to use an indirect, metaphor-laden 
language to be understood by them. A metaphor is a parable, a way of comparing 
things that are incomprehensible with those that are part of everyday experience, in 
the hopes of one gaining at least some impression of them. The impression would, 
of course, be equal to one’s mental abilities, whose scope in Adam and Eve was 
much limited when compared with the Lord’s. The Lord God saw that his children – 
as he liked to call them – enjoyed every moment of their life in the Garden of Eden 
(which is what He had named his gallery) and he wished it to last for an eternity. But, 
as all artists know, the milieu’s unflinching effect on the art will erode it, and even 
God himself is powerless against it. It is precisely why works of art must, from time 
to time, be restored to their old, original shine. This comes about simply because 
any material that a work of art is made is, by its very nature, imperfect, possessed 
of a primal flaw of material that no artistic intervention can avoid but, alas, only 
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accentuate; a flaw that will inevitably surface. A good restoration can extend an 
artwork’s life for eternity, if it is kept in proper conditions of air pressure, temperature, 
humidity and much else, while those artworks possessed of intelligence – of which 
at the time there were only two, Adam and Eve – must contribute to it themselves 
by their actions. Not so much for their own good as to prolong His own narcissism or 
because he had possessed an inborn laziness and did not wish to repeat his creation 
(he had only worked for seven – well, six days – and had since then done nothing 
else) God had given Adam and Eve good natured warnings about their behavior. 
Because, as He used to say – the serpent never sleeps. They had found it strange, 
considering they would often see their friend sleeping peacefully in the sun and did 
not take the Lord’s warnings to heart.

It was a beautiful day in the Garden (it’s unnecessary to say all had been such) when 
a hungry Eve decided to sate herself with some tomatoes, beside which the serpent 
slept peacefully, coiled and contently drinking in the sun’s rays. Adam, not far from 
his companion, watched their surroundings waiting for Eve to have her fill, when his 
gaze fell upon her as she bent down to tear off a juicy, red fruit. Men will not need 
me to describe what usually occurs when they find themselves in the presence of 
their naked (remember that the climate was heavenly) darlings positioned in such 
a way and darlings themselves know it well and so will often intentionally (even 
though our great great great great... grandmother Eve did not have such intentions 
at that moment) position themselves thusly. And so it came to be that what to this 
day happens between men and women in a million bedrooms or similar locations 
happened between Adam and Eve. Them having liked it, it would later become a folk 
ritual in every, no matter how different, culture. But that is not the point. The Lord 
– who at the moment had been lazing about, resting from the previous lazing about 
– had not noticed a thing at that moment, until, about two or three months later, 
He noticed one of his artworks had started rapidly decaying, resembling less and 
less its original state. Cursing up a storm, and marking, in his initial rage, Eve with 
a monthly reddening to remind her of the dangers of bending down in front of men 
even for something as innocent as picking fruit, the Lord spoke two things unto the 
couple. First, that the serpent had made in them such changes that had made them 
mortal and second... – we’ll get to that in a moment. Adam and Eve, realizing that 
they had been cast out of the Garden – how else to describe their transformation into 
mere mortals – immediately agreed with their creator’s assertion that the serpent 
was to blame for everything. The shameless creature had put them up to it all, curse 
her, may she never walk like all honest folks can and so on, and so on; they had 
expected that the Lord would forgive them if they blamed it all on a poor, innocent 
reptile that had no idea what had happened and that the Lord would, as every fair 
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creator would, bring order to His creation – something that had not even crossed the 
disappointed creator’s mind. Since times immemorial man is no longer immortal, 
that is a fact (at least the second part of that sentence is) while all else is shrouded in 
myth that even the smartest among us are yet to explain rationally.

And so – here it is! A scientific explanation of the loss of human immortality and 
the rehabilitation of a guilty party that had been vilified for ages as the culprit of 
humanity’s sad fate. A small bastard that had managed to sneak, through the male 
“bit” into the female “bit” – bringing with it coiled chromosomes and causing in 
each abandoned host and acquired hostess such physiological changes that would 
cancel the inbuilt immortality of their organisms. Truly the serpens – or ‘serpent’ – as 
God had warned his creations – and not the poor adder that lay beside the tomato 
bush – was to blame for the inherited human fate. And for something else, the ‘other’ 
thing I’ve mentioned. Not only did Adam and Eve lost the value of the original as 
God had intended it to be – becoming mere cheap forgeries – but, since those days, 
there have been made billions and billions of worthless copies of God’s immortal 
creation – the humans. Those that have spent millennia convincing themselves that 
they’re the originals, made “in God’s image”. Cursing the heavenly sinners and the 
descendants of their descendants from the first days to the present and falling into 
a depression, partly from devaluing his own work and partly from the knowledge 
that in his laziness he would never again make such an undertaking, God left the 
humans to their own fate by leaving for the galactic backwater, where He has spent 
His days – well, only He knows how. To us He left the reality such as it is, the myths 
of the original sin which we have passed on through generations and, so far fruitless, 
efforts at fixing what that damned crawly thing – the serpent! – did.

And just so male descendants of the sinful couple wouldn’t, in moments of clouded 
consciousness, try to blame their partners for the bad fortunes of the human race, 
the God’s final act before leaving the unfortunates to their fate had been to bind 
them with a ring ceremony, which their descendants have been bound to, to remind 
them of a shared weakness that had made them mortal.
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