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EDITORIAL

_.-i";i*_'-.
Tena koutou katoa ,

steadfast fingers-in-e
you will find cross d|_, nsi

faceless world, wind-ch gl vitch. No frosts. No icy
mud -puddies. A gust 1‘ _' an jfoad, but it does not turn

ki. Bartek is a multimedia
€ognition and awards. His
S Psotek and Studio Armata

The cover art for k.
artist whose short films ave
sizeable portfolios in vari sm
websites. % :

In a similar vein, the mte@aﬂﬂﬁraﬂons
this issue (and this editorial, and the table

- : .‘M
lement the stories and poetry in

Gabriell e RoOG%la. | f |l eds wor Kk
portfolio at her tumblr account:

The Sir Julius Vogel awards, named for a previous Ne #id prime minister who
BOESONE ~S0n e ot NS i St e gl = | e =Tl
success in the fantasy, science flctlo.n and t < ey are run by the Science
Fiction and Fantasy Assomatlop of New Zeal; A X17), and | mention them here

{<'this year. Semaphore Magazing

up for Best Production / Pulli fon from a vote of No Award, and
the 2009 Semaphore Anthg ) a4 the Best Collected Work award
and as such is in amazing, iy iionally, {&i pl ey Pattonds story
Exchange, 6 wif ¢l '_ ¥9 I8 of Semaphords in the running
for Best Short Story. Semap ' ) [ ét ie and Grant Stone are also up

for awards. The whole nomin
announced at - _ (olf isnbaimg held on the weekend of
27-29 August. Voting is open toiefs]a} attendee " fbers of SFFANZ, and my fingers
are firmly crossed. J

Marie Hodgkinson


http://www.bartekn.com/index.html
http://www.studioarmata.com/
http://drawgabbydraw.tumblr.com/
http://sffanz.sf.org.nz/Welcome.shtml
http://sffanz.sf.org.nz/sjv/sjvNominations-2010.shtml
http://www.aucontraire.org.nz/

By George Moore

| live among these old masters,
with their curled capitals, words
that come up on you

and pass over your head,

a string of English-looking
phrases, a snake in Elizabethan
cross-dress, a computer generated
way of skipping through

the news of the day.

The paper blows away, down
Main, across the park to some tree
it wraps itself around like plaster

or a skirt, hugging the thing

it came from.

And | think, this is the historic
moment, soon lost in the currents
of a one-culture future,

the moment the wind

dies, and electrical lines

carry the flame, and the print

is cured into blackened wires.

And the news comes up

as a future injection,

a simple cure for reading, and time,
which no one has time for,

even to talk about. What, what
was that? And the dead

are walking around in the air
without the need of their eyes.



