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You are currently holding (or reading
on a screen with your head cocked
sideways) the PDF edition of the
seventh issue of AE Micro.

AE Micro is an annual special edi-
tion of AE — The Canadian Science
Fiction Review featuring stories
no more than 200 words long. The
theme for 2015 is change.

This two-page PDF is meant to
be printed out and folded into an
eight-page papercraft booklet. Follow
the instructions in the next panel to
fashion your own handmade issue of
AE Micro.

You can use this page for practice.
When you finish, the pages should
be in the order in which they are
numbered here.

AE Micro Folding Instructions

1. Print out this PDF on a sheet of
regular letter-size paper.

2. Crease the paper in half width-
wise with the printed side facing
out, by folding along the dotted
line in the middle of the paper.

3. Fold along the other two dotted
lines, with the printed side fac-
ing in.

4. Unfold the paper and lay it out
out flat.

5. Fold the paper in half lengthwise
along the solid line with the
printed side out, creasing it well.

6. Trim off each end of the paper
by cutting along the solid lines,
then unfold.

7. Fold the paper in half again
widthwise with the printed side
out.

8. Starting from the fold, cut care-
fully along the heavy solid line
until you reach the creases you
made earlier.

9. Unfold the paper flat and then
fold it in half again lengthwise
with the printed side out.

10. Pick up the paper and hold it at
either end with the folded edge
at the top.

11. Move your hands toward each
other, allowing the middle sec-
tion to come out to either side.

12. Push the pages together until
they meet to form a spine and
arrange them so the cover is on
the outside.

To make the pages lie flat, go over
each fold to crease it sharply.
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m>nm YEAR SINCE 2011, the second edition

of AE Micro, our themes have borne some
relationship to the number of the contest.
Sometimes, that relationship has been rather
transparent, as in the year our theme was
“second.” Other times, the connection was
more oblique, but our propensity for choosing
words with more than one meaning has always
provided rich soil in which a myriad of stories
and pun-laden introductions could bloom.

As we entered the seventh year of this micro-
zine, we felt it was perhaps time for a departure
from the norm. But while we changed the way
we selected the theme, many other things
stayed the same—the enthusiastic response to
our contest, the variety of creative approaches
to our one-word prompt, and the overall quality
of the entries we received.

It’s our pleasure to present to you this edition
of AE Micro: seven years and still as dynamic
as ever.

—Helen Michaud
EDITORIAL DIRECTOR
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Status: Quarantined by Elizabeth Twist
Planet: Thuya

Mission duration: two months

Ambassador Beauchamp’s final report
(expurgated)

Biocompatibility 100%. Organic resources
abundant. The culture is theocratic. Charm-
ingly, the Thuyae resemble dogs.

Many native plants are nontoxic to humans,
nutritious.

[Personal: Traditional drink is effervescent.
Tastes of pine. Psychoactive effects long lasting,
reasons noted below. Before Thuya, I'd never
felt satiation. I feared that we might rape this
planet, as we’ve done before.]

The agreement was easy to facilitate. I be-
lieved they valued generosity. In a sense I still
think they do. Spreading what they have is all
they want. They insist on it. I also desire it.

[T felt so well, I skipped my one month medi-
cal scan.]

Public suicide in the market, day 46. Thuyae
gathered, and used bowls to catch the body
fluids. They held the bowls carefully as they
walked away, so as not to spill. Biological
imperative.

[Day 52 medical scan showed the cyst, already
well developed, behind my navel. The drink.]

The parasite is analogous to a protozoa, but
with fungal qualities. Accelerated progression
in my case is due to differences in biology,
immunity, and age of infection.

[Searing joy. Not to be contained.]

Send more people. You must.

4$9ST 3D9110D9PO) SIOP STEIIUIPIII ISOYM,,,
B,
L, 390mIg
‘A9H,, "yorBWIOIS STY UT SUI[99] DTS & Pey UOIey
4 'STU3 JO Aue 9z1u802a1 3,U0p [ 'snsd,,
-a8ueyd pue saul] 000‘0T 21y 23 dn paqnd sonig
1, $S9BUBYD 93 9I,JBYAA "SBY dUOIWOS [[9M
,ATENTR( 90UTS 18 PAYDINOI I, UIARY [,
*9SBAPOD ITA) UT
WY} XY PUE 30939P 03—1309110)IPO) — WYILIOF[8
UE U9IITIM UDY[} ‘03 $$9008 398 p[nod Aoy A1031sodax
AI9A9 WOIJ $9XY Snq pazA[eue pey 0m3 o],
4, SITWILWOD A3 JO U0 AIDAD UL
PaSuBYD SEM $2°309110D3P0D),, ‘pres donig ,‘AoH,
,98essawr o) pearsnl |,
4, $3ST] 28UBYD 93 3B 00] NOL 3,U0(],,
PRSI
L PaSueyd a1om SIY fyuaml—od£y swog od£y
B POXI],,, :98BSSIW JTUILOD AY) JJO PLaI d0NIg
'pa3sadsns uorey ,‘Fip o3 dn [ng,,
"a1e3s SULIdIIM B WY AT 90nIg
, qoueIq ok
03 SumITUUod d19M NoK 3YSNOY3 NOK LB,
4, SITWIWIOD JSAYY BW 3, UPIP [,
‘syyuow
104 “Aep A19A9 98ueyDd Yy ‘PadIdesIp s30[ oy,
,—[UNI], 03 3TWUWOD 3,Uop I,
4, UNAT, uo ‘oN—s807 3twrwiod a3 dn [[ng ;yeag,
, uorey ‘ofe s1eak sod£3 moL urxy dn oaes |,
,,~0d£3 3eyy Surxy 10§ sueYL,,
*9I0Y3 9 P[NOM NI MUY 31 3N ‘UIAJS Ised sem
31 "IN0 AeM ST WO J[O1qND §,00n1g £q paddors uorey

uej9ay d Aq wy | a105319yL aduey) |

181y
90BJ UMO I9Y XT WY dA®Y [[,9Ys INq 3JY3 ] 10]

pans uoasins 18y} ALY [[,2US "SIYIAIS 2YNLY]
‘1o13321d osTe

S, Q[TWS JBY [, "WIY SOUWIBU PUB SI[TWS [118 dY [,
1331 SEM O\, "SPUBY 1Y $9zoanbs aoynyf

. IOM [NJISpUOM PIp U0a3INSs MNOK ‘0N,

'sAes 118 913 , MO 03 3XoU SNOIPIY W[,
‘1om3a1d

ST PUY "SYUIYI 9YNAY ‘JJON00UY € S8,
4998 [eal

© PIOJJE 3,UP[NOD 1oYIe],, ‘s1odsTym [118 oY T,
'sAes ooy NLY

,,'surd33ed PISUIDI] 193]k 3,UkD SU0IZING,,
‘sdr] 1ot7odeys y3tm synod

puE S343 19pUNOI YItm ABME SYOO] [118 3y ],

4 ASOUY,

'sAes 99yNAY ‘003 399319d 91,N0K ,
‘peassut Suofe sLefd ays INg ‘9ognLIy UMo 19y
3uraq uey) 19339 s,38Y3 ‘ABS 03 SJUBM IS ‘UOIX
-9B], §,I9130UE 3 O, Y00] UMO 19y urudisop
PUE 199182 197 INOQe SNoTIds Suniag [un s1eak
10J UO9K -9B], 9I0M S "99B] MU & YIm ¢ Sur

-9( SIOqUIAWIAI AYS "SYSNe[ YNy ,iSYueyr,,
(119 1] 3snl Yoo[ nog,,

‘soonbs 1118 o3 pue ‘To1] soyoeordde soynAiyy
‘SUTUIOW 3XAU Y3 JUOP
JIOM I9Y PeY dABY ISNW [113 93 pue ‘d[euy
93 JO SINOY UTYITM UTed [ed13INSs & 03 s3SI
SSOUAI] 19Y POS SIUTe I9H 998 19 Surieom
113 © $39s A[[euy 29yniky , ‘17 1eisiadng,, Suru
-UTM I93J€ SY99M OM) [0S UT dudg djJe)) B Iy

1amod *S uaydails Aq siels 1ysug

Our Place Among the Stars by Emily McCosh

“I'm afraid” T admit.

Around me, her body clicks and whirs. Claus-
trophobia creeps in, relieved only by the port
windows in her hull. Some ruddy star shines
outside. It has a number, but we call it Hercu-
les. It’s large enough. Bright enough.

The chair beneath me is cold and uninviting. I
know the restraints are my own doing, but still,
they’re frightening.

She doesn’t answer—it’s the first time she
hasn’t responded when I speak to her. I'm not
sure how that makes me feel.

“I'm here,” she reminds me without further
provocation.

There is a large needle poised to slip into my
brain. A large, painful shadow. It’s difficult to
find your place among the stars alone. This
is just a little change; others will come later.
They’re not urgent as this. This microchip will
allow me to feel my wife’s consciousness in her
engine. Her skin in the metal of the hull.

The needle is fire in my temple, and slowly,
her air filters become her breath in my throat.
In the end, I'm glad for the restraints. When
it’s all over, they feel like her limbs wrapped
around mine.

Growing Pains by Holly Schofield

After escaping from the prison planet, Liam —a
hardened criminal —fled to a nearby world. A
nightmarish ride through a cloud of huge flying
insects shredded his stolen spaceship’s exterior.
He steered the damaged craft into a hastily
spotted cave, down a tunnel, and into a vast
underground chamber.

He stared as gigantic purple caterpillars
worked an assembly line, shoving human-sized
larvae into slick metallic pods. Pulleys hoisted
the pods through a trapdoor and into the harsh
world above.

The largest caterpillar towered over him and
spluttered into a universal translator. “Wel-
come, young soft one.”

Liam smoothed his gray hair. If the creature
wanted to think of him as a pupa or an infant,
so what? —as long as he got out of there alive.
“Nice technology,” he said, as equipment
thumped and whirred.

The translator gurgled. “Yes, artificial
cocoons. Better than natural.” A pause, then,
“Apologies for our offspring’s aerial assault. Let
us offer recompense.”

“Help me repair my own ‘cocoon’?” He
pointed at his ship’s mutilated hull.

The giant caterpillar grimaced. “Insufficient.
A new cocoon is far superior.” It gestured to its
workers.

He cried like a baby as they sealed the pod
around him.




