
Artist Profile: Scott Wilder
Scott is a fiction writer in the tradition of C.S. Lewis, Neil 
Gaiman, and Ray Bradbury. Jeremiah Webster (Advent’s Lay 
Pastor of the Arts) recently had an opportunity to interview 
Scott to learn more about his literary endeavors. 
What project are you currently working on?
I am currently finishing a sci-fi novella with the working title 
“Malevolent Moonstones.” It is about a man named Robert 
who was raised by robots after an accident killed his family, 
and all the other humans, on an asteroid where they lived. He 
is eventually rescued as a teenager but struggles to heal and 
fit-in after his experience.  

The novella starts when Robert is 33, shortly after he marries. His wife knows very little about the trauma 
that happened to him as a boy, little more than what appeared in the newspapers. The company that ran the 
colony contacts Robert, and he is upset to discover that his presence is required to decommission the robots 
that kept him alive. This business transaction becomes anything but business as usual as the emotionally-stunted 
Robert is forced to cope with painful memories from his past and with his life-time struggle to feel adequate as 
a man and as a person after being raised by beings who could not teach him to be fully human. 
Does faith inform your work? If so, how?
C.S. Lewis famously said, “I believe in Christianity as I believe that the sun has risen; not only because I see 
it, but because by it I see everything else.” I believe my faith casts insight into human motivation, like a light 
illuminating the shadows. It provides a framework from which to plumb creation for metaphor and allusion. 
Most importantly, though, my faith informs me that talent, in whatever measure it is gifted, is neither capricious 
nor optional. If one has the talent to write, one must use it; if not for one’s own well-being then because the 
Master expects some return. Even if that return is just one small story and not the next great American novel. 
What literary tradition are you writing into? What authors inspire you?
If I had to pick some labels, I suppose I would say I write magical realism and religious horror. I received 
a Bachelor of Arts in Theology, and this mixed surprisingly well with a lifetime of pre-Christian viewings of 
horror films. What may surprise you is how well-attuned the horror genre is for mixing light and shadow. 
The best horror stories plunge the reader first into the everyday and ordinary in order to serve as contrast 
for the invasive and transgressive. The best ones place our point of view amidst likeable characters forced to 
confront awful circumstances in order to teach us, vicariously, about how to survive the unknown and traumatic 
variables of life. I liken good horror stories to Dante’s descent in the Inferno—we witness the macabre and the 
unimaginable, not to gloat over a person’s misery, but to learn from it.
Writers including Neil Gaiman, Joe Hill, Karen Russell, and Ray Bradbury worked (and are working) in those 
traditions, and I consider them among the finest. If I had to pick two authors who inspire me the most, I would 
choose C.S. Lewis and Joe Hill. C.S. Lewis left behind a wonderfully eclectic batch of novels, essays, children’s 
books, poems, and short stories. He helped me understand that imagination and apologetics could grow in the 
same soil, with neither choking off the other. Joe Hill, though not a professing Christian, inspires me to write 
stories that viscerally remind us that evil can be overcome in the world, and in our own lives, but not without 
great cost. When reading his stories, I often wonder if the good guys and gals will make it in the end. I never 
question their need to keep going.

See reverse for an excerpt from “Malevolent Moonstones.”



An Excerpt from “Malevolent Moonstones”

I woke at 1400. Olivia lay beside me, her 
knees curled tightly into her chest. My pride 
swelled, forged with gratitude. I stroked her 
hair and listened to the steady rhythm of her 
breathing. She looked like an angel, or a god-
dess, or some seraphic infant curled up next 
to me.
     Children. My reverie snapped again. Fea-
sibly, against all that we had done to stop 
it, there was still a 0.1% chance that a child 
lay inside Olivia’s womb, smugly growing after 
passing through our gauntlet of chemical and 
physical barriers.
     We had talked about kids, agreed (on her 
part) that they lay further down the horizon, 
and (for my part) completely off the map, or 
on that part of the map where the ancients used 
to scribble “here there be monsters”. I had no 
doubt that Olivia would make a great mom, her 
false modesty aside. But the thought of me as 
a father sent chills down my spine. I still re-
membered what I overheard Philip say about me 
to a colleague after one of our early sessions:
     “His experience is quite unprecedented. I 
suspect he may never fully bond with another 
person because of it.”
     A toss-away phrase, I think. One I never 
brought up but the kind of statement one never 
forgets. The way he said it—sad, pityingly—he 
had used the kind of tone that I might use when 
I have to tell a delegation that their planet’s 
gravity-well disqualified them from admittance 
to Fifa Intergalactic, despite their well-laid 
plans. Some places just could not properly 
sustain teams, or normal human relations.
 Olivia’s presence in my life should have 
belied his words. Her love stood as the greatest 
testament to their falseness. But her presence 
felt like an exception to Philip’s prophecy; 
a statistical anomaly. Expecting to connect 
to a child would be like hoping for light-
ning to strike the same spot twice. And that 
0.1% probability for inception also scared the 
hell out of me because, if that improbability 
arose, genetics dictated a much higher likeli-
hood that a child with half of my genes would 
become like me.  
 For the thousandth time, I tried to re-
member what my parents looked like. No images 
came, just the distant, lo-fi signal from four 
surviving video feeds. The first, taken by my 
father, showed my mother leaning over my cra-
dle, stroking my face. My father captured the 
back and side of my mother in this video but 
not her face, more interested in the new life 
growing in the crib than in capturing a crys-
talline image of his wife for his son. 
 In the second feed, the three of us were 
sitting in a large room with the other colo-
nists. Someone else must have been holding the 
camera, because the feed captured me sand-
wiched between my parents, their arms enfolded 
around each other, and my tiny arms curved 
around their thighs. I could remember the feel 
of my mother’s dress, and the rough texture of 

my father’s pants, but only in my imagination. 
 The third feed was damaged during the 
salvage recovery. The only usable image was at 
15:45 when the camera captured my mother in-
profile, set against the backdrop of the clos-
est star to the asteroid. Shadows bled the im-
age into a grainy patch of lines and curves. 
 The final feed, the one taken from in-
side the mine before, during, and after the 
disaster, had been digitally scraped of grainy 
artifacts, the service paid for by the corpo-
ration during the court settlement. My thera-
pists gave me what they deemed the only useful 
data for my rehabilitation: a still image of 
my parents, just before the walls came down, my 
mother smiling, my father hunched over a piece 
of machinery. Sixty seconds after that image 
was captured, my world collapsed.
 And beneath that rubble lay any memory 
of human interaction, human touch, and hu-
man kindness for the next 10 years. The bots 
knew how to keep organic tissue clean. The 
correct amount of caloric intake based on my 
vitals. They knew how to properly dispose of 
human waste. But they knew nothing about emo-
tional nourishment. They had no lips to kiss, 
and their arms could not bend into hugs. They 
could provide for any of my needs, based on 
their limited programming, but they could not 
anticipate the needs of a growing boy. Need for 
affirmation. Need for love.
 And how would I know how to provide all 
that to a child? I regularly failed at this 
with Olivia, and my success was mostly because 
she overlooked just how faulty my programming 
was. My heart was like the rubble on SR-6125C. 
Just more damaged earth, and the best I could 
do was manage the crisis.
     Olivia stirred. She sat up. “You’re awake?” 
she said, voice groggy with sleep.
     “Yeah.”
     “What time is it?”
     “1430 and twenty-three seconds. You know, 
the humidity in the hotel must be artificially 
heightened compared to that on the shuttle. 
Your hair is curlier. I think it makes it look 
nice.”
     She smiled. “How are you feeling?”
     “I’m all right.”
     She poked me in the side. 
     “Just a little nervous, I guess.”
    She leaned over and pressed down on my 
cowlick. It must have resisted her efforts; 
the slightest frown tugged the corners of her 
mouth.
     “How about we grab a drink down in the 
lounge, before the Director arrives?” she sug-
gested. “I read they have a cocktail the same 
color as Lake Genevieve.”
     “Sounds. . . natural.” We laughed and 
tickled each other. 
 Olivia always knew what to say to break 
me out of my ruts.


