Robert Young's latest story is a gripping tale of a deep-space battle between
two gargantuan organic-metallic spaceships, as depicted in this month's striking
Sernbach cover.

The Star E€l

by ROBERT F. YOUNG

Deepin the belly of the space-whale, Starfinder awakes. The seis-miclike tremor that shook him out
of deep isnot repeated, but the capsized carafe on the cabinet by his bunk tetifiesit was not adream.

At firgt heisunable to make any sense out of the hieroglyphic message that the whae projectsinto
hismind:

He bresksit down into itstwo components— and . isthe hieroglyph the whale used whenever it
wishesto indicateitsdf. Obvioudy, then, signifiesaseparate entity. An entity that has attached itself to
the whale's back.

Abruptly he understands: the whale has been attacked by astar ed!!

Horrified, Starfinder dons the clean captain's uniform the ward- robizer laid out for him while he
dept. He buckles his Welkanzer .39 belt round hiswaist and checks to see whether the weapon isfully
charged; then he leaves the cabin. As he pounds up the forward companionway to the bridge, he reviews
the many tales he heard about star eelswhen he was a Jonah. All of them are unpleasant, and all of them
emphasize an indluctablefact of life— that when astar ed attachesitsdf to awhade and drainsit of its
2-omicron-vii radiation, the whae is as dead as though a Jonah deganglioned it, and ready for the orbital
shipyardson Altair IV.

The pale star-pulsing blur of Messier 31 is centered in the bridge screen. Although thewhae
con-ceivably could accomplish such ajourney if it dived degp enough into the Sea of Time, it hasno such
intention. It merely happensto be drifting in that direction.

Starfinder turns his attention to the dorsal screens. They frame square close-ups of the edl's black
underside. Thereisno way he can seethe creature in toto. However, he does not need to seeit to know
what it lookslike: he has seen photos of itsfellows. And read about them aswell. Thus he knows that
thisone, if itistypica of itskind, is considerably smaler than the whae and possesses sonic vison inthe
form of along antenndiketail. He knows that despite the dissmilarity of size and habitat it hasmuchin
common with the lamphry of the fresh-water lakes of Earth. He knows that it's "skin" conssts of ahard
organic-metallic substance that is analogous but not identical to the transsted "skin" of thewhde. He
knowsthat its underside it magnetized and dlowsit to cling to its host during the length of time necessary
— usually about twenty hours— for it to absorb its host's "lifeblood.” He knowsthat it reproduces by
fisson. He knowsthat its corpse can be converted into a shapeship a haf the cost it would take to build
aship of smilar dimensions from scratch. And athough he has never seen one, he knowsthere are such
shipsin existence.

Thereisachancethat the ed has not fed for along time, that its magnetic grip can be broken. Itisa
chance worth taking. Starfinder holds onto anearby stanchion and braces himsdlf. "Roll, whale," he
says. "Break free!”

Thewhaerolls. Mightily. It isasthough a cosmic slorm ragesin the Sea of Space. Asthough the
dar-flecked immengties are ater-nating between troughs and waves. Gradudly the storm abates, and
presently the double hieroglyph regppearsin Starfinder's mind —.

Thewhde hasfailed.

Starfinder ponders the pro-blem. It will do no good for the whae to dive — it will only take the star



ed into the past with it. And after the edl absorbsthe last of the whal€'s 2-omicron-vii radiation, it will
die; whereupon Time, intoler-ant of paradoxes, will regurgitate it back to the present, the ed with it.

Theresmply isno way that the whale can didodge this antagonis-tic symbiont that took it unawares.
Unless Starfinder can accomplish the task, it is doomed.

Unfortunately thereisalimit to hislore, and he does not know whether the star e hasaganglion.
But evenif it does have, he hasno way of getting to it. The beam his Weikanzer .39 dischargesis of
near-laser intengity, but it isincap-able of burning through the edl's thick organic-metdlic "skin."
Pro-bably the creature'stail isits most vulnerable part; but even if he can somehow sever it — perhaps
by ramming it with the lifeboat —there is no guarantee that the edl's resultant blindnesswill causeit to
reaseitsprey.

There smply isno clear-cut course for him to follow. Hewill haveto play it by ear. Leaving the
bridge, he descends to Deck 3 and proceeds to the boat bay. There he climbsinto one of the lifeboats,
activates the locks and sails out into the Sea of Space.

When thewhale and Starfinder made their convenant, thewhade"said,” , indicating that (Starfinder)
would be its master and that it would take him anywhere or when hewishedto goin (space) and (time).
Starfinder carried out his part of the pact by repairing the whale's unique second ganglion whose
presence the Jonah who had destroyed the first hadn't suspect-ed. Then the wha e deorbited from the
shipyards of Altair 1V, and whae and man dived into the Sea of Time, that aspect of the continu-um that
isat once part of and a once discrete from the Sea of Space: the interredlity that holds conventional
redlity together. Now wha e and man have returned to the present—to one of the infinitudinous surfaces
of the Sea of Space.

On Starfinder'sright blazes the cold white bonfire of a Androme-dag; "above" it, and countless
parsecs beyond, the roseate anti-macassar of M-31 glows softly.

He retrofires before the boat breaks free from the gravitic pull of the whae-ship, then firesagentle
burst from the starboard jet and brings the craft around. Before him, ship and symbion are sil-houetted
massively againgt avast scattering of stars. The hieroglyph ismideading. It corres-pondsto the wha€e's
sf-image—to the way it seesitsdlf. In actudity, thewhaeisnot nearly so stream-lined, not nearly so
much likea spaceship. But its hull is burnished like a spaceship's, and itstiers of portholes glow like
golden eyes.

Below them, dong the Sar ed's nearer flank, glow smilar tiers of "eyes.”

Stunned, Starfinder Stares.

The combined mass of the two gargantuan bodies pulls the boat inward. He employsjust enough
ventra thrust to put him on aplanewith theed. Gradudly its"eyes’ resolveinto portholeslike the
whalés. Its nearer flank, which should be meteor-pocked and creviced, is burnished like the whale's.
Thereisonly one possible answer: the edl isan organic-metalic ship too.

But how canit beif itisgill dive?

Granted, thewhaleisdiveanditisaship— or dmost one. But it islike no other whale-shipin
exist-ence. Itsfellow shipsare dl asdead asit itself would beif it hadn't possessed a second ganglion
and if Starfinder hadn't repaired it.

Thereisasearchbeam in the lifeboat's prow. Starfinder turnsit on and playsits dazzling light over the
star ed'sflank. In seconds he spots the telltale seam of aboat-bay lock. Just aft of it isalarge porthole.
A faceisdiscernible beyond its thick, unbreakable glass. A thin face, with large round eyes—

Theface of afrightened girl.

"| dill don't think | should have let you in. If I'd known you weren't actually dying likeyou let on, |
wouldn't have."

The gtar ed'sboat bay is smaller than thewhal€e's. It con-tainstwo lifeboats smilar to hisown. The
girl iswearing an abbrev-iated khaki dress and thick-soled canvas sandas. Her light-brown hair is
bobbed and banged; her blue eyes remind him of awild-flower that growsin theidyllic hills south of
Swerz, the capitd city of Altair IV. The barest beginning of breasts lends her dressits only contour. He
judges her to be about twelve.



Itisclear sheisal done. Were she not, someone in authority would have shown up by thistime,
Fortunately, Anglo-American is numbered among the languages heison familiar termswith. "I takeit
you're both the captain and the crew,” he says.

She givesanervouslittle nod. "And the only passenger.”

"Yourelike methen."

"| thought Pashas host was just awhale—till | saw you. | didn't know it was a ship too."

"Would it have made any dif-ferenceif you had?"

"Y ou mean, would | have stop-ped Pasha from attacking it? No. | told Pasha he could make hisown
decisonsin such matters.”

"Pashabeing the sar ed?"

"My gar ed. They endaved him, and | set him free”

"| thought tar edlswere killed before they were converted into ships.”

"They are. But Pasha was an exception. The converters referred to him as a'noble experiment.’ But |
don't think endaving some-oneisnoble, do you?"

"When you freed him, why did you go with him?"

"| wanted to be free too."

He gazesinto her earnest blue eyes, seeking some vestige of dis-simulation and finding not atrace.
"Y ou were endaved too?' he asks.

Shenods. "My father isaconverter in the a Andromedae I X orbital shipyards. Their unionissorich
and powerful that it controls the whole planet. Its members call themselves proletariats, but actua-ly
they're the haute bourgeoisie. They decide what should be taught in school and what shouldn't be.
Which books should be read and which shouldn't be. Which music should be played and which
should-n't be. They have square brains and tin eardrums and carry ships of ignorance in their back
pockets."

"Areyou saying that the school-children of a Andromedae [ X are slaves?”

"It amountsto that, doesn't it?'

Hesghs. "l suppose s0." Then, "What's your name?"

"Cie Bleu. Cidly. | know why you wanted to come on board. Y ou want meto cal Pashaoff. Well, |
wont!"

Easy doesiit, he cautions him-sdif. Aloud, he says, "I missed breskfast thismorning. Do you think
you might spare afdlow spacetraveler acup of coffee?’

"It's afternoon my time. But | can spare you one. What's your name?'

"Starfinder,” Starfinder says.

The star ed's galley issmall and compact. It has two magnet-lock doors, one opening into a
well-stocked larder, the other into alarge formal dining hal. The edl-ship was meant to carry passengers,
perhaps as many as athousand. At the moment it carries exactly two.

Seated across from Ciely at thetiny gdley table, Starfinder says, "Pashameansalot to you, doesn't
he?"

Solemnly, "Pashaismy life" "Thewhdeis my life"

"Don't you have anamefor him?"

"No."
"Y ou should think one up.” "Why, if hesgoing to die?"
A slence. Then, "I — | forgot." Starfinder sips his coffee.,

"What happens to me when he does, Ciely?'

"Don't worry about that. Pashaand | will set you down on the nearest inhabited planet. Do you
always go around dressed up to beat the band, Starfinder?

Sheisreferring to hiswhite captain's uniform with its gaudy golden epaulettes and its seven tiers of
ornamentd ribbons. "Mogt of thetime. It'smy way of setting an example for mysdf.”

"What'sthat scar on your cheek?"

"It'sfrom atwo-oh-seven radia-tion burn. A whae that wasn't quite dead gaveit to mewhen | first



went to space. | was blind for two years. That'swhy | became a Jonah.”

"Toget even.”

"Y es. | deganglioned thirty-two of them. Blew up their brains. | got even.”

"If you hate them so much, why should you care what happensto this one?’

"I don't hate them any more. When | looked at the thirty-second one, | saw afacein it — you know,
the way people on Earth see aface in the moon. Theface | saw was mine.”

"And then you quit killing them.”

Starfinder nods. "'l got ajob asaconverter in the orbital shipyardsof Altair IV. | discovered that this
whalewas il dive and that it could communicate. It had two ganglia before it was Jonahed, only one of
which had been destroyed. | told it | would repair the other if it would enter into bondage. It agreed.”

"That wascrud.”

Starfinder shrugs. "Maybe. But | wasadavelike you, sort of. And the whale meant freedom. More
than that, it provided ameans of vigting the past. A livewhaeisatime machine, Cidy. Cdl Pasha off
and welll climb aboard and pay avist to King Arthur's Court. Well drop in on Tolstoy at Yasnaya
Polyana. Well watch Armatrong take hisfirst small step on the moon.”

Sadly, Ciely shakesher head. "I can't, Starfinder. Thisisthefirst time he'sfed sncel set himfree. It
may be ages before he finds another host. He may never find one.”

Undaunted, Starfinder mar-shas his forces and moves to a point opposite the enemy'sleft flank. "I
can understand why you're so fond of him," he says dyly. "He'samost remarkable ship. What | don't
understand is how he could have been converted without first having been degang-lioned.”

"I can see you don't know beans about star edls," Cidly sayswith comic exasperation. "How could
they be deganglioned when they don't have ganglia? Ordinarily al the edersdo when their raise oneiis
hemitintill it garvesto death and then tow it into the yards. Pasha's case was different. The converters
ordered alive ed so they could conduct their 'noble experiment,’ and the eglers captured him with
grapnels and towed himin dive. The converters burned their way insde him, got to his psychomotor
nucleus, which isanadogousto but by no means the same thing as awhale's ganglion, and attached
‘extensors to the major motor centers. The extensors were then run back to a control pandl that had
been ingdled in the meantime, and hooked up to a series of switches. Then anybody standing at the
console could make Pasha do any-thing they wanted him to just by pressing the right buttons. After |
stole him and we became fast friends, | pulled al the extensors out of the switch boxes. | just couldn't
gtand having him endaved like that. Now he does anything | tell himto."

"But doesn't that amount to the same thing?"

"Of courseit doesn't! Because now if he wantsto disobey, he can. And | didn't bind him to any
agreement ether, theway you did with your whale!™

Starfinder grins. "Touche!" Suddenly an anguished pro-jection appearsin hismind —

Thefiguresinclination from the horizontd isthe whaesway of saying that it isweskening fast.
However, Starfinder is not dlarmed. Thanksto Cidly, he now knows how the star eel can be didodged.

He can tell from thelook of wonderment on her face that the double hieroglyph registered in her mind
too. "Deactivate all nones-sential systems, whale, he says-pro-jects, morefor her benefit than for the
whale's, "and lower interior temperature to .five degrees Cel-sius." Then, sothewhdewill not think
he intends to abandon it, he adds, "Maintain regular atmo-sphere and standard one-G."

The look of wonderment lingers on Ciely's face after the projection fades. "Isthat hisway of talking
to you, Starfinder?' she asks.

"Y es. How does Pashatak to you?'

"He doesn't. He just does what-ever | tel him to."

"Thentdl him, plesss, tore-leasethewhde.”

"No."

"Then| must make himrdeaseit, Cally."

"Y ou can't. He won't obey anyone but me.”

Starfinder standsup. "But | can, Cidly. | know how now."



The blue eyes widen as she grasps the connotation of "now." Then, quickly, she puts her hand over
her mouth as though to prevent words aready spoken from getting out. He has aready ascer-tained that
the larder isa cul-de-sac. Swiftly he steps over to the door to the dining hall, lets himsalf out and closes
and locksit behind him. His parting glimpse of Ciely shows her gill Stting at the table with her hand over
her mouth. Hefinds it odd that she should be so dow to react. She did not strike him as adim-witted girl.
Quite the contrary, he was struck by her intelligence.

In Starfinder's day, the men and women who choose ship-build-ing as atrade are not renowned for
their credtivity. In the back of each of their minds there gpparently isauniversal blueprint showing how a
spaceship, whether it isto be converted from awhae or an ed, or built from scratch, should belaid out.
Thus, for Starfinder to find the control room of the edl isardatively smple matter.

The consoleis an imposing affair, its banks of buttons, gauges, dials and meters extending al the way
to the calling. Moreover, it isbuilt into the forward bulkhead. But Starfinder is not dismayed, either by its
seeming complexity or by its seeming inaccessibility from therear. In dl probability only asmal fraction
of the dazzling array is related to the extensors, and no console has ever been built without its builders
providing ameansfor arepairman to get at it from behind.

Presently his practiced eye singles out a pand whose meters have blank faces and whose dias ook
like dummies. Its base isflush with the deck and thereis atelltale scratch on its upper right-hand corner.
In seconds he finds the camouflaged catch, and amoment later pullsthe pandl out and setsit to one side.
Then he crawls through the square aperture and stands up. Heisin acubby hole hacked out of the
fibrousinterior-tissue of the ed and illuminated only by the ed'sinner phosphorescence.

The phosphorescenceis paler than that which emanates from the transsted-like internd tissue of the
whale, but it is bright enough for him to discern the extensors. There arefive of them, and they emerge
from an opening at the base of the bulkhead and lie sinuoudly on the deck. Insofar as he can see, they are
perfectly ordinary split-end impulse-cables. Oneis blue, one yellow, one green, one red, and one black.
The switch boxes they were pulled from are of corresponding colors.

Plugging Pasha back in should be acinch.

Impul se-cables employ the molecular relay principle and are nonconductive, and so thereis no real
reason to suppose the extensors are hot. Bending down, he touches the red one tentatively. Not so much
asatingle. Boldly hepicksit up. It isabout oneinch in diameter, surprisngly flexible, surprisngly warm
and surprisingly smooth. So smooth, in fact, that it dips out of hisfingers and drops back to the deck.

He picksit up again. It seemsto writhe in hishand. Heis about to drop it of his own accord when
suddenly it coilsitsdf tightly around hisright wrig.

He essaystheimpossible task of drawing his Weikanzer .39 with hisleft hand. Before he even
manages to touch the holster, another exten-sor — the green one— coilsitsalf around hisleft wrist.

The blue one coilsitsdf around hisright ankle.

Theyellow one around his|eft.

He knows now why Ciely put her hand over her mouth. It wasn't to hold back words that had
aready got out; it wasto stifle her l[aughter.

When she pulled the extensors out, the edl, to ensure that it would never be endaved again, somehow
transformed them into prosthetic tentacles with which to defend itsdf. Starfinder knows this now. He
should have guessed it before.

And Cidly knew it dl along. Perhaps she found out by accident, or perhaps she deduced it. Either
way, she knew — knows — and knowing, permitted Starfinder to set forth for Samarra without aword
of warning.

No doubt she aso knew —knows — any member of waysto get out of the galley without using the
dining-room door. If she doesn't, she can probably get Pashato openit for her.

She may even have informed him of Starfinder'sintent. "Get him!" she probably said. "He'satypical
no-good member of the haute bourgeoisie!™

One should never underesti-mate either the intelligence or the capacity for crudty of innocent
children,



The ed's black tentacle fedsitsway up Starfinder'sright leg, up his abdomen, up his sternum, and
coilsitsaf around his neck.

Thisisnot thefirst time he has been to Samarra. On his previous visits he has dways been able to
elude Degth at the last minute by dodging down adark aley or by blending with the crowd in the market
place. But thistime thereis no dark aley available and the market place is empty.

The black tentacle coilsitsalf more tightly around his neck. Red-ness gathers aong the edges of his
vison, movesinward like acurtain closing at the end of aplay. The name of the play is Sarfinder and
the Sar Eel; theroaring in hisearsisthe sound of gpplause. Now the house lights start going out, one
by one. The audience departstill only one playgoer remains— agirl with bobbed banged hair and eyes
the hue of aflower that growsin theidyllic hills south of Swerz. Sheis dtting white-faced in the front row,
just beyond the dimming footlights.

"Let him go, Pasha. Let himgo!"

The prosthetic tentacles relax, fal avay. Starfinder sagsto his knees. He feelswarm fingers
meas-saging histhroat, afaint softness againgt his cheek. Something warm and wet and exceedingly small
drops upon hisforehead. He hears adistant voice: "Starfinder, Starfinder, | didn't mean for him to hurt
you. Oh, Starfinder, I'm so glad you're dl right!"

They st down in the pale phosphorescence with their backs against the hacked-out bulkhead. ™Y ou
could have warned me," Starfinder whispers. "Y ou had time before | closed the door."

"| thought it was funny, your thinking you could plug Pashaback in. Therés ahidden trap door in the
larder; so | knew | could get out. | wanted to teach you alesson. | never dreamed you'd find the console
So soon.”

The anguished double hiero-glyph that appeared in their minds before appears again, thistime at a
more acute angle—

Yes, whale —1 know.

The look of wonderment has returned to Cidly'sface. "What isthe star for, Starfinder?”

"It represents hisganglion.”

"Oh"

"The place where he dreams his dreams and thinks his thoughts. Whatever they may be. The most
remarkable thing about him, Celly, isn't hissize, or even hisability to diveinto the past, as you might
think. It'shisintelligence and sengtivity. He's ten times smarter than | am, and sometimes| think he'sfar
moredivilized."

"| caught aglimpse of him just before Pasha attached himself to hisback. | — | dmaost wished Pasha
hadn't. He seemed beautiful, inaway.”

"Heisbeautiful, Cidy."

"Ishe beautiful ingde?'

"Very beautiful. Would you like to see?!

"...All right."

Itiscold inthe belly of thewhale. They can seetheir breaths. The phosphorescence emanating from
the bulkheads has paled to a pearly glow.

Hiding hisimpatience, Star-finder takesthe girl on an officia tour. It istime-consuming and seemingly
malapropos, but it isthe only way he knowsto save the whale. He shows her the elegant dining hdll, the
immaculate galley, the speckless staterooms. He es-corts her past the empty echoing holds. Together
they look in upon the blooming hydroponic gardens, gaze through the cobdt lens of the duodena
window, which Starfinder himsdlf ingtdled, into the fiery maw where ordinary matter istrans-formed into
2-omicron-vii. They linger for awhilein the well-gppointed lounge while Ceily drinks acan of cherry
soda. They look in upon the storeroom where enough provisions are piled to last either of them half a
lifetime. They descend to the lowest deck and ingpect the whal€s drive tissue. They visit the gray
generator com-partment, the recycling station and the atmosphere-control room. Fin-ally they ascend the
forward com-panionway to the bridge where M-31 till glowsin the screen like a roseate antimacassar



on the black headrest of the star-encrusted throne of God.

"Yes" Cidy murmurs, "it isabeautiful shipindeed.”

"Whde"

"Yes. Whae. Do you know," she says, "l sometimes make that same mistake with Pasha. | start
thinking of him asaship. And it makes me ashamed, because he'sas much of aliving being as| am.”

"Sometimes| think of thewhaethat way too," Starfinder says.

"And do you fed ashamed?"

"y es"

"It comes as quite a surprise to me that amember of the haute bourgeoisie should have such
refin-ed sengbilities”

"I'm not amember any more."

"Perhapsthat explainsit.” Shelooks at him beseechingly. "If | cal Pashaoff, will you guarantee that
thewhaewon't hurt him?"

"I'm pogitive hewon't, Celly."

She faces the bridge screen, gazes out across theimmensties at the pale pink antimacassar of M-31.
She seems so smadll, standing there; so thin, so fragile. So terribly alone. She whispers the command that
she projectsinto the star edl’'s nucleus, and the whispered words dissolve the silence that shrouds the
bridge —

“ Release him, Pasha. And wait for me.”

The slenceresolidifies. It islike the black silence that shrouds the whale and its piggy-back rider. Girl
and man areimmobile. The bridge screen isablack canvas upon which acosmic artist has painted an
idand universe,

Presently atremor passesthrough thewhde. It issimilar to the one that shook Starfinder out of
deep, but not asviolent. After it passes, agreat dark shape hurtlesinto view on the bridge screen,
occulting M-31. The star edl haslegped free from its prey and has hurried on ahead to await its mistress.

A crepitant roar fillsthe belly of the whae. Starfinder has heard the sound before. It isthe roar of
2-omicron-vii surging into the whale's drive tissue: the prelude to atremendous burst of speed. " No,
whale—NO!" he screams.

Thewhaedoesnot "hear." Primitive rage seethesin its gang-lion, flows through its bulkheads and its
decks. It isno longer aship nor even awhale; it is a space beast born of the far-flung fury of the
primordia explosion; the haecceity of vindictiveness. Tranamuting the last of its energy into savage thrugt,
it hurlsitself toward its hereditary enemy.

The edl hasturned broadside. Desperately it triesto get out of the path of the great black beast it
presumed to prey upon. But the whale's momentum triplesin the space of seconds. Pashas nearer flank
loomslargein the bridge screen; larger till. Abruptly thereis ahideous shriek of metdlic tissue being
ripped asunder; avast virti-ginous shuddering. Starfinder en-circles a stanchion with one arm, Ceily with
the other, as before their eyes Pasha breaksin two. Two-omicron-vii radiation escapes into space,
turning the screen blue; thereisawhite, ablinding light. Celly screams. Thewhitelight flashesinthe
bridge portholes as the disintegrating haves of Pashaflicker past. The aft-scope briefly framesaflaming
mass.

The whae discerns adistant meteor swarm. It homesin on it and beginsto feed.

Cidy's eyes have not moved from the bridge screen. It is dap-pled with distant stars now —spatters
from the cosmic artist's brush. "Pasha," she whispers. "My Pasha."

At last sheturns away. She frees hersdf from Starfinder's encircling arm and looks
uncomprehendingly up at hisface. "You sad— Yousad —"

"I never dreamed he'sreact like that, Cidy. He— he had begun to seem human to me. | forgot that
humanity, at best, isasurface characterigtic.”

She beginsto cry. Her shoulders do not shake, her body does not convulse; that isthe most terrible
part about it. She stands there immobile, tears flowing without end, asthough her grief isafountain that
will never go dry. "Pashawasadl | had."



A phase of her life has come to an abrupt close. She cannot pass unscathed into the next unlessthe
precise psychologica note is sound-ed. Starfinder knows this, but he is tone-deaf and has no notion of
what the note should be. He says nothing.

"All l had.”

Stll Starfinder says nothing. Heis aclothing-store dummy. He isawooden Indian standing outside a
tobacco store.

The whde hasfinished feeding. It rescinds the energy restrictionsimposed by the man. Warmth
creeps onto the bridge. There is adistant rumble as the recycling system comes back to life.

A dlence ensues. A long one. At length arebus takes shapein Starfinder's mind. In Ciely's—

Clearly thewhaeis contrite. It istrying to butter up to the man. Starfinder shakes hishead. "It won't
work, whale."
A second rebus appears.

Cidy isgazing at Starfinder. Miraculoudly, the flow of tears has ceased. "What doesit mean,
Sarfinder?'

"It meansthat you're his friend.' HEs trying to say he's sorry, Celly."

A third:

Starfinder trandates again. "It meansthat both of usare his “friends.’ That he and you and | are three
comrades.”

Thelook of wonderment is back on Celly'sface. It does not eclipse the grief that residesin her
blue-flower eyes, but it isabeginning. Someday she must be returned to a Andromedae I X and her
haute bourgeoisie parents. But not yet. Not for along while. She needs the theragpy that only the whae
can provide.'

Thewhae, which seemsto know everything ese, apparently knowsthisaso.

it "says," and the three comrades sail forth into the Seaof (space) and (time).
"... and baby makesthree, in our blue heaven ...."



