Thisisthe fourth and final story in the series about John Sarfinder, the girl — here grown to
woman — Ciely Bleu, and the organic space-time ship, the spacewhale. Mr. Young and the
spacewhale provide what has gone before, and so it is not necessary to have read the earlier
stories to enjoy this one. However, for your information, the previous tales are: "The Sar Edl,"
June 1977; "The Haute Bourgeoisie," January 1980; "The Mindanao Deep," March 1980. The
serieswill soon be published in book form by Pocket Books.

As A Man Has A
Whale A Love Story

BY
ROBERT F. YOUNG

A n importunate hieroglyph gppearsin Starfinder's degping mind:

Heturns on hisside, hoping the hieroglyph will go away. It does, but another dmost like it takesits
place

Annoyed, hestsup in hisbunk. Yes, whale, | know I'm supposed to meet Ciely after school this
afternoon. But it's only — he glances at the clock inset in the footboard — it's only a little after ten,
and school doesn't let out until three.

Neverthdessit istimeto get going, and he knowsit. Mesting hisward after school isn't merely a
matter of jumping into the Archaeopteryx (her whimsical nickname for the lifeboat, Snce shortened to the
"Arc"), dashing down through Earth's atmosphere and landing on the school's front lawn. Not unless he
wantsto turn thelittle town of Muncieville, N.Y . into amagnet for the news mediaand ameccafor the
curious. The people of the 1970s have athing about "UFOs," and the Archaeopteryx automatically
qudifiesas one. Moreover, its anti-photon field, being only fifty percent effective in the daytime, will add
to rather than detract from the craft's mystique. Furthermore, the school isn't arudtic little red building out
in the sticks, asthe space whae's smpligtic glyph implies, but a staunch three-story brick structure
located smack-dab in the center of town. Circumspection, therefore, isamust. He will have to land the
Arc in an outlying woods— preferably the same woods he made use of before —and proceed the rest of
the way to his destination on foot.

Still and al, though, even such aroundabout route shouldn't require as much time as the whole seems
to think.

Grumpily, feding twice histhirty-three years, he divests himsdlf of his pgiamas and entersthe
lavatory-shower adjoining the cabin. The cabin isthe captain's cabin and he isthe salf-gppointed captain
of the spacewhae, an asteroid-like life-form that has been converted into a spaceship. Heisdsoiits
crew, and, now that Ciely isno longer on board, its only occupant. He is about to actuate the shower
when another "little red schoolhouse" and Ciely appear in hismind. Thewhae, apparently, doesn't think



he hastimeto take ashower. Well, he supposes, it's not imperative that he take one; he just took one
last night. A shave will suffice. He steps over to thewall cabinet and is about to reach for hisautomatic
razor when till another "little red schoolhouse' and Cidly etch themsalvesin hismind.

He peersinto the cabinet's holomirror. A faint subbleisvisible on his cheeks and chin— hardly
worth bothering with, and not nearly as noticeable anyway as the star-shaped 2-omicron-vii scar on his
right cheek. Okay, whale, since you'rein such an all-fired hurry, | suppose | can skip shaving too.
He splashes cold water on hisface and leavesthe lavatory.

Back in the cabin, he sartsto step into the wardrobizer. A fifth "little red schoolhouse" and Cidly sear
his mentd retina. Well, maybe he doesn't need anew suit after al. Maybe the one he wore before will
do. After dll, only aweek has gone by on Earth; fashions don't change that fast. Now where did he put
it? After congderable rummeaging about, he findsit under the bunk. It is ahandsome $500 pingtripe, on
the conservative side, but sharp asthey come. The shirt and tie he wore with it are a so under the bunk,
as are the executive boots.

Fully dressed, he surveys himsdlf in the full-length holo-mirror beside the wardrobizer.

Meet M. Jean D'etoiles, Independent International PR man extraordinaire, Specidizinginthe
placement of foreign-exchange students.

Satisfied, Starfinder leaves the cabin and headsfor the gdley.

Damn it, whale! —don't | even have time to eat breakfast?

For answer, he recelves an even more emphatic "little red schoolhouse” and Cidy glyph.

Dive back an hour then. Then I'll have plenty of time.

He ligtensfor the drive-tissue crepitations and waits for the faint tremor that will indicate the execution
of hiscommand. He hears and feds nothing.

Wi, no, not quite nothing. He fed s the wha€'s mounting impatience.

You're pressing your luck, whale. | know that in your book she made the sun, the Earth and
the stars and that you can't wait to see her through my eyes, but what difference would one
meadly little hour make?

Slence

Angrily he about-faces, somps back down the passageway, enters the boat bay and climbs on
board the Arc. Theright deeve of his suitcoat catches on a protruding screwhead as he didesinto the
cockpit, and instead of taking the time to disengage the deeve, hejerksit free. Result: atear near the
elbow.

There! —you see what you made me do, whale?

What bugs him more than being routed out of bed and rushed off to school like atardy teen-ager is
thefact that the whae could just as easily have resurfaced hours ago, or even yesterday, and have given
him more timeto rest up from his orded at the bottom of the Space-Time Sea. But perhapsit erred.
Certainly it could have erred with respect to the time of day, for the chronograph wouldn't have been
ableto synchronizeits clocks with Eagtern Daylight Saving Timetill after it resurfaced.

Just the same, it wouldn't hurt it to backtrack one meady hour.

Heisabout to open the outer lock when it opens by itsdlf. You just can't wait, can you, whale! A
touch on the controls propelsthe little craft out into space, and there "below" him lies Earth's blue-green
western hemisphere. Heinformsthe Arc's A.P. of Muncievill€'s co-ordinates, and the little craft begins
the long descent.

That which has gone before can best be synopsized in the pictographic language the spacewhae
devised to communicate with the human race:



(While undergoing conversion in the Orbital Shipyards of Altair 1V, the whale ——indentured
itself to Starfinder——one of the converters, in exchange for his saving itslife, placing at his
fingertipsits ability to travel through both Space ——and Time—.

(Subsequently the whale was attacked by a star eel, which, like the whale, had been converted
into a spaceship, and which had been stolen from the Orbital StarEel Shipyards of a Andromedae
I X (Renascence) by an idealistic twelve-year-old girl named Ciely Bleu, who had fled from
Renascence's proletarian society, whose members she referred to as the "Haute Bourgeoise'
because despite their egregious Philistinism they "put on airs.")

(After Sarfinder talked Ciely into coming on board the whale and into ordering her "pet” to
release its prey, the whale, its primitive instincts overriding Sarfinder's command to let the eel go
free, rammed its ancient enemy and destroyed it.)

(Contrite, the whale assuaged Ciely's grief by means of a series of ingratiating hieroglyphs,
adopted her, and it and she and Starfinder became three comrades sailing the Sea.)

(After Ciely recovered from her loss, Sarfinder returned her to a Andromedae I X and left her
with her parents, despite the fact that they turned out to be a pair of beerdrunks dedicated to the
popular proposition that all men and women are equal, provided they work with their backs and
not with their brains.)

(The whale, outraged by Starfinder's callousness, refused to budge when he ordered it to
de-orhit.)

(Starfinder, finally facing the fact that he'd overvalued his freedom and undervalued the love
of alittle girl, returned to Renascence and brought Ciely back.)

(whereupon the three comrades set sail once more onthe Sea.)

(At a later date, Ciely and Starfinder agreed that she should attend " Earth-school” for one
school year, "to enhance," as she put it, "my sensibilities with regard to personal relationships.”
After acquiring a number of key assets during the pre-1929 1920s by making use of his
precognition, he had the whale dive ahead to the mid-1970s, where he converted the assetsinto
"talking money," established himself as an "Independent International PR Man" and enrolled



Ciely in the school of her choice as a "foreign-exchange student” from "France.")

(He placed Ciely with the Runsteds, a respectabl e upper-middle-class couple with two
daughters around her own age, opened a five-figure savings account in her name, promised to
meet her after school every Friday afternoon and spend the evening with her, kissed her good-by,
returned to the Arc and rejoined the whale in space.)

(Rather than have the whale immediately dive ahead to the first Friday and to successive
Fridays thereafter, he decided that in fairness to Ciely he should allow at |east some time to go by
for himself between visits. Skeptical of the "Big Bang" cosmogony and curious to find out whether
the "Cosmic Book" embraces a Grand Design, he resolved to descend to the bottom of the Sea.
There, billions of years "beneath” the birth of Sol, he discovered that the universe has neither an
end nor a beginning.)

(Now the whale has positioned itself in geosynchronous orbit off Earth's western hemisphere
at a point in time that its computer, which, in liaison with its 0.a.v. (omni-audio-vision), functions
as a chronograph, demarcated as the "First Friday," and Sarfinder is on hisway down to
Muncieville to meet Ciely after school.)

Hisfirgt inkling that dl isnot asit should beisthe Arc's near-collison with one of the components of
the"Artificid Satellite Belt." According to thelittle craft's computer, which absorbed the Bdlt's
configuration and the vectors and vel ocities of its components during Starfinder's most recent passage
through it, the object — athird-stage booster from the looks of it — smply should not have been in that
particular place at that particular time.

His second inkling that al isnot asit should be isthe woodsin which helanded the Arc during his
previous 1970s vigit and in which, after throwing in the manual override, he proceedsto land in now. If
memory serves him right, the woods covered alarger areathan it covers now, and moreover, the nearest
human habitations appear to be both nearer and more numerous.

But perhaps memory doesn't serve him right, and perhaps the booster the Arc came closeto
occupying the same place at the same time with was jettisoned during the past week.

The Arc's clock, which the chronograph automatically synchronized with the whaleship's clocks,
registers 12:02. Thanksto thewhae, heisway ahead of time. Heraises hisleft arm to reset the
expensve wristwatch he bought to embellish hisrole as M. Jean D'etailes, only to find that, thanks also to
thewhale, hewasin such ahurry heleft it behind.

He manages to take a philosophica view of the matter, though not without considerable effort (after
al, if he needsto know what timeit isand no clocks are available, he can dways ask thewhae), turns
off the radar nullifier, leaves the anti-photon field on, steps out of the Arc and sedsthe lock behind him.
Then he setsforth for Muncieville. The trees thin out dmost a once, and he strikes off acrossawidefield
toward the highway that leads into town. The field is planted with tomatoes. He frowns. It seemsto him
that |ast week it was planted with string beans. But perhaps he is mistaken. Hewasin ahurry to rgoin
the whale in space and probably didn't pay too much attention.

The field has been picked at least once but islong overdue for another picking, and thevinesare
loaded with ripe tomatoes. Except for the peoplein the cars moving along the highway, the countryside,
a least that part of it within hisrange of vison, isdevoid of life. Prompted by his breskfastless ssomach,
he picks one of the tomatoes agreat big red one— and bitesinto it. He has never before bitten into a



ripe tomato, or agreen one either, for that matter, and is unprepared for the sudden eruption of juice and
seeds. Since heforgot to bring a handkerchief, heis reduced to wiping his mouth and chin upon his coat
deeve

Undaunted, he continues eating the tomato and resumes walking toward the highway. By taking
smdll, fastidious bites he manages to avert further eruptions, but now anew peril cadlsitsef to his
attention. It rained hard, either during the night or that morning, and the rows between the vines are
muddy and in placesthere are puddies of water. He has aready walked through one of the puddies, and
athough he manages to avoid walking through any more of them, he cannot avoid the mud, and by the
time he reaches the highway his executive boots and the cuffless cuffs of his suit-pants are amess.

Oh, wdll, the sunis hot, and maybe the mud will have dried and falen off when he getsto whereheis
going. He sets off ong the shoulder in the direction of Muncieville. Thelittle town is about two miles
distant. He can get there easly in an hour — less, if one of the passing cars gives him alift. He considers
soliciting one. Although he has never hitchhiked, heisfamiliar with the technique, having observed it on
severd occasions during his previous twentieth-century sojourns on the planet. However, he decides
againg employing it. Thanksto the whale, he dready hastoo much timeto kill before schoal lets out. He
may aswell kill someof it walking.

As hetrudges along the shoulder, the passing cars strike a discordant note in hismind. Not aloud
one, but one that annoys him just the same. At length he redlizesthat there are fewer of them than there
should be. Moreover, the mgority of them appear to be " compacts' or "subcompacts,” and those that
arefull-sized appear to befaling apart.

He reminds himsdlf that he spent only afew daysin the 1970s and that those few days were devoted
to enrolling Ciely in school and in establishing her in the Runsted ménage, not in looking at automobiles.
Chances are, the discordant note originated inside rather than outside his head.

M uncieville, unlessdefined by itscity limits, does not begin abruptly; it comes gradudly into being.
The buildings dong the highway multiply and the distances separating them shrink. At lengthasign
appears on the right-hand side of the highway. It reads, 30 M.P.H. Findly, another sign denotesthe

village proper:

MUNCIEVILLE, NEW YORK
Pop. 4,204

The highway and the village's main drag are one, and since the high school islocated on Main Street,
al Starfinder has to do to reach his destination is continue on astraight course, or as straight aone asthe
Sreet permits. Big sugar maples line both sides of the street. They reassure him that al's right with the
world as he walks aong the right-hand sidewalk in their postprandia shade. So do the pleasant houses
and the pleasant lawns. So does the stuttering roar of power mowers. So does the smple fact that the
grassistoo wet to cut and the people are cutting it anyway.

His shirt is soaked with sweat from histwo-mile hike, and heistempted to remove his suitcoat and
carry it over hisarm and take maximum advantage of the cool ness benesth the trees. But herefrains.
Cidy has probably told her schoolmates, if sheisrunning trueto form, that arich and influentia
bus nessman from France is going to meet her after school and carry her books home, and he must look
the way both she and they will expect him to look. He must keep in mind that heis no longer John
Starfinder, Space-bum, but M. Jean D'etailes, Independent International PR Man extraordinaire.

He wishes, though, that he's had time to shave, and that there were some way he could get the mud
off his pantlegs and executive boots.

Trafficislight, and there are but few pedestrians. Those he passes either do not look at him at al, or
look at him and then look quickly away — the sort of mild zenophobia one encountersin most smal
American towns. He passes the street where the Runsteds live— Hill Street — but their houseistoo far
up the hill for him to get aglimpse of it. Much too far up. In fact, they do not redly live on Hill Street, but



on an exclusive extension of it caled Alpine Terrace. "Alpine Terrace” |ooks better on letterheads and
return-address|abelsthan just plain "Hill Street” would.

At last he comes opposite the tract of land where the high school stands. Only the high school isn't
standing there. A supermarket is. And where green grass once extended to hals of ivy, blistering
blacktop and polished automobiles shimmer in the sun.

The near collision of the Arc with the booster rocket, the shrinkage of the woods, the tomato patch,
thelittle cars, the fact that the high school wasn't due to be razed and anew one built on the outskirts of
town for another two years— al join hands and dance a mocking chasse around "M. Jean D'etoiles,

I ndependent International PR Man extraordinaire” .

You oversurfaced, didn't you, whale. You oversurfaced but good!

Thewhae doesn't "say" anything.

Having viewed the supermarket through Starfinder's eyes, it is probably as flabbergasted asheis.

You could have at |east |ooked before you made me leap!

Still no response.

Starfinder knows heis being unfair, that the whae didn't ook, first of all, because it wanted itsfirst
glimpse of Cidly to be horizontd, through the man's eyes, rather than vertica, viaits o.av.; and secondly
because it assumed, just as Starfinder did, that it had hit the First Friday on the nose.

The possihility that diving "beneath” the birthdate of the sun might have thrown the chronograph off
hadn't occurred to it any more than it had occurred to him.

But, clearly, that iswhat must have happened.

Basicdly, the chronograph is a caendar-clock, and when you pull the plug on a caendar-clock, the
caendar-clock stops running and doesn't resume running till you plug it back in again.

The calendar-clock in this caseis the liaison between the whale's 0.a.v. and the computer-ganglion.
Solar dataisfed into the latter by the former, which then trandatesit into the year, the month and the day
in progress on Earth. When the whae dived "beneath” Sol's birthdate, the data ceased and didn't resume
till thewhae dived "above" the birthdate.

Logicdly, the chronograph should have resumed functioning whereit had left off. Obvioudly, it hadn't.

How many yearsdid it lose? Two? Three?

Thereisan easy way to find out.

Starfinder picks hisway through the parked carsto the supermarket and goesinside. The officeis
just to the right of the entrance. Stepping over to the counter, oblivious of the girl behind it, he scansthe
wallsfor acdendar. Thereis one hanging on thewal directly opposite him. The month isasit should be.
September. But the year....

He stares horrified at the four black numerals.

No, the chronograph didn't lose two years. Nor three.

It logt eight.

"Can| hdpyou, sr?'

Heredizesthat it isthe second timethe girl behind the counter has asked the question. "Yes," he
says, patching histattered thoughts together. "Y ou can tell mewhat day thisis.”

Her gaze, which has lowered to histieg, flicks back to hisface. "Friday."

Well, anyway, we got the month and the day right, whale. "I mean what date."

Sheblinks. "The twenty-fourth." Eight years and two weeks....

Presently he redlizesthat he has turned around and isleaning againgt the counter saring at the huge
sggnsin the supermarket windows advertising thisweek's bargains. Absently he begins reading the
for-sdeitems and the prices. This requires considerable concentration, since the letters and the numerals
arefacing the street and he has to read them backwards through the thin paper they are printed on.
Applejuiceison sde. Cornisthree cansfor $1.49. Thereisaso asale on tomato juice. A sdeon just
about everything, infact, that recently was, is, or soon will be, in season. Thetimefor the unloading of
old canned goods is come, and the voice of the huckster can be heard in our land.



A short fat woman is edging him to one side. Quickly he walks around her and leavesthe store,
preceded by a haunted housewife pushing a hegped-up grocery cart and followed by another pushing an
even more highly heaped-up one. He makes hisway back across the blacktop to the street. While he
wasin the store, a clock must have crossed hisline of vison and etched an image on his mental retina,
because he keeps seeing onein hismind. Itslittle hand pointsto the numera 2 and its big hand bisectsthe
numerd 1.

Five minutes after two.

Somewherein Muncieville stands the new high school that replaced the old, and in less than fifty-five
minutesit isgoing to let out. But for him to find it will amount to an exercisein futility, because Cidy isn't
going to come running down itswalk and throw her arms around his neck and kisshim Hello.

Sheis not going to come running down itswalk, period — unless she is taking a post-post-post-post
graduate course, in which case sheis hardly likely to throw her arms around astranger in an
eight-year-old suit with mud on its pantlegs and with one deeve torn and the other stained with tomato
juice, and kiss him Hdlo.

What am | going to do, whale? What are we going to do?

Thewhale doesn't answer.

But it knowswhat they must do aswell as he does. They must find Cidly. They must find her if for no
other reason than to ascertain that sheisall right. And the logica place to start looking isthe Runsteds. If
Cidy isn't there, Mr. or Mrs. Runsted can tell him where she went.

Is she there, whale?

No, but Mr. and Mrs. Runsted are.

Look for her, whale. Look for her everywhere. Cover the whole planet, if you have to.

It isasuperfluous command, if ever there was one. The whale, no doubt, has been looking for her
ever sinceit discovered that the high school she was supposed to be attending no longer exists, and
redlized the terrible truth. Looking for her like afrenzied nanny. But frenzied or not, it will find her, no
matter where she may be. Its erstwhile rgpport with her was such that in the unlikely eventitso.a.v.
shouldn't be up to the task, it will be able to single her out from the rest of the people on Earth by means
of her thought pattern alone.

Meanwhile, I'll pay the Runsteds avisit.

He beginswaking back dong Main toward Hill Strest.

Idedlly, he could return to the Arc (or have the whae, which numbers psychokinesis among its other
abilities, bring it to him), rgoin the whae in space, backtrack eight years and two weeks, return to Earth
and meet Ciely when he was supposed to. That way, she would be spared the disappointment of being
stood up that First Friday and wouldn't have to suffer the demoralizing heartbreak that must have been
hers when it became evident that her beloved Starfinder and her even more beloved Charles (her name
for thewhale) had left her in the lurch. And he and the whal e would not be confronted with a Situation
neither knows quite how to cope with.

Idedlly, yes. Prdcticably, no. Cidly's disgppointment and heartbregk are faits accompli. And her
continued presence on Earth iswoven into the deeve of Time. Time would not be gpt to unravel that
deeve to accommodate a mere man and amere whae. More likely, it would snip off the two loose
threads the man and the wha e would represent.

Alpine Terrace has not changed appreciably during the "eight years' since Starfinder last saw it. Oh,
thetreesaretdler, but not noticeably so, and there are anumber of small Schwedler's maples growing
where only grass grew before, and probably there are new cracksin the sidewalk, and no doubt the
street has been resurfaced at least once. But, basicdly, Alpine Terrace is still the same snobbish little
adjunct he visited eight years/one week ago.



When he comes opposite the Runsteds, he pauses a moment before starting up the little walk that
leads to the main entrance. The day, unusudly warm for so late in the year, seemsto have grown
warmer, and heis swesting like alongshoreman. His shirt is soaked, and there are dark crescents under
the arms of his suitcoat. Worse, his self-confidence has deteriorated along with his appearance.

The whal€e's extrapol ated hieroglyph of the house and adjoining garage, while basically accurate, does
neither justice. The houseis Early American and in the $50-75,000 range (probably in the
$100-150,000 range by now). The front door is aproned by a utilitarian veranda, and the windows are
flanked by blue shutters (eight years ago, they were green). The walk that leads up to the veranda
right-angles after reaching the steps and extends to awide blacktop driveway. Mr. Runsted operates his
businessin hishome, and thereis a side entrance that provides direct accessto his office. Above the
door, ashingle reads Runsted Realty. The adjoining garageisjust beyond the entrance, and itstrim is
painted the same shade of blue asthe shutters. At the moment its overhead doors are recessed, and Mr.
Runsted's prestige-mobile can be seen standing side by side with Mrs. Runsted's compact. It isasign of
the times that the former has shrunk to the dimensions of the latter.

Behind the house and garage lies the spacious backyard where, during the warm months, the
Runsteds do most of their living— or did, anyway, at thetime of Starfinder's previousvisit. Thereisabig
above-ground swimming pool, abrick barbecue, lawn furniture galore and a patio that runs the width of
the house. The backyard is hidden by the house as Star-finder walks up the walk and climbs the veranda
steps, but memory provides him with an unobstructed, if eght-year-old view. Before settling on the
Runsteds as suitable hogts, he investigated not only their socia and economic background but their
habitat aswell. Mr. and Mrs. Runsted had been eager to conduct him on a Grand Tour, in part because
of the added prestige having an exchange student living with them would provide, and in part because of
the $5,000 that would betheirsif their abode passed muster. It failed to occur to them that so munificent
aremuneration might be designed to dissuade them from having "M. Jean D'etoile's’ credentias checked
out, and from too deeply resenting Ciely's being enrolled in high school when their own two daughters,
one of whom was four months and the other ayear and ahalf older than she, were ill in elementary
school.

Starfinder was unimpressed, either by the habitat or itsinhabitants. But both congtituted the solid, if
prosaic, ground Ciely would be safest on. Thus, when Cidly put forward no objections, heleft her with
the Runsteds.

M rs. Runsted answers the door. Eight years have not greatly altered her appearance. Oh, she has

put on afew pounds here and there, and she has acquired that peculiar hardness of countenance he has
come to associate with aging middle-class American housawives and that probably resultsless from
disenchantment than from too much getting and spending. But essentidly sheis dill the same Mrs.
Runsted who beamed at him like afirst-magnitude star when he observed that she and her two
daughters, Lindaand Lucy, resembled three ssters far more than they did "mere et jeunefilles." Heis
somewhat disconcerted, however, by her mauve, mesh-like dress which conceals her body about as
effectively asafishnet would and whose judtification is undermined by the background hum of an air
conditioner.

After ameasured look at him she starts to close the door in his face, which the eight years since she
saw it last have apparently erased from her mnemonic date. "I'm Jean D'etoiles,” he says quickly. "I've
come about Cidy Bleu."

The words function as awedge. The door stops, mere inches from the jamb, then swings back.
Recognition isimmediately countered by disbelief. Y ou can't be. Youretoo young." The disbelief in her
eyes dissolves. "But you are, aren't you. Y ou're that awful brat's good-for-nothing Uncle John!™

Safinder isindignant. " She's not an awful brat and I'm not her Uncle John. She'safine, intdligent
French girl who wanted to broaden her education, and I'm Jean D'etoiles, the Independent International
PR Man who arranged for her to study in America. Circumstances over which | had no control
prevented my returning for her till now."



Mrs. Runsted doesn't seem to have heard aword he said. "Fred,” she calls over her shoulder, "guess
who's here! Cidy's good-for-nothing Uncle John!" She looks Starfinder over, her gaze lingering on histie
and then on his mud-caked executive boots. He fedls like a delivery boy who knocked on the wrong
door. Findly, "l suppose you may aswell comein,” she says.

Warily he stepsinto a cool, carpeted anteroom. Mrs. Runsted closes the door behind him but doesn't
extend her invitation to include the living room that adjoins the anteroom and is demarcated from it by
subtleties of decor and color. A Moloch-like TV console squats on its haunchesin afar corner. Inits
huge, polychromatic belly ayoung woman and ayoung man with blue-green complexions and orange hair
are engaged in earnest conversation. ™Y ou can't do thisto me, Bruce. | won't stand for it!" "Please listen
to me, Tracy. Deborah and I—" "Deborah, my best friend! To think that she'd fuck you behind my
back!" "Tracy, get hold of yoursdlf! 1t's not the way you think. My love for Debbie and hersfor meison
anoble plane neither of us knew existed till our eyes touched on that unforgettable afternoon over
cocktails at Gimbetti's. We—"

Mr. Rungted's entry into the living room draws Starfinder's attention away from the intense American
dramataking place before his very eyes. Mr. Runsted has withstood the yearswell. Heisabit thinner
than he was, and his hairline has receded gppreciably; but the thinnesslends theillusion of youthful
oryness, while thefollicular recession is compensated for by the cultivation of deek sdeburnsand atrim
mustache.

He advances across the room to hiswife's side, slencing the Molochian console on hisway. Once,
Starfinder was his sartorid equal. No more. The changes in men's fashions have been subtle;
nevertheless, Mr. Runsted's neat pinstripe makes Starfinder's bedraggled one look like a Sdvation Army
handout.

The same disbelief that afflicted Mrs. Runsted now afflicts her husband. "This can't be him, Gladys.
The phony Frenchman who foisted that ungrateful brat on uswas our own age.”

"Whereisshe?' Starfinder demands.

"Wl she'snot here— | cantdl you that much." Mr. Runsted's gaze touches the 2-omicron-vii scar
on Star-finder's right cheek. "Say, you redly are him, aren't you. Wdll, I'll be damned! How'd you
manage it? Vitamin E? Testosterone? Anaplasty? ... No, it couldn't have been anaplasty. Y ou'd have
gotten rid of that ghastly scar. How, then?"

"| asked you where Cidly is. I've comefor her."

"Y ou took your timel™

"l know. Therewas amix-up. | apologize. Now, whereis she?'

"How the devil should we know? She ran away seven years ago and we haven't seen her since.”

Something dides down from Star-finder's chest and lands plop! in hisstomach. It ishisheart.

"Y ou've got your nerve coming back for her after dl thistime!" Mrs. Runsted says.

"What | ought to do,” says Mr. Runsted, "is call the police. They could arrest you on any number of
charges. But probably thered be a corresponding number of statutes of limitation you could hide behind.”

Mrs. Rungted'slips, thin to begin with, have become thinner yet; and her long fingernails seem to have
grown longer. "Mongers like you should be locked up! Treating apoor homeesswaif the way you did!
Oh, don't look so surprised, 'Monsieur Jean D'etoiles! Y our niece told us the whole story. About how
you repeatedly sexually molested her after her parents passed away, leaving her in your charge. About
how you decided to get rid of her and hit upon the scheme of passing her off asaforeign-exchange
student from France. About how you bought us off with part of her inheritance and told her you were
going to use the rest of it to finance an expedition to South Africato mine diamonds so that you could
become rich and you and her could spend your summers on the Riviera, and how what you really
planned to do al along wasto blow her parents hard-earned money on wine, women and song. Oh, she
told us everything, 'Monsieur Jean D'etoiles!”

For awhile Starfinder doesn't say anything. He can't. At length, "When did shetell you?' he asks
weekly. "When did shetell you dl that?"

"The day before sheran away. Sheld findly redized, | guess, that you weren't ever going to come
back for her and that there wasn't any point in keeping up the pretense any longer. She said she could



forgive you for everything except breaking your promise. Even for stedling her inheritance. And asfor
your sexua ly molesting her, she said she hadn't minded that, except alittle bit at first, and that after a
while sheld sort of got tolikeit."

"Shesad that?"

"She certainly did. Oh, that's some niece you've got, 'Monsieur Jean D'etoiles! Or should | cdl you
‘Uncle John'?"

"Youmight aswel."

"To be honest," Mr. Runsted says, "we were glad when she did run away. She did nothing but give
us ahard time from the day she got heretill the day sheleft. Well, no, not quite from the day she got
here," he amends. "For thefirst week or so shewas, well, | guess you could almost say she was an angdl.
Shedid the dishes without being asked to, even when it wasn't her turn; she'd bring my dippersto me
after | got donein the office; she never argued with Linda or Lucy about who was going to sit by the
windows in the back seat when thefive of uswent for aride; you could hear her Snging in the bathroom
when you got up in the morning, and when she went to school she'd go skipping down the sireet like a
kid hdf her age. And talk? Shetalked dl the time — talked and laughed as though talking and laughing
were going out of style. She told us you were going to meet her after school every week and spend an
evening with her, and we wondered about that, because we didn't know then that you were her Uncle
John. Maybe the reason she changed from an angel into a brat was because you never showed up. She
began sulking in her room, and for awhile she wouldn't even came downgtairsto dinner. It didn't do any
good to ask her what was wrong because she wouldn't say two wordsto any of us. We began getting
notes from her teachers saying she wasn't paying attention in class and complaining that when they
reprimanded her shed say something disparaging about their intelligence. She called Mr. Boem, her
science teacher, a'baboon in atest tube factory,’ and he tried to get her expelled. He couldn't because
her marks were so high. This sort of thing went on for about two months; then the notes stopped coming
and she started to take her meanness out on us.”

Mrs. Runsted: " She wouldn't have anything to do with Fred or me or Lucy or Linda. And whenever it
was her turn to do the dishes, she'd say she was Cinderellaand that she had to scrub pots and panslike
ascullery maid while her two ugly stepsisters went out and had agood time. She told us the people who
lived on Alpine Terrace were muzhiks and said that our house was an izbawith duminum siding. What
sheredly had it infor, though, was our swimming pool. She kept making sarcastic remarks about it all
thetime, asthough it was something to be ashamed of. She said it looked like a big outdoor bathtub with
polkadots, and said that when summer came she wouldn't swim init for amillion dollars, because
everybody peedin it —her word, not mine— and that most of the time the water was probably ninety
percent urine. There was no end to her nasty remarks, and here Fred and | were, supporting her! Oh,
we were glad when sheran away that July. And so were Lindaand Lucy, who, incidentaly, are both
happily married now, and fine upstanding mothersin their own right.”

Starfinder looks around for something to sit down on, but the nearest chair is a dozen steps distant,
and Mrs. Runsted has dready cast severa meaningful glances at his mud-caked executive boots, and for
al the good the chair isgoing to do him it might just aswell be on Tau Ceti VII.

Somewhere along the line he'd forgot that Ciely wasarebd.

But her being arebel had been only partly to blame for her conduct. Sheld known aswell as he had
that the Runsteds were basically no different from her parents. That they were haute without the
quotation marks. But she'd aso known aswell as he had that they were dependable, responsible people
who could be relied upon to take good care of her while shewasin their trust.

No, what seemed like afull-scale rebellion was less arebellion than afutile attempt to fight back
againg the two beings sheloved most and who had apparently abandoned her. Far from sulking in her
room, she had probably cried in it. And the outrageous things she's said about her "Uncle John™ had been
pain killers—pain killers that probably hadn't worked. And her ultimate act — running away — had
been designed to show Starfinder and the whale, if they should ever return for her, that she never wanted
to seethem again.

Mere histrionics, of course. Naturally sheld wanted to see them again.



Or had she?

More important, does she want to now?

Certainly by thistime she must have outgrown her need for them, and if sheld redlly relegated them to
the Dog House seven years ago, they must be till init today.

The whae, which is monitoring Starfinder's activities and thoughts, apparently doesn't understand the
expresson.

it asks.

When someone puts you in the Canis Majoris House, it means they're mad at you, whale. But
Ciely's being mad at us doesn't change anything —we've still got to find her and make sure she's
all right. So go on looking for her, whale.

Asthough the whale would stop.

Meanwhile....

Starfinder picks up the scattered pieces of himsdlf and puts them back together. "All right,” he saysto
Mr. and Mrs. Runsted, "I admit | deceived you. But you were well paid for the deception. Now, when
Cidy ran away, you must have made some effort at least to find her. If nothing €lse, you must have
notified the police.

Mr. Runsted (indignantly): "Of course we notified them! But they never turned up adamned thing.
Except that sheld drawn al the money out of her savings account.”

"Nothing ds=?'

"They found out you were aphony,” Mrs. Runsted says acidly, "but we aready knew that from what
sheédtold us.

"What | don't understand,” says Mr. Runsted, "iswhy you've come back for her after al these years.”

"There's no need for you to understand.”

"Maybel should cal the police. Maybe there is something they could get you on."

"Maybethereis. But the only justice you'd serve would be an injustice. To Ciely. Maybe she needs
help, and you'd only ddlay my finding her."

"Y ou've got apoint there" Mr. Runsted gives Starfinder's suit a sympathetic once-over. "1 hope you
have better luck than you did mining diamonds.”

Mrs. Runsted sniffs. "If you ask me, Fred, al he wantsto do is sexudly molest her some more!™

Starfinder lets himsdlf out the door and damsit behind him.

The hieroglyph the whale beams down isthat of an extrapolated city skyline:

Starfinder Sits up straighter on the maple-shaded park bench he has been occupying for the past half
hour. After he left the Runsteds, the village park was the only place he could think of to go.

What city, whale?

At first he mistakes the hieroglyph he receivesin reply for ahorse:

then, spreading out amental map of the U.S. and pinpointing hislocation, he redizes tht what he
mistook for a horse was meant to be a buffalo.

Whereabouts in Buffalo, whale?

Thenext glyphisof little help:



The eighteenth floor of what building?
The extrapolated Buffalo skyline reappears in his mind, with an arrow added:

What's the name of the building?

Starfinder frowns. "$$$$" represents "bank." No doubt about thét.

And the stick figure with feathers represents an American Indian. An Amerind. But there are
hundreds, perhaps thousands, of Amerind tribesin the U.S. done. To which of them doesthewhae's
Amerind beong?

Logically, one of theloca ones. A New Y ork State bank would hardly have derived its name from
an Amerind tribe endemic to Arizonaor Utah.

Sincethewhde lifted the Amerind from hismind, the name of the tribeit lifted him from must be there
aso.

Suddenly Starfinder remembers tuning in the North American Stone Age in the time-screen and
watching a Huron named Deganawida set forth in awhite-birchbark canoe— later to become known as
the "White Canoe" — to found the League of Five Nations. Early in histravels Deganawida came upon
the hut of Hiawatha the cannibal and, climbing up onto the roof, looked down through the smoke hole,
and Hiawatha, seeing the Huron's begtific face reflected in the gruesome contents of his cooking pot,
forswore eating human flesh from that moment on and joined Deganawidain his mission. Together they
established a confederacy comprising the Oneidas, the Onondagas, the Mohawks, the Cayugas and the
Senecas. The members of the League were known asthe Iroquois, and at alater date the Tuscaroras
were taken into the fold.

Logicdly, the Senecas, being native to this part of the Sate, are the most likely Amerind candidates
to have abank building named after them.

Safinder wondersif they have any money iniit.

No matter. He now knows the name of the building Cidly isin. The Seneca Bank Building.

Issheall right, whale?

Affirmative
But knowing sheis physicaly okay isnot enough.

|'s she happy?
29297

Thewhde doesn't know. Apparently it iskeeping its"distance.”

Mindful of being inthe"CanisMgorisHouse," it ischary of contacting her.

It isup to Starfinder to do the job.

Hesighs. Hislogica course of action would be to return to space and forget al about Ciely Bleu.
Because the Cidly Bleu he and the whale knew is no more. She has been replaced by a twenty-year-old
girl with alifeof her own, and for him to disturb that life, to risk throwing it off course, will beto add
insult toinjury.

Neverthdess, he must take therisk. In dl likelihood the new Cidly will be revolted by the mere
_thought of returning to the Sea, there to spend the rest of her lifein the belly of a spacewha e with no
oneto keep her company but an old spacebum. But in fairnessto the little girl she once was, who was
stranded on Earth by the two beings she loved most, she must be given the option.



Finding the Seneca Bank Building shouldn't be difficult, once he getsto Buffalo. But the building is
obvioudy an office building aswdl as abank, which meansthat Cidly is probably working in an office
and will beleaving in afew more hours. So unless he wantsto go to the additiond trouble of tracing her
to where she lives, he must get to Buffdo fadt.

Sitting on a park bench facing the one heis occupying are three shabbily dressed menin their late 30s
or early 40swho, judging from their talk, are voluntary members of theloca unemployed. During his
brown study, they have been passing abottle in abrown paper bag back and forth, every oncein awhile
throwing curious glancesin hisdirection. Now, gpparently having concluded heis one of their ilk, the one
inthe middle proffers the conventionaly camouflaged bottle. "Have aswig of Muskie, old buddy. Y ou
look like you could stand one."

Starfinder could, but he decidesto forego it. He shakes his head. "Thanks, anyway." Then: "How
far'sBuffdo?"

"Forty-some miles.”

"l need to get there in ahurry. How soon d'you think | could get abus?’

"Where you from, old buddy? Mars? Only two busses for Buffalo come through here aday. One's
long gone, and the other won't be around till eight, nine o'clock. If you'rein ahurry, about al you can do
istry hitchhiking."

Safinder getsto hisfeet. "Thanks"

"l wouldn't try it in town if | was you, though. Cop see you looking like that, he might remember
therésalaw againg bumming rides.”

Looking like what? Starfinder glances down at himself. He hasloosened histie, and for thefirst time
he noticesthat it is stained with tomato juice. There are even afew tomato seeds clinging to the fabric.
There are seeds clinging to his shirt, too. All thisin addition to the sweat stains underneath hisarmpitsand
the mud on his boots and pantlegs.

Herubs his cheeks. They fed likeapair of wire brushes.

"Yes, | guessyou'reright.”

The park occupies one corner of the intersection of Main Street and Central Avenue. A clock above
the bank on the opposite corner registers 3:31. Benegth it, an interstate sign bearsthe word "Buffalo,”
with an arrow under it. After crossing the street he sets out in the direction indicated by the arrow. Ahead
of himloomsasgteep hill. Thereisarestaurant a the foot of the hill, and he decidesto take time out to
augment the tomato which thus far today has congtituted his sole nourishment. Seated at the counter, he
pats his back pants pocket where hiswallet should be. The wallet contains the hundred and some odd
dollars|eft over from his"taking money.” Only the wdlet isn't there. No one staleit. It isn't there because
he forgot to bring it. Heforgot to bring it for the same reason he forgot hiswatch: because the whae was
rushing him. Well, there must be some change in one of his pockets. Thereis. 51¢. He scansthe
illuminated menu on the wal behind the counter. There must be something on it he can get for 51c. There
is. A cup of coffee. Heisabout to order one from the waitress, who is eying him suspicioudy from the
other side of the counter, when, at the base of the menu, he discernsthe words, PLUS TAX. He getsup
from the counter, walks out of the restaurant and starts trudging up the hill.

Darn you, whale!

T hereis, of course, both an easier and afaster way for him to get to hisdestination. Viathe Arc.

But the whale can't bring it to him in broad daylight without making waves, and eveniif it could, for himto
bring the craft down in the city could abort hismission.

SPECTRAL UFO LANDSIN MIDDLE OF CITY; POLICEHAVE PILOT IN CUSTODY :
MAY BE VISTOR FROM ANOTHER STAR. Granted, he wouldn't have to land in the middle of the
city; but even if helanded on the outskirts, someone would probably spot him coming down; and even if
no one did, he would still be short of his destination and either have to walk the rest of theway or bum a
ride. Nor will it be practicable for him to wait till after dark when the Arc's antiphoton field will be ninety
percent effective, because by then Ciely will probably have left her aerie and have gone home, further



complicating the task of finding her. No, waiting till after dark is out. But maybe thereis no need to.
Maybe he can land the Arc on the Seneca Bank Building roof without being seen. But he may not be
ableto enter the building from the roof, and moreover there may be security guards stationed there,
GHOSTLY FLYING SAUCER LANDS ON SENECA BANK BUILDING ROOF; VISITOR
FROM DEEP SPACE ARRESTED; STAINSON TIE BELIEVED TO COMPRISE DEADLY
BACTERIA.

No, hewill doit the hard way.

Expertly the driver of the big rig backsthetrailer into adot Starfinder would have sworn wasn't wide
enough to accommodate ajob haf its Sze, and brakesthe tractor. "Nothin' to it, man,” he says, noting
Starfinder's awed expresson. "It al done with mirrors.”

Scene: awarehouse on Ohio Street.

Time: 6:43P.M.

"Now, to get to where you want to go,” the driver continues, "you jes go right on down this street
here, keep left where it curves, 'stead of goin' straight which would take you up Chicago Street, keep left
like| said and jes keep right on going' till you get to Michigan, you turn right then, and jes alittle jaunt, it
take you to South Park, you turn left then, follow right along South Park, and South Park, it curve aroun'
and get to be Main Street, you jeskeep goin' right on up Main, underneath that big old Marine Trust
Building that sraddlesit, keep right on goin', and after awhile you see thisbig tall white building on your
right with alittle park in front, and afountain, and that the one you want, you got dl that, man?"

Starfinder opensthe cab door. "'l think so. And | want to thank you for your kindnessin giving mea
ride when nobody e sewould.”

"Hey, man — it weren't no kindness. | comin' thisway anyway — you think | goin' t'let somebody
gtandin’ by theroad al covered with dust go on standin' theretill he drop dead when @l | gottodois
downshift alittle and put on my brakes? What that cost me, man? What it cost? Nothin' — that what it
cost. Nothin'"

Starfinder steps down to the concrete. "The fact remainsthat if you hadn't I'd probably still be
ganding there"

"One more thing, man. Y ou new aroun' here and maybe you don't know about the brothers. When |
giveyou them directions| give them like you waswalkin', jesin case you might have to walk. But you
don't haveto. A bus come by here every hour or so, and it take you to L afayette Square. That big white
building you want to go to, it jes up the street alittle from there. So when you come to the first bus stop,
you stop there and wait till that bus come by, y'hear? The brothers— well, some of them, they down on
their luck, and these parts hereabout ain't no good neighborhood to be out in after the sun goes down. So
you wait for that bus, y'hear, and when it come you get on it and ride and whereyou goin'."

"All right, I'll wait for it," Starfinder says.

"Me, | got to go insde and get straightened 'round, 'n then hook onto 'nother them big boxes.™

When Starfinder reaches the bus stop, he waitstill the first bus comes by, gets on and asks the driver
the fare; and when the driver says 65¢ gets back off.

He starts walking. In the distance the Buffa o skyline shows sharply againgt the darkening sky. Itis
different from the way the whale depicted it, probably because heisviewing it from adifferent angle.
Even 50, he can distinguish the upper section of the Seneca Bank Building. Or at least he thinks he can.
Itswindows, like those of the other visible structures, are infinitesmid particles of yelow light.

IsCidy dill a work? he wonders. The success of his game plan hinged on his getting to the Seneca
Bank Building fast, and here it is after seven o'clock and he hasn't got there yet. Surely she must have
gone home by thistime. And yet she can't have. If she were no longer in the building, the whale would
have apprised him of the fact.

Unlessit ismiffed because he blamed it for hishaving forgot to bring hiswalet. But it isinconceivable
that the whalewould dlow its persond fedingsto interfere with hisfinding Cidly. It isdying to see her
through his eyes. Neverthdessthe fact remainsthat it hasn't contacted him since heleft Muncieville.

Are you miffed, whale?



No, it isn't miffed. It and Starfinder are ill friends.
Then for Pete's sake update me! Is Ciely still in the bank building or not?

Yes, sheisdill there.

Apparently sheisworking overtime.

It would expedite mattersif you'd contact her and find out whether she wantsto rejoin us. It's
no picnic down here, and | hate to think I may be going through all this for nothing. How about it,
whale?

"Slence”

Thewhdes gill mindful of being inthe "Canis MgorisHouse," isn't about to contact her. Not aslong,
anyway, as Starfinder is available to do the job.

Maybe there is an additiona reason for its reluctance. Maybe it has peeked into Ciely'smind,
skimmed through the pages of her mentd diary and come across one upon which she has "written” the
words | hate Starfinder, | hate Charles over and over again.

But Starfinder isinclined to doubt that any such "page" exists. She may hate her good-for-nothing
"Uncle John," but she would never hate her beloved Charles, never inamillion years.

By thistime he has reached the intersection of Ohio and Michigan streets. He turnsright, and sure
enough, itisjugt alittle"jaunt” to South Park Avenue, just asthe big-rig driver said. Reaching South
Park, heturnsleft. Thusfar, he has met no one on histravels. Vehicular traffic is sporadic. A few dregs
of daylight ill linger in the western sky, but to al intents and purposes night has superseded day. Up
ahead, he can seethe great pillars supporting the main artery into and out of the city, and the lighted
Skyway itsdlf. It isin startling contrast to the ruins on hisleft and the boarded-up brick buildings and
littered vacant lots on hisright. An arteria Phoenix rising out of the detritus of what once was.

"Hejesaold bum."

"Ain't got anickd inhisjeans, | bet."

"How you know?Y ou Superman or sompin!?'Y ou see with X-eray "vison?'

Thethree blacks, whose gpproach the whale warned him of too late, have seemingly materialized out
of the darknessitsdlf. The two smaller ones are bigger than heis. Thelargest looms before him like a
tree. All arein their teens.

What was the word the big-rig driver used? Oh yes, "brothers.”

Theword rang abdll, but he did not bother to answer it. He answersit now, recaling to mind
everything he read about the "brothers’ when he was boning up on twentieth-century terrestrial history.
Politically exploited, dole-conditioned, comic-book bred, TV-indoctrinated; unable to distinguish where
the newscast |eft off and the parade of Stcoms, car chases and giggle-jiggles began. Bewildered,
frustrated, resentful; brains blasted by Dust and Pot. Confronted with an "unred” world that refused to
conform to the "red" one encased in the magic boxesin their ghetto living-rooms. Beasts prowling the
dreetsin search of the wherewitha to buy psycheddic dreams with which to wipe the incongruity away.

Thetree-tal black steps forward. The two smaler ones spread out to |eft and right.

Likedl arts, the art of hand-to-hand combat profits from the innovations of successive practitioners,
acquires, through the years and the centuries, an ever growing sophistication. Within the context of his
time, Jack Dempsey was indubitably the"grestest;" within the context of alater time, he wouldn't have
lasted five rounds against Muhammad Ali. John L. Sullivan wouldn't have madeit to the middle of the

ring.



In Starfinder's day, al forms of hand-to-hand combat fall into the category of kai. Inkai, a
combatant generates his body's € ectromagnetism into a protective force-field that softensincoming
blows and triples the force of outgoing ones. Asaresult, the blow the tree-tal| black presently lands on
the side of Starfinder's head has the impact of apowder puff, while the blow Starfinder throwsin return
knocksthe giant flat on his back.

But the kai field failsto prevent the other two blacks from seizing him and wrestling him to the
pavement. Once this has been accomplished, they begin systematicaly kicking him, and athough their
kicks are reduced to barely perceptible taps along his thighs, rib cage and temples, the barrage prevents
him from getting on hisfeet before the felled black recovers, produces alength of meta pipe from aback
pocket of hisjeans, joins his confreres and swings the weapon in amurderous arc that terminates on
Starfinder'sforehead. The kai field softensthe impact, but enough gets through to break the skin and to
rob him of the concentration necessary to maintain the field. The three blacks go through his pockets, tear
out the onewith the51¢ in it, then stand over him cursing the smalness of their reward. After venting
some of thelr frustration by stomping their victim they fade back into the darkness from which they
materidized and which in one sense materiaized them.

Under the bludgeonings of the brothers, Starfinder's head is bloody but unbowed.

He stands at a busy intersection, waiting for the light to change. Diagondly across the street from him
towersthetall white building he has come so far and endured so much to find. All up and down the
dreet, Buffalonians are Friday-night shopping and/or going for Friday-night fishfries.

He could gtand afishfry himsdf. Even one contaminated with mirex and dioxin.

Hishead isn't redlly bloody, of course. Only figuratively so. The abrasion on his forehead ceased
00zing blood sometime ago, and he cleansed it for the time being with atorn-off piece of his shirttail. But
heisafar cry, both physicaly and sartoridly, from the "M. Jean D'etailes, Independent Internationa PR
Man extraordinaire who boarded the Arc aimost ten hours ago and set sail for the good planet Earth.
Although he picked dl of the tomato seeds off histie and shirt, the tomato stains till remain; andin
addition to the tear in hisright coatdeeve thereisnow onein hisleft and still another dong the outside of
hisright pantleg. A billowy gap has supplanted the blended-in dit that once gave accessto the right-hand
pocket of histrousers, and a button is missing from his coat. Were one to assess his occupation from the
appearance of his executive boots and hislower pantlegs, one could hardly but conclude himto bea
swineherd. Since his departure from the belly of the whae, the stubble on his cheeks and chin has turned
into afledgling beard, and the resentment accruing from his recent mugging has caused his 2-omicron-vii
scar to glow adull red. Hisbruised ribs ache, thereisaperiodic painin hisgroin, and dark circles have
come into being beneeth his haunted eyes. The growls emanating from his breakfastless, lunchless,
dinnerless scomach are audible up to aradius of three yards.

The light changes, and he crosses the street in company with ahost of shoppers and/or fishfry
addicts. Above the severd entrances of the bank alarge clock registers 7:48. A new glyph of the building
gppearsin hismind as heis passng through one of the two sets of revolving doors:.

Cidly has ascended from the eight eenth to the twentieth floor, and sheiswith amale companion.

Isthe twentieth floor given over to offices, too, and isshe still at work?

Or isit given over to gpartments?

Inthelatter case, what isshe doing al donein an gpartment with aman? Why, shé'sonly twelve
yearsold!

Starfinder shakes hishead to clear it. Cigly is 20 not 12, he reminds himsdlf. Thereis nothing in the
least incongruous about her being alone with aman in his’her apartment.

Maybe the man is her boss. Maybe he is her husband. Maybe he is both.

Anyway, Starfinder doesn't know for certain that it is an gpartment they are donein. He doesn't even
know for certain that they are aone. The whal€'s hieroglyphs are not noted for their explicitness.



He has passed through the revolving door and now finds himsdlf in ahuge, green-carpeted lobby with
banking facilitiesto hisright and banking facilitiesto hisleft. In the rear of the lobby agreen-carpeted
hallway provides accessto the elevators. Stationed by it is ablue-uniformed security guard. Starfinder
saunters past him with every ounce of nonchaance he can muster and tries to blend into the crowd of
people who are already awaiting transportation to the upper floors. Locating the directory, he discovers
that the twentieth floor is given over to arestaurant. The Skyview Suite. The mystery issolved: Cidly,
after along day's grind at the office, isdining out, either with amale coworker or with her boss, either of
whom may or may not be her husband.

Starfinder finds the 10-20 express and stations himself as closeto it as he can get. Heignoresthe
disgpproving glances cast a him from al sdes, but he cannot ignore the look the security guard is
according him. The man seems unable to make up his mind whether to accost him or not. Presently he
takes ahesitant step in his direction. Another, this one less hesitant. It is arace now, between the
gpproaching guard and the (presumably) approaching devator. Who/which will arrivefirt? Theguard is
handicapped by the crowd. He hasto pick hisway through the people. But he is determined now. Closer
and closer he comes. Still no sign of the levator. Closer —

Do something, whale!

Abruptly the guard stopsin histracks. His eyes bug out dightly. So do the eyes of the people waiting
to be borne doft. The hieroglyph responsible for this ocular phenomenon a so gppeared in Starfinder's
mind:

At this point, the 10-20 arrives, and he managesto squeezeinto it. Hislast glimpse of the guard
shows him sill standing stockstill, his eyes gradually receding into their sockets. The door closes and the
10-20 takes off like arocket.

"Mommy," alittlegirl says, "'l saw apumpkin moonshine."

(Nervoudy): "Shhhh!"

Darnit, whale! —you didn't have to scare everybody!

Someone has dready pressed 20 on the floor-selection panel. Apparently al of the passengersare
headed for the Skyview Suite, Snce none of the other numeras areillumined. Starfinder reaches over a
short woman's head and presses 18. He wants to see where Ciely was before he seeswhere sheis.

He steps out into amaroon-carpeted lobby. On the wall facing him, big wooden letters painted a
bright orange spell the names Smythe, Durwood, Eisenstein and Mercer. Thelobby opensinto a
corridor that runs at right anglesto it. A door with afrosted-glasswindow isvisble. Apparently the entire
eighteenth floor isasuite leased by an ad agency or alaw firm. Morethan likely Cidly isemployed asa
secretary.

Which of her bossesis she dining with? Smythe, Durwood, Eisenstein or Mercer?

Ad agency or law firm, there is no one about. He presses the up arrow of the nearest elevator and
after ashort wait is borne to the twentieth floor. Another lobby — asmall onethistime, with beige
carpeting. It is connected by an archway to an antechamber with candy-stripe wall paper, achanddier on
low, low beam, and two white naugahyde-uphol stered couches. Beyond a second archway a hostess
stationed behind a glass counter is greeting the batch of eater-outers Starfinder rode partway up with,
and directing them to the several dining roomsthe suite presumably comprises.

He steps into the antechamber and sits unobtrusively down on one of the naugahyde couches.
Despite the numerous air freshenersthat have been employed to camouflageit, he can smél fishfry
grease. Itisan indivisble part of the ambience. From where heis sitting he can see diagonally through the
antechamber archway and through a haf-open door into one of the dining rooms. Some of the dinersare
within hisline of vison and he can seethem raising morsdls of food to their mouths and chewing them and
swallowing them. His ssomach growlstigerishly. It cannot even remember the tomato it processed amost
ten hours ago. But he has no recourse but to let it go on growling. His51¢, evenif he still had it, certainly
wouldn't cover even so much asacup of coffee here; and even if it would and he il had it, the hostess



would be unlikely to let him set Foot in one of the dining rooms. No, he has penetrated the posh Skyview
Suite as deeply as heisgoing to, and it isawonder he managed to get as deep as he did. He will wait for
Cidy right here in the antechamber, and when she leaves on the arm of her escort, he will make his
presence known to her, and she can take over from there. If she wantsto return with him to the belly of
thewhde, fine. If she doesn't, that will be okay too. But at least she will have been given the option.

Another batch of eater-outers arrive, are greeted by the hostess and forth with blessings sent to the
various salles a manger. For thefirg time, the hostesss eyesfal on Starfinder. She givesalittle Sart;
then, recovering, she comes over to where heis stting and asksif she can help him. Sheiswearing a
mauve hostess gown and her black hair is coiffured into an intricate pile on top of her head. Her faceisa
study inrouge, lipgtick, eyeliner, eye shadow and eyebrow penciling. "I'm waiting for someone,”
Starfinder tells her. "My niece" he adds. "'I'm supposed to meet her after dinner.”

The hostess seems fascinated by his suit. Or perhaps by histie. Perhaps by both. At length she raises
her eyesto hisface, asthough seeking reassurance. Apparently she doesn't find it, for she says, "If you'll
give me her name I'll have her paged. She's probably finished by now."

"I doubt it. She's been working hard al day and must be famished. I'll just hang around till she
leaves”

The hostess hesitates amoment; then, "If you mugt,” she says and returnsto her place. Starfinder half
expects her to call Security, but at this juncture another batch of eater-outers arrive, driving him,
temporarily at least, from her mind.

Since he can't assuage his own hunger, he watches the dinersin the room diagonally opposite him
assuaging theirs. A girl isgtting at atable dmost directly in hisline of vison. He can't seedl of thetable,
and only oneleg of her companion isvisble. But he can see her. Sheisframed diagonaly inthe
doorway, asit were. Like an animated picture in a pardldogrammatic frame, a picture rendered the more
vivid by the rdative dimness of the room from which heisviewing it. What strikes him first about her is
her obvious happiness. Her faceis radiant and she smiles every so often between dainty bites of food.
Occasondly her lips part, and he knows sheislaughing dthough heistoo far away to hear the laughter,
and the other sounds— the buzz of voices, thetinkle of glasses, the faint clatter of silverware— would
drown it out in any case. But he can see thelaughter, and it is somehow beautiful — as beautiful, dmost,
asshe.

Her hair isdark-brown, and she wearsit short, when long hair, judging from the hairdos of the other
late-twenti eth-century women he has seen, is en vogue. When she laughs, the laughter dances on her
cheeksand discosin her eyes. Heistoo far away to seethe color of those eyes, but heis certain they are
blue. Thereisahint of thinnessin her face, or, rather, faint traces of a thinnessthat once was. Her mouth
is both expressive and lovely. It has been touched with lipstick — atoken touch that seemsto say, "I'll
conformif | must, but | don't want to." Her throat iswhite with the whiteness of the snows of Arctica
XXI; alittle locket gleams beneath her larynx. Sheiswearing alight-blue dress he would bet adollar to a
doughnut is the same shade of blue as her eyes. Her eyebrows are like the wings of blackbirds,
blackbirds flying away. Away, away, avay....

What light through yonder doorway breaks?

All dse but that light has faded from Starfinder's vision, vanished from his awvareness. The dazzling
light of thegirl ... Why, if | wereto wak into aroom filled with athousand girls, shed bethe only onel'd
see I'd stand an instant in the doorway, then walk straight across the room toward her and none of the
other peoplein the room would exist, only her; the room itsalf wouldn't exi<t, the houseit was a part of
wouldn't exigt, the town/city, the very world — nothing, no one would exist but her; I've looked for her
al my lifeand never knew it till now, never knew it till I looked up and saw her Sitting there, saw her the
way Poe saw Helen, the way Dante saw Bestrice, the way Petrarch saw Laura, the way Shakespeare, in
his mind, must have seen Juliette when he sat down to write hislove song ... the measure done, I'll watch
her place of stand, and touching hers, make blessed my rude hand, would, if there were ameasure,
would if therewereand | dared, would if | weren't amisfit and abum, would if she weren't so obviousy
turned-on by whomever sheiswith, would if she weren't so patently inlove, would if the world she
inhabits weren't parsecs distant from my "place of stand,” would if — Yes, whale?



The wha e tranamits the hieroglyph a second time:

Yes. Ciely. | know she's here somewhere. I'mwaiting for her.
Again, the glyph dencting the object of his quest:

It dawns on him then that heislooking at her.

Someone deep in the bowel s of the Seneca Bank Building has spun the did of the air conditioner dl

the way over to 10.

It isfreezing in the antechamber. There areicicles hanging from the chanddier. The candy-stripewalls
arerimed. Particles of hoarfrost glisten in the multiscented air. Starfinder can see his breeth.

Or, if not hisbreath, afigurative facamile thereof.

Another batch of eater-outers arrive, rush ravenoudy through the ante chamber, imperviousto the
arctic cold. The hostess processes them with her usual efficiency; then, once again, her eyesfal upon the
decrepit old bum il waiting in the waiting room.

Mercifully, the door through which the dazzling light broke has now swung to, shutting the radiant
maiden named Lenore from Starfinder's Sght.

Why didn't you tell me, whale?

Tel him what? Something he was dready aware of ? That Ciely had grown up?

No, but it could have warned him.

Warned him of what? That hewould fall hopelesdy in love with her?

At length the ridiculousness of the roadbed over which histrain of thought isrolling getsthrough to
him. Despite powers that sometimes transcend the miraculous and an intelligence superior to man's, the
whaleisdill, basicdly, asentient asteroid. What can a sentient asteroid know about love? The whal€'s
own lovefor Cidy isgtill the same smple, direct affection it was before. She may have changed
physicaly and she may have matured emationdly; but initso.av. sheisill the same charming little girl it
watched over like ananny when shewasin itscare; thelittle girl who created the Earth, the sun and the
gars. How could it possibly have known that the affection Starfinder felt for her could become a different
kind of affection when for it only one kind existed?

It knows now, of course, having witnessed the metamorphosis. But it didn't know before.

What am | going to do, whale?

The whale advances no suggestions, nor isthere any need for it to. He adready knowswhat heis
going to do, or rather, what heis not going to do.

Heisnot going to give her the option.

Hisfdling in love with her has pointed up as nothing € se could have the absurdity of a decrepit old
bum in an eight-year-old suit accosting a sophisticated and beautiful young maiden, who to al intents and
purposesisatota stranger, and asking her if shewould like to accompany him into space, there to spend
therest of her lifewith himin the belly of aspacewhde.

Hewill step asde— that'swhat hewill do. Nobly. Sdflesdy. He will make the Supreme Sacrifice.
Hewill give hisloved one an uncl uttered opportunity to live happily ever after with the man sheisdining
with and with whom sheis so obvioudy in love.

When they walk through the waiting room on their way to the elevators, the decrepit old bum in the
eight-year-old suit who occupied one of the naugahyde coucheswill belong gone.

For eight years, her good-for-nothing "Uncle John" has been to dl intents and purposes dead. He will
remain 0.

"I'm sorry, S, but I'm afraid | must ask you to leave."



The hogtessis again standing before him, thistime with an uncompromising look on her face. He gets
to hisfeet. Hiserstwhile self makesabrief comeback. "Areyou implying I'm somehow detrimentd to the
decor of your poshlust piscinery?"

Sheblinks. "If you don't leave at once, I'll summon one of the security guards.”

He gartsto say, "Then summon one," then reconsiders. If he creates adisturbance he will cal
attention to his presence, and his"niece’ may inadvertently find out her "Uncle John™ isn't dead after dl,
and that will never do. So he saysinstead, "Don't bother," and meekly departs.

Waiting for the 10-20 express, he contacts the whale: You've tuned in on the whole thing, whale,
so you know as well as | do that we've got to leave well enough alone. After 1'm out of the city I'll
find a secluded field and you can bring the Arc around and take me back on board.

So beit, he addsto himself.

Back inthe bdly of thewhde, the first thing he doesis set the"clock™ ahead eight years and two
weeks. Then, after divesting himself of suit, shirt, tie and boots and consigning them to the desynthesizer,
he undresses the rest of the way and showers and shaves. By concentrating on his ablutions heis able to
keep hismorae afl oat, but the moment heis doneit sinksto the very bottom of the Slough of Despond.

He applies hed sdve to the dorasion on his forehead; then, wearing pgjamas and dippers, he
descends the midship companionway to the galley and dids afive-course med — abrunchner, asit were
— only to find that despite the abysmal emptiness of his scomach he has no appetite. After afew
dispirited mouthfuls he heads for the dispensary, where he takes three nepenthe pills. Then he returnsto
the captain's cabin and topples onto his bunk.

"Dive, whale," hemurmurs deepily asthe dissolved tranquillizers begin their voyage through his
bloodstream. " Dive back to the Fall of Man. | want to see if there was malice in Eve's eyes when
she handed Adam the apple.

One nepenthe pill is enough to knock a person out for hours. Two guarantee him agood night's
deep. Three are tantamount to his hitting himself over the head with adedgehammer. Starfinder deeps
the clock around.

Awakening, hefindsthat his appetite has returned, and he orders breakfast in bed. Juice, cered,
toast, coffee. Not until after the mobile med-server has retracted with the tray into the dumb waiter do
the events of yesterday come fully back into focus. He sits there immobile for along time. A loner aone.
Wéll, that was what he wanted, wasn't it? That was why he stole the whale, wasn't it? To be donein the
Sea. Maybe not the whole reason, but at least part of it.

Should herail againgt the cosmos because it co-operated?

Mechanicaly he getsout of hisbunk, divests himself of his pgamas, and showers and shaves. While
he is donning fresh underwear and socks, his gaze falls upon the wardrobizer. Perhaps anew captain's
uniform will provide him with psychologica lift heis so desperately in need of . He stepsinto the machine,
dids Uniform, Captain's, deluxe, steps back out a short while later resplendent in a snow-white codt,
snow-white triple-creased trousers, gleaming black boots and a snow-white wide-crowned hat with
gold-filigreed forepiece. A brand new Starfinder, al set to march forth to meet a"future” as meaningless
asthe ornamental medals on his coatfront.

He marches forth. When he reaches the second-deck corridor, he pauses. Shal he march up to the
bridge and play captain of the whaeship or shal he march down to the lounge and watch "old movies' on
the time-screen?

He doent fed like playing captain. He doesn't fed like watching "old movies' either. But thelater is
abit more preferable.

Maybe he can tune in on Ciely and watch her grow up.

No. The game plan callsfor him to forget Cidly, not to remember her.

Besdes, hetold the whale to dive back to the Fall of Man, did he not? At least he seemsto
remember issuing some such order before he dropped off to deep. Maybe thistime the whale found the
Garden and itstwo occupants. It never could before, even with him at the helm; but maybe thistime,
through sheer chance, it succeeded.



If it didn't, he can take over. Rummaging around antediluvian Mesopotamia may take hismind off
Cidy, put to rout some of hisloneliness.

S0 he descends the midship companionway to the lounge.

Entering the room, heis surprised to find a scene aready focused on the screen. He didn't think the
whale's PK was up to such afeat.

The Garden of Eden?

Fascinated, he walks across the deck, obliviousto al el se save the scenein the screen, and seats
himsdf in one of the two viewchairs.

No, the sceneis not the Garden of Eden, athough there are aman and awoman present. It isaroom
— alarge room with baroque furniture. And the man and the woman are fully clothed.

Moreover, the date registered at the base of the screenis A.D. November 19, 1847.

The woman is Sitting in an ornate high-backed chair, abook opened on her lap. The man isSitting on
an ottoman a her feet. Sheisin her late 30s or early 40s, the pdeness of her cheekslending her asort of
ethereal beauty. Heis austerely handsome, and at first glance appearsto bethe older of thetwo. But it is
hiswhiskersthat make him seem o, and if anything he isyounger than she.

Sheisreading from the book on her Iap. No, not reading, reciting from, for her eyes havelifted from
the page —

"The face of all theworld is changed, | think,

Sncefirst | heard the footsteps of thy soul

Move till, oh, still, beside me, asthey stole

Betwixt me and the dreadful outer brink—"

Starfinder hears footsteps behind him. He smells perfume that can't possibly be Elizabeth Barrett
Browning's.

He does not turn. He does not dare to.

Hefailed to see her when he entered the room because he had eyes only for the time-screen.

Because he never dreamed she would be there.

"—, who thought to sink,” Elizabeth Barrett Browning says, "was caught up into love..."

Damn it, whale! —you shouldn't have interfered! Ciely doesn't belong here. She was happy
where shewas.

"Sarfinde—"

What good can you and | do her, whale? She's a beautiful and intelligent young woman with
her whole life lying before her. You're a member of an alien species. I'm a has-been and a bum.

Closer now. "Starfinder—"

Still hedoesnot turn. " Ciely, why in the devil were you eating fish! Y ou know perfectly well that
many species of terredtrid fish contain dioxin and mirex, not to mention mercury!”

"I—I know. But on Earth, everybody does what everybody €l se does.”

"...Why did you let Charlestak you into coming back?'

"Hedidnt. | talked himintoit. After hefinaly got up enough nerveto contact me. Can you imagine?
— the big lummox was afraid to contact me! Afraid I'd be so mad a him | wouldn't have anything to do
with him. Asthough | could be that mad & him. Or &t you."

Heturns, then, and beholds her standing alittle ways behind his view-chair; beholds her in al her
springtime loveliness. Beholds the dew in her blue-flower eyes. Isblinded dl over again by thelight that
blasted his retinasin the antechamber of the Skyview Suite.

"Charlestold me everything,” she says.

"' Sometimes Charles oversteps his bounds.”

"Well inthiscaseit'sagood thing hedid! Y ou big goof you! Whatever gave you theideathat alittle
girl who loved you would love you any lessjust because she'd become abig one? That she could ever
really love someone ese? That the way you looked would make so much asasmidgin of differenceto
her? Oh, you teke the cake, Starfinder! — you and that silly Sydney Carton! ‘It isafar, far better thing
that | do, than | have ever done—' Hah! If a person wants to sacrifice hisneck or hisfuture happiness
just so the girl heloves can live happily ever &fter, the least he could do isask her first if shelll be happy



ever after!”

He has got to hisfeet and isfacing her across abrief expanse of deck occupied solely by the
viewchar hewas gtting in. Behind him, Robert Browning says, "You'll love me yet! -- and | can tarry
your love's protracted growing —"' Starfinder says, "'Y ou were happy with whoever you were with. |
could see your happiness. It filled the whole room."

"Of course| was happy! I've been happy, more or less, ever since | ran away. Ever since | put you
and Charles out of my mind. With al that money you left me, | could do just about anything | wanted to,
s0long as| used alittle common sense. | went to al sorts of different schools— I was able to buy
‘parents.’ | went through business school and got agood job. The man | waswith ‘last night’ wasin love
withmeand | wasalittleinlovewith him. But just because | put you and Charles out of my mind doesn't
mean | wanted the two of you to stay out of it. Surel was happy. But I'm happier now. Thiswaswhere
| dwayswanted to be. In Space and Timewith you. Y ou, Starfinder. You. " She removesthelittle locket
from around her neck and tossesit to him acrossthe viewchair. "Look and see whose picturesiniit.
Look and see.”

He stares at the locket, but he doesn't open it. He knows whose picture it contains. He stands there
in his dazzling captain’s uniform like abemeda ed bump on alog, the same bemedaed bump on alog he
became under adifferent set of circumstances when alittle girl needed him and he didn't know what to
do. Only, now thelittle girl who needed himisabig girl he needs, and who — miracles of miracles—
goparently Hill needshim.

"Can it beright to give what | can give?" Elizabeth Barrett Browning asks. "To let thee sit
beneath the fall of tears as salt as mine? -"

"I seeyouvetunedin'Ba"

"Y es. She and Robert are married now and areliving in Florence, Italy. In the Casa Guidi Palace.
The book on her 1ap is Sonnets by E.B.B. It wasjust published thisyear. She'sreciting some of her
poetry to him and he'sreciting some of histo her. Maybe some he hasn't put down on paper yet. See
how happy they are?’

Starfinder hasraised his eyesfrom the locket. Thereisatouch of desperation in them. "Cidy, I'm not
up tothis. Our time-linesare dl tangled up. In my line, alittle more than aweek ago you were only
twelve yearsold. | know you're twenty now, but when | look at you | see you as both twenty and as
twelve, and it makes me fed even older than you than | redlly am. |—I can't adjust.”

"I'll tell you what might help," Ciely says. "Y ou pretend you're Robert and I'll pretend I'm "Ba.’ Weve
just arrived in Florence, and you've just carried me over the threshold of our gpartment in the Casa Guidi
Pdlace. Now, let'stakeit from there"

"But 'Ba was older than he was, not the other way around. The andogy just doesn't work."

"Oh, you! Who careswhether the darn thing works! 1t's whether we work that matters— not some
darn old andogy!"

Nineteenth-century Earth turnsimperturbably on her axis, blue salls billowing in the cosmic wind. The
stars move sedately dong their courses, and gaaxies spin like macrocosmic Ferriswhedls. Theisslent
— or asdlent asthe Space-Time Sea can ever be.

Abruptly the slenceis broken as, deep in the belly of the spacewhale there is a scraping sound. As of
achair being shoved summarily aside. It isfollowed by another sound — the sound of kisses. Perhaps as
many as athousand of them.

A long whilelater, "Hark those two in the hazel coppice,” Robert Browning remarks, unaware of
course that there are such creatures as spacewhaes and that his"coppice" in thisinstance embraces a
largelounge chair in the belly of one of them. "Making love, say —the happier they!"

observesthewhale.
"Oh, you!" saysCiely Bleu.






