Big Star Bound


Stars, stars, bright shiny stars! You can wander through the stars…they really aren’t so far…


Ed sang incoherently to the thoughts in her head. They weren’t, really, it was just Buenos Aires that was a long way away. And Buenos Aires had the spaceport. But not so far, there were already monoships flying by.


“Huebler…there’s the Omega…Bala, bala, Balabushka…” She sang, naming them as they flew past.


Ed stuck her thumb out.


“Cogosentri…Viking…”


Ed blinked. New ship! New ship! Ship without a name!


And it was coming closer.


Ed grinned, and put on her glasses, swimming in the net as she writhed on the hot rocks like a lizard loosening itself in the cool dusk. Searching…searching…


Some pictures from a long long time ago. Nothing new.


Ed lifted the glasses. It was making a second pass, circling to land. Coming? Going?


“Who are you?” She asked. Long and red…like a…


Ed giggled in a manner most unbecoming for a young lady her age.


She plopped her butt on the cooling rocks and stuck her thumb out again. Not that it would help now as it was getting so dark. In fact, how had he seen her in the first place?

“History’s mysteries.” She stated firmly, regally, addressing the desert air. She stole a look of studious appreciation of the situation, and didn’t move from it, even when the long red ship landed next to her. It wasn’t a big ship, for one person only. Long and shaped like a T. Or a te.


The pod opened. She couldn’t make out the pilot in the dark.


“Hey, babe.” The pilot called. “You wanna ride? I’m heading out for the truck hub. You should be able to get to Mars or Callisto from there.”


“Oooh, Mars!” She said, hopping up and making her Tomato shudder. “Ed has been to Mars. It’s big.”


“This planet ain’t so small either.” He replied. “Hop in.”


Ed scrambled up the great red side with the agility honed by long years of play. In the dim glow of the ship’s readout, she could make out a little about the guy. It’s important to see who you’re getting in the ship with, especially for a woman like her. Nasty nasty men out.


He was tall, and gaunt, and dressed like 2160. Half-drunk, and hollow eyed. Brown eyes. While she stuffed her beloved Tomato behind the seat, he pulled out a cigarette.


“Got a light, babe?” He asked. Ed juggled a match from her shorts and flipped it on the rough metal skin of the ship. She offered it to him…pale rider. Pale stranger. Ghost-white pale.


“Smoke smoke.” She said as he lit his cigarette.


“Yeah. Well. It’s not like Earth can’t take it.” He replied, taking a long drag off it. “My monosystem can’t.”


“Ed has never seen a ship like this before.”


“Really?” Sounds like rising tone! “I’m sure you must’ve seen a ship like this a couple of times. They win races.”


“Ganymede 900, 2058!”

He chuckled. It was a good sound, not like a bad guy at all.


“I was fifteen that year.” He said. 

“How old ARE you?” She asked. Ed looked around. “Where does Ed go?”


“Just sit on that box of yours. Or fold over the seat. You’re limber, you can do that.”


He knows this?


She moved around as he finished his cigarette and flipped it out.


“Litter!” She chimed. “Bad!”


“If it helps, just picture a meteorite snuffing it.” He said, closing the monopod. The system started right up again, he’d left it on idle.


Ed sat silent as he lifted off. Clever, careful, takeoff. She stared over the shoulder.


Dancing, moving, flowing. Almost pretty. Like water, changing form.


Not nasty person, no, but something strange…something strange about this ride.


Blue melted into black.


“So what’s a babe like you doing going to Mars?” He said.


“Mars is nice! Ed wants to see the Holloween party!”


“Heh. Remember ten years ago, the scare?”


“Ed was there!”


“You were there?” He said, brown eyes wide and half-lit in the digital readout glow. “How old are you?”

Ed grinned.


“Ed asked first!”


“Fair enough. Old enough to know better.” He smiled over his control panel. Ed could only see the fuzzy back of his head in silhouette. “Sure you haven’t seen a ship like this before?”


Ed searched her muddled memory.


“Maybe once. When Ed was younger.”


“Well you’d have to be. We’re all getting older.” He turned on the radio. The sad old songs coming out of his speakers were solid, bluesy gold.


“How’s your taste, babe? You mind this?” He asked. “This is Coltrane.”


They sat and enjoyed the music together, the tall man and the little girl, and held on as the music died. He didn’t have to trouble his mind with the ship, the ship was his body, a part of him. Part of his lizard brain!


“Lizard brain, lizard brain!” Ed sang. “Congas, bongas, big big boobs!”

“Stop.” He said, almost laughing. “You know better.”


He straightened up, his hair blocking out some of the stars.


“Listen, babe, you got it. You’ve got to be at least twenty, and you’re still just a big lovable overgrown kid that ought to be kicked. You aren’t letting anything weigh you down…you want to go to Mars, you go to Mars. No sweat. But somewhere out there there’s someone who’s a part of you.” A slump in the shoulders, caught in the voice. “Somebody to live for.”
Ed curled around the seat to see his face. Wistful, mistful, wisteria sad smile. “Ein…” She whispered, enraptured. Ein, companion, lost somewhere…


“Find Ein.” He said, with finality. “If you’re big star bound, let me warn you, it’s a long, hard ride.”


“Authorize.” A voice came over the radio, shaking Ed from her dream. The card slipped through the slot on the front panel. “Accepted. Dock 1-B.”


He grinned, turned just enough for her to see. A long, laconic grin she liked and which reminded her of good times…not better times, just other good times. He pulled into the second dock, and waited for the pressure door to close. When it had, he turned the radio off, took off his gloves, and opened the pod.


“This is where you get off, babe.” He said. “I’m headed back to Earth.”


Ed took her Tomato from under her, somehow, and scrabbled out of the monoracer. She plopped it on her head and turned and looked up into the glare of the station lights.


“Thanks, mister!” She said.


“You don’t have to call me mister, babe.” He said, grinning that laconic grin again. “The whole world called me Spike.”


The pod closed as Ed was left blinking.
