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must, and take our blessing.
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The Aral is typical of the hundreds

- of independent Orion vessels used

by various smugglers and privateers
in and around the Orion Neutrality
Zone, Constructed of mostly prefab-
ricated parts shipped from various lo-
cations or stripped from derelicts and
captured vessels, she is SImpie to

'operate if not pretty to look at.

The Aral is aﬂegedly part of the

fleet of an independent band of
privateers who raid the spacelanes

usually ir{ groups of three to six éhips‘

Most are-as lightly armed as is the

Aral but their preponderance of num-

bers usually tells in a hattle against.

convoys or armed merchantmen.
Like most vessels of her type the

Aralis aone of akind vessel, although

she has many near—sister shipsin the

20,000 to 30,000 ton range who con-
. duct the .same type of business as

she does.

Star Trek is a trademark of Paramount Pictures Corporation
used by FASA Corporation i under exclusive license. Star Trek .
. Eogosandshlpsusedwnhthepermmf;\onm FASACorporatlon
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my waist with one gentle arm.
“Your mother, a sentimental.” He
pressed my body tenderly against
his.

Sergio cupped Ekali’s ritual-
scarred face in his hands. She
touched his smooth jaw with slim
black fingers.

“Sergio Agostinho da Cunha... e
Salvidia,” she whispered shyly.

“...Ekali Paula Salvidia... e da
Cunha...”

Love each other. Choose wisely.
You are the future.

¥k

The jivaro approached us in a
Praga do Presidente. A small,
wizened man in a striped hooded
robe, a ghostman, one of the street-
people.

“Tell our future,” Jango agreed,
and [ humored him.

The ghostman chewed a fortune-
bean from his wristpouch,

“Your wife,” he said in a voice
surprisingly strong for one so old,
“will dance on the moon. But she
will not be the first, for there were
others, tall men, who danced before
her. And one of these was first.”

“Who?” I said, knowing what he
would answer.

“A man named Armstrong
danced upon the moon.”

Istruck him, and today I am sorry.
My husband helped him to his feet,
whispered apologies into his ear,
slipped silver into his fist. Jango’s
eyes accused me, but in my rage |
would not speak.

The ghostman had recognized me
and thought to mock me with a tat-
tered bit of legend. That the mythi-
cal ancient Northern Folk had put
one of their own on the moon while
they could still outrun their death-
wish. That the man was called
Armstrong and that in the full
earthlight he had danced upon
the moon.

I know the Ur-Inglis. I learned at
the university. I knew there had
been no Armstrong. He was but the
stuff of fable, the flight of a bal-

ladeer’s imagination, a storyteller’s

fancy.
Consider. In the Ur-Inglis,
Armstrong means he-of-the-

strong-arm. If a man had indeed
stood upon the moon, if the man
were real and not some construct of
the taleweaver’s art, would he have
borne so poetic, so heroic, so sym-
bolically perfect a name? Would old

women, when asked to do the im- e
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