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lamip....”

Schilling felt a chill, remember-
ing what he had seen.

There was no expression on the
old man’s face now. Firelight
danced in the eyes, which no longer
seemed blue.

When Nagasaki began to rise,
gray and lifeless, the old man’s
smile returned. “Yes. Oh vyes.” It
was euphoric, Schilling saw.

The chill came again.

“That’s God we’re looking at
there, Danny,” the old man said, and
the voice was different now—
deeper, a strange harmonic quality
to it. “The power and glory of the
universe, Danny. The hearts of stars.
The eye of God. We will never get
any closer to Him than that.”

The old man was looking at him,
waiting, and Schilling forced him-
self to nod at last.

“And the fourth Angel,” the voice
said suddenly, “poured out his vial
upon the sun; and power was given
unto him to scorch men with fire.”

Schilling stared at the face be-
fore him, and from the corners of
his eyes watched the flowers of
Eniwetok bloom, slowly, like pale
roses in a film he had seen once as a
child. Later there would be France’s
first test, equatorial Africa, 1952.
Then the reactor sabotage in Pakis-
tan, two hundred thousand dead or
dying, in '89. Then Libya’s single
15-k device against Chad, only two
yvears ago. And then, once more,
like a symphony’s close, Bikini
the ocean rising toward the sun,
the screen burning, the old man’s
face burning,

As he watched the flowers of
Eniwetok open, it happened.

The old man chuckled. He said:

“You know, Danny, when I was a
boy in the green hills of Missoura—"

Schilling stopped breathing.

“—there was a man by the name
of Gilly Williams—ran a store in the
Irish Wilderness up there—and the
day we all got the news that The
Bomb had ended the war, you know
what he said?”

Theroom had begun to pulse with
light, and Schilling knew it was the
optical nerve, oxygen not reaching
it, Would an anxiety attack follow,
after so many years? Would some-
thing small like this be what
stopped him tonight?

“He said, ‘It’s like creation back-
wards, Johnny.” Isn’t that beautiful ?
‘Like creation backwards.””

Schilling made himself breathe,

58 Stardate

IR e o e e e e e — . o

.

By Pete Rogan illustrated by Dennis Bailey

Star Trek

GGaming Material

Few creatures known to the Fed-

eration inspire more horror and re-

pugnance than the so-called Ceti Eel
Surgito cetiensis marcusii apparently
the only surviving higher life-form of
Ceti Alpha V. In spite of its small size,
it is one of the most repellant and
feared animals known. Everything
about it recalls madness, terror, and
"the black of death beyond space”
that Firin of Marcus writes of.

Ceti Eels come from a planet so

removed from the normal routes of

commerce and places of habitation in

the Federation that even the world's
death went unnoticed. The Ceti Alpha

system was discovered and noted on.

Federation survey charts dated Star-
date 2/0411, like 1422 other systems
that year. It had one marginally Class
M world, exactly how marginal is not
known. The original surveyor's note
did not explain, no close scan was
made, and by the time the world was
next surveyed it had been all but
totally destroyed. _
Ceti Alpha VI, the next world out

from the sun, did not even rate classi-

fication, let alone a scan that might
have revealed its instability. Had only
the opportunity for geologic study
been lost there would have been no
tragedy. But only a few years after its
discovery Ceti Alpha V was settled by
Khan Noonian Singh and his follow-
ers, genetically-modified refugees
from Earth's Eugenics Wars, who
were found drifting in space by the
Heavy Cruiser Enterprise. They were
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revived and promptly
tried to seize control
of the ship, unsuccessfully.
As a gesture of magnanimity
CaptainKirk ordered them marooned
on a habitable world. It was a gracious
and ironic gesture, giving a man who
failed to capture a starship an entire
world to dominate instead.

The irony would come back to
haunt Captain (later Admiral) Kirk.
Less than half a solar year after Khan
and his group were landed, Ceti Alpha
VI exploded. Exactly what happened
may never be known, but apparently
the explosion caused Ceti Alpha V to
shift its orbit, and draw closer to its
sun. Planetary ecologies are fragile
things, and with the shift in orbit
coupled with meteoric bombardment
from the debris the surface of Ceti
Alpha V was rendered lifeless. Only
by inconceivable effort did Khan's
colony survive. In the struggle for life
on the ruined planet, they encoun-
tered the Ceti Eel.

In appearance the Eel is almost
comical. Adults may be only 40 cen-
timeters long, their bodies bulging to
a diameter of 20 centimeters, taper-
ing to a pointed, lumpy tail. Their skin
is deeply corrugated, giving them an

‘appearance like a concertina, and

their limbs are slight and flipperlike.

Only the head betrays the Eel's dan-
gerous nature. Below two widely-set

reptilian eyes on a small but thick-

ridged skull are two massive, pow-
erful mandibles, flanking a tiny
sharp-toothed mouth with hinge-
less serrated jaws and an extend-

able inner suction tube. Dissected

Eels reveal that the head is only the
smallest part of the feeding ap-
paratus. The mouth parts and mandi-
- ble ligament joints take up fully 20%

of the creature’s
body mass. Itis little
more than a mobile mouth.

The Ceti Eel lives below the blow-

ing sand that now covers the planet.
Apparently, it swims through the grit
using its flipperlike legs, tapered tail,
and a kind of creeping flexion similar
to that used by Terrestrial earth-
worms. Using this unorthodox pro-

pulsion it can attain a respectable
speed, and in soft sand can easily

outrun a humanoid. It apparently
feeds on anything it can find, includ-

ing its own kind. The Eel approaches
silently, covered by the wind and

blowing sand which obscures any
sign of its passage just below the
surface. It strikes very quickly, driving

its mandibles into its prey with

shocking strength, and pushes its
penetrating mouth parts into the vic-
tim through skin, scales, pelt, or pres-
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made the first hints of parasthesia
leave. He made his muscles move. It
was like a dream, a nightmare where
you couldn’t run, couldn’t get your
legs to work, but he did it. He got up
slowly, steadying himself, and as
calmly as he could asked the figure
on the couch if it wanted something
from the portable bar which the aide
had set by the door. The figure
shook its head.

The old man had never been a boy
in Missouri.

One of the others had, Schilling
knew—one of the five killed that
day at Arlington by the terrorist’s
Ingram machine pistol had once
been a boy in Missouri, had once
known a man named Gilly
Williams. The profiles had taken
him over a year to compile, but he
had done it, and he knew them all. Tt
was that day at Arlington, he knew
now, that the transfer had taken
place, that the creature had moved
from a body struck down in daylight
before cameras and dignitaries and
the gravestones of fifty thousand
soldiers, to a new body.

He removed the little gun and its
pneumatic syringe from his jacket
on the chair, and loaded it, hands
shaking.

When the figure still did not turn,
he stepped toward the couch.

The voice—deep and harmonic—
said suddenly:

“You don’'t need to do that,
Danny.”

The old man’s arm snapped
around then, impossibly—flailing
out, trying to find him with blind
fingers even as the head remained
where it was, wide blue eyes on the
screen, reverent, unblinking.

Schilling aimed, aimed again
through the nightmare of the arm,
and wondered if his own heart, the
full half century of it, would make
it—through the fear, the catecho-
lines, the parasympathetic overload.
He aimed. He aimed again.

The arm found him—syringe still
in the chamber—the fingers like
steel wrapping his free wrist and the
little bones, so slow to heal, break-
ing instantly, pain lighting up his
entire side.

The figure’s head was backlit
now, a cloud behind it, and Schil-
ling fired into a darkness he could
only pray was neck.

The syringe disappeared.

Through the haze of pain he heard
it explode at last,

Was PCP the right choice? Was »
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twenty grams the right dose? It
was a heavy-animal tranquilizer,
ves, but this was a human body—
wasn't it?

The steel around his wrist let go.
The arm began to cartwheel through
the air, the other one joining it, the
head finally coming around to face
him. The figure stood up, jerked like
a doll, its left hand sweeping the
floorlamp up and away, and as it
crashed to the floor, Schilling saw
its eyes. Backlit though it was, the
face as dark as night, he could see
its eyes.

They were pink and beautiful,
and burning.

Just beyond the door the guard
called out.

The figure was swaying. The arms
were beginning to lose their
strength. The figure’s back brushed
the screen as it began to turn a slow
360 degrees.

“Everything’s fine!” Schilling
shouted. “Just two clumsy old
goats.” He tried to sound drunk.

The guard did not answer, waiting.

“You pick it up, Sir,”Schilling
shouted, laughing, sluring it all.
“You knocked it over.”

Just beyond the door the footsteps
began to recede.

When the figure collapsed on the
rug, Schilling went to it, stood over
it until the spasms stopped, and
then knelt beside it.

With the manual syringe he in-
jected the sodium ampytol directly
into the basilic vein. The body did
not flinch,

Would it work? Amytol was the
standard veridical, but should he
have used something like haldol to
hold it down as well?

As he watched, it began again, as
it had that night a year ago, the two
of them in the rose garden, the old
man turning as if surprised, the face
for the briefest instant different—

The body remained human, but
began to shimmer like oil on
water—irridescent, pink and
beautiful-—and he understood why
the physicals, not even the MRIs
and PETs and eegs, had revealed a
thing. The body was human. The
shimmering was not. It was nothing
their medicine would understand.

The eyes blinked up at him.

“Why? Schilling said, leaning
over it.

Lips moved, as if attached to
strings. The eyes stared back at him
like cloudy marbles.

“They are so beautiful,” the lips

60 Stardate

g sl;lzse; 5J|=t Q"n*c& {t‘SQ&Z&Ss* gtg‘ p;re\z |t
'“szréymg the e‘mthrs amm@alc “'["lja Eel

éﬂzym’es into: the %’(LS%EI@S %ﬂ@iulfﬁ/mg .
. them qufc%(%y, and {z,ifiem ,suekiag tham

i QQZUSe Wh@ ?Sidglled the afl ma’]g in situ, -

Jten thjech@*n&sdcﬁ Omc?yeleié aminute |
- while feeding, a@pa“rénﬁf rewclﬁng ifs? -
: sugpiy of- enzymE anci gl@@s g]@tsgt;bp
”f@edlng, JF *undlsturbed : u;ﬁylﬁ» it has
- ingested up.to one- amdf’é-*‘haif”“hm.eé*
its own body mass’ @fffbé@i{[fijls mav
¥ takey,aimf fjve rmmft@s, ’aft@r wh ch |t«
bwri)WS into the sand, @gﬁmg@rﬁm@e
tfwan&tep ‘meters down ifit can, to rest
ma state - of torpor aﬂdidxgessat its meal.
: S !1ttle ig %m@WmaabQLmtbé Eel fkfat
&evemrts m@am‘S@ of r@produotzﬁh*are
. not fuljyr auncmr.sfo‘@d Br el\/i@avrcus .
posﬁu:lates that  the Ceti Eel is a true
p@r%he*nroge”heatlcx amma*l ha“wmg no
. fsex én@.i«« i
: i, *atgvviil The \fourzg

| cannot be ’dﬂs“]éclged ‘axcgpt by ‘de-’ |-
- feeds by m;»ecmg a b;ghiy” eﬁﬂcfem? |

| out thg‘o@g?fghegmbeﬁ Dr. Carol Mafﬂ 1®

;répm@ﬁcmg offsprlng» ~,‘

| <to 5uppras§ an organssm <y hlgheT

| first mjection off enzym@ 1mmednateLy
- f i [es1st Lhe aitack o he, enzym@ dQes» e

&away the VICTImS ability to réactzto* -
; 25 40 g the Eel's attack |s ”a}wayS*

. b@dmeﬂt, has given va?dable 1f«v sick--

. esamqtesrgheti the éel"mkesgs;x 10r .| :

sucjw 2s arz ear or nostxru Like the 7 |
adult it feeds thr@ugh hqulcat on«af
- the host's tlssues,ﬁtjut» b@cause of |fS
i smaﬂer size and slower ﬁfeegﬁmg ,rt
- Caﬂ exist embed‘ded in 4t@ ho»&t fOf
_some time. The digestive en«zyﬁ‘le g
LD Marcus has f@und has the ability -

i

| pain reflexes. If an animal suffegs ane gy -
“attack from a Ceti Eel of any size, f[he .

- _quiets it, rendering it powegfes«s id 7 .

- not eliminate paln it merely t;ékes

extr@meiyxpamful .
Lt Commander Pave{ @hekow 'eheL s
»on]\f known surwvor of Ceti Eel emr L.

_Oﬂ hIS

S =

ﬁ
S kin, g;;“reiegg’e%ds from Vaif)f‘as;
5 ib\é the @@rrpauﬁr@a ihey <
né‘éurai, @@@j\g glfmes,the }‘pnoduces
q “Cetl ,Eélfs are no,tj‘gamma«i*& nor even -

~ nourished by any special bodily ,sew
 cretions, like milk, but feed d1rac;ﬁ|y on

ﬁaeg/ *dD«t?‘llS‘ and atﬂwhgté stage of{éfze» ;
5 J;heya zlé’avei fhe pgﬁen‘; ] ﬁ\feen .
Wh@th@r.gg@h °’1‘Q@(:?J|§.n,g_:;ig &auﬁ@g a;tbé
i @a?gmsgéam,@ all mhkm@wﬁ Gy e
H ' Jhe &pyng&(;‘fftbnei(;e% Eélfwuil *’f@@é
. . on any *Iwmg fgarﬁ p iflit ean gain_|
e, em&rg/grﬁt&ﬁéﬁmy@g;:?@ggtﬁrgwiha
Eré@k in ihée' ﬁklﬁW@ rfaftlaﬁa"f @g@m@g -

_ the flesh of their parent. How fong ‘|
ﬁtbe y@un‘g Eel was 1map,l'ar'1ﬁeci jtkbef_* e

: auf Qausurag extreme ég@m\; Tiﬂe ’rfaw i

§ eﬁmg m?ormaﬂo
extperi‘ence,; Ba gl

émon@trem@s,c the young are no*tQ

i ffect Kha‘h soﬂgh Wy
|mtémt40nai1y |nﬂ|{}ted Cet‘i .

1 andhlscommand ﬂg%of-"f:‘ .
jﬁ@@r tlae supp,resaton of wisl .m&e j B

,camei 1m§)o§s1b;|e to Ql%b@y gSQJT‘FI-‘ : ; ,
hyprlb‘tle;qrd@ns@gw@mgw Kﬁ@m wltht -y @

éw,,aé S0 Lhter:sef {hatj @epf&sm ;Té?rae%]
. ﬁp randéd fcwxfwe n hés «aftgsed*?oe fiII e »@

February 1986



Lambs of God...

said. “They are as close to God as we
will ever get, Danny.”

The voice was like four or
five voices harmonizing. There
were words Schilling could not
understand.

“This—" Schilling stammered.
“This is what your kind believes?”

“It is not a matter of belief. It is
light. It is lovers of light who cannot
die.Itachild of the stars who cannot
go home. It is a universe you will
never understand, Danny.”

The lips stopped moving. The
body was nearly still, pulmonary
and cardiac rates next to nothing,
only the shimmering there. Schil-
ling understood then how long the
creature had been on this planet, the
centuries and centuries, cut off from
its own kind, wanting to go home—
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