
It didn’t really matter how he had come to be abandoned. A guardian had been at his side; was
there no more. Locke was the only human on the world, so far as he knew. Many other lives
were here.
Survival was simple enough. Along the broad roofless corridors, beneath lustrous golden

skies, stood tall boxes that dispensed food. Locke need only press the spongy bar on its face.
The machines asked nothing of him. When he was sleepy, he found empty rooms; as bustling as
this place was, they were plentiful. Usually it was a storeroom, mounded with arcane goods or
equipment, where he slept. His clothes were durable. His needs were the minimal needs of a
boy.
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But Locke felt fear. And wonder. Despite the traveling he had done—all his young life had been
in motion, it seemed—this world was astounding. Such lives. Such variety. So many . . . skins. The
hues, from radiant to the consumingly drab. The textures. Not to mention the feathers and scales,
the quills and fur; the fleshes which looked like wood, the ones which were as lava, bubbling and
smoking. All these lives intermingled or at least passed near each other in the busy open-air cor-
ridors, and none stopped to gawk at another. Also, they communicated when they wished—
speech, sometimes, and often the fluid jargon of universal gesture. Locke was still learning it. His
guardian (no, there was another word!) had always spoken for the two of them. Locke studied
the waves and shrugs and grimaces and other movements. As diverse as these species were, most
had facial topography, had limbs that terminated in some manner of hand.
Despite that he was managing to survive—and feeling a small glow of pride over this—he was

still afraid. No one threatened him. He wasn’t accosted. In fact, he was paid no attention at all.
But that was part of his anxiety: he didn’t matter here. Creatures walked and crawled and skit-
tered and cantered by him without acknowledgment. There was nobody to tell him where he
was going to go next, how he should behave.
Though his guardian, the man he’d been with until relatively recently, had usually just told

him to stay silent . . .
It occurred to him, in a burst of insight one day, that these lives around him assumed he was

an adult who would require no special care. Some of the figures he saw were little bigger than
he was, a few actually smaller. He glowed a bit brighter at this very adult bit of deduction.
On another day of lambent sunshine Locke wandered into someplace new. This place was

roofed, a great cobalt dome overhead; and the shadows were cool, but the scents were hot, tick-
ling his sinuses; and there were gonging sounds here, with subtler, quicker noises beneath. It
made him think of the engines on spacecraft he’d traveled. But this was nothing like any engi-
neering quarter, save that the area radiated a powerful ambience.
Something important happened here. Was still happening, was ongoing.
Locke stood on the periphery. The circular f loor beneath the dome was equally vast, and

marked by several distinct zones of activity. At the center of each was a swirl of luminescent en-
ergy, easily as big as a standard cargo module. But they were dwarfed by the most dismaying
creatures Locke had yet seen, on this or any other world.
He craned his narrow neck to look up. The beings were nothing so much as soaring vertical

slashes of color. And yet they had the limbs and heads—and even faces—so evolutionarily com-
mon throughout the Galaxy. But such giants! And so vivid, as if in outrageous bloom, the vibrant
colors, not all of which he could name, stinging Locke’s eyes.
There were a dozen of them, and they were, plainly, at their work, whatever it was. In groups

of three they stood about the coruscating whorls of energy. They held massive devices in their
massive hands, appearing to guide, to coax, to mold the amorphous balls spinning in midair.
Now and again something would happen within the bright spheres that would produce a heavy,
ponderous sound—the gongs. With each of these tollings a fresh lively color would burst inside
the revolving orbs. Locke saw a rush of scarlet, an eruption of lavender, flashing briefly over the
surfaces before settling back into a neutral pigment.
So transfixed was Locke that it took him some while to notice the lesser activities underway

beneath the cobalt dome.
Modest-sized creatures were afoot across the work area. Unlike everywhere else Locke had

seen on this world, there was no diversity among their number. They were of a kind: light blue
skin, dark flowing manes; they got about rapidly by hopping on muscular rear legs; their arms
carried loads of material.
As Locke tracked them, one broke toward him. The scratch of fast feet on the ground con-

tributed to the secondary cacophony, the sounds underpinning the great gongs from above.
He felt a f lash of fear, but the life, as it neared, proved to have a friendly face—something

some part of him knew meant nothing, really, but which comforted him nonetheless.
The creature halted, dropped an armload of translucent tubes on the ground and ran through

a swift series of gestures. Locke only caught a word here and there, not enough to make any
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sense. He tried a helpless shrug, but that was too human. Tears suddenly choked his throat. If
his guardian were still here—
The blue-skinned being spoke, a chirping sort of speech which it deliberately slowed down,

peering with eyes that were an even softer blue. In frustration Locke blurted out, “I’m sorry. I
don’t understand.”
The creature’s affable face brightened. It gestured again, but this wasn’t any universal signing;

instead was something more basic, fingers curling toward itself, encouraging him to . . . to . . .
To speak more. Locke did, spouting sentences in a giddy rush. It had been a long time since

he’d talked.
The hopper made the gesture to stop; even Locke recognized it. “I think—I have—it.” It

spoke his language, albeit in a halting rasping way. Of course, learning his speech so quickly was
an amazing feat, but he’d seen lives with incredible abilities on other worlds and in the space
lanes. “Do—you have—business here?”
He would be honest. “No. I was just watching . . .” Even in his own tongue he had no words

to describe the gigantic living slashes of color.
The hopper smiled; it had a face made to smile. “The Shipgrowers. Yes, they—are . . .” Here

language failed as well. “My name is Usskanz.”
“Locke.”
“Forgive me, Locke—but are you a—child of your species?”
He felt embarrassment. Did he appear incapable of taking care of himself ? He would set this

Usskanz straight.
But, still skewing toward honesty, he simply said, “Yes.”
Usskanz gathered the tubes he’d dropped. “Well, be careful. Don’t—get too near the Ship-

growers. They can be—careless.” With that the blue-skinned being hopped dexterously away.
*   *   *

Locke went back a few days later. After all, he had nothing else to do, and the giants—the
Shipgrowers—had seized his imagination. He beheld them again in wonder as they went about
their work.
After that he went every day to the place under the dome and stood in cool shadows and

breathed in hot smells. He had been aboard many vessels. In fact, he had probably been born
on one. But he had never heard of a ship being grown before. They must be something special
when they were done, he reasoned.
The hoppers tolerated his presence; more, they were as friendly as they appeared and invited

Locke to eat with them. Their food was hot and more elaborately prepared than what he got out
of the dispensers. The beings picked up his language as easily as Usskanz had. They sang chirp-
ing songs both before and after the meals, and Locke tried his best to match the complex tones
with his own reedy voice. He enjoyed the camaraderie.
Mealtime conversation was sometimes about the war. The coming war, as if it were some-

thing preordained. Locke didn’t fully understand. His guardian had known of this war as well.
The “business” he did had something to do with it. He’d always been seeking some kind of prof-
it.
The Shipgrowers used tools, but it was obvious they weren’t simply assembling the ships in a

mechanical fashion. Something organic seemed involved in the process. The intermittent gong
sounds now had a richer resonance, almost like the first attempts at speech.
Locke remained enthralled. He could spend the rest of his life watching what the giants did.

But, as Usskanz had warned, they were occasionally careless.
The f irst time he saw one of the Shipgrowers drop a tool, he jumped back wildly. Even

though he was safely at the edge of the dome’s shadow, both the force of the impact and the
fact that such a fantastical being could be so clumsy terrified him. Hoppers had scattered just
ahead of the ground-shaking jolt, but none were injured.
With the next accident he witnessed, not all the blue-skinned helpers were so lucky.
One of the Shipgrowers stumbled. This happened when one of the spinning balls of matter

and energy flared with a sudden darkness, a jagged gash of night. At the same instant it emitted



a shrill screech that reverberated off the cobalt dome.
The giant closest to it lurched backward. It was like a tower swaying precariously. Locke had

just eaten with his hopping comrades. He was, as always, at a safe distance. But the helpers had
to work somewhat in proximity with the Shipgrowers. They recalibrated and repaired the enor-
mous tools, as well as performing a myriad of other functions Locke couldn’t guess at.
He looked desperately away just before the great foot came down, but he still heard the

crunch of bones. It was an awful sound.
When he gathered for the next meal, he could eat nothing. The prefacing song was a set of

appropriately mournful chirps. He asked what was to be done about the accident.
“It’s done,” one of the hoppers said. They all spoke his tongue now without hitch.
“But if it happens again—” Locke started, deeply upset.
“It will. Or something like it.” This was Usskanz. “It’s the price for growing ships.”
Locke was exasperated. Were these ships worth it? He hadn’t yet even seen a finished prod-

uct. But he couldn’t convey his dismay; or his friends, for all their facility with his language,
couldn’t understand his objections. They, evidently, were committed to their part in the ship-
growing procedure.
They sang again—the song already more upbeat—then scattered back to their labors. All but

one. This was an older hopper, with striations of mauve across her still-taut flesh. She was a she,
unlike Usskanz. Locke had learned to recognize the openly displayed genitalia. The elder was
Vuzbiss.
“Tell me, young Locke, how did you come to be alone on this world?”
“It doesn’t really matter.” It was his standard reply.
“I think perhaps it does.” Vuzbiss’ eyes were darker and more penetrating than her fellows’.
Locke was still unnerved by the fatality he’d—nearly—witnessed. He blurted, “There was a

guardian—”
“Guardian?”
His throat was tight again. “My . . . father.” Yes. That was the word. After that he told the elder

everything he could remember. That he had been a burden. That his father, a sullen man always
trying to make some “deal,” had reached the limit of his patience. The remembering was cathar-
tic. Locke hadn’t known—hadn’t had the emotional sophistication to comprehend—how bitter
he was over his abandonment. It was a justified resentment, Vuzbiss somehow said without ac-
tually saying it. At the end of their conversation, Locke felt drained; but also oddly rejuvenated.

*   *   *
Days later he came as usual to watch the proceedings and listen to the gongs as they grew

stronger. Another tool had been dropped before he’d arrived at the dome, but no injury had oc-
curred. The wreckage was still being collected.
Something metallic and as golden as the skies above had bounced a fair distance from where

the tool had fallen. Locke gazed at the object with an unexpected covetousness. He had no pos-
sessions, only his clothing.
On impulse, with his heart suddenly speeding, he raced partway out onto the work f loor,

snatched up the article, and dashed back to the safety of the periphery. The thing in his hands
was solid but not heavy, the texture smooth and its shape somehow pleasing.
It was some broken off part of one of the great tools. There was a pen where Usskanz’s peo-

ple took debris. It was on the opposite side of the domed area. His keepsake, had he not
snatched it, would only have ended up there.
As he eagerly handled the thing, it abruptly woke. The tone it emitted startled him, but he

didn’t drop his new treasure. The note had a quality of . . . music.
The sound slowly faded. He anxiously tried to repeat it. After much fondling and fumbling,

his fingers found again the key point and brought forth the sweet pure tone. He savored it, find-
ing it grew richer the longer he listened.
He found other wonders as he continued to handle his prize. If he touched the metal thing in

different places, it produced more sounds. The notes varied, but each was as sumptuous as the
first he’d coaxed from the object. He explored the array.
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So rapt was he that he forgot to eat. Later, Usskanz hopped over to see if anything was wrong.
“Far from it,” Locke told him, grinning. He then demonstrated the assortment of tones he could
generate. He had started combining them, following instincts he’d never been aware of to pro-
duce an ever more intricate clamor.
Usskanz smiled—a little indulgently, it seemed. “That’s just a regulating module. And out of

sequence at that.”
“Can I keep it?” He clutched it to his scrawny chest.
“Of course.”
Locke didn’t care that his trophy was just a piece of scrap. He was enthralled by it and stayed

up half the night playing with it in the storeroom where he had bedded down. His fixation even
threatened to eclipse his wonderment over the Shipgrowers, but the following day he went du-
tifully to the dome.
The giants were at work. But today things were different. Locke, gazing upward, saw that two

of the spinning balls of light had grown. While the third—the one whose flash of darkness had
caused a Shipgrower to stumble with such tragic consequences—had, if anything, shrunk.
For the first time that day Locke left off playing his instrument to watch as each of the other

Shipgrowers came to examine the ship that had failed to f lourish. He sensed their consterna-
tion. Either something unexpected had happened, or else this was another unavoidable calami-
ty inherent to ship-growing.
The hoppers too were troubled at mealtime. The two healthy ships emitted robust gonging

sounds now, while the other—the runt—could only screech at irregular intervals. It had shrunk
to the size of a small cargo container or a one-person flyer.
“What’s going to happen to it?” Locke asked; but no one would answer.
The Shipgrowers kept at it for several more days, lavishing attention on the stunted ship. All

three were actually starting to look like ships now. They were less amorphous; their colors were
solidifying; they spun slower, as if they had taken on mass.
But the twelve giants apparently couldn’t save the little ship. Or they couldn’t bring it to the

necessary full bloom. Locke watched them give up. He was better at gestural speech, better at
reading the body language of even these titans.
When they took the underdeveloped ship to the debris pen, Locke played mournful notes on

his instrument, only half aware of what he was doing. His throat had gone tight.
*   *   *

The remaining two ships continued to grow and prosper. They had ceased to spin in midair
and now bobbed occasionally, emitting gongs. Their surfaces were lovely, textured, in a multi-
tude of bright hues.
These were ships, yes, like the mechanical vessels Locke had traveled in. But they were lives

as well, and the Shipgrowers had birthed them. They would fly on their own soon, so the hop-
pers—in a growing convulsion of anticipation—told him.
“But what are they for?” he asked.
Usskanz looked up from his meal. Today they were all eating white fleshy leaves steaming in

a thick tart sauce. “They are . . . prestige.” He tried to explain further, but the language seemed
to fail him. Locke strained to understand.
Vuzbiss intervened. “The Shipgrowers’ ships are highly valued. The ships sing. Personages of

power will try to make a bond with a ship, thereby elevating their own statuses even further.
The artistry that goes into growing a ship is respected throughout the five Mights. Throughout
the Galaxy.”
Locke brooded on this. But his thoughts returned again and again to the debris pen on the far

side of the dome.
*   *   *

He practiced his instrument, discovering how to weave the sounds into a veritable aural ta-
pestry. It was all instinctive. No one guided his decisions, his direction. He was too shy to play
for his blue-skinned friends.
The two surviving ships began to string together their respective resonant gongs. The echoes
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were full, lush . . . yet they seemed monotonous to Locke. The hoppers, however, were notice-
ably moved by the sounds, pausing sometimes in their work to soak in the reverberations.
But Locke had more on his mind than music. One day he didn’t take his accustomed place for

observing but instead walked the outer circle beneath the dome. He went all the way around to
the far side. The Shipgrowers paid him no heed; they never did.
The pen was an appropriately dismal place. Junk was piled inside willy-nilly. Damaged tools,

depleted components; nothing that would be used again.
The stunted ship was there too of course. It rested atop a heap of rubble. Locke gazed at the

quiescent thing. Smaller than its erstwhile fellows, it was still imposing to him. He had his gold-
en instrument with him; he always did. Idly, at f irst, he played the tones. Something in him
wanted to communicate his strange sadness over the doomed ship. Instinctual notes spilled
from the device.
A low grating sound emanated from somewhere nearby. He paused, then resumed his lament

when he heard nothing further.
But it happened again, and at the same moment the surface of the discarded ship came to life.

Light washed over it, a confusion of colors. Then a slash of darkness followed. This didn’t shock
Locke, as it had that Shipgrower; he saw the dark as just another hue.
Delight rushed through him. He had thought the ship dead, but it was apparently only dor-

mant; and now awake, making light, making sound. Chaotic light maybe, harsh subvocalized
screeches instead of the stately gongs of a healthy ship perhaps, but the sights and sounds were
thrilling.
The ship began to bob up and down, the initial jerky movements Locke had seen from the

two developed ships several days ago. He jumped up and down as well, outside the flimsy fence
of the pen. He had no doubt the little ship was responding to him and wanted to do everything
to encourage it. He played more tones for it.
Eventually the day grew long. He had neglected to eat again, but this time Usskanz was ap-

parently too busy to come check on him. Activity under the dome was at a near-frenzy. Locke
was yawning so furiously he couldn’t concentrate on his note-making any longer.
He told the small ship he would be back tomorrow, then repeated the message in gesture.

*   *   *
Locke couldn’t leave the ship in the pen, with all that garbage. The ship-growing bustle was at

a peak. The two “adult” ships could flit about at will now, under the still careful supervision of
the Shipgrowers, of course. Gonging sounds resounded boldly. The two ships had stable, splen-
did surfaces.
The smaller ship reacted immediately to Locke’s presence. It bobbed energetically. It sang

back the tones he played for it on his out of sequence regulating module.
He went to consult with the hoppers, who were performing all sorts of final tasks. The great

undertaking beneath the cobalt dome, which Locke had watched with such interest, was plain-
ly coming to an end. The two successful ships would leave here soon to go meet their destinies.
Locke confronted Vuzbiss, the elder hopper.
“Youngling, I don’t have time—”
But Locke was firm. “Where can I take the ship? Where will it be safe?”
“It’s a cripple. If you leave it where it is, it will peacefully expire.”
It made tears want to come, but Locke chose anger instead. “I won’t leave it!”
Vuzbiss looked resigned, tossing her dark mane. “Very well. There’s an old quarter of the

city. . . .” She gave detail, and Locke turned to go. A hand caught his arm. “Remember that war
comes. What we’ve done here”—she indicated the two ships flitting robustly overhead—“may
mean nothing. This war might consume . . . everything.”
It was a dismaying final bit of information. Why would there be a war that would consume

everything? How, then, could people like Locke’s former guardian—father—profit from it? It
was too big a problem to figure out. He concentrated on the task ahead.
No one stopped him when he entered the debris pen, rooted around until he found a length

of frayed cable light enough for him to handle, and attached it to the underside of the little ship.
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It made a soft interrogative screech, and he explained that it need only get itself slightly aloft.
He would tow it. He tucked his music-making instrument into his belt and took up the cable.
He didn’t know if there were a literal understanding between them, if it could grasp anything

he spoke or gestured, but the ship seemed to trust him. It dutifully levitated itself, and Locke
tugged it out of the pen. He had to dig his feet in and haul on the cable with muscle he didn’t re-
ally have, but once in motion, the ship moved with a manageable ease.
He would have liked to say goodbye to his hopper friends, but they were still busy. He gave

the giants a last look, then the two developed ships from the litter. It was curious that their
songs and colorings failed to move him as he suspected he was supposed to be moved. They
were magnificent—objectively, anyway. But they seemed to lack spirit, grit, heart . . . whatever
it was.
Or maybe Locke was just a forsaken human boy who didn’t know any better. But he definite-

ly preferred his ship.
*   *   *

The “old quarter” was nearly empty and in a moldering state. But there were still a few func-
tional food dispensers along the unroofed corridors—no, streets. They were called streets, and
this was part of the greater city where he’d been abandoned.
He towed his ship along a street until they reached a place with a partly caved in roof. He told

the ship it could settle on the floor, and after a moment it did. Its surface roiled with chaotic col-
ors and darkness, but he fancied it was happier here than in the debris pen.
He’d paid attention when the hoppers spoke about the Shipgrowers’ creations. He knew that

they were spun out of a peculiar energy; that the developed ones could sustain themselves nu-
tritionally; that they would generate an internal atmosphere and be able to carry passengers,
even out into the black, just like a mechanical vessel.
But Locke didn’t know what rules applied to a stunted ship.
Having secured food for himself, he sat with the ship and played his instrument. Soon it emit-

ted at f irst matching tones, then notes which were like counterpoints to his. There were all
sorts of musics throughout the Galaxy; thousands of different lives, thousands of cultures; hu-
mans were a vanishingly small minority, only relatively newly arrived, junior members in the Co-
operation, that great galactic sociopolitical entity that encompassed the five Mights and every
other space-faring race.
And yet somehow war was supposed to envelop it all.
Locke knew little about human culture, and almost nothing about music. But he was sure that

was what he and the small ship were making: music.
The old quarter was not empty, but its meager inhabitants were skittish. Nonetheless, ragged

beings began to appear, drawn by the sounds. A handful observed at a distance. Locke meant
only to play for his ship. He was self-conscious about the others silently watching. But the ship
was plainly engaged by these musical efforts, colors flashing across its seemingly metallic sur-
face; so Locke continued to coax sounds from his improvised instrument.
Now that he had someone other than himself to worry about, he felt little fear. He paid care-

ful attention to the ship. It grew no bigger, but it exuded an increasing vitality. In the days that
followed he towed it about the streets, encouraging it to move on its own. It did so, making flail-
ing efforts to flit about as its healthy siblings had done.
The ship would now initiate their music-making sessions, starting off with muted screechings

that contained more and more subtleties, it seemed. Locke was absorbed by the sounds and in-
spired to produce richer tones of his own. When they combined their noises, the din was some-
thing glorious.
They drew more followers. Those who dwelled in the old quarter appeared to be outsiders,

the marginalized. Eventually they approached Locke and commended him and his ship.
Shyly he responded. It was as before: no one appeared to know he was a child.
“You must be a master! I have never seen an instrument like you play. And your accompani-

ment. This ship! Such sounds, unlike anything. You must have had it grown to your specifica-
tions—”
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And so on. Locke understood much of what was said to him, including: “Have you come here
to hide from your fame? Are you working on a masterpiece and wish solitude? We are privileged
to hear—”
It was a heady experience, the strangest of his life. He kept his replies vague while still ex-

pressing his gratitude. He’d never thought anyone else would like the music he and the ship
made.
But his audiences—for that was what they came to be—were also preoccupied with the war,

which, according to their measures, was just as imminent as the hoppers had believed it to be.
And set to be just as all-consuming.
“Not just a war of this world. But of a ll the worlds. The f ive Mights, at one another’s

throats . . .” It was a being with a crystalline carapace and translucent skin beneath who
spoke. Locke and the ship had just f inished an elaborate composition. They played regularly
now in an open square, where tufts of fragrant scarlet grass grew rampant among the crum-
bled stone.
The doomsaying was as frustrating as before. Locke asked, with some exasperation, “But

why? What’s to be gained by such a war?”
The being’s glossy internal organs trembled beneath its skin. “Gained?” As if the idea were lu-

dicrous. “The signs have all come! The four signs. Redmarch—”
Others came then who wanted to congratulate Locke. Word had gotten around the city prop-

er, and people came to the old quarter now just to hear him and the ship. Somehow, a certain
fame had come to him. He didn’t know what to do with it.

*   *   *
The cable was no longer necessary, and Locke detached it. The ship’s ability to hover, to as-

cend, to maneuver, improved every day.
There still wasn’t direct communication between them—Locke doubted there ever would

be—but the ship had moods and wants, and he sensed them deftly. This must be the bond
Vuzbiss had once mentioned. The ship evidently didn’t need to feed, but its desire to play music
was very real. The two of them enriched each other, in part, Locke suspected, because no one
was there to expla in their art to them, to tell them how sounds should be ordered and present-
ed.
Their audiences listened and appreciated and cheered them. Impresarios came to watch; con-

tracts were offered. Locke, not really grasping any of it, politely deferred any decisions. It was
quite an exhilarating state of affairs for a child abandoned and a runt ship left on a garbage heap
by the vaunted Shipgrowers.
In fact, they did quite well, until the war finally arrived.
It happened while Locke was resting. The ship didn’t need sleep, but it stayed by his side

whenever he slumbered. He’d eaten a big meal, prepared especially for him. There were those
who wanted him to return to the city’s grander precincts, to play for larger crowds. These same
persons were horrified that he ate out of public food dispensers and slept in abandoned build-
ings.
Locke grew aware of the whistling wind. That was how the war came, for him. Wind and a

chill. Still mostly asleep, he waited for his clothing to thermally adjust. People had tried to give
him new clothes, but he’d refused.
A good deal of grit and dust coated the ground of the old quarter. It became suddenly air-

borne, whirling wildly, as the keen of the wind shrieked in Locke’s ears. The cold increased as
well, and he shivered where he lay. He reached out for the nearby ship, reassured to feel its met-
al-like solidity beneath his hands, blinded as he was by the swirling dirt.
Around them the dilapidated structures groaned. He heard something collapse in the chaos.

He huddled closer to the ship, throwing his arms around it, as if he could protect something so
much larger than him.
Thus they clung together as the storm blew and blew and finally passed. Locke’s ears rang;

his flesh tingled. He rubbed at his eyes and staggered outside. The golden skies were gone. A
colorless miasma hung above now.
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The ship hovered behind him. After a time others who inhabited the old quarter emerged,
babbling with fear and speculation. A consensus swiftly materialized that this world had been
dealt “a glancing blow.” Had the assault been more assertive, nothing would be standing.
Locke started to ask who had attacked; but then didn’t bother. The war. Redmarch. He didn’t

even know which of the Mights had dominion over this planet.
He wandered off with his ship. It made a soft growling sound. He turned and saw, with some

wonder, that a section was opening on its surface. Air breathed out at him, warm comforting
air. He peered inside. The confines were spongy-looking and snug. There was room enough for
him.
The ship had developed, after all. It could carry him, even up off the world’s surface, into the

black, taking him anywhere he wanted to go—or just away from this semi-ruin.
Locke stood a moment. This was a very adult decision for the two of them to make.
He took the regulating module from his belt and pressed two gentle notes. After a brief hesi-

tation, the ship answered. They played on for a few moments, until he was sure the ship under-
stood his proposal. They might not be able to speak directly, but they could communicate,
nonetheless.
Locke climbed inside the ship.
It closed itself up.
They rose. And went to the greater part of the city, where there was chaos and panic and

even injury. And Locke played his instrument, and the ship broadcast his sounds and added its
own, and their music rained down softly, a song of succor and hope, on the many, varied up-
turned faces.
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