
SMARG WARS

JM Hauser

1.

     Yeah, I admit it; I’ve tried smarg, maybe a few times.  It’s not that bad, considering.  
After processing it tastes like mint julep, unless you prefer chocolate swirl, or 
strawberry, or even that unrefined oil glaze the Munians use in the Rim.  ‘Course, they 
put that scuz on everything.  Me, I’m a plain mint man myself, but when it comes to 
smarg, it’s not the flavor that gets you in trouble.  And—damn— I had more trouble than 
I ever thought I would.

***
     Brikbrac set the thrusters at half impulse and guided us through the upper atmosphere 
of Primus Four.  The clouds thinned to reveal the blackness of space beyond and six 
CorSys embargo Battlecruisers encircling the planet.
     “This will not work,” moaned Brikbrac, his voice deep and languid like an ancient 
Terran soprano.  Triple eyestalks swiveled and blinked, waiting for confirmation.
     “Don’t get blue yet,” I said. My Foobian friend needed constant support.  “We do 
what G’weejo wants and then stick to our own plan.  You want a new career?  You 
wouldn’t look good behind a desk, Brik.”
    “Nor shock bars, Si.  Nor would you, for that matter.”
    “Snaz it.  This will work and we’re gonna get out of here.  Just stay green, keep your 
stalks up and that relay transponder nice and normal.  We want them to know we’re not 
jetting past.”
     “Huh.”  Brik tweaked the controls settled back into the cushioned chair.  “We’re about
to die.”
    Sadly, Brik was right.  The plethora of ships rushing offworld looked like rats fleeing a
sinking ship.  Hundreds of transports, cargo-haulers, combat dirges and planet skimmers 
dotted the skies while efficient CorSys shock troops invaded the production facilities 
below.  Anybody trying to sneak past the battle Cruisers without docking and registering 
would receive a hull-full of plasma.  It was enough to make me reconsider moving 
contraband, and I recalled how this had all started…
   

2.

   A Standard Year ago planeteers discovered a weird lifeform on Primus Four, dubbed 
them smargmas, and that would have been the end of the matter if not for some brain-
damaged alien sticking his nose—and fingers—somewhere they didn’t belong.
     A human would never have approached a gastropod and tasted its excrement, but for 
some species in this wide universe, that’s normal.  So a Xexun, our friend G’weejo, 
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sampled smargma byproduct and found out that of all things, it tasted good. Actually, 
better than good. Real good.
     Soon this entrepreneur decided he had an intergalactic market in the making— a 
planet full of brainless, docile snails that oozed an endless supply of chemically complex,
palatably pleasing, and commercially viable crap.  Only a Xexun would think to turn 
snail-skuz into dessert.

         The problem was that smarg, as much as the makers denied it, was absolutely, 
irrefutably addictive.  In a bad way.

     The worst smarg junkies suddenly found themselves consuming whole vats of the 
stuff.  They would quit their jobs, snik their families, refuse to get out of bed, just sit back
and click the vidshopper and wait for another shipment, spoon quivering in their fat 
fingers.  I suppose from my associates’ perspective it was a dream come true, until the 
truth emerged and citizens sector-wide snazzed over smarg.  But over eighty percent of 
the settled sectors couldn’t stop eating it.  Such is the power of smarg.
    That’s where CorSys stepped in.  I quit the stuff myself, unlike poor Brikbrac.  But the 
demand and money was too good, thus explaining the five hundred kilos of smarg and 
two live specimens oozing their lives away under the aft deck.  

Yeah, I was in a heap of trouble, but it got worse.  Here’s what went down…

3.

     Brikbrac acknowledged the communicator.  Only one person would dare transmit on 
the private channel, sub-relayed and coded to avoid CorSys descramblers.  Brikbrac 
sighed and rubbed his wide chin, eyes watching me.  I nodded.
     “Go ahead.  Patch him through.”  
    Brik flipped the decoder switch.  The vidscreen warbled with jagged colors, blinked, 
and coalesced into a familiar face.
    “What’s your status?” growled G’weejo.  The big Xexun had two heads, one for his 
thinking and talking, the other purely for eating and drinking.  He only got them confused
when drunk. Both heads sported grayish skin and green eyes, but the smarter one with 
increased brain space, whereas the other had a larger mouth and wider nostrils.  The 
dumb head always seemed to be half-asleep except when food was near, then it would 
perk up like a starving wugwut.
     “We’re approaching the first Cruiser,” I said.  “We’ve got docking clearance and 
lining up.  ETA fifteen minutes.”
     “Did you double-check the shielding?  If they scan you and find more than two 
lifeforms . . . ”
     “Don’t worry,” said Brikbrac calmly, his deep voice a welcome reassurance.  “We’ll 
be in, out, and on our way to the rendezvous in three blinks.”
     G’weejo grunted.  His stupid head swiveled, eyeing an airborne insect.  “You better be
right.”  He smiled, but it was not born of camaraderie. I’ve never known a Xexun to smile
at anything but profit margin.  “Just to make sure you show up where you say you will, 
I’ve programmed the ship’s servodroid with a little present, in case you decide to scoot 



JM Hauser                                                                                                                        SMARG!  - 3

for the Rim without telling me first.”  G’weejo glared at us through the vidscreen, eyes 
narrowed to jade slivers.  “If you take off, it’ll detonate.  I hate to lose the cargo, but I 
don’t want you linking it to me, either. Plus, I don’t like traitors, and I don’t like liars.  
Sorry, Hebleck, that’s just how cookies crumble.”
     My heart crawled into my stomach as he spoke.  The damned Xexun had already 
second-guessed our plan!  “What the hell do you mean, detonate?  Wh—what have I 
done to make you not trust me?  I thought we were partners!”
     “Hah!”  G’weejo chortled and put his hands behind his heads.  “What have you done? 
Don’t you know, Mr. Simon?  I don’t trust partners.  Call it something I learned over the 
past couple hundred cycles.”  His face fell, hairless brow dipping into a scowl.  “I’ll be 
watching boys.  You better be at the jumpgate.  Make me wait more than half a skig—” 
G’weejo drew a thumb across his neck.  The other head snapped at the bug with a 
prehensile tongue and swallowed it.  “—then I’ll just have to consider this whole venture 
an unfortunate loss.  You green?”
     I prepared a slew of obscenities, but G’weejo cut the transfer and the vidscreen 
blanked.
    “I’m going to kill him,” I muttered.  “I’m going to kill that two-headed, backstabbing, 
sciv-brained, smarg-slopping son of a two dog bastard bi—”
    “Hey!” cried Brikbrac.  “What about the droid?”  Brik’s green skin had darkened 
several shades and he twitched with post-smarg discomfort.
    The droid.  
   All cargo ships came with a servodroid to aid maintenance and troubleshooting.  I leapt 
up and slapped the access panel, Brikbrac right on my heels after punching the ship onto 
autopilot. 
     The Sunskimmer was a large cargo hauler.  Cramped hallways on the inside allowed 
for more payload space.  I dashed down P-03, intermittent hololights sparking alive from 
my body temperature.  Brikbrac padded behind me, wheezing and grumbling under his 
breath.  I didn’t know who was more angry—me for not anticipating G’weejo’s 
treachery, or Brikbrac for allowing me to talk him into the scam.  
     I reached the engine room, waved a hand over the panel, and the door yawned open.  
The glow from the smartdrive suffused the room with a blue haze.  As suspected, the 
servodroid was plugged into the powergrid.  Dubbed Maxwell by someone years past, the
droid had its name spray painted in black stencil on the exoskeleton.  A vaguely human 
skull-like head swiveled to look at us, telescopic eyes refocusing with a series of click-
click-clicks and hydraulic hissing.
     “Greetings.” It’s voice was condescending, even if robotic.  “You’ve come to 
reacquaint.  I am servodroid X Four dash One-One dash Five Four, at your disposal.  
How may I be of assist—”
     “Hang it! What’s your Prime, droid?”
    The thing cocked its head, retrieving data from memory cache.  “I have several 
Directives, Commander Hebleck.  I am to assist in all aspects of ship maintenance.  
Secondly, I to support any navigation through the Core Systems and beyond.  Thirdly,” 
and then it oddly paused, cybernetic neurodes flickering with a zillion calculations per 
second, “I am progammed to detonate this ship if you contradict the orders of Lord 
G’weejo the Great, Conqueror of Primus Four, King of Smarg and the Soon-To-Be 
Supreme Master Chieftain of the United Anti-CorSys Confederacy.”  It paused again, 
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retractable limbs spilling out of its titanium torso and crossing over its chest.  “Are there 
any questions?”
     I heard Brikbrac groan.  
     “We’re fragged,” he said. Sadly, he was right again.

4.

    The conversation returning to the bridge was not a pleasant one.
     “Why in Shmangee’s name did I listen to you?”  One eye twitched with aggravation 
and the other two burned holes through me.  “Did we really think we could steal this 
shipment from G’weejo and make it past the embargo?  No way!  Noooo way!  Now here
we are, two minutes from docktime with a hidden load of illegal narcotics, an explosive 
servodroid, and a vindictive Xexun watching every move!  I blame YOU, Hebleck!  
YOU!”
     I flinched, but held ground.  I still had room to maneuver.  “Hey!  No one made you 
listen to me!  That was your own doing.  How was I to know that G’weejo wouldn’t trust 
us?  I—I thought we were tight, as green as two cons can get!  Four-eyed bastard must 
know me better than I thought.”  I ignored Brik’s repulsion at my reference to multiple 
eyes and plunked in the chair, hand to chin, mulling the situation.
     
     A million marks of hidden smarg was sure to skyjack the Blarket.  We’d be filthy rich.
G’weejo had thrown the whole plan together as soon as we learned that CorSys was 
slamming the hammer down on our operation.  Sudden as it was, I had to give G’weejo 
credit for the backup arrangements.  He even rigged a device to keep the finicky creatures
alive until we could replicate their environment.  G’weejo even had had the foresight to 
let two of his gullible employees face all the jeopardy, while he took the safer route. 

     Pinging klaxons warned of an encroaching CorSys Battlecruiser.  The thing filled the 
aft window like a mammoth whale, bristling with plasma cannons, deep space antennae, 
docking ports and environmental force field generators.  After G’weejo’s revelation, I 
had forgotten that the hard part was still to come—getting past the blockade.
     The comlink warbled and Brikbrac wearily punched it on.  “Sunskimmer” intoned an 
eloquent female voice,  “— you are cleared for docking at Bay A-5.  Please leave all 
weapons on board and prepare for immediate search and seizure.  Do not offer 
resistance.  Thank you for your cooperation and have a nice cycle.”

     “This can’t be good,” said Brikbrac.  “Si, I apologize for yelling at you.  You’re right, 
this is as much my fault as yours.  I guess we’re just stupid. Aye, stupid, stupid, stupid.”
     I rolled my eyes.  “Since when do greed and stupidity have anything to do with each 
other?”
     Brikbrac snorted and blinked.  “Well, let’s see—how long have criminals been 
incarcerated for illegal activities?  Like we Foobian’s say, it’s time to snazzle the yanka, 
Simon.”
     CorSys tractor beams engaged and pulled us into the docking bay.  A slight jolt 
passing through the space-field, and we were closing toward the metallic sheen of the 
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docking bay’s floor, aflutter with armed CorSys Regulators and security droids.  I took a 
breath and exhaled, trying to quell the nausea in my stomach.  I looked at Brikbrac.
     “All right,” I said,  “let’s do this.”

     
5.

Upon opening the hatch, a squad of six CorSys Regulators in ebony battlearmor 
greeted us without even a hello.”

One goon wrangled an Arkronish bloodhound, all nose and dripping brown snot 
that pressed itself into my crotch, trying to sniff out any traces of smarg.  Yeah, right—
like I would hide it there.

“Shipping license and data recorder,” barked the guard, his voice metallic through
the opaque faceplate.  “State your name, business and destination.”

 “Reese Winebruck,” I lied, falling on an alias.  I had evidence to back up the 
nomenclature, in case they started digging.  

“We’re spice merchants with a shipment of culinary enhancements.  Toppings for 
smarg. You know, nuts and sprinkles and snaz like that.  Man, you CorSys guys are 
gonna dent my pocketbook.”  I tried to smile. I don’t think he cared.

“Are you carrying illegal substances?  Are you affiliated with any known smarg 
dealers or have any information leading to their arrest?”  The bloodhound switched from 
my crotch to my rear, snuffling, snorting, and leaving a patch of stickiness on my 
jumpsuit.

“I don’t know any more than you do.  Sure, I had contacts on Primus.  It’s all 
noted in my dock certificates and invoicing.  Have at it.”

“Yes, have at it,” agreed Brikbrac, nodding and blinking.  The Foobian didn’t lie 
very well. I hoped he shut up before he got us cranked.  

The hound moved to Brikbrac and investigated his crotch as carefully as mine.  
We had taken care to remove any smarg-scent before departure.  We had vacuum sealed 
the stash and flushed the residual snaz out of Brik’s system, even gave him an injection 
of quellnol to suppress the tics.  

The Arkronish hound, unable to find the stink of contraband, sat on its haunches 
and whimpered.

“Proceed to waiting area 5-B while we conduct a search of your ship.  Show your 
Transport ID’s to the supervising Star Marshall.  Do not leave the area.  Do not access 
other parts of this Cruiser.  You will be allowed to leave once the investigation is 
concluded.  If contraband is found then your vessel will become property of CorSys and 
you will be under immediate arrest.  Do you understand?”

I nodded, smiling.  “Yes, sir.  Absolutely. Crystal green.  Enjoy your search, we’ll
be waiting over here.  Or there. Wherever. Come on, Brik.”  I grabbed his arm and we 
scuttled away from the Sunskimmer and CorSys goonguards.

The loading dock was full of vessels undergoing impromptu searches.  Regulators
swarmed everywhere with detectors and stun guns.  They didn’t have too hard a time of 
it.

One unfortunate Trillian was pulled from the cockpit of his Skyblazer, only he 
didn’t fit through the hatch—smarg gut.  Regulators plucked him kicking and screaming 
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from the ship, even as he tried to swallow the last of the evidence.  It looked like Cherry 
Surprise, but I wasn’t sure.  

That was the thing about smarg.  Not everyone succumbed to the same level of 
addiction, but those that did found the treat more than they could resist and did anything 
to get more.  I suspected that half the ships contained a smidgen of smarg, but doubted 
any carried as much as we did.  The chills in my gut intensified.  Doing time on a dead 
comet was the last thing I needed.

Huffing to the 5-B interrogation/waiting room, I leaned over and whispered, “You
still green, Brik?” 

The Foobian swallowed and nodded, three eyes blinking in a staccato flutter.  
“Yeah, yeah, green.  But this tension is bad, Si.  I—I think I’m getting shakes.  I need 
some, Simon.  I need it bad. Just a bite.”

“Breathe slow,” I whispered back.  “We’ll crank you with more quellnol as soon 
as—”

“Shugger that!” He lowered his voice, eyes darting.  “I want the real thing!”
I groaned and draped an arm around Brik’s shoulders.  If they found the secret 

subcompartments aboard the Sunskimmer, Brik would have all the time in the world to 
break the habit.

Detention Room 5-B glowed with luminous lettering above the door.  There was 
already a line of aliens at the various cubicles, waiting to have their Transport ID’s and 
Personnel Badges swiped for classification.  Our own badges would link us to the 
Sunskimmer, and for all I knew they already had digital scans of our faces and vessel so 
there wouldn’t be any confusion. 

We found ourselves in a large reception area, decorated by cool halolights and 
cheap sofas filled with Primus Four junkies. Well, I’m sure they weren’t all junkies, but I
recognized a few from the smargbars, many with the ample gut and nervous twitch.  We 
stepped closer to the interrogation booth, and saw the Star Marshall waiting to greet us.  

She was an older woman with a bun of graying hair looped around her head in a 
style long out of fashion.  Lips that might have been sensual in youth were pressed into a 
hard grimace.  In fact, her entire expression looked hard, as if she was good at her job and
knew it, or maybe she was sick of cataloguing losers and civilians from Primus Four. 
Nevertheless, I could not help but initiate a conversion on the personable side.

  “Hi, there,” I said, smiling and handing over my Transport ID.  “The name’s 
Reese.  Reese Winebruck, at your service.  I’m a Space Merchant from Roltunus Three 
on business here at Primus.  Not the whole smarg business, heh, of course, but—”

“Shut your flaphole.”  She pulled the ID badge out of my hand and ran it through 
the scanner.  A 3-D hologram of my face rotated on the viewpanel.  I had to admit, even 
when digitally grainy I looked pretty good.

“Reese Winebruck,” she said, reading off the datascreen.  “Human, age twenty-
eight standard years, weight eighty-five kilos.  You’ve been employed with the Merchant 
Guild for four—no, make that five period cycles.  You pilot the Sunskimmer, a one 
hundred and fifty meter deep space transport hauler with a twin Smartdrive power 
modulator.  Your cargo is a thousand kilograms of various spices and additives ranging 
from calypso dust to Mercurian nutmeg.”

I nodded throughout her spiel, smiling, and bobbing on my heels.  “Yep, yep, 
that’s right, the best that money can buy.”
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She didn’t seem impressed with the inventory and stabbed her fingers on the 
keyboard. I leaned over, trying to see what she was typing.

“Stand behind the red line, sir.  Don’t make me tell you again.”  I nodded and 
shuffled away, figuring it wasn’t the best time to chum-up with a CorSys bully.

She looked at Brikbrac and extended her hand.  “ID, please.”
Brikbrac sniffed and gave her the badge.  My Foobian copilot looked a little 

greasy behind the ears.  His eyestalks quivered when the Star Marshall addressed him, 
and he blinked in sporadic patterns.  I saw sweat building on his brow and trickling down 
his pale green skin, collecting in a gelatinous raindrop at the back of his neck.  Nah, that 
didn’t look suspicious at all.

Star Marshall Livicus, judging from the name above her left breast pocket, took 
Brik’s badge and slid it through the scanner.  A slightly younger Brik blurred to life on 
the viewpanel, rotating three hundred and sixty degrees.

“Brikbrac Mon Lom Tablusun,” she said, reading off the screen.  “Foobian, age 
one hundred and two standard years, weight ninety-five kilos . . .” she glanced up at 
Brik’s midsection and dropped her gaze back to the viewer.  Brik had put on some weight
since finding a new friend in smarg, but far from being conspicuous.  “Co-pilot and 
fellow Union Merchant.”  She looked up, her expression unreadable.  “What’s your 
destination, Foobian?”

Brikbrac swallowed and cleared his throat.  “Heading back to Roltunus,” he said 
in his rich voice, but I could hear it fraying around the edges.  “We have business to 
maintain, regardless of what happens here.”

“And just what is happening here?” she asked, tapping his ID badge on the 
console.  That wasn’t the kind of question I expected and shot him a glance.  He 
stammered, surprised as well.

“I—uh . . . this is . . . uh . . . you know . . . taking care of a very . . . um . . . serious
and potentially dangerous situation.  Smarg is a . . . uh . . . drug, it’s addictive, and 
anybody in this port could be trying to . . . uh . . . you know . . . sneak it . . .by.”  The 
sweat beads grew more prevalent, forming a habitat on Brik’s nose and plunging off to 
moisten his jumpsuit.

“That’s right, Foobian.  It’s an unsanctioned drug from an unregulated lifeform on
a backwater planet in a low-income Sector.  I know you were asked this before, but do 
you have any dealings, knowledge, whereabouts, or reasons to believe there is any smarg 
aboard your vessel?  Remember that lying to a CorSys official is breaching Code 4-04 of 
the SpaceLaw Commission and is punishable by a fine of up to twenty thousand marks in
addition to legal persecution.  Am I perfectly green?”
          “Green,” croaked Brikbrac, his voice cracking like an adolescent human.  His eyes 
shivered and one foot tapped the floor in an ever-quickening beat.  My own throat had 
closed up.  Brikbrac was losing it, right down to the smack.  The cool, the calm and the 
collected was leaking out of his persona like a bullet-plugged canteen.  I figured it was 
about time I got used to deep space mining, because that was going to be my next stop.

6.
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          The Star Marshall didn’t say anything.  She looked Brikbrac up and down, as if she
had x-ray vision.  Hell, maybe she did.  Lithe eyebrows collapsed into a straight line and 
she tapped something into the keyboard.  To our right, about three lanes away, a furry-
headed Goblod suddenly began ranting and raving.  CorSys Regulators converged on his 
position within seconds, hand tazers throwing sparks in a wide berth around the 
disturbance.  The Goblod collapsed and they dragged him away, his feet still kicking 
weakly.
          Brikbrac shuddered from head to toe and his legs almost buckled.  I edged forward 
and used my body to support him.  “Whoa, what a scene!”  I said.  “Never a lack of fun 
things to watch at a CorSys blockade, is there Marshall?”
          She didn’t answer me, just continued typing.  When done, she raised her hazel eyes
and stared at us.  I’m quite sure we both looked like bukawns caught in a landrover’s 
headlights.  “You have twenty minutes until boarding.  Wait here for the clearance codes 
to proceed.  If nothing abnormal is discovered you will be allowed to depart.  Do you 
understand?” 
          Oh, hell YES I understood!  “Yes, ma’am!  That’s all we wanted to hear, isn’t it 
Brik?”  Brik nodded dumbly but couldn’t say anything.  I backed away from the 
interrogation cube, just glad that a Regulator hadn’t planted a tazer prod between my 
eyes.  I had to hold Brik to prevent him from sprawling over.  Between the combination 
of the stress, the side affects of quellnol and his craving for a plate-full smarg, Brikbrac 
didn’t look so good.  His skin had a pasty pale sheen and his eyestalks drooped.  He sort 
of half-staggered, half-clung to me as we made our way to a couch and plunked down 
next to two Gorian ‘roidriggers.
          “Brik!  Brik?   Stick with me.  We’re almost clear.  Don’t give us away now.  We’ll
be gone soon.  Got it?”
          “We’re finished, Simon,” whispered Brikbrac.  “G’weejo’s gonna to take it all.  
He’s gonna take it and we can’t even get away.  He’s got us and we’re not gonna have a 
thing left.  All gone . . . all gone . . . oh . . . oooh . . .”
         Brikbrac was babbling now, and I for one didn’t want to hear it.  I knew what the 
situation was, and didn’t need a smarg-addled Foobian reminding me.  I leaned back and 
took inventory.  Area 5-B swarmed with guards and pilots, all in various states of 
apprehension.  Obviously, the embargo had worked better than I thought it would.  
          The twenty minutes crawled by on molasses legs, every shout and commotion 
sending a shudder to the tip of my toes.  We saw at least three more people restrained and
hauled away.  The tension ate at me too, and I found myself sucking down cupfuls of 
water from a nearby dispenser, wondering how long it would be before Brik and I had 
our turn.  But the rough treatment never came, and we were both surprised to hear the 
speaker crackle and scream out, “Sunskimmer, you are cleared for departure at Docking 
Bay A-5.”
          I almost wept.  Grabbing Brikbrac, we scampered through the throngs until we 
found the Sunskimmer gleaming before us in all of its covert, illegal glory.  The entrance 
hatch gaped open and two CorSys goons waited outside, shockrifles at their sides.
          “Continue on your way, civilians,” one of them rasped.  I nodded, not even 
bothering to answer, pushed Brikbrac up the access ramp and shut the blastdoor behind 
us.  Cool recirculated air-conditioning dried the sweat from my face and I sagged against 
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the interior hull, legs all wobbly as if my joints had liquefied to warm smarg (which was 
still quite edible, by the way).  Brikbrac stumbled down the main corridor, mumbling 
something about, “Gotta get some, Simon.  Gotta get some.”
          He hadn’t eaten any smarg since yesterday.  I jumped up and trotted after him.  
Brik headed for the cargohold where we kept the usual inventory.  We carried legit cargo,
down to the last nutty topping and super-espresso maker, but the smarg wasn’t hidden 
there.  CorSys had undoubtedly rummaged through everything, and it was thanks to good 
old-fashioned smuggling techniques that we were able to get away with this.  
         “Brik!”  I yelled.  “Hold up!  We gotta get this boat moving.  Just give me a hand 
and we’ll work on you next.  C’mon, man.  The goods are locked down anyway.  What 
are you going to do?”
         “I don’t know!  Something!”  I heard doors hiss open and his feet stomping through
the access tunnels.  I caught Brik at the level-two junction and spun him around.
         “Listen to me, three eyes!  They’re waiting for us to dockoff, and if we sit here 
twiddling our thumbs they’re going to wonder why.  Does that make any sense?  Huh?  
Do you want to get this far and they still crank us?  I don’t, buddyboy!”
          Brik’s eyes were glazed with that half-baked smargish look I had come to 
recognize. He was thinking about it, remembering the succulent mush sliding down his 
tongue and the fuzzy film it would wrap around his brain, sparking the pleasure nodes 
with sweet electrical blips.  But I had my hands on his shoulders, shifting my gaze 
between each of his pupils and joggling his body until he snapped out of the delirium.
          “I got you, I got you,” muttered Brik, rubbing his eyestalks with the backs of his 
hands.  “Quit shaking me so hard; you’re gonna make me yark.”
        I stopped, having no desire to witness such a purging.  “You’ll be all right.  Just help
me set the thrust coordinates.  We’re pressing our luck as it is.”
        Brikbrac nodded, took a breath, and we marched to the bridge.  The door swished 
open to reveal Maxwell the servodroid.  The angular head swiveled and telescopic eyes 
whirred in and out.
          “What was the delay?” asked the robot, planting limbs on its torso in a mockery of 
frustration.  “Get moving or I’m going to blow!  Blow!  BLOW! BLOW!”
          I couldn’t believe it.  G’wewe’jo had actually programmed the bot to threaten us 
with detonation.  How he had managed that in the short amount of time before the 
Cruisers arrived, I couldn’t guess.  The Xexun had a dark sense of humor, not that I really
appreciated it.
         “Where do you think we’ve been?”  I answered, sliding into the pilot’s chair. 
          “King G’weejo knows your plans,” said Maxwell simply, without an ounce of 
haughtiness.  I stopped, fingers frozen above the turbowarmers.
           “What do you mean?”
           “This vessel is wired.  G’weejo knows you planned to steal the cargo, and 
G’weejo doesn’t like it.”  Maxwell’s voice had lowered a few octaves and gained a 
sinister tone, his neurotransmitters flashing.  I swallowed.  This was getting worse. 
          Brikbrac sighed and plopped in the navigation seat, flipped the turbo-boosters and 
scanned for potential hazards in the bay.  “We have Code One clearance,” he said.  
“Activating launch sequence . . . now.”

 The Smartdrive hummed and turbo-boosters kicked into gear.  The Sunskimmer   
lurched, rising two meters off the floor of the spacedock in a blur of repulsor jets and 



JM Hauser                                                                                                                        SMARG!  - 10

shifting debris.  I acknowledged the clearance codes and sent out a departure signal.  
Klaxons sounded in the docking bay and our rail lights flickered then steadied, leading us
in a straight path backwards through the environmental shield.  The Sunskimmer rotated 
in a full circle, the angular head pointed toward the emptiness of space with the curve of 
Primus’s brown horizon just barely visible. 

“Watch your heading!” barked the servodroid, pointing one of its titanium digits.  
“I know what I’m doing, droid.”  As if being loaded with explosives wasn’t bad 

enough, the servodroid thought itself some kind of backseat driver.  I hated to think what 
else G’weejo had programmed it to do.  

The Sunskimmer passed through the environmental shield and lurched into the 
cold vacuum of space.  Brikbrac ran a sensor sweep and quick diagnostic.

“They’ll probably keep an eye on us for a while,” said the Foobian.  “You don’t 
think they put a tracking device on the Skimmer, do you?”  Brik looked haggard, eyes 
drooping and face sallow, as if he hadn’t slept in days.

 “Possibly, but I doubt it.  With so many ships coming in and out I don’t think 
they would take the time.”

The servodroid turned toward me.  “Anything that interferes with this ship 
intercepting with Lord G’weejo, King of smarg and Emperor of—”

“Get to the point, droid!”
“—is punishable by detonation.  By my estimate, this ship and all its contents 

would be reduced to more than thirty trillion separate particles and less than two cubic 
meters of compacted dust.  Lord G’weejo wished me to make that perfectly clear.”

“How considerate,” I mumbled.  “Brik, check the transponder codes and let’s get 
the hell out of here.”

“Yes, sir,” grunted the Foobian.  He tapped the acceleration grid and the engines 
hummed with antimatter turbines.  “How far to the rendezvous?” asked Brikbrac.  

I checked the coordinates.  “We should make it to the closest jumpgate in 
approximately four hours at maximum throttle.  That is approximately four hours we get 
to listen to this bucket threaten us with annihilation.”

“And four hours I’m gonna smarg away until G’weejo tears the spoon out of my 
mouth,” muttered Brikbrac, rising from his chair and setting the Sunskimmer to autopilot.

The servodroid whirled on its chassis and scoped its visual sensors to full range.  
“That is against my programming,” said the droid.  “The shipment is not to be disturbed 
until the rendezvous time.  I am instructed to prevent any and all—”

“I want some damn smarg!” screamed Brikbrac, his eyestalks flushed and rigid.
I rose from my chair, sensing that things were about to get ugly.  “Hold it a sec, 

Brik.  I’m sure there’s something we can do about—”
The hiss of the bridge door cut me off and everyone turned.  Star Marshall Livicus

stood in the entryway, a charged shockrifle pointed straight at us.
“What the hell . . .?”  I managed to say. 
“Intruder!  Intruder!  Directive breach! BREACH!”  The servodroid flexed its 

arms and two more auxiliary limbs detached from its exoskeleton, both waving green-
tipped neurotazers.

The Star Marshall whipped the shockrifle at the droid and pressed the trigger.  
There was a crackle and an energy bolt exploded toward Maxwell.  It didn’t hit.   
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Shimmering light ballooned around the servodroid, absorbing the energy and dispersing it
harmlessly.

I backpedaled away from the droid, as did Brikbrac, but it was faster.  Both 
neurotazers discharged thin beams of green light.  One stuck me full in the chest, the 
other hit Brik in the torso.  My muscles immediately cramped at the same time my 
bladder released.  I collapsed, still conscious but paralyzed, a warm wetness flooding the 
crotch of my jumpsuit.  I heard the shockrifle discharge two more times, followed by a 
crackle as the shield absorbed both blasts.  The Star Marshall cursed, but I couldn’t see 
what was happening from my prone position.  The neurotazers whined and a double 
spatter of energy ripped out of the discharge heads.  There was a sharp cry, and Star 
Marshall Livicus fell into my view, muscles clenched in spasmodic agony.  I couldn’t 
resist the paralytic effect of the neurotazers.  A thrumming rush of blood began between 
my ears, drowning out the sounds of the Sunskimmer and the whirring of the servodroid 
as it spun in circles, arms flailing like some kind of enraged marionette. 

Yeah, it was definitively turning out to be a bad day.

7.

Maxwell dragged us like sacks of grain through the corridors.  I couldn’t see 
much besides the steel-gray ramps, but by the time we crossed the third access hatch I 
knew our destination.

The final door opened and Maxwell none-too-gently hauled us through.  Brikbrac 
landed on my stomach and the Star Marshall crumpled against the wall.  We were in the 
smallest of the cargo holds, one used mainly for spare electrical parts, not to mention one 
very secret hatch shielded beneath a layer of reinforced purdion-lead alloy.  Maxwell 
swiveled his head and then exited, sealing the door from the outside. 

I’m not sure how long I lay there in my clammy pants. I’d been stunned by 
neurotazers before and never really liked the feeling. Besides the headache, it always had 
the embarrassing tendency to relax my body functions.  I could see the Star Marshall 
against the wall where she had fallen.  What was she doing here?  Several options 
occurred to me, not one better than another.  The paralysis would wear off after several 
hours, but that would still leave us locked in the storage unit with a rampant servodroid 
outside.  Since the Sunskimmer was on autopilot, and assuming that no rogue meteors or 
stray ships made a date with us, we would be at the jumpgate in no time.  

After a long while, I heard a voice.  “Simon!  Si?”  It was Brikbrac, obviously in 
control of his vocal chords.  The Foobian twisted an eyestalk three hundred and sixty 
degrees and blinked at me.  “Can you move, Simon?”

I tried to mumble something, but only drooled.  Brikbrac wobbled to his feet, held
out his hands to steady himself.  He gave me a quick check, then knelt by the Star 
Marshall.  

“Lady,” he said, “you are in one big heap of scuz.”
The Star Marshall wriggled a leg, but like myself, hadn’t regained control.  

Brikbrac sniffed, shook his head, rubbed his eyes, and stepped over me.  I heard metal 
grate on metal.  A quiet click. I tried to roll over but my body wouldn’t obey my brain’s 
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commands.  I heard another click, and then the escape of pressurized gas.  Brikbrac was 
accessing the lifepods!

The stupid Foobian hadn’t even tried to open our door first.  Anger nearly 
unlocked my muscles from stasis.  I grunted, pulling my knees up to my chest.  My 
fingers clenched as feeling returned with the sting of tiny needles.  I heard a third click, a 
panel slide open, then the ping of buttons as Brikbrac deactivated the pod’s locks.  

G’weejo had gone to great lengths to ensure the smargmas wouldn’t be found.  I 
figured it didn’t matter now if Brik opened a pod or not, other than the fact that he might 
contaminate and kill the specimen.  

I heard the hiss of another unlatched seal.  My lips could move and a warble of 
protest started in my throat.

“Brr . . . brrr . . .” A minty smell wafted into the storeroom.  “Brrrrrik!  Brik!”  
My limbs fell into semi-functional mode and I rolled over, glancing briefly at the Star 
Marshall who was also recuperating.  I ignored her and staggered to my knees.

“Brik!”  I called hoarsely, raising a hand, “don’t do what I think you’re doing!  
Brik, closed the damn pod!  Close the . . . oh . . . Brik.  Oh, man . . .”

My Foobian copilot was scrunched against the far wall, a hidden panel gaping 
open low to the floor. A long, cylindrical lifepod about two meters long protruded from 
the hole, eclipsing two more identical pods behind it.  Brik had opened the pod and I 
could see the snail-like body of the smargma.  But that wasn’t the worst part.

Brikbrac had reached the limits of his addiction, at least for now, and consumed a 
heaping mouthful of organic smarg, in all of its wet, minty glory.  Green paste slathered 
his mouth and he leaned back with glazed eyes, swallowing a mouthful of gastropod 
excrement.  The sight nauseated me, but then I remembered that if you HAD to eat the 
waste product of another lifeform, you couldn’t really pick a better choice than a 
smargma.

“It’s so good, Simon,” said Brik dreamily.  “So . . . so sweet.  So good.  I . . . I 
hear, I hear colors, Si . . .”

“Yeah, that’s great, Brik,” I said, stepping closer to him.  “Just take another bite 
and let’s put this baby back where she belongs.  You green with that?  Yeah, sure you 
are.  Just move, Brik.”  I nudged him out of the way and closed the smargma back into its
lifepod.  I didn’t know if this one would live or not, but at least we had two more.  Wait, 
what was I talking about?   G’weejo had already called dibs on that, and here we were 
locked in a storage room with a kite-high alien and a—”

The charging hum of a shockpistol drew my attention.  
Our stowaway Star Marshall had a CorSys palm-pistol aimed at me, her cheek 

still twitching with the residual effects of a good neural brainshock.
“Lady,” I said, “I don’t know what the hell you’re doing.  I’m not the one who 

snuck onboard my ship, and I’m not the one who jigged your brainwaves.  You can 
blame Maxwell for that.”

She looked at my sodden crotch.  “I hope you carry a spare set of pants, 
skivrider,” she said.  

I smiled.  “As a matter of fact, yes, I do; an entire wardrobe in the event that I 
ever soil myself.”

She glanced toward Brikbrac who was reveling in the sensations of undiluted 
smarg.  “Your friend has a disgusting habit.”
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I snorted.  “Yeah, well, it takes all kinds in this galaxy.  Surely you’ve seen worse
in your line of business?  But forget about him—what are you doing here?  You followed
us from Primus Four?  Yeah, we’re guilty.  We’re carrying smarg and smargmas— what 
are you going to do about it?”

Livicus’s eyes narrowed to steely slivers.  I bit my tongue, realizing it was 
probably not a good idea to get smart with an armed Star Marshall.

“What am I going to do?” she repeated.  “First, I’m going to open that door, and 
second, you aren’t going to slide me any backtalk.”

I shook my head.  Now was the time for a little honesty to break the ice, and 
believe me, the ice was glacier-thick.  “You might not be aware, but that servodroid is on 
a suicide program.  We’re supposed to deliver this shipment to my boss in less than four 
hours, and when we do, I’ve got a feeling he’s not going to let us get too far after that.  
The droid might blow this ship if we deviate from the plan.  Hell, we’re lucky it didn’t as 
soon as you showed up. But really, aside from all that, why are you here?”

Star Marshall Livicus glanced around our prison.  The quarters were tight with 
little room for argument.  I could tell from her expression that this wasn’t the outcome 
she had anticipated. 

She started to reply, but stopped, brow furrowed.  Her graying hair was matted 
with perspiration.  “I’ve got a problem, Mr. Winebruck  (Hey!  She remembered my 
pseudonym!)  and I intended to solve it through you and your friend.  That is,” she added 
wryly, “if Reese Winebruck is even your real name.”

“Well, actually . . . no.  Oh, what the hell.  Simon Hebleck, at your service.”   
The crow’s-feet around her eyes creased further.  “As a CorSys Star Marshall, I 

have the meager quirk of smelling a liar at thirty yards.  You and your friend were 
obviously hiding something.”

I frowned.  “So why didn’t you crank us?  Isn’t that your job?”
“Yes,” she replied, sliding the shockpistol back into her ankle holster.  “It’s a 

miracle they didn’t find anything onboard your ship; in fact, if I hadn’t resumed the 
sweep, they might have.”

“You took over?”
“That’s right,” she said, “but not to save your sorry asses.”
“Then why?”  This was making less and less sense.
She wiped a strand of hair from her eyes and stared at me, lips cocked at an odd 

smile of self-pity and unsure amusement.  “What can I say, Mr. Hebleck?  I’ve got a little
smarg problem myself.”

8.
           
          I didn’t know what to say, and surely stood there with a puzzled expression.  “Are 
you trying to tell me—”
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          “I’m addicted to smarg.  I’m not proud of it, but I’ll be damned if I let anyone get 
in my way.”  Her voice was charged with aggression.    
         “C’mon, lady—level with me; you’re not serious are you?  You tried to hijack us 
because—”
         “She wants ta rooooollll . . . ” crooned Brikbrac, twisting his fingers in a visual 
example.  We ignored him.
          “I suspected you had smarg somewhere on this ship, but I didn’t think you had 
those.”  She indicated the smargma lifepods.  Brikbrac waved a hand in loose greeting, 
but I doubted he could even see her through the veil of kaleidoscopic colors.  They said 
raw smarg was one wild headtrip.

    “You’ve got to be kidding.  You just had a hunch that we carried smarg?  What 
did you plan to do?  What are you going to do?”

She wiped her forehead, closed her eyes.  “I—I don’t know for sure.  I—ever since 
the smarg thing blew open, it has been banned in every sector.  Stores quit carrying it and
extra shipments were destroyed.  It—it’s very hard to find smarg now, Mr. Hebleck, and I
need some.  And I’ll do anything to get it.”

   I almost laughed.  “Lady, I—hey, what is your first name, anyway?  I like to 
know who I’m talking to.”

  She nodded, watching Brikbrac as he waded through a sea of ethereal bliss.  “Luna
Livicus, CorSys Star Marshall, Fifth Rank and Chief of Quadrants two-zero-zero-four 
and two-zero-zero-five.”

  “Don’t you mean EX-Star Marshall?  I think someone might notice you’ve 
abandoned the embargo Cruiser.  Or didn’t you think of that?”

 She glared at me, hands tugging at her jacket with almost nervous intensity.  “I 
thought of it,” she said.  “I sabotaged the leave records to cover my tracks.  I—I— realize
it might not have been the smartest thing to do, but I couldn’t help it.  I couldn’t . . . help 
it . . . ” Her voice trailed off, eyes locked onto Brikbrac.  She wouldn’t stop staring at my 
smarging co-pilot.  Her lips twitched.  I’d seen the look before, and if she was a hardcore 
addict— and it could happen to anyone— then her craving might be strong enough to 
make her do something stupid.  And this was definitely stupid.

“Where’s the smarg?” she asked.  “And don’t feed me a line of scuz, Hebleck.  I 
don’t want the raw stuff.   I want a nice, cold box of processed smarg and I want it now.  
Where do you keep it?  What flavors?  Tell me!”

I leaned my shoulder against the wall and crossed my arms.  Star Marshall or not, 
bitchy or not, it was about time for some rational thought.  “You aren’t really thinking 
clearly, are you, Luna?  In case you didn’t notice, and like I have previously mentioned, 
we are in a fair bit of trouble.  Out there is a psychotic servodroid that G’weejo has 
programmed to detonate if we don’t cooperate.  Do you remember the neurotazers?”  I 
frowned, realizing that something didn’t add up.  G’weejo must have rigged the 
servodroid to attack us if necessary, and perhaps detonate if that failed.  But would 
G’weejo REALLY destroy a whole shipment of smarg and three specimens that he had 
spent so much effort to conceal?  Once again, I had my doubts.

“Who is this G’weejo?” snarled Luna.  “Why couldn’t you two be just a couple of 
bungling smugglers doing what normal, brainless smugglers do?  What’s this about the 
ship detonating?  I’ll know if you’re lying, Hebleck, so choose your words carefully.”
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 I sighed, took a deep breath, and explained our predicament again.  She watched 
me intently, glancing down at Brikbrac every moment or so, but the Foobian was 
conducting a melody that only he could hear. 

I don’t think she appreciated my explanation of our problem. 
“What kind of snabheads are you?” she cried.  Luna slammed her palm on the 

access panel, but it only clicked in argument, code locked from the outside. 
“I thought that might happen,” I said.  She glared at me.  
“Where’s the hidden cargo?  Is there a way we can get out of here?  What about the 

droid?  Can we deactivate it?  Oh, for the love of CorSys, what have I done?”
“Those are several good questions.  I can only answer the first one.  The smarg is 

located outside the ship under a false segment of hull armor.  It would take a spacewalk 
to reach it now.”

Her face contorted with frustration.  “You bastards.  You smarg-thrashed bastards.  
I can’t believe this.”

I raised a finger.  “Just for your information, I don’t do smarg anymore.  A pleasant 
enough drug, but I’m in this for the marks, Ms. Luna.”
         Luna rolled her eyes.  “That’s just the kind of thing I expected a snabhead like you 
to say.  But if that’s the case, then I’m in for it, too.  I make diddly as a Star Marshall, Mr.
Hebleck.  My benefits maxed out at twenty years of service.  All I have to look forward 
to is one pointless rotation after another until they sink me six feet under.  I want a cut, 
Hebleck.  I also want free access to as much smarg as I need.  How much are you 
carrying?  Tell me the truth or this shockpistol is going up your nose.”

“How quaint,” I said.  “We have five hundred kilograms of processed smarg, 
available in six delicious flavors and all vacuum sealed for maximum freshness.  It’s too 
early to tell how much it will bring on the Blarket, but we’re hoping for six digits.”

“If you don’t get yourselves butchered first.  What do you propose to do about 
that?”

Brikbrac laughed from the floor.  “Smarg, Si!  It’s . . . wonderful.” 
“First we need to find a way out of here.  Even if we do, the droid could be waiting 

outside.  I have my doubts as to whether it would really detonate.  I think G’weejo is 
bluffing, just to coax us along nice and easy.  Damn Xexun thinks he’s so smart.”

“A Xexun?” said Luna, arching an eyebrow.  “He’s at least a head smarter than 
you.”

I sniffed.  “Yeah, well, maybe.  And he’s not one to tangle with.  I saw him 
dismember a Trillian waiter one time because his soup was too hot.”

“How nice.”  
“Yeah, and it was even the wrong waiter.”
Luna crossed her arms.  “You and the Foobian were stupid for even thinking about 

crossing him.  Oh, hell, what am I saying?  Look what I’ve gotten myself into.”
        Luna’s face wrinkled with guilt, and for a moment, I did feel a twinge of sympathy 
for the aging Marshall.  She hadn’t known what would happen, whereas Brik and I knew 
the risks from the start.

“Don’t worry about it, Luna.  Mistakes happen, so long as we don’t make them a 
habit.  How about us figuring out a way to escape?”
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        Her iron-hard façade returned in a nanosecond.  “We need to know what to do about
the droid, then.  I for one don’t want another neuronap.  I don’t think your bladder would 
appreciate it either.”

I was already at the door, tinkering with the fuse panel.  “I think I can get us out by 
crossing the command wires; this room wasn’t built to hold prisoners.”

“Here, use this,” she said.  Luna handed me a microdriver— a nice one too— with 
its own automated power source and mini-light.

“Thanks.”  The miniature screwdriver whirred with the sound of tiny rotors and 
removed the panel screws.  I peered at the meshwork of wires inside, like the multi-
colored veins of some colossal monster.  Luna was at my shoulder, pointing into the 
darkness.

“Cross the red and green one,” she said.
“I don’t know about that.  I think that’s the powergrid and relay switches.”
“I think you’re wrong.  Cut the red and green one and splice them.”
“And if it works, and the door opens?  What about the droid?”
“Damn!”  Luna frowned.  “My shockpistol isn’t enough to punch through its shield.

Do you have any weapons onboard?”
“An old plasmarifle, a couple of ionblasters, nothing else.  I don’t even know how 

much battery ammo they have.”
“Where are they?”
“Locked maintenance cabinets on the bridge.”
Luna rubbed her temples.  “Why in the hell did I do this?”
“Because you’re a smarg junkie,” I answered.  “Don’t worry, I’ve seen people do 

even stupider things than hijack a ship on a whim and throw away their career as a 
CorSys officer.  Look at Brikbrac.  He’s eating some alien’s—”

“Just cut the wires!” she hissed.
I shrugged and returned to the fuse panel.  Luna rummaged through a pile of old 

reflector cells and removed an aluminum-plated square about a meter wide.  Per her 
suggestion, I severed the green and red wires, and pressed them together.  Sparks ensued 
from the connection and the lights in the storage unit flickered then died, plunging us into
darkness.  The door didn’t open.

“Told you,” I said.
“Shut up.”
“Hey . . . where’d you go?” said Brikbrac. “Simon?  Simon?  I—I—the dark is 

alive, Si . . .it . . . it knows things . . .  ”
“Oh, great,” I muttered.  It’s no wonder they decided to water down smarg. The 

stuff was a neural madman.
“Keep trying,” said Luna.  “If that servodroid is on the other side I can try to use 

this reflector cell as a shield.  I just hope its not carrying anything more lethal than a 
neurotazer.”

“Oh, just a couple internal blocks of high-density fulcan explosives.  Nothing to 
worry about, I’m sure.”

She put a hand on my shoulder, stilling me from the next wire.  “What if we stay 
put?  What if we just let this Xexun catch up and board us?  Can we fight him off?  
What’s the worst that could happen?”
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“The worst?”  I said.  “Well, I usually try not to be that pessimistic, but here goes.  
He finds a CorSys officer with us, has a two-headed hemorrhage, riddles us with plasma 
bolts, ejects our cauterized corpses into deep space, leaves with a shipload of highly 
valuable narcotics and carves himself a niche in some backworld as a new drug kingpin.  
End of story.”

In the ambient light of the microdriver her expression rippled with dismay.  “Get us 
out of here.”

“That’s what I thought.”  I returned to the intertwined wires, poking and prodding 
with the microdriver.  It wasn’t as easy as I had hoped, but I managed to get the lights on,
albeit flickering and unhappy.  Brikbrac had risen to his feet and was wandering around 
the storage room.  He brushed against Luna, and his eyes widened as if it were the first 
time he had seen her.

“Oh . . . you . . . you aren’t mother,” he said, fondling her arm with the slow-witted 
caress of someone experiencing heightened sensory input.  She pulled away, herded 
Brikbrac to the other side of the room and sat him down.

My fingers twiddled inside the circuit panel, groping wire after wire of various 
widths and colors.  It took at least an hour of mistakes, guesses and constant chastisement
from our unwanted stowaway before I found the right combination.  The door to our cell 
squeaked open twenty centimeters.  Luna peered out.

“I don’t see anything.  Try it again.”  She raised the reflector cell to her chest.
I pressed the wires together, and the door opened. 
“Looks clear,” she said.  “Which way to the bridge?”
“Straight and left.  There’s no way to lock us out that I know of, unless the droid 

damaged the control boxes, but I don’t think it—”
Maxwell suddenly wheeled around the corner, treads screeching against the sharp 

turn.
“BREACH!  BREACH!  I WILL DETONATE!  I WILL DETONATE!  

PRISONERS ESCAPING!  PRIME DIRECTIVE COMPROMISED!”  
Four arms rotated and I immediately saw the telltale green glow of neurotazers.  

“Run!”  I yelled to Luna.
Maxwell aimed a discharge nozzle at her and a green ray flickered out.  Luna raised

the shield and the bolt glanced off at a right angle, unfortunately placing me in its direct 
path.  The tazer ray struck my shoulder and I spun, falling back into the storage room at 
the same time my bladder trickled across my pants again.  My muscles screamed, 
clenching spasmodically, but there was nothing I could do.  

“THIS SERVODROID IS PROGRAMMED TO DETONATE UPON 
BREACHING OF ITS PRIME DIRECTIVE, SUBSET THREE, DASH ONE-ONE!  DO
NOT RESIST!”  I heard the neurotazers hum, followed by Luna’s retreating footsteps.  
The servodroid charged after her, threatening death and annihilation until I could hear 
neither it nor the sound of crackling energy.  I was alone, my lower half hanging out the 
door and a smarged-out, worthless Foobian behind me.

It could have been worse.  Hell, I was just glad I wasn’t dead yet.



JM Hauser                                                                                                                        SMARG!  - 18

9.

The good thing about neurotazers, if one could say they are good at all, is that they 
become progressively weaker over a given period.  Thus, my getting tazered twice within
a few hours meant that the second hit wasn’t as debilitating as the first.  After ten 
minutes, I could move my legs, and the fiery needles lancing though my fingers indicated
that the effect would soon wear off.  I still couldn’t move when Brikbrac shambled up to 
me, whispering my name and asking if that was a good place I had found to sleep.  I 
promised myself to kick his Foobian ass if we got out of there alive.

At least the servodroid hadn’t blown itself up yet.  The more I thought about it, and 
thinking was ALL I could do, the less likely it seemed that G’weejo would really destroy 
the cargo.  He might not have qualms about eliminating business partners, and perhaps I 
was a sucker in the first place for thinking otherwise, but for him to risk losing the smarg 
and the live smargmas was highly unlikely.  On the other hand, the servodroid acted dead
serious.

Brikbrac stepped over me, latched his hands under my armpits and pulled me to a 
sitting position against the wall.  “Simon . . . why are your eyes open?”

I managed to twitch an eyelid and shifted my gaze to look at him.  My mouth 
worked but I could only manage a few inarticulate grunts.  The sensation returned to my 
hands, driving away the numbness in flusters of tiny pricks and pangs.  Brikbrac was 
coming down from his smarg binge and I desperately hoped that he wouldn’t go back and
try it again.

Brik tapped my cheek, staring at me with two eyes while the third scanned behind 
him.  “Where’s the woman?” he asked, his voice highlighted with residual smarg-
sluggishness.

“Loo—loonuh . . .” I squeezed through sluggish lips.
“Luna?”  Brikbrac mouthed the word, forming his lips into an “O” and repeated it a 

few times.  “Luna . . . Luna.”  His eyes widened.  “The Star Marshall,” whispered Brik.  
He leaned in close.  “Are you all right, Si?  You don’t look so good, and . . . oh.   You 
had an accident.”

If I wasn’t so angry I might have been embarrassed.
Brikbrac shook his head, as if shaking out fuzzy cobwebs.  “I remember . . . or . . . I 

dreamt that the servodroid . . . attacked us?  Did that happen?  Where is it?”
“Chased . . . Luna . . .” I sputtered.  “That way . . .” I twitched a finger toward the 

bridge.
“So I didn’t dream it.  And . . . ” Brik’s eyes blinked and all three swiveled to look 

at me.  “G’weejo,” he muttered.  “The bomb.  The droid said—”
“I know!”  I grunted, trying to kick the feeling back into my legs.  “Not . . . blown 

up . . . yet.”
“Thank Shmangee for small favors,” said Brikbrac.  “I feel strange, Si.  Sort of 

hungover, but I keep seeing . . . movement . . .”  His head jerked, following the left 
eyestalk.

“Smarg junkie,” I muttered, sensation spilling across my lips and working its way 
down my tongue.  “Promise me you’ll never . . .  (grunt) . . . eat that skuz again.”
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Brikbrac blinked several times before answering.  “Desperate times call for 
desperate measures, my friend.”

“Oh, shut up and help me.”  I tried to stand, using Brikbrac as leverage.  My 
balance wasn’t back to normal, and I almost fell. “I’m going to juice you with so much 
quellnol, Brik, you won’t even know what smarg means anymore.”

The Foobian chortled.  “I would like to see that happen.  Where’s Maxwell?”
“The droid followed Luna to the bridge, as far as I know.  I told her about the 

weapons there.  I don’t know what happened to the shockrifle she carried on board, but it 
didn’t do much against the droid’s shields.”

“I forgot about that,” said Brikbrac.
I entered the storage room and rummaged for another reflector cell.  There was only

one large enough, and I wasn’t about to share it with Brik.
“What’s that for?” he asked.
“The neurotazer.  Bounces off.”
“Useful.”  We shuffled down the hall, wary for anything.  “G’weejo rigged that 

droid real nice, didn’t he?” murmured Brik.
“I wouldn’t even call it a servodroid anymore,” I said.  “More like some kind of 

suicidal combot.” 
“What is that Star Marshall doing here anyway?”  We reached the T-junction of the 

upper deck and I peered around the corner.  The tunnel continued for forty meters until 
ending in a closed hatch.

“It’s a long story and you should have been there to hear it the first time.  We need 
a plan, Brik.  We’ll be at the jumpgate soon. Too soon. For all I know G’weejo is already 
there.”

“I hope not.”  Brikbrac paused, then his eyestalks quivered.  “But if the servodroid 
isn’t going to blow, then we don’t need to worry about G’weejo.  We can still cruise out 
of this sector!  Right?”

Brik had a point.  “Maybe.  That sounds too easy, but maybe.  It’s obvious that 
G’weejo didn’t plan to share with either of us.  He just wanted scapegoats to do the dirty 
work, and we, my googly-eyed smarger, walked right into it.”

We trotted down the passage and pressed ourselves to either side of the hatch.  I 
listened, but heard zilch from the other side. 

“Do you think she fragged the droid?” asked Brikbrac.
“I doubt it, unless she found a way to power down its shields.”
“So . . . what are we doing?”  
I stared at him.  “Brik, if I had a good answer don’t you think I would have shared it

with you?”
He shrugged.  “I suppose.”
“Just keep quiet and follow me.”  I opened the door and stared down the long 

hallway beyond.  The lights were dormant, waiting for our heat signatures to activate 
them.  I didn’t hear anything other than the muffled drone of the engines.  We crept down
the passage, ears perked for the slightest sound.  The lights clicked on with our passing, 
illuminating the hall with intermittent globes of bruised, yellow light.

The next hatch was just as silent as the previous.  Sweat trickled down my neck, 
wetting my suit with even more unwanted moisture.
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“And what happens when we find it?” whispered Brik.  “There’s not much we can 
do hand to hand against a combot.”

“We’ll figure something out.  Just keep close and—” I stopped.  Something clanked
beyond the door.  “Back up!”  I yelled.  We scattered away like two headless chickens, 
just as the portal hissed open and Star Marshal Luna Livicus emerged, out of breath and 
carrying a hot plasmarifle.

“Luna!  Where’s the droid?”
She leaned against the door and gasped.  “I led it to Deck Two and sealed it there.  

Blew the control box.”
“It can still come around the other way,” said Brik.  “It won’t take long, either.  It 

also has access to the engine room now.”
“There’s more,” she said.  “The vidscreen and communicator channels were wide 

open, and a Xexun was screaming his heads off.  He didn’t look very happy.”
“Did he see you?”
“I don’t know.  Maybe. He’s not far behind.”
I glanced at Brik.  “How fast can this tub go?”
He shrugged.  “We’re at max throttle right now.  The Sunskimmer has some gusto, 

but not near as fast as the name implies.”
“G’weejo made it through the embargo,” I muttered, thinking aloud.  “Do you think

we can reach the jumpgate before he does?”
Brik shrugged again.  That started to annoy me.  “Hard to say.  Depends on his ship,

and our head start.”
“Maybe we can—” 
The Sunskimmer suddenly lurched.  I heard a distinct warble as the engines faded 

and then closed down altogether.  I glanced at the others in disbelief.  This was too much.

We were dead in space.

10.

 
          

“Damned robot!”  I screamed and kicked the wall.
Luna groaned.  “It didn’t waste any time, did it?” 
“At least it didn’t blow up,” said Brikbrac.  “Maybe it shorted itself out while re-

entering the powergrid.”  Luna opened her mouth to chastise him, but I left Brikbrac to 
his ridiculous, post-smarg comment and dashed to the bridge.  Three doors later, I was 
there, with the Star Marshall and Brikbrac close behind.  Red and blue warning lights 
splashed across the room, indicating what we already knew: there had been a power 
malfunction in the Smartdrive.  The vidscreen glowed with vivid colors and jagged 
scrawls, but the link was not open.  I imagined that G’weejo had had quite a fit when he 
found out that we weren’t subdued, and then I wondered how much information the 
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servodroid could transfer over the scrambled channel; obviously quite a lot from prior 
evidence.

I spun around.  “We have three options.  One, we wait it out and try to fend off 
G’weejo when he catches up.  Two, we head to the engine room, restart the Skimmer and 
keep running for the jumpgate. And three, my least favorite option, we set up some kind 
of trap and hope for the best.”

“Hoping for the best is always good,” said Brikbrac.  “Thank you for saying that.” 
“Shut up.”
“We have a few weapons,” said Luna, “but I doubt this G’weejo is by himself.  

Odds are we’re outnumbered.”
“You’re right,” I agreed.  “G’weejo has about four other Xexuns he likes to keep on

his payroll.  One way or another we’ll probably be overwhelmed.  I say we storm the 
engine room and take out Maxwell.”  I retrieved an old model ionblaster from the 
cabinet, checked the clip and handed another gun to Brik.

“Fine,” said Luna, cocking the plasmarifle against her arm and powering up the 
battery.  “You brought another reflector cell.  Good.  Maybe between the three of us we 
can overload the droid’s shield generator.”

“Perhaps,” I said.  “Depends on how many amps it’s pumping.”
Brikbrac was staring at Luna.  “Excuse me,” he said, “but I still don’t know what 

you’re doing here.  Simon refrained from telling me.”
Luna glanced at me then back at Brikbrac.  She displayed a weak smile.  “Let’s just 

say we have more in common than you might think.  Let’s get this heap moving and I 
might feel compelled to tell you about it.”

“Invitation accepted,” said Brik, ushering her ahead of us with a flick of his wrist.
We passed the T-junction that led to the small cargo closet and reached the lower 

deck stairwell.  The stairs curved down into the main cargo hold where the majority of 
our freight resided.  We could access the engine room on the other side of ship from 
there.

“I’ll go first,” I said.  We passed the medroom where we kept spare medicinal 
appliances, not to mention several hundred milligrams of quellnol, and then slipped along
a passage lit only by red emergency lights, like little beacons in an inky ocean of black.  I
had the reflector shield gripped in one hand, the charged ionblaster in the other.  It was an
old weapon, dating back at least a hundred years, but could still hold its own.  
     We reached the curvature of the tunnel and I peeked around.  Fifteen meters away 
waited the engine room door.  Nothing moved.  

“Do you think it’s in there?” whispered Luna.  I could see a glaze of perspiration on 
her face, and whips of graying hair plastered to her forehead.

“I’d say there’s a good chance.  Now listen.  When I open the door, the two of you 
stay back and flank me.  I’ll stay behind the shield in case it starts shooting. Whether it 
does or not, I want BOTH of you to hammer away as if your lives depend on it.  Oh, wait
—they do depend on it.  Talk about incentive.  You green with all that?”

“Green,” said Brikbrac.  Luna nodded.  I took a breath, checked the ionblaster, and 
scooted ahead to the engine room door.  There was no way to lock it, and I feared 
Maxwell was just waiting inside for us to do something stupid.  Man, I hated to be 
predictable.
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I placed a hand next to the pressure plate, glancing at the others to make sure they 
were in position.  I couldn’t help but wonder what Luna thought of this whole mess.  
Even for a hardass Marshall, trying to jack the ship was a ballsy—if unwise— thing to 
do.  I hoped her presence evened the odds.

I slapped the access panel and the door swished open.  Across the room, plugged into 
the Smartdrive powergrid was the servodroid.  It turned at us, obviously expecting 
(hoping for?) our arrival.

“GET HIM!”  I yelled.  I pulled up the reflector cell to cover as much as my body as 
possible.  

“THIS IS A BREACH OF PROTOCOL,” said the droid, even as it leveled the 
neurotazers and rattled off a succession of green blips.  “LORD G’WEEJO IS VERY 
DISPLEASED!  DETONATE!  DETONATE!  DESTROY!  DESTROY CAPTAIN 
HEBLECK!  DESTROY AND ENJOY!”

I heard Luna’s plasmarifle and a blast of raw energy spewed above my head.  It 
struck the droid’s shield and dissipated.  Brik hid himself behind the door, stretched one 
eyestalk and one hand around the corner, and fired the iongun.  Blistering blue shards of 
energy flicked out and were likewise absorbed. I kept my weapon aimed and rattling 
away too, watching as the ammo count dwindled.  The tazer bolts ricocheted off my 
shield, lighting the interior of the engine room with ghostly green witchlight.  Several 
stray shots burned above my head and similarly bounced off Luna’s shield, or missed her 
altogether as she ducked behind the entryway.

This left me taking the brunt of the attacks.  The servodroid, obviously recalculating a
new strategy, detached from the powergrid and rolled forward, two arms flailing with 
ember-hot ore drills, the others still discharging tazer blasts.

Luna’s plasmarifle whined and erupted in another blast of white flame.  This time the 
shield crackled and the droid faltered, but it was getting too close.  I retreated, trying to 
keep my shield up. 

“Back away!” yelled Luna.  She and Brik fled to opposite sides of the door and I 
spilled out behind them, trying desperately to get out of the bot’s line of fire.  It rolled 
through the doorway and a burning oreslicer hissed down where my body had been, 
scorching a long burn on the metal floor.  The bot was caught in crossfire, with me and 
Brik on one side and Luna on the other.  The powershield wobbled with the huge amount 
of energy surging into it. 

“DESTROY CAPTAIN HEBLECK!” cried the droid again.  I scuttled back, rattling 
off shot after shot until the ionblaster died.  Two more plasmablasts rocked the bot to the 
side and it struck the wall, tearing down a meter-long molten streak.  The head swiveled 
and looked to Luna, but the two neurotazers kept a bead on me.  This time, one of them 
slipped by.  I felt the familiar jolt in my leg, the rigidity in my limbs and the last possible 
drops of fluid in my bladder released.  I collapsed backwards, watching as blue ionblasts 
and white plasma bolts zipped overhead.  

The powershield couldn’t take the abuse and collapsed in a shower of sparks and 
overcharged circuit boards.  

“Take it down!” screamed Luna.  She aimed the rifle and a streak of plasma ripped 
through the droid’s exoskeleton, immediately frying several internal components into a 
mush of hot metal and slag.  The droid faltered, its voice rising and falling in pitch. 
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“DEEESTROOOOOY,” it droned.  “CAP—CAP—CAP—TAIN HEB—HEB—HEB
—HEB—B—B—B—”

“Bye,” said Luna, and shot the thing in the head.  The exoskeletal dome exploded in a
flash of sparks and muzzle fire.  One telescopic eye dropped out and the servodroid 
collapsed, its treads spinning in midair with almost pathetic urgency, arms clawing the 
walls of the tunnel, and then it sank into artificial oblivion. 

Of course, I witnessed this from a patch of my own urine.

11.

 Brik retrieved some donerol from the medroom and gave me a hypo-injection.  It 
helped to counter the effects of the tazer, but also split my skull with a clanging 
headache.  At least I could move now.  Brik and Luna also administered some quellnol to
each other.

“Any permanent damage in the engine room?” asked Luna.  Naturally, she 
neglected to ask about me first.  Brik shook his head.

“Don’t think so.  The droid just tapped into the powergrid and cut off all flow to the
Smartdrive.  Nothing serious. We’ll be up and running as soon as we get to the bridge.”

“Now’s a good time,” I said, sliding painfully from the observation chair.  “Every 
second we waste down here, G’weejo gets closer.  We need to plot a new course through 
the jumpgate anyway.  Where are we going to go?  And—” I looked at Luna— “ and do 
you still plan on jacking us and the Skimmer?  Maybe we should call the playing field 
even.”

“THAT’S why you’re here?” said Brikbrac incredulously.  “No . . . I don’t believe 
it.”

Luna shuffled the steaming plasmarifle to her other shoulder.  “Believe it, Foobian. 
I have a new proposition.  Take me with you and we’ll split the profits three ways.  
CorSys will track you down eventually.  I can help.  I know how they operate.  Deal?”

I glanced at Brikbrac.  He was having a hard time assimilating the fact that this 
woman was not only a bad apple but a smarg addict too.  Secretly, I think he liked the 
whole idea.

“Look, Luna” I said.  “We’ll work together and leave this star system, but you 
might not want to get involved with a couple of rogues like us.  What we’re doing will 
stir up trouble across the galaxy, especially if can get the organisms to replicate.  It won’t 
be easy. In fact, things might get worse before they get better, if at all.  Are you sure 
about this?”

Her snort of contempt answered my question.  “I’m already in over my head, 
Hebleck.  I decided a long time ago that CorSys wasn’t for me. Too much politics, too 
many headaches, too many bosses. You boys have given me the incentive to do 
something about it.  Well, you and smarg.”

Indeed, I thought.  What better way to change your life than with narcotics?  
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We beat feet to the bridge and reset the power modulators.  The Sunskimmer was 
online within moments, and we did a quick low-level diagnostic before engaging the 
engines to max throttle.  

“Run a full sector scan,” I told Brikbrac.  He nodded and obeyed, the light from the 
panel bathing his face in a luminescent glow.  

“Uh, oh.  Trouble.”
“Huh?  What?  Already?”  
Luna bent near Brikbrac, hand to his shoulder, and studied the display screen.  

“We’ve got a bogie within scan range, five hundred kilometers and closing.”
“Snaz!  Ship signature?”  
“Hard to tell, Simon.  I think it’s a Trillian Mechstar, but the thing is retrofitted for 

speed if it is.  It’s catching up fast.”
“Of course.”
“Your Xexun friend?” asked Luna.
“Who else?  All right, Brik, let’s cover our options.”
The Foobian spun in his chair, eyes fluttering.  “G’weejo wants the cargo.  That’s 

the best thing going for us.  He won’t destroy the ship.”
I nodded, having already reached the same conclusion.  “The Mechstar carries low-

punch weaponry, but enough.  Pull up the Star Map.  We need to grid a destination 
through the jumpgate.  How long before we reach it?”

“Ten minutes and counting.”
“How close is the Mechstar?”
Brikbrac looked down at the screen, cursed.  “By Shmangee’s pimpled ass—I don’t 

think we can make it.”
Luna pushed Brikbrac out of the way and bent over the space grid.  “At his current 

speed, we’ll intercept in approximately six minutes.”  She looked up at me.  “Brik’s right.
We can’t outrun him.”

My stomach twisted into a tight wire knot.  To have made it this far and only get 
snagged in the end!  Unfair!  The communicator warbled.  It was a scrambled channel, 
once again beamed straight to us.  I sighed and flipped the switch, unsurprised to see 
G’weejo’s heads blur into an image of dual fury.

“HEBLECK!” screamed the lead head.  “You better stop before you reach that 
jumpgate!”

“What for, G’weejo?  You haven’t exactly given us reason to trust you.”
“You can trust THIS, human!  Give me what’s mine or I’ll take it anyway and leave

you with a long spacefall and no suit!  Got it?”  G’weejo’s eyes darted around the bridge 
and fell on Luna.  “CORSYS?  Here?  What were you thinking?  Are you trying to scam 
me, Hebleck?  You trying to make friends?  It won’t help!  You’re dead! All of you!”

“Actually, G’wee, we’re feeling pretty good.  Ms. Luna here is my new associate, 
and we’re working together from now on. Sorry.”

 “Argh!  I should NEVER have used an incompetent, smarg-addled, thieving, one-
headed, two-eyed piece of scuz like—”

I flipped the communicator off.  “That will be enough.  I don’t think he’s very 
happy.”

“What do we do?” asked Brik.  “I want the smarg, Si, but I don’t want to die over 
it.”
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I almost laughed.  “You knew that from the start!  The smarg and us escape together
or not at all.  And luckily, G’weejo might just be mad enough to board us himself, the 
militaristic bastard.”

“The Mechstar’s accelerated again,” said Luna, scanning the map.  “Looks like he’s
not taking any chances.  Closing to one hundred kilometers.  And why would you want 
him to board?”

“Make the calculations for the jumpgate,” I told Brikbrac.  “If we can somehow 
outrun him I want as clear a getaway as possible.”

Brik nodded, punching up the transgalatic pathways.
“Make it quick!”  I yelled on my way out.  “Luna!  I need help.  Care to join me?”
“Where are we going?”  She followed me off the bridge.
I was wringing my hands with frustration and considerable fear, too.  “The odds are,

my dear Star Marshall, that we’re not going to make it to the jumpgate in time.  In case 
that happens, well, I’ve got something that resembles a plan.”

“A good plan?”
“I don’t know yet.  Ask me again in ten minutes.”

12.

The smargma lifepods were easy to manage thanks to repulsor lifts built into 
the chassis.  We hauled them out of the hidden compartment in the storeroom and tugged 
them one at a time to the aft cargo hold.

“So what’s the deal, Hebleck?” grunted Luna.
“The MechStar can stop us before we reach the jumpgate.  G’weejo won’t 

cause any serious damage to the Skimmer’s hull. It might destroy the smarg, and that’s 
the same reason he bluffed all along about blowing us up.  We’re too valuable.”

“So what are we doing with these pods?”
 “See those spacesuits?  Put one on.”
“Why?”
“Just do it!”  I ran to the closest terminal and contacted the bridge.  “Brik!  

What’s our status?”
The Foobian’s voice shrieked over the comlink.  “G’weejo’s on top of us!  

Five kilometers and closing!  We’re not going to reach the gate in time, Simon!  I—oh. 
Problem.  Detecting a powerup in the Mechstar’s weapon array.”

“Brik, grab Luna’s shockrifle and any ammo you can scrounge and get to the 
aft cargo hold!  Don’t dilly dally!”  I switched off and raced to Luna where she had 
already zipped up in a spacesuit.

“What is this plan of yours?” she snarled.  “I’m not liking it so far.”
I helped her attach the helmet before donning another suit myself.  “If I were 

G’weejo and I wanted to incapacitate our ship, the first thing I would do, aside from 
threatening us with annihilation by a suicidal combot, would be to—”

The Sunskimmer abruptly rocked to the side and both Luna and I fell to the 
floor.  The Smartdrive whine reached a critical pitch, gears and antimatter processors 
clanging with unease, and then died altogether.  

I turned to Luna.  “I would shoot out our engines.”
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She squeezed her eyes shut, comprehensive if not appreciative of G’weejo’s 
tactics.  “But why the suits?  We can’t just float into space!”

“No, we can’t.  But we CAN float to his ship.”  She shook her head, fury 
slumbering behind the face shield.

“You’re insane, Hebleck.”
“Yeah, well, I’ve heard that before.”
The door to the cargo bay whisked open and Brikbrac stumbled in, carrying 

the CorSys shockrifle and a box of ammunition.  “What are you doing?” he gasped.  
“The same thing you’re about to do.  Suit up, Brik.”
“But—I . . . the Smartdrive is down!  We’re not going anywhere!”
 “Yeah, yeah, I know,” I said, taking the shockrifle and handing it to Luna.  I 

divvied the remaining ammo while Luna helped Brikbrac zip up.  
“Why are we going spaceside?” asked Brikbrac, his eyestalks cramped and 

silly looking inside the clear plexidome.
“It’s the last thing G’weejo would expect.  There used to be an old game on 

Earth called Chinese Stoplights, where you would jump out of one vehicle and enter the 
one behind you.  Juvenile, but we’re going to use the same idea.  They’ll board us 
through an extension tube, access the pressure hatch and probably come in guns ‘a 
blazin’.  If I know G’weejo, he’s so mad he’ll come through first, probably with backup.  
But we won’t be here.  We’ll be scuttling over our hull with these specimens.”

“Then what?” asked Luna, her voice hollow within the headset’s speakers.
I frowned.  “Then comes the hard part.”  We heard a distant clanging; a space 

tube connecting from the pressure bay of one ship to another.  It wouldn’t take them long 
to crossover, and there wasn’t much we could do to stop them.  My plan, while somewhat
ludicrous, at least had a spark of originality.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” growled Luna.  “Now what?  This is your 
inane idea, Hebleck.”

I flashed a smile.  “Let’s go jack a starship.”     

13.

I can count on one hand how many times I’ve been in freefall.  It always gives
me the oddest vertigo to think that all of infinity and beyond is spinning beneath my 
weightless body like some celestial circus wheel.  It wasn’t any different this go around.

The Sunskimmer had a small, secondary hull hatch.  After attaching ourselves 
to a towline, we were able to depressurize the cargo hold, open the door and spill out into 
the twinkling vastness of space.  The sound of my breathing apparatus wheezed in my 
ears, blended with an accelerated heartbeat. 

“What about the pods?” asked Brik.  His syrupy voice wrapped around my 
head through the transmission filters.

“We’ll pull them along, one to a person.  Just keep a weapon ready.  All right, 
for the third time, here’s the plan. When we reach the other side, we’ll see the space 
tunnel.  We crawl across our hull, climb down and blast our way through with the 
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plasmarifle.  That will breach the seal, but there will be a manual emergency handle 
outside the ship.  We’ll have access to the Mechstar’s pressure room.”

“What about anyone onboard?” asked Luna.
I patted my ionblaster.  “That’s what these are for.  I didn’t say it would be 

easy, but it’s something. While we’re out here, we need to release the smarg containers. 
We can pick them up later with remote cargo tractors.”

We clawed along the lumpy exterior of the Sunskimmer, thanks to the 
numerous handholds and welding bars attached to the surface.  I found the lever that 
deactivated a segment of blast shield.  The plate detached on one end, revealing a shallow
depression filled with dozens of square, vacuum-sealed containers.  Our wonderful 
smarg.

“Start pulling it out!”  I cried.  We removed the bins two at a time, letting 
them float away like SOS bottles in an infinite ocean.

We finished, and leaving the smargma lifepods floating nearby, scrambled up 
the side until we saw G’weejo’s ship.  Sure enough, the Mechstar was docked about ten 
meters away from the Skimmer, a long, windowless, umbilical tunnel stretched between 
them.  The vessel was much smaller than the Sunskimmer, with insect-like dimensions 
and a bulbous control deck.  Lashed together with the prehensile towline, we floated 
down to the spacetunnel.  My magnetic boots clanked and attached. 

“Hand me the plasmarifle, Luna.”  I took it, and casting a wary look at the 
others, aimed at a nice spot halfway between the ships, and pressed the trigger.  Plasma 
spat out in a white flash.  The ammo-counter immediately dropped to “10”; not much left.
The plasma ripped a hole in the tunnel about the size of my head, and the pressurized air 
wheezed out.  Tiny globules of molten metal drifted into the vacuum.  I fired again, then 
again, each shot ripping away chunks of the spacewalk until there was enough room for 
me to drop inside. 

I looked both ways.  There was a closed pressure hatch at either end of the 
corridor.  Motioning for Brik and Luna to follow, I bounced toward the Mechstar and 
scanned for the emergency access wheel.  

“Hurry!” said Luna. 
“I’m hurrying!  I’m hurrying!  Do you see anything?”
Luna cursed and pushed past me, even slapped the control button to the 

pressure door.  It didn’t budge.  She ran gloved hands around the tunnel’s perimeter while
a bubble of tension expanded in my gut.

“There isn’t a damn emergency wheel!” yelled Luna finally.  “Oh, great!  
Great! A fine mess, Hebleck!  The bridge’s integrity is ruined and now we can’t get in!”

Damn.  She was right.  We were trapped in the space tube.

14.

 “What were you thinking?” yelled Luna.  “What was I thinking?  What 
emergency wheel?”  She slapped my helmet with the nozzle of her gun.

“Most ships have them!  There should have been one!  It’s standard!”
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“But there’s not!  And now they know we’re here!”
“Hey, hey, calm it down,” said Brikbrac, asserting himself into the midst of 

our little spat.  “Let’s all just stay green.”
“Shut it, Foobian,” said Luna.  “What are we supposed to do?”
I thought about that a moment and realized there were only two options: 

return to the Sunskimmer or not.  I leveled the plasmarifle at the door.
“Wait,” said Brik, “that’s not a space tunnel, Si.  It leads into the ship.”
“That’s right, and I’ve got eight shots to get it right.  Listen— if we can get 

inside we can maybe seal the pressure room before we loose too much atmosphere.  Our 
only alternative is to go back to the Sunskimmer and apologize to G’weejo.  ‘Sorry, 
G’wee!  You’re not mad are you?’”  I said it with just enough sarcasm to make Luna’s 
features darken.

“If we die, I blame you, Hebleck,” she said. 
I shrugged.  “Well, Ms. Luna, I already said you might not want to get 

involved with us.”
“Just do it!” she shouted.
Brikbrac grabbed my arm.  “You ready, Simon?”
I nodded, turned to the door, charged the rifle and pressed the button.  

ZAAP! ZAP! 

The familiar bolt of white plasma ripped out and struck the door.  The counter 
dropped to “7”.  Metal blackened and burned, but didn’t yield as easily as the space 
tunnel.  I fired again at the same spot, satisfied with the hiss of liquefied alloy.  I set my 
shoulders and fired a third time.  The bolt punched through and opened a hand-wide gap 
in the door.  A funnel of air blasted out.  If not for my magnetized boots it would have 
swept me off my feet.

“Keep going!” cried Brikbrac.  “Shoot again!”  I leveled the plasma rifle and 
squeezed off two more rounds.  The gap opened wider, but I only had three shots left and 
they needed to count.  I stomped closer, aimed for the center, and blasted away.

Z—Z—ZAAP!
Metal hissed, and an inviting circle of light gaped open.  Red klaxons flashed 

within, alerting the ship to the hull breach.  Two more shots and the plasmarifle went dry,
but the hole was passable.

“Go!  Go!  Go!”  I yelled.  Luna crawled through first as if she were at a 
child’s playground.  Brik followed, and I brought up the rear, discarding the plasmarifle 
for an ionblaster.  The pressure room doors were sealed and lights whirled on the ceiling. 
Panels flashed everywhere.  Luna ran to the secondary pressure hatch and slapped the 
button.  The door opened and a rush of oxygen exploded around her feet.  She almost fell,
but slipped under the door, followed by Brik and myself.  

We closed it from the other side and slumped against the mosaicked interior 
walls, hearts hammering in our chests.  From the end of the hall, two armed Xexuns 
suddenly emerged, their heads jabbering in anger.  A hail of laser blasts splattered around
us.

“Nige!” yelled Luna.  She dove to the floor, and with the training that perhaps 
only a CorSys officer can provide, rattled off three shots from the shockrifle.  The azure 
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waves of energy struck both attackers and sent them sprawling to the end of the passage, 
twitching but alive. 

I stared at Luna.  “Nice shooting, Marshall.  I couldn’t have done better 
myself.”

“Humph.  Of course not, snabhead.  I’m a professional.”

15.

We restrained the Xexuns, removed our spacesuits, and limped to the bridge.  We 
didn’t encounter any other crew or droids, and definitely not G’weejo.  I opened the 
communicator panel and hailed the Sunskimmer.  The transmission warbled for a few 
minutes, and finally coalesced into G’weejo’s ugly heads. 

“Hi, G’wee!”  I said.  “Not a bad ship you have here.  A lot faster than that tub 
you’re on now, especially since you don’t have serviceable engines. Hmm . . . I wonder 
how that happened?”  I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone so mad. His green eyes doubled
in size and a stream of drool spilled over his lips, puddling into a viscous mass on both 
jowls.

“HEBLECK!  WHAT—HAVE—YOU—DONE—WITH—MY—SMARG?”
Brik leaned over and spoke into the intercom.  “Oh, it’s safe, G’weejo.  In fact, I 

think it’s about time we all enjoyed some.  It’s been a snorgle of a day.”  Brik held up a 
package I hadn’t noticed earlier—a smarg container.  “Oh, yes, G’weejo . . . we’ll have a 
good old time.  See you around the cosmos.”  Brik snickered and backed away, fumbling 
with his prize.

I turned to the vidscreen.  “I suppose you were right all along, G’weejo—never 
trust a con.  I suppose we all learned something from this experience, huh?”

The Xexun’s face contorted, and I thought one of his heads might actually 
explode.  I laughed again, cut off the monitor and retracted the space tube, leaving 
G’weejo to figure out a way to get himself home.

Luna sighed.  She looked haggard, and even older than before.  She was beside 
Brik, watching as the Foobian unbound the smarg container.  It was mint julep, my 
favorite.

“We need to collect the pods and capsules,” I said.  “Now’s not the time to kept 
yourself smarged.”

“We’ll do it, don’t worry,” replied Brikbrac, dipping a finger into the ice-
creamish dessert and gingerly wrapping his lips around it.  He closed his eyes in bliss and
smiled.  “Oh, that’s some good stuff.”

“I want a taste,” said Luna.  She sampled some, closing her eyes as well to savor 
it.  “That’s . . . all I wanted,” she whispered.  “CorSys can just go to hell . . .”



JM Hauser                                                                                                                        SMARG!  - 30

“And plenty more where this came from,” said Brikbrac, circling an arm around 
Luna’s shoulder.  To my astonishment, she didn’t backhand him.

“What gives here?”  I said.  “He’s a bug-eyed Foobian.  I thought were a tough-
as-nails CorSys drone with no tolerance for affection.”

Luna waved a hand, her eyes dreamy, hazel pools.  “What’s wrong with a 
Foobian, Hebleck?  I’m feeling better now than I have in weeks!”  She and Brik giggled, 
holding the smarg box between them like a new friend.

“Well, be careful,” I said, “especially if you start looking for thrills outside your 
own species.”

“Who says I’m looking, Hebleck?  Lay off!”
“Well,” said Brikbrac slowly, as if he had a secret to reveal, “you DO know what 

they say about Foobians, don’t you?”
“No, and I don’t really care.”  My objection didn’t even pause him.
“It’s not just three EYES we have!  HA!  HAA!”  Luna and Brik almost cried, so 

great was their smarg-tainted amusement. 
I allowed myself a paltry smile.  It was sort of funny, even if not something I 

cared to think about.
“C’mere, Simon,” said Brikbrac.  “ ‘Ave a taste.  After today I think you’ve 

earned it.”
“No, I can’t.  We have to salvage the pods before they drift off.  We have to get 

away from G’weejo, unless we kill him now, but I’m not really up for that, it would ride 
on my conscience.  We need repairs!  The space tube is damaged, the pressure room—”

Brik raised a solemn hand.  “Time for all that later, wise captain.  We now have 
Ms. Luna to share our company, we have a new ship, a load of pure smarg and a whole 
galaxy at our disposal. Things are looking up, yes?”

I didn’t answer.  Luna beckoned me to approach with a rare smile.  I found that 
intriguing.  I stepped closer and they handed me the box.  On the outside, it read in large 
pink and lavender letters, SMARG!  YUM!  I glanced at Brik and Luna.  They looked 
serene, slightly doped, but serene nonetheless. 

I sighed, dipped a finger into the chilled cream and brought it to my lips.  Not bad.
Not bad at all.  The minty flavor slid down my tongue and tiny firecrackers exploded 
along the taste buds, marching from my throat to enwrap every pleasure node in my 
body.  That was all I tried, but it was enough.

What can I say?  Some things in life are just too good to let pass.

THE END
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