"How The Star Leviathan Got His Throat"

In space, once upon a time, O my Best Beloved, there was a Star Leviathan, and he ate everything.  He ate the XeeLee and the HeeChee, and the Thrint and the Slint, and the Thranx and the Janx, and the Quisp and the Ssssisp, and the Arisian and the Eddorian, and the really truly slimy grimy Hutt.  All the life he could find in all of space he ate with his mouth -- so!  Till at last there was only one small creature left in all that arm of the galaxy, and he was a small 'Stute sort of space remora Fish, and he went a little behind the Leviathan's right ear, so as to be out of harm's way.  Then the Star Leviathan stood up on his tail and said, "I'm hungry."  And the small 'Stute Fish said in a small 'stute voice,  "Noble and Generous Astro-Cetacean, have you ever tasted Man?"


"No," said the Leviathan. "What is it like?"


"Nice," said the small 'Stute Fish.  "Nice but nubbly."


"Then fetch me some," said the Star Leviathan, and he made the ylem froth up with his tail.

 
"One at a time is enough," said the "Stute Fish. "If you will make your way to (= 14.4966 hours, (= -62.681 degrees, (= 1.29 parsecs  (that is magic), you will find, tethered to a starship with back-up fusion drive, in the middle of the void, with nothing on but a self-contained, closed-cycle, internally/externally powered life support suit with a superconducting temperature-regulating under-layer mesh (you must not forget the superconducting mesh, Best Beloved), and a standard-issue repair kit tool set, one space-wrecked astronaut, who, it is only fair to tell you, is a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity.”


So the Star Leviathan “swam” down the shortest space-time geodesic to (= 14.4966 hours, (= -62.681 degrees, (= 1.29 parsecs as fast as he could go, and tethered to a starship with back-up fusion drive, in the middle of the void, with nothing to wear but a self-contained, closed-cycle, internally/externally powered life support suit with a superconducting temperature-regulating under-layer mesh (you must particularly remember the superconducting mesh, Best Beloved), and a standard-issue repair kit tool set, he found one single, solitary space-wrecked astronaut, performing an EVA from his starship and attempting to repair his transluminal drive.  (He had his Mummy's leave to spacewalk, or else he would never have done it because he was a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity.)


Then the Star Leviathan opened his mouth back and back and back until it nearly touched his tail, and he swallowed the space-wrecked astronaut, and the starship with back-up fusion drive he was tethered to, and his spacesuit with its superconducting thermal mesh (which you must not forget), and the standard-issue repair kit tool set -- He swallowed them all down into his dark warm cupboards, and then he smacked his lips -- so, and turned round three times on his tail.


But as soon as the astronaut, who was a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity, found himself truly inside the Leviathan's warm, dark, inside cupboards, he stumped and he jumped and he thumped and he bumped, and he lased and he mased, and he beamed and he gleamed, and he mused and he fused, and he fired and he wired, and he welded and he melted, and he clenched and he wrenched, and he clamored and he hammered, and he played his exhaust where he shouldn’t and the Star Leviathan felt most unhappy indeed.  (Have you forgotten the thermal mesh?)


So he said to the 'Stute Fish, "this Man is very nubbly, and besides he is making me hiccup.  What shall I do?"


"Tell him to come out," said the 'Stute Fish.


So the Star Leviathan called down his own throat to the space-wrecked astronaut, "Come out and behave yourself. I've got the hiccups."


"Nay, nay!" said the astronaut.  "Not so but far otherwise.  Take me to my natal-planet, and the green- hills-of-Terra and I'll think about it.”  And he began to run his exhaust hotter than ever.


"You had better take him home," said the 'Stute Fish to the Star Leviathan.  "I ought to have warned you that he is a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity."


So the Star Leviathan "swam" and "swam" and "swam", with both flippers and his tail, spewing quantum foam through his blowhole, as hard as he could for the hiccups; and at last he saw the astronaut's natal-planet and the green- hills-of-Terra, and he rushed half-way into the atmosphere, and opened his mouth wide and wide and wide, and said, "Change here for Cape Canaveral, Baikonur, Woomera, Alcantara, Sriharikota, Xichang, Torrejon, and stations on the Mt. Kilimanjaro space elevator;" and just as he said "Mt." the astronaut parachuted out of his mouth.  But while the Star Leviathan had been "swimming”, the astronaut, who was indeed a man of infinite-resource-and-sagacity, had taken his standard-issue repair kit tool set and cut the engine out of his ship.  Then he had taken the superconducting temperature regulating under-layer mesh (now you know why you were not to forget the mesh!) and used it to modify the containment fields in the engine's fusion chamber so that now instead of making a small bottle, they spread out like vast wings, tens of kilometers on either side, narrowing to a tiny neck where fusion then occurred; and he dragged that modified engine good and tight into the Star Leviathan's throat, and there it stuck!  Then he recited the following Sloka, which, as you have not heard it, I will now proceed to relate --

By means of my tool set

I've created a ramjet


For the Astronaut, he was also a Camp-bell-i-an.  And he touched down lightly on the launch pad, and went home to his mother, who had given him leave to EVA, and he married and lived happily ever afterwards.  So did the Star Leviathan.  But from that day on, the self-perpetuating magnetic fields emanating from the engine in his throat, which he could neither cough up nor swallow down, prevented him from eating anything but interstellar hydrogen, and that is the reason why Star Leviathans nowadays never eat men or women or boys or little girls.


The small 'Stute Fish went and hid himself under the event horizon of a black hole.  He was afraid that the Star Leviathan might be angry with him.


The Astronaut took the standard-issue repair kit tool set home.  He was wearing the self-contained, closed-cycle, internally/externally powered life support suit when he touched down on the launch pad.  The superconducting temperature regulating under-layer mesh he left behind, you see, to modify the fusion engine with; and that is the end of that tale.

