Eat Me

© 1999 G.F Willmetts (UK)

Prospecti ng isan old Earth custom for looking for hidden wedlth or treasure.

Hardly surprising that it would be carried on when wefindly went to the stars. It's cheaper to séll aman a
plot of land and tdll him to dig it than bring in expensive machinery on the off-chance that something might
be there.

'Courseg, dl that changesif some valuable minerd isthere. Y ou're ingtantly rich and they buy back the
minerd rights. If theré's nothing there and the land is arable, you can always become afarmer.

A no-loss situation, providing you wannabe afarmer. Don't think I'll be afarmer yet. Found someveins
of cinnabar. Won't mean much to cityfolk by that name. If | said mercury your eyes should light up. The
suff that's still used in thermometers and fluid links.

Not used in teeth fillings so much any more, but still avauable find. Worth itsweight in gold. Better'n
dlver. On Earth, the history books say that slver can often be found near mercury. Thirty light yearsfrom
Earth on aplanet with atolerable oxygern/nitrogen atmosphere could mean events repeeting themsalves.

Think I'll put in bidsfor land plots around my own before anyone e se figuresit out. Might just get lucky
again. All I've got to do is deliver my samples for confirmation and accept a pro-rota payment. Be able
to turninthisold truck for a better pair of whedls.

Better equipment. Wine, women and song are dl right for awhile but when you live out on theland for so
long, you start missing watching the stars over night. Making more money isaso astrong incentive,
'specidly at the price of the good life and awedlthy retirement. Aw shit! What's going on here.

Scuffing and duffing. Spot the dust pile. Even thisfar off the beaten track, there's dways some poor sap
being mugged. | braked hard so they get due warning. Loca inhabs. Better do something for public
relations or us so-caled invading humanswill be blamed for thisaswell. Jumping down from my truck, it
don't take long to get the picture.

Three of them beating some runt on the ground. Lanky bastards |oaded with hair. Don't gppear to be
armed, so no need for the gun. 'C'mon, ease off. Thisaint afair fight.'

Start with wordsto seeif they understand humlang. They ignore me. | reach for one of the muggers, but
he moves out of range. They ain't deaf. All three of them speak in that whispery spitty language they use
and | ain't mastered.

At least they stopped beseting on that little guy, whatever heis. Not sure | like the way, they're circling...
That'stheway | last remember it anyway. Woke up seconds later with my face in the dirt. Musta clipped
my legsfrom behind. Must have thought I'm as hardy as they are and expected meto get up after them.

Lucky me. Lucky for the runt, too. He's till on the ground. Aw shit! They took metruck. | got up and
watched the dust trail heading towards town. Might not speak humlang but they knew how to shift the
truck out of gear. Forty kilometres.

Gonnabe abloody long walk. 'Do | thank the honourable human for my rescue now or later? avoice
asked. Pull my heart out and gimme me atransplant. The runt was spesking humlang. 'Do | thank the
honourable human for my rescue now or later? avoice asked again, ‘My lifeismy debt.' 'Yeah? That a



fact?

| got up and dusted myself off. 'An" who might you be? | knew that aready. Saw apicturein abook
once. Seen afew at adistance. Cdled a Smakian. Lookslike alarge purple and green furball 'bout the
gzeof asmdl footbal. Squat legs and arms used to keep it stable when not moving.

Usesthose legsto get started and moveslike aball. Somewherein al that fur, there would be apair of
eyeswatching me. What else did it say? Oh yeah, it'snot fur. Some sort of vegetable matter. Weird alien
physios! Neither them or the Larkies, them hairy critters who stole my truck, are brilliant sentients.

No technology. Live off theland. They gave minerd rightswillingly for additiond agriculture land. Some
of the metals are poisonous and it's turning desert land to arable. Best terms we ever had on anew
planet. The ecologigts are ftill sorting out who the dominate speciesis.

Both Simakians and Larkies made separate similar agreements independently for the same reasons. Both
reasonably intelligent. Weve got recorded instances of Larkies eating Simakians but it doesn't seem to
worry the furbals much. Well, alittle. They don't like being mugged by groups of Larkies.

Sounds crazy, as we've seen the odd Larkie eating a Simakian. Not my worry. I'm no ecologist. Let
some field-worker gimme the answers when they figure it out. No skin off my nose. Won't make much
difference when it'sknown. 'Do you dways get lost in thought after aquestion? the Simakian asked. 'l
am of the Colour. Y ou humans place greater importance on names than the Colour.

For your comfort, | will baptise myself Dadla...or would Tralabe more suitable? Someone's been letting
these creatures |oose on our textbooks again. Which lousy preacher showed them a bible? Baptise shit!
‘Ddlasfine. I'm Hunt. Wade Hunt. Take your pick which name you cal me." Two eyes poked out of the
furbdl and blinked.

'Don't you like your given name? Would you like me to choose another one? "Huh? Put that by me
again.' 'You said | could pick your name. | can call you..." 'Wade or Hunt. | ain't that fussy.' 'Wade or
Hunt. Y our names are as odd to us as our lack of them isto you. We adjust to the Situation.'

The Simie voice became deep and sagely asif 1'd given some persona secret that only it and | could
share. Don't ask me which orifice it came from. I'm not even sureif they can even crap. Knew | shoulda
given only one of my names.

Just asthey don't distinguish by names, they find it harder the fact we've got two and don't split 'em apart.
"Would you do me the honour of alowing me to accompany you to your town? "Why would you want to
do that? Asfar as| know, you Simies...Colour don't need towns!'

'But | amin your debt. Y our town isat least forty of those kilometresyou say are distant from here. You
will need some protection.’ 'Y ou protect? Y ou're the one being mugged.’ That's not important. | know
thisland. Can help with your route." Yeah! | guess he had a point there. Not much in the way of visble
landmarks. Even the dirt track was growing over.

All I had waswhat | was wearing. Not even a canteen. Things could get abit nasty. Loca company was
better than nothing. 'Do you sing? 'l can learn...' 'Don't bother. If you can lead me somewhere | can get
some water, food or something closeto it on the way, I'll accept the company.'

The Simakian's eyes protruded from itsfur again. "Y ou need nourishment? Water and food? 'Forty
kilometresis going to be along trek without it. Other humans don't use this route that often. Won't make
half way without it." The solution isobvious. Eat me." 'Huh! 2" 'l am assured that my body is good to eat
and acceptable to human metabolism...'



*

Thefurball rolled up beside me. How it could speak and do that without loosing breath was beyond me.
"Tell me, Wade or Hunt, why did you run like that? My suggestion was vaid and practica. My body is
composed of the right congtituents for your metabolism. Thereis aso sufficient water to prevent your
dehydration. Itisaviable solution.| offer life

| stopped and looked down at the Simie. The eyes didn't appear from the fur. Probably didn't want to
wagtetime pulling themin again, if | started running. 'Doesn't that defeet the object? | mean, eating you
for my surviva. Those scavenging Larkieswould have eaten you aswell. | didn't save you to become my
own dinner. All you're doing is swapping one predator for another. | needn't have stopped to rescue you.
Couldaleft you to be eaten by them.' 'Y es, but they would have broken me up. | prefer to be eaten
whole. By oneindividua. | have nominated you.'

| walked on thistime. Running wastiring out here. The Smierolled dong beside me. 'Humans place very
odd values on survival. If | was dead and you were hungry, you would eat me, wouldn't you? | paused
to ponder. 'Maybe. What you planning? Someritua suicide so | eat your body? That would be difficult,
Dalaagreed. 'l prefer to be eaten dive. That isthe accepted custom. Wait...Let me catch you up...

*

The Vrian sun would be up severa hours before it tucked itself below the horizon for the night. Planetary
andysssad thiswastheir summer. Longer daylight hours than Earth. Fortunately, not as hot asit could
be. Hot enough, though, without any sunblock or hat. What was apparent was that forty kilometres was
great asthetruck drives, but impractica if | wanted to find water or food along the way.

By my estimate, | was only about athird of the way to the town. If | ever get out of this, | swear | ain't
gonnaforget to dways carry some sort of emergency rationsin my pocket. | was beginning to think the
Simie waslooking awfully good to est.

| also daydreamed of eating taco sauce and ice cream together. Wonder how long before those sorta
hallucinations become fixations? | know what you're going to say. How can an outdoor type prospector
fal gpart after only 15 kilometres.

Surel livewith the starsas my celling, but | also have afully stocked larder and freezer. Could do with a
couple cans about now. Still no sign of awatering hole. 'l am rather delicious, Wade or Hunt." 'Y ‘what?
'| said thereis nothing about my body that will poison you. | have ahigh water content. The fibres of my
body are high protein. | have agood sdection of minerds, including the sdt, chloride of sodium.

None of those metals you search for but don't eat. Y ou will find me rather nourishing.' | sat down. No
shade but the pins could do with arest. Get my second wind before | go on again. Don't think the sun's
moved more than a couple degrees. 'Lemme ask you something, Dalla. 'Pose | dropped dead out here.
Would you eat mefor your own survival? 'Of course not, I..." That's the reason why | can't eat you, |
tried explainin’. 'It's not civilised to eat someone...thing you're acquainted with. Waked with.'

There hasto beaway to put it acrossto this Smiein alanguage that it can understand. 'As | wastrying
to say', Dalla continued, 'l wouldn't need to eat you. | don't have to et for several more weeks. The
Colour are better equipped than you humans.' ‘Probably the reason you never had aneed to develop
supplementary technology. Look, 'pose | was dead and you were hungry, would you eat my body then?
Dalastwo eyes poked out of itsfurball body. 'We don't tell you humansthis. We're edible to you, but
your body containstoo much calcium and iron for us.

It makes us Sick. Lose too much body fluid. Decide to eat me, Wade or Hunt.' 'Y ou'd probably tell me



how much you're enjoying it as| egt you?

'l would be honoured to...'

*

Must be about half the distance now. Drier than adrought. No blisters. Lipsdry. It'smore like
desiccation than dehydration. A short route to looking like amummy without bandages.

Pulled out one of the plants. Took some effort. It wasn't so much because it was anchored, just avery
long rooat. It aso meant it would be some dig trying to find water. Getting more important to find water
than food. Probably awhole underground reservoir.

Take as much energy to dig down asit would take to get to town, evenif | had the right equipment.
Searched my pockets for anything useful. Not even amirror to sgna with. My ciggies and lighter were
dill inthetruck. I wasthinking of findly giving them up.

Chose agood place tastart. Y ou don't realy get out prepared for along walk when you break up a
mugging, do ya?'l had heard humans were obstinate, Wade or Hunt, but thisfirst hand experienceisas
distressng me. Please eat me. It'll make you so much better. Y ou're going to have to eat soon. It'sway
past your time of meals. Y ou drink far more than you eat. My body will provide you with both..." ‘L ook,
Ddla Do you know how far it istathe town from here? I'm sure | can get there without eating you. Do
you understand how we measure distance? I'd have thought 1'd have spotted atower in the distance by
now.' "The kilometre? | can convert. We based it on our body lengths.

Thetown isthirty-five to the sun'sleft.’ Thirty-five? Y ou sure. That meansI've only gone five from where
| started. How'd that happen? 'Every time | suggested eating me, you walk in adifferent direction.

Asyou were less than communicative, | assumed you knew where you were going.' Thirty five
kilometres. Shit! I'm in serioustrouble here. 'All right, Dalla. Gimme adirect bearing. Thedirection I've
got to walk to get to the town."' 'Are you sure you wouldn't want to eat me first?

*

'Y ou don't look well, Wade or Hunt. | thought humans preferred to use their legsto wak? | saw some
humans use this technique in water once. Aren't you supposed to spin your arms over your head?

My eyesight was getting blurry. Took alot more spit tawet my lips‘forel could reply. ‘Could do with
some of that water right now.' Then | ingst you eat me. Are you so desperate to die, Wade or Hunt?
'Not any more. How far do | have to crawl now?

'Another twenty kilometres.' I'm never gonnamake it. Comes atime to forget principles. Desperation and
aurvival. 'Look. Eating you. Will it hurt you? | wouldn't wanna hurt you.

'Part from being a pain about wanting meto est you, you've been my only companion...friend.' The
Colour aren't made the same as humans. | will talk asyou est me. Reassure you, I'min no pain. To feed
you ismy honour.' | reached out and the Smierolled intamy hands, ready for the first bite. Didn't know
quite what to expect. Ddlacertainly didn't taste like mest. Least, not anything like cow or lamb. More
like some sortamushy green stuff. Better not tell any veggies. Wouldn't give them anything left to est.

"That doesn't hurt, Dalla? Don't think 1'd be that comfortable with half my guts eaten.' 'Eat, Wade or
Hunt. See how quickly you get your strength back.'

Ddlawasright 'bout that. | was Stting up for my next mouthful. Standing for my last. Whatever wasin



Dallasbody was certainly...nourishing. Made only one meal though. What was going to happen when |
got hungr... 'Shit! Sorry, Ddla, wherever you are. | never said goodbye.’

That'sdl right, Wade or Hunt. I'm il dive. Give me afew daysto adjust and then I'll start reproducing.
My children will be happy they've got such ahealthy body they can share.’ Gulp! 'Would you like meto
learn how to sSing now? We have plenty of time."
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