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 Ghost Hunting in the Galley

Howard stood in his cabin,
looking at a layout of the Universe on the large wall screen. The
room was beeping an obnoxious warning at him again. He pushed the
button, muting the message. He knew what it was about and it was
unimportant.

He stepped over the pile of tourist gee-gaws he’d
gotten on Masia 36 to move closer to the screen. His third leg
grazed a pile of books containing ghost stories he’d borrowed from
the Captains’ library, knocking them over.

He really would find some floor space.

Soon.

A smell of rotting leaves came from one of the piles.
He’d forgotten to eat that dinner two days ago in a panic over his
new duties. The room would send cleaning bots out soon. He dug
through the pile until he found the offending take away package
he’d gotten from the commissary.

He tiptoed across the room to the disposal chute and
tossed it in.

It really was foul smelling.

Howard forced himself to concentrate.

He’d been given a crucial assignment and there was no
time to lose.

He was finally in charge of a passenger
entertainment. An impromptu one.

Tomorrow night.

To celebrate a holiday known only on Earth.

Halloween.

The Cruise Director had suggested ghost hunting. Not
real ghosts. They didn’t exist, of course. But imaginary ghosts.
Apparently, the hunting was the important part. And he’d make sure
to include special ghostlike effects at the end of the hunt.

This would be fun.

If only his parents weren’t on board. At sixty four
he was old enough to shake off their influence, but Gassians never
really left home, did they?

He scratched the thick blue fur on his arms and
sniffed. He should shower. When he didn’t his scent, which humans
always likened to gardenias, became too overpowering for them. Like
some of the older humans whose noses didn’t work well and they wore
too much perfume.

He looked around the room. A small footpath wound
around through piles of books and things Howard collected from
every planet, moon or asteroid where he’d had shore leave. Rocks,
ceremonial objects, bags. He really liked bags.

Gassians had so much hair and wore no clothes because
that would be silly. But bags were really very useful for carrying
things in. Especially since he collected so many things.

He paced back and forth along the footpath, his long
tail tangling in the piles. Where should he stage the ghost hunt?
The ballrooms were too formal. The pool areas were too wet and the
ectoplasm he wanted to create would disappear.

He had half a day to come up with a place. Prep
needed to begin this evening, while the ball was going on. The
second team would work on that.

Then tomorrow morning, Petunia would work on the
sound system. Set up speakers for the ghostly sounds. Crimina would
work on decorations and special effects which would happen during
the hunt. Kalayla was on logistics, making sure there were enough
escorts for the guests to keep them out of trouble.

Howard had put together a scenario and given the
script to his staff.

The only thing that remained was the location.

Howard switched on the wet shower and walked in,
feeling the warm water stream through his fur, washing away the
oils which contained his scent. He paid special attention to
cleaning his large rounded ears, they always trapped the dirt. He
closed his eyes and only the problem of where to hold the ghost
hunt kept him awake. Warmth always made him sleepy.

He turned the water off and turned on the air, which
flew his fur dry, leaving it fluffy and full. Then he got out and
put on his wristband, making sure it was functioning.

He had ten minutes to make it up to the London
Ballroom to help decorate for the Sherlockian Ball this evening.
That would be fun. He’d decided to color his fur black for the
night and come as the hound of the Baskervilles. He had an
appointment with the hair dresser at 17:00.

Howard caught the staff elevator on his floor and
watched the floors tick by as he read messages on the wristband.
There was a security breach in the shuttle landing pads. No more
info, but they were locked down.

A panicked message calling for help from Eva, the
Cruise Director and his boss. Something about the Plemam contingent
having a run in with the guests from Nrevkis. Over turnips in the
dining room.

The Plemam were a little excitable and very
passionate about food. They picked fights with everyone who
disagreed with them.

Perhaps he should go. He stopped the elevator and
sent it back down to deck 13.

It took less than a minute and he got off, heading
towards the dining room.

A full fledged food fight was going on between the
seven foot alligator-like Plemam and the three foot stick-like
Nrevkis, who were fast, agile and had wicked curve balls.

Only one way to stop this chaos.

He shrieked the call to food of his people.

It was a high pitched, ear splitting whistle that
made the plates rattle on the table.

Everything stopped.

“Hot tub party, Deck 3. Pronto!” yelled Howard.

His size made most passengers disinclined to argue
with him. The Plemam were cowardly at heart and they waddled
towards the elevators first. To show they had no fear of turning
their backs on the Nrevkis, who followed.

Howard spoke into his wristband. “Dining room
situation cooled down. They’re heading towards the hot tubs on Deck
3. Make sure they go to separate rooms,” he said to the person on
duty.
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