
The Foamer

by

Nick Bruechle

At sixteen hundred ship’s time, Koenig arrived to relieve Alexion. As it happened every time she
had seen the new crew member on his first trip, Alexion was startled at how young he was. He 
looked like a baby, with a bolt of yellow blonde hair, a little nub of a nose under sky blue eyes, 
and stubble so soft it would tickle if you rubbed faces with him.

“Don’t listen to a word he says,” Alexion warned. “He’s a murderer and a psychopath – not 
necessarily in that order.”

“Isn’t there somewhere more secure we could hold him?” Koenig looked slightly terrified.

“No, there’s no brig on this ship. No one ever thought that a crewman would turn on one of 
his mates like that. Don’t worry. In another ten hours we’ll be clear of the ecliptic plane of this 
system and we can go to Cee-Plus. It shouldn’t take us long to get home after that. We’ll pop up 
above our own ecliptic only a week or so from Earth, so you’ll probably only have to watch him 
once or twice after this. Just keep away from him,” Alexion warned again as she walked away.

She hadn’t been gone three minutes when the door of Trainor’s quarters slid open, giving the 
young guard a start. Oddly, Trainor didn’t look at all like the crazed killer and hardened criminal 
Koenig had expected (although in truth he hadn’t known what to expect; Trainor was his first 
murderer).

The much older Trainor had soft, approachable grey eyes in a well-padded round face, deep 
laugh lines, grey-white eyebrows and whiskers, and full red lips that always seemed about to part
in a wide smile. It was hard to believe he’d bludgeoned poor Nilson to death out by Daxan Four.

“Don’t talk to me,” Koenig told him. “Go back inside and close the door.”

“What’s your name, son?” Trainor’s voice was as soft and warm as his face, and there was a 
lilting melody even in that short sentence.

The young man answered with a single, wary word, almost in spite of himself. “Koenig.”

“The foamer isn’t up to it,” Trainor said simply, and a little sadly. 

“The foamer?” Way to not start a conversation, Koenig said to himself as the words came out.
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