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Sitayshun had watched his kind slowly disappear until there were days and even weeks before contact with another whale was made. Many of his species had come and gone, but over the past few years more and more were going and fewer and fewer were coming. 


An ancient sense of what his ancestors called extinctus had cast its shadow on his soul. It filled Sitayshun with melancholy to see the end of his species coming. Maybe it had something to do with the water getting warmer or the strange substances that passed through his baleen plates, plates that were continually red and irritated. 


It probably had more to do with having lived so long. Forty-five seasons had passed since he had suckled his mother. Sitayshun had grown into a mammoth at fifty-feet of length and forty tons of weight and though large he still moved gracefully through the water. 


On this day, his uniquely mottled belly and black back skimmed the surface of the sea as he gathered plankton. There were far fewer of these drifting organisms now and it had taken three hours to gather a meager meal. The old whale quit feeding and swam listlessly through the water, tired of the tediousness of finding so little to eat in such a large area. He didn't like dieting, but getting food nowadays was too much work so he often quit before becoming full. Dropping five tons in the last year made it easier to swim anyway. 


Sitayshun swam slowly until he found the current that carried him northward to colder waters. This ancient waterway traveled along the coast and turned west then back south as it followed the land. He hoped to find the companionship of other whales drifting in the same direction. 


After two days of moving his tail and fins lethargically, Sitayshun spied a female with a grey topside and white under belly as she arched her back out of the water. He spy hopped out of the water a little and saw a small whale-child shadowing her movements. She touched her baby's flipper in a sign of affection. When they saw Sitayshun, they circled back and swam toward him. 


He watched as the pair approached. As one, the two whales rolled to expose their white bellies. Then the mother breached and slapped the water in front of him so that it exploded and cascaded all around him in a white mist. She communicated through a series of squeaks and grunts. 


My name is Misty. What's yours? 


Sitayshun, he said holding his flipper out and touching hers. 


This is my son, Bailey. 


Bailey lob tailed out of the water and peeked over his mother's hump. Hi, Sitayshun, he said then dropped back down to hide. 


Sitayshun got only a glimpse of her baby but it was enough to notice how small and skinny the black and white whale-child was. Hi, Bailey. How sea swell to meet you. 


Likewise, he said from the other side of his mother. 


He's shy, Misty said. He's not used to being around other whales. There aren't many of us left. 


I know, replied Sitayshun. You're the first whales I've seen for days. It's probably because there isn't any food around here. 


There's hardly any food anywhere, Misty replied. Bailey and I haven't had a decent meal in days. We're slowly starving to death. 


The old whale frowned and said, I know an area farther north that usually has an abundance of krill this time of year. Follow me and I'll take you there.    

  


Misty and Bailey were too weak to travel very fast. Even by Sitayshun's standards they were slow. It took over eight hours to get to the krill swarms. 


When they arrived, Sitayshun took over. We'll need to cooperate to get enough for a feed. You swim to the north and east and I'll swim to the south and west, he said waving a flipper as he directed. 


What'll I do, Grandpa? 


When we get the shrimp herded together, you dive below the swarm then back up through it and eat your fill. By the way, I'm not your Grandpa. 


Sitayshun and Misty swam furiously around the krill blowing air through their blow holes. The bubbles they created formed a visual barrier the tiny shrimp wouldn't cross and the krill slowly bunched together into a cloud. 


Now! The old whale cried when the krill had thickened into an orange mass. 


Bailey dove deep under the swarm and then back up, gulping large quantities of shrimp. He turned before he reached the surface and swirled back around taking in more krill. He swirled again and again before he was satisfied. 


Once Bailey was done, Sitayshun swam furiously to push the krill toward Misty who moved in to eat as much as she could before the swarm dissipated. It didn't take long before they were gone. There was barely enough of the small shrimp to make a meal for her son, Misty got an appetizer, and the old whale did without. 


When the swarm was gone, Bailey swam over and touched fins with Sitayshun. Thank you, Grandpa, he said nudging up against the old whale's side. 


I'm not your Grandpa, Sitayshun said with less conviction than before. 


Sitayshun, we're going to starve to death. Isn't there anything you can do? I don't care about me. But please, please, can't you help my baby? 


What would you have me do? There's no food. 


Think, Sitayshun. You're old enough to know the ancient lore. Think! There has to be something. Please, save my baby. 

  


As they swam north again, Bailey breached and slapped the water. Yahoo! Grandpa, he said swimming circles around the old whale.  They swam and they swam but there wasn't any food and after another day, Bailey started to flag. 


I'm tired Grandpa. 


Here little one. Get on my flipper. Sitayshun said settling into the role assigned to him. 


And Bailey perched on his flipper as Misty followed behind. 


Isn't there something you can do? Please he's hungry, Misty begged. 


Stay here and be ready, said the old whale as he let Bailey off of his fin. 


Sitayshun swam out and away from the coast using his gigantic flippers and tail to gain speed. In the past there had been a deep channel of dark water where schools of herring liked to congregate, it was several miles west of his new family. He lunged forward now with hope and a sense of urgency, looking for a deep blue change in the sea. After several miles, the temperature dropped and the herring started to appear as silvery flashes.  


The old whale forgot himself and swam among the herring, eating his fill then resting. With his belly full, he became lethargic, floating on the ocean surface. His eyes closed and he slept as the oily herring digested. 


An hour later, his sluggishness lifted and Misty’s words came back to him, Isn’t there anything you can do? Save my baby. 

The old whale roused himself. He rolled and exposed his white belly then crossed the ocean current and breached. Slapping the water with his tail, he blew air out of his blow hole and swam back and forth, herding a wide swath of herring out of the channel and forward toward his new family. A large school moved eastward where Misty and Bailey waited. 


Sitayshun moved left then right behind the herring slapping his tail and moving his flippers furiously. When the fish tried to go north he moved around to block them and if they moved south he swam even farther south to prevent their escape. The canny old whale kept them going east to Misty and Bailey. 


Sitayshun worked himself into a frenzy, using all the energy he had gained from the oily herring in an attempt to drive the fish into the jaws of Misty and Bailey. His only purpose was to provide a meal for his new family. 


Sitayshun swam forward then twirled then swam to the north and then to south. Propelled by those haunting words, Save my baby, and his own determination he used all his strength driving the swarm until finally, he could see a mother whale and her baby waiting ahead. 


Now! he sounded as the herring  approached the pair. 


Misty and Bailey darted forward taking large gulps of herring and when they passed the school, turning around and attacking its rear. They tore into the back of the cloud and swallowed tremendous numbers of the silver flashes then swirled, driving into them sideways. Mother and son twirled and swam and swallowed taking their fill of the oily herring until their hunger left. Full of fish, they rested on the ocean’s surface. 


While Misty and Bailey fed, the old whale rested, drifting slowly inward with the tide. Spent, he dozed and remembered something that happened long ago. A ship had hit a reef and had torn a hole in it's side. Stranded, it flashed its lights, three short flashes, followed by three long flashes, and then three more short flashes. It had kept the signal going until another ship came and pulled it off the reef and repaired the hole so it could sail away. The dream repeated itself until he became the ship, instead of lights flashing he sounded the pattern until he too was rescued. 


Hours later, mother and son awoke from their sleepy languor to find Sitayshun laying in the shallows. Bailey swam to him and nudged his side then touched his flipper, Thank you, Grandpa. What's the matter? Are you well? 


No, Grandson, I’m old-tired and stuck in the sand. I’ve drifted too far inland. 


We’ll help you Grandpa. 


Bailey took one of the old whale’s tail fins in his mouth and his mother took the other. They waited until the tide surged outward and then pulled as hard as they could. Sitaytshun moved backward a little bit. They waited and again the tide went out and they pulled. He moved backward a little bit further. They waited and the tide went out a third time. They pulled with all their might as the old whale thrashed until he broke free of the sand. He slowly turned and moved to deeper waters to catch his breath. 


Thank you, Sitayshun said as Bailey held his flipper and swam with him. His mother nudged the old whale affectionately. 


No, thank you, Father, Misty said. I know now there’s nothing you can do. 


Maybe, but I have an idea. It came to me in a dream. I’ll try it after I’ve rested. 


Sitayshun logged to gather his strength, practicing the sequence. Three shorts bursts, pause; three long bursts, pause; three short bursts. He rolled and swam in a circle, memorizing the rhythm. 


Around and around, the old whale gathered speed. I’ve got to save my family, little Bailey loves me he thought gaining determination. Faster and faster the tail swished until his speed matched his resolve. 


He braced himself knowing a whale had never stayed vertical for more than thirty beats, it was in the ancient lore, but it would be done for Bailey and Misty and all other dying whales.  The old behemoth burst from the water in a spy hop that brought him to a right angle against the sea’s surface. 


Sitayshun sounded, throwing 1000 Hertz to the sky. Three beats, aht, aht, aht; pause for two beats; ahhhhhht, ahhhhhht, ahhhhhht, nine beats; pause for two beats; aht, aht, aht, three beats for a total of nineteen beats. He waited three beats then aht, aht, aht, pause; ahhhhhht, ahhhhhhht, ahhhhhht, pause. The strain of staying out of the water tore at his muscles and frayed the cartilage away from his bones and yet he held his mammoth body out of the water finishing with aht, aht, aht as Misty and Bailey watched in awe while they held each other's flipper. 


With pride in his voice the baby whale said, That’s my Grandpa. 


The signal was finished, the old whale crashed back into the ocean with a thunderous explosion. No humpback had ever spy hopped for so long. It was a cry for help and Sitayshun had stayed out of the water for forty-one beats in one final attempt to stave off extinctus and save his family. Moribund and dying he barely felt their gentle nudges of thanks, but he did hear Bailey. 


I love you, Grandpa. 
  

The Creator had decided long ago not to interfere in the affairs of Earth. Let man have free will. If mankind destroys themselves so be it. But, occasionally, when one of His creatures does something so divine and miraculous that it draws his attention, He will intervene. He was tired of mankind's indifference anyway. It would be a simple matter that required little effort. All He had to do was make sure the spaceship on the other side of the galaxy heard the whale's plea for help and plant an idea in the Benwarian's head. 

 The conclusion can be found in Mix and Match. Kindle version is $.99.



