
PART TWO 

THE WASTING 

# 

What has been will be again,  

what has been done will be done again;  

there is nothing new under the sun.  

Is there anything of which one can say,  

“Look! This is something new”?  

It was here already, long ago;  

it was here before our time.  

No one remembers the former generations,  

and even those yet to come  

will not be remembered  

by those who follow them.  

# 

– ECCLESIASTES 1 : 9-11 

 



MICHAEL 

# 

Captain Menzies failed because he tried too hard. 

That was how they always told it, anyway. It was a story so famous, 

Michael sometimes had the impression people cared about it more than the 

history of the Ulysses or the Earth that was.  

He heard it at official functions. He heard it in church services. 

His private tutors clubbed it around his head as an example of how easy it 

was to succumb to hubris, and officers whispered it to one another when 

they thought he wasn’t listening. 

“Remember Captain Menzies,” they all said in that same earnest, wide-

eyed way that everyone used when talking about him. There was never any 

need to say which Captain Menzies. “He failed because he tried too hard.” 

It seemed as though everyone had their own unique take on the story. 

When Susan told it, it came to Michael like something out of a fairytale. 

To her, the story was just a bit of entertainment, a way of titillating the 

ears and keeping away the boredom for a few hours.  

When Father Estavan told it, however, it came in the form of a 

lesson. The first time Estavan told it to Michael, they were sitting in the 

Captain’s private library. Estavan was kneeling on the circular wine-red 

carpet in the middle of the room, piles of books propped up on either side 

of him like the pillars of some strange shrine to the printed word. Other 

choice volumes littered the carpet before him and it was one of these that 

Father Estavan opened – seemingly at random – and laid down before Michael.  

It was an old, battered tome whose pages were cracked and faded from 

the oil of countless fingers. Like almost all of Michael’s books, it was 

said to be priceless. 



“Blessed redeemer,” Estavan murmured, his eyes closed and his coarse 

hands folded before him. “Who makes and destroys all that is and ever will 

be. Bless this lesson that I am about to impart upon your servant Michael 

Sullivan. Let your future Captain’s ears be open and his heart unstoppered 

to Your words and Your wisdom. Amen.” 

“Amen,” Michael echoed.  

Estavan looked up from his prayer, a quizzical smile already playing 

at the corners of his mouth. “I have a puzzle for you, my Lord,” he said. 

“I'd be interested in hearing your take on it.” 

“My take?” 

“Tell me what you would have done in a similar situation.” 

Michael looked down at the pile of books dubiously. From where he was 

standing, he could just make out a list of names and a family tree he 

didn't recognise. Things to learn, he realised with a familiar sinking 

feeling in the pit of his stomach. Lessons with Father Estavan always 

seemed to boil down to memorising lists of names and dates. 

“Can't we sit at the desk for this?” he asked. 

“Yes we can. We can also sit on the floor. Here, look at this one. 

Tell me what you think it shows.” 

Obediently, Michael folded himself onto the carpet and stared at the 

offered parchment. It was a simple ship schematic, dated eight centuries 

past. He recognised it immediately. “I don't understand,” he confessed. 

Estavan smiled. “Do you not notice anything different about this 

map?” 

Michael shrugged. “It’s old.” 

“Look again: our eyes are often blinded by that which they expect to 

see. Don’t let them be.”  



Michael furrowed his head and looked once more at the ship schematic 

but still it refused to look like anything other than what it was.  

And how could it be otherwise? Michael thought with a huff of 

annoyance. It wasn't as though the Ulysses was in any position to change 

its shape from one year to the next. Structurally, the ship was the same 

today as it had been the day it launched ten centuries before.  

Here was the command centre at the northern pole just as it should 

be. And here was the spine leading down from it to the core and the engine 

room at the southern tip. Here was the agricultural sector wrapping the 

ship just above the equator like a fat green ring, with the processing 

plants leading away from those towards the…  

Wait a second… He blinked at the page.  

Now that Michael was looking, there was something strange about the 

map but it took him a few more moments before he realised what it was.  

“Where are the bunks?” he asked at length. 

Estavan chuckled and clapped Michael on the knee. “Well done my Lord! 

It may interest you to know that this map was one of the last ever made 

before the bunks came into being. 800 years ago. A time before the 

unspoken. A time when the only hierarchy on this ship belonged to the crew. 

A time when all men were born equal.” 

“What happened?” Michael asked and then he knew that he was caught. 

Damn that wily old priest. Once again, Michael was going to study and learn 

new things and once again Estavan was going to relish every moment of it.  

Father Estavan leaned forwards, his face so close Michael could see 

every strand of hair on his neatly-cropped beard. “Human nature, my Lord.” 

He said. “Human nature… and time.” 

# 



If there was one thing Father Estavan impressed on Michael that day, 

it was the sense of just how different the ship had been 800 years ago. 

Structurally it was the same at today, yes, but functionally it was so 

unlike the Ulysses Michael had grown up in that it boggled his mind to 

think about it. 

Back in those days, buttons would have been pressed and things would 

have happened. Maintenance requests would have been handled automatically. 

Holos and ship logs would have been accessed directly from the spine. No 

logging a request with Central Archive and waiting three weeks for 

delivery. Back then he would have simply commanded a thing to be done and 

done it would be. 

But still the ship had its problems. For all its factory fresh 

technical superiority, there was one area of ship operations that was a 

source of endless worry. Population. 

“Think about it,” Estavan prompted in that careful way of his. “The 

Ark-ships launched at close to full capacity. Of course they were – when 

you consider that less than 10% of the Earth’s population got away in time 

to avoid the Wasting it’s no wonder the lengths some people went to to buy 

themselves a ticket. The Arkships launched bursting at the seams and it 

wasn’t long before new generations of children came along to bolster those 

numbers significantly.  

“Imagine it, my Lord! Rooms bulging with occupants. The air filled 

with the screaming of infants everywhere you go. Resources stretched to 

their absolute limits. Families doubling up with one another. Two, three 

generations crammed into rooms designed for single occupants.”  

The civilian compliment exploded: from just under a million at launch 

to two million, to almost three in the space of a century. There weren’t 



enough jobs to go around and so the excess population became little more 

than deadweight, eating the ship’s food, using the ship’s resources, 

sleeping in its corridors and doing nothing for the ship itself other than 

to get in the way of its harried crew – who were just trying to do their 

jobs – and all the while complain. 

“And so the bunks were created,” Michael guessed. 

“Just so. We had the same charter back then as we do now: the Ulysses 

has a God-given duty to shelter and protect its people – all of its people 

– until such a time as we can find a new home for humanity. Our ancestors 

believed this to be impossible unless they found a way to get that excess 

population out of sight. As you can see, they liberated several of the 

ship’s warehouses and storage rooms, filling them with beds, constructing 

new latrines and kitchens and building the ghetto fence across the front to 

create something resembling the bunks we know today.”  

He sighed. “That's not to say that what they did was right, but at 

the very least it was an understandable decision and it allowed our 

ancestors to deal with a problem that had been troubling them for a long 

time. You can see it in the log entries from the time,” he added picking up 

one of the books from beside him and passing it over for Michael to read in 

his spare time. “The crew were so proud of themselves for coming up with 

this solution. ‘A temporary fix’ they called it. A way to reorganise 

themselves and take stock of their situation in order to find a more 

permanent long-term solution that benefits everyone.” 

Michael swat the offered book aside. “But they didn't solve the 

problem!” he protested. “We still have the bunks today! And I know for a 

fact that there’s more than enough room on this ship to house at least some 

of them comfortably.” He looked around at the vast room in which he was 



sitting and wondered just how many families would have been able to live in 

a space this size, if only they got rid of some of these books. It wasn’t a 

very Captain-like way of thinking but Susan had always impressed on Michael 

the importance of thinking of others. 

Estavan watched Michael closely. For a moment Michael thought he was 

going to protest – he always seemed to disagree whenever Michael came out 

with such high-flung morality – but this time he surprised Michael by 

saying, “You’re right, we do still have a problem with the bunks. But tell 

me: do we still have a problem with population?" 

Good question. Michael tried to remember what the current population 

of the Ulysses was. Far less than three million, certainly, but the exact 

number was trickier to obtain. There were just over 20,000 uniformed 

officers, that much was certain. Adding in common workers, drafted citizens 

and unskilled labourers, not to mention their families, servants and other 

civilians with paid berth, and the usually quoted figure was somewhere in 

the region of 800,000. The population of Geller’s Row and the homeless 

civilians who spent their nights sleeping rough in the corridors was in a 

state of constant flux but couldn’t be more than one million. But in the 

bunks…? 

He shrugged. “I'm not really sure how many people live in the bunks, 

Father.” 

Estavan smiled. “No one is. True, if you ask security they’ll be able 

to trot out some numbers for you. They tattoo every civilian the moment 

they get thrown into the bunks with a unique identity number and they make 

sure to keep the sexes separated at all times so as to avoid unwanted 

fraternisation and childbirth among them. Few children are born down there 

and even fewer reach adulthood and yet… I have preached down in the bunks, 



Michael. I see unspoken without tattoos all the time. No one can deny that 

their numbers are rising.”  

Estavan was the sort of man that always liked to build context into 

his stories - to explain the cause of things so as to better understand 

their effects. By the look on his face, Michael guessed he’d just hit upon 

the root of what Estavan was trying to teach him today. 

“You see, my Lord, moving a problem out of sight often does little 

more than change the nature of that problem. Oh, I’m sure that when the 

bunks were first created, it was done with only the noblest of intentions 

in mind but that doesn’t change the fact that the bunks today are very 

different to how they were originally conceived. Less populated, certainly 

- there are few in that place that live to see as many years as I - but 

unruly too. Aggressive. Uncivilised. By treating them as less than human, 

they have forgotten how to be human. And so the cycle continues. 

“Time, and our own forgetfulness, have turned the bunks into what 

they are today.”  

Michael frowned. “I've never heard anyone else talking this way,” he 

confessed. 

“I'm not surprised. Unfortunately, there are many on this ship that 

don’t even think of the unspoken as people anymore.” Estavan looked pained 

to admit it. “There are some who question whether our charter should even 

apply to them at all.” 

“But you do.” 

He chuckled. “Ah, but then I'm a priest and therefore far above the 

level of you mere sinful mortals! No, my Lord, never underestimate 

mankind’s capacity for indifference. God made us to be a great people - 

capable of amazing feats of intelligence and industry when we put our minds 



to it. Just look at this ship in which we live: faced with the end of the 

world and our very existence, our ancestors built a metal planet and 

launched it into space! 

“But most of the time, we aren’t nearly so single minded. We let 

matters slide. We shrug to ourselves and we say, ‘oh well, that’s just how 

it is. It could be worse.’ We paper over the cracks in our system with 

legislation and high-flung rhetoric and then we carry on as though nothing 

has changed. Your father is no different, Michael. And neither were your 

ancestors. Never forget that.” 

# 

Michael knew something about papering over cracks; there was 

certainly enough of it going on under his father’s reign.  

Back in those days, before Michael was Captain, he had to work out 

the true status of the ship from little more than conjecture and second-

hand information. One time, when his father was passed out in his solar 

from too much finebrew, Michael sneaked into his office and searched 

through some of the old status reports buried among his things.  

The tale told by those reports was confusing and often downright 

contradictory but even in the heavily edited versions his father kept on 

file, Michael saw enough to confirm everything Father Estavan had told him 

and more. 

The ship was a wreck, plain and simple. It was overpopulated yet 

undermanned, and many of its crew seemed to lack even basic skills. There 

were problems with discipline in nearly every area of the ship, and the 

less said about the convoluted tangle of alliances and double-dealing that 

passed for a chain of command the better.  



But the worst part was that which wasn’t even written down. The part 

that was obvious by its very omission. The way that numbers wouldn’t add up 

from one page to the next with no comment made about it. 

Deficit. Deficit. Deficit… 17 years’ worth of losses and excuses… 

The first time Michael connected the dots between the data, he 

thought he must have been reading things wrong. He went back over every 

line of the reports again - even risked stealing more from his father’s 

office despite the beating he would have received had he been caught - but 

in the end his first reading turned out to be the right one and its 

implications staggered him. 

There are too many mouths to feed. 

The food crisis that was crippling the ship had been blamed on many 

things but wastage and inefficiencies only accounted for so much. The sad 

truth staring at Michael from those reams of data was that there were 

simply too many people and not enough land to grow food for them all. 

He saw it in the agriculture reports complaining about harvest 

rotations. He saw it in the snarky comments left by labourers after long 

days in the field. He saw it in the recommendations year after year to 

reduce the unspoken’s ration and in the prices for food which never went 

down. Hathaway blamed Gull-Fosset and agriculture blamed security but the 

truth was this food crisis was no one man’s fault. There were simply too 

many people on the ship and one way or another, the population was going to 

decrease rapidly very soon. 

The knowledge was like a fist between Michael’s eyes. 

As soon as Michael was made Captain, he demanded that his Second 

explain the situation to him in full. Everything. Without skimping on the 

details like Michael’s father had always wanted. 



High Commander Hathaway came to Michael that day expecting to deal 

with Michael in much the same way as he had his father.  

Instead, he got questions. 

Why hadn’t Michael been informed the population had got so out of 

hand? Who else knew about it? What were they planning to do? Could they 

make a complete census of the population to find out exactly how big the 

deficit was? Were there contingency plans in place? Emergency supplies of 

food? At least tell him that someone else knew about this situation other 

than him! 

Unfortunately, High Commander Jonathan Hathaway was too much a 

creature of Michael’s father’s time. The fat man with the toupee was all 

too practised in the art of bullshit. He answered Michael’s questions 

cordially enough but with the same stoic air that one uses when brushing 

aside an hysterical woman.  

In the end, Michael found himself with no choice but to take care of 

matters himself.  

He went to visit his priest. 

Father Estavan had been replaced just a few weeks after Michael’s 

coronation and Michael had yet to meet his replacement in private. All he 

knew about Father Krzysztof was that he terrified Michael.  

It was hard to imagine two men as different as Father Krzysztof and 

Father Estavan. Where Estavan had been quiet and placid, Father Krzysztof 

was loud and severe. Where Estavan projected an aura of quiet wisdom, his 

successor seemed constantly on the alert. He scrutinised everything, his 

eyes like two dark coals that stared out from his sharp, domed head with 

its hooked nose, seeing everything and judging all.  



Michael didn’t like the man, but it was he the Priesthood had chosen 

to correspond with him, and right now he needed his help. 

Michael found the priest in his private chapel, sat on one of the 

benches near the front of the church making notes out of a well-read bible. 

It was several moments before Michael felt brave enough to speak.  

“F-father,” he stammered. “A word?” 

Father Krzysztof didn't even bother looking up from his books to 

reply. “Captain Sullivan. What an honour,” he said in a way that suggested 

it was anything but. “I was expecting to have heard from you sooner.” 

“Y-yes, Father.” Michael perched himself on the bench next to the 

priest, his back straight and his hands folded neatly before him. He laid 

one of Commander Hathaway’s reports on the bench beside him along with his 

own pages of calculations. “I apologise for not coming sooner but I have 

had much to deal with since my father’s untimely death.” 

“I'm sure.” 

“I hope you know… with my father…” He licked his lips. “I understand 

how deep his sins were. I have heard that there were some on this ship that 

called for the Sullivan line to be ended following his death and for the 

burden of Captaincy to pass to someone more worthy. I am grateful that the 

Priesthood chose to give me a chance.” 

Father Krzysztof met Michael’s gaze for the first time. “Not an easy 

decision,” he admitted. 

“No.” Michael swallowed. “Still, I find myself indebted to you all 

the same. I hope you know that I will always strive to do better - to be 

better than my father was. In all things. I swear it.” 

Father Krzysztof was silent for a long time. Then, with a heavy 

thump, he snapped his bible shut and turned to face Michael.  



“Is there any particular reason you have come to me today, child?” he 

asked. He glared at Michael with eyes that seemed to burrow into his very 

soul, as though condemning him for sins he hadn't even committed yet. “Or 

did you simply wish to fill my ears with these empty platitudes?” 

“I…” Courage now, Michael. Be strong. He fingered the report lying on 

the bench beside him and tried to remember just how full of lies it was. 

“Father, there is something troubling I wish to speak with you about. 

Something that concerns the well-being of every person on this ship.” 

“Go on.” 

“My Second sends me reports. Every week. He tells me what’s happening 

on the ship. Problems, decisions made; that sort of thing. Father never let 

me read any of them when he was Captain but lately I’ve been doing a lot of 

catching up.” 

“You are yet to tell me anything troubling.” 

“Yes, Father, but you see… well, there's something that doesn’t add 

up. These data…” He flicked through the report he had brought with him just 

to prove he was talking about something real and offered it to the priest. 

“I've been doing a lot of background reading and there appear to be some 

serious logistical flaws here that cannot be explained away by simple human 

error.” 

He’s covering up the truth! He wanted to shout at the priest. Look, 

see? This can't be an accident. Only a wilful sabotaging of the facts could 

lead to such blatant lies! Maths doesn’t lie!  

Such accusations were dangerous to make so soon after taking command, 

however, especially considering how gung ho his father had been on the 

matter of excommunication. These were the Hathaways he was talking about 

here: one of the most powerful Houses on the ship. After what had happened 



to the Leightons, he doubted he had enough political clout left to make a 

real fight of it if things went that far. 

He showed the data anyway, hoping against hope that the priest would 

see at least a hint of what he was worried about. If he could just get the 

Priesthood on his side, it would at least give Michael some sort of 

legitimacy to move against his Second. 

Unfortunately, Father Krzysztof had even less patience for reports 

than Michael’s father, far he pushed the papers away after just a couple of 

minutes of reading. 

“Are you an expert in data analysis, Captain?” he demanded. 

“No, Father, but…” 

“Has anyone ever taught you how to analyse data of this complexity?”  

“Well Father Estavan used to…”  

“What of your crew?” 

“My crew?” Michael's head was spinning. 

“Yes, child. The people trained to keep this ship operational. Those 

who report to you. Those who strive every day to keep you fed and looked 

after. Do you not trust them?” 

“Of course I do, Father. But Estavan always told me to be mindful of 

the things that are happening on the…” 

“Mindful and interfering are two very different things, child.” 

Father Krzysztof's lips curled in distaste as he stared down at the report 

in Michael’s hands. “Do you follow the Lord Jesus, child?” 

“I do, Father.” 

“And those who speak with His voice?” 

“I trust the Priesthood in all things,” he insisted. “That’s why I’ve 

come to you. Father Estavan was ever a source of strength throughout my…” 



“Do not confuse that man with the Priesthood,” Father Krzysztof 

snapped. “Have you listened to nothing I’ve said? That’s precisely my 

point! Individuals are weak. Individuals sin. Groups, however, are strong. 

The Priesthood is strong.” 

Michael frowned. It sounded as though he was being chastised for 

something but he had no idea what. “Yes Father,” he said anyway. 

“Your crew is also strong. You are just one man, Captain, but your 

crew is almost 20,000 in number. What makes you think that you have 

discovered something in these data that your crew did not? Are you honestly 

saying that your intellect is the match of 20,000 others combined?” 

“But Father! Can't you see? According to this, the Hathaways – my own 

Second – are wilfully covering up the truth about…” 

The priest cut him off with a hand. “Think very hard before finishing 

that sentence, Captain. You should not mention such things idly.”  

“But Father!” 

“It is only by the grace of God that you made it to the Captain’s 

chair in the first place, child! Don’t throw that away by being as stupid 

as your father!”  

Michael caught Father Krzysztof’s gaze and for just a second he saw a 

glint of doubt hiding in those cold, flinty eyes.  

He already knows, he realised, all his carefully made arguments 

vanishing in an instant like so much light being sucked into a black hole.  

He rolled the report up tight in his hand and stared down at his 

knuckles. “It is… possible I made a mistake, Father,” he muttered. He tried 

to ignore how much of a traitor he sounded to his own ears. “I was just 

trying to help the ship is all.” 



“Trying, yes, I can see that,” said Father Krzysztof. “Need I remind 

you of Captain Menzies? He also tried too hard.” 

And once again, Michael found himself listening to that ancient 

story. Coming from Father Krzysztof though, it sounded almost like a 

threat. 

Captain Menzies was young when he first came to power but from the 

moment he donned the uniform, he had a point to prove. The Ulysses was 

fresh off the back of two ill-advised journeys to neighbouring star systems 

at the time. The last of those trips - from the orange giant Algerax to its 

red dwarf neighbour Distan - almost crippled the ship entirely, leaving the 

Ulysses with such a huge resource deficit that almost 15% of its population 

died from malnutrition-related disorders in the years that followed.  

As always it was the unspoken who were the most affected by the 

shortfalls.  

“Do you know what happened the day the ship arrived at Distan?” 

Father Krzysztof asked. “The day that the rolling blackouts finally ended 

and the people were able to look out of the window and see a star shining 

bright in the sky for the first time in a decade?” 

“There were riots,” Michael replied. 

“Exactly. Crew members were attacked. Food was stolen. Whole crops 

were lost. Every day brought more reports of uprisings from below decks, of 

sabotage and random violence from a people who claimed to have been 

forgotten. And this is important, child, because it concerns you directly. 

Whatever the Captain did, it was never enough. Violence just begot more 

violence but kindness lead to exploitation. The only thing that would have 

worked for sure would have been to kill off the excess population. But of 



course that would have gone against our charter and that would never do. 

You do know about our charter, I hope?” 

Michael nodded. “Yes Father.” It had been one of Estavan’s favourite 

topics. 

“Tell me.” 

“The Ark-ship Ulysses is charged with being a custodian of the people 

and of protecting all human life - both great and poor, regardless of birth 

or social status - from harm until such a time as a new permanent home can 

be found.” 

“Spoken like a student of Estavan. But you are right. Thanks to that 

frustrating bit of legislation, the unspoken were an obstacle that could 

neither be removed nor dealt with in any permanent way and it almost 

destroyed the ship.” 

It was into that impasse that Captain Gabriel Menzies V had stepped. 

Young, eager and full of verve, Captain Menzies had seen in the problem a 

puzzle for him to solve. 

His reasoning went as follows: punishing the unspoken only made them 

suffer more. What they needed, in his opinion, was a clear incentive to 

make them start behaving again - a concrete goal towards which they could 

strive. A carrot, not a stick. 

“Since I am God’s representative on this ship,” he famously reasoned. 

“I speak on behalf of Him. Therefore, I have decided that I shall create 

special marks – 144,000 metal tags to be hung around the neck of those who 

have achieved my favour. This will be in accordance with the book of 

Revelation’s statement that 144,000 will be saved on the day of the Lord’s 

return.”  



It was a beautifully simple idea. The tags would be passed out to any 

person - unspoken, civilian or crewman alike - who had earned one by doing 

good work and their lives free of sin. Each tag would be marked with the 

wearer’s name and it would be a physical representation that the bearer had 

been Saved and had earned their place in heaven. 

At first the tag system was a resounding success. Over night the 

problems on the ship vanished. Crime levels dropped to their lowest in 

decades and much work was done in fixing the ship. In five years the 

Ulysses went from near-death to almost perfect working order.  

But then the problems started.  

One of the unforeseen side effects of the tags was that many of the 

unspoken viewed them as absolute physical proof that they were going to 

heaven. Once they’d earned such a tag, therefore, they saw it as a free 

licence to do whatever they pleased without incurring the wrath of God. The 

Priesthood denied it, of course, but once the idea was planted in the 

unspoken’s minds, it spread through the lower decks like a disease and 

simply refused to go away. Saved unspoken started stealing once again. They 

grew lax in their duties and insubordinate to the officers who led them. 

Of course, the crew noticed. It wasn't long before the Captain was 

forced to make an additional ruling: any Saved who committed a crime would 

have their tag removed from them and returned only once they had repented 

of their ways. 

Well, that was when things started to really fall apart. Since most 

unspoken were illiterate, the fact that the tags were engraved with their 

name was almost meaningless to them. They saw only the symbol - the tag 

itself – and thus, as soon as a Saved had his or her tag confiscated, they 

simply stole another one.  



And then, hey, since they had one, why not steal another? Surely two 

tags were better than one when it came to proving to God just how holy you 

were? And why stop at two? Three or four would be a much better way of 

safeguarding your trip to heaven when Jesus returned and with that many 

tags you could practically justify murder. 

Pretty soon things got out of hand. It wasn’t uncommon to see groups 

of unspoken walking around with five or six tags hanging around their necks 

each. These people became the terror of the bunks, bullying the other 

unspoken and attacking any officers who dared to try and take their hard-

earned tags away from them.  

The good, honest unspoken who had genuinely worked hard for their 

tags quickly died off and their tags passed into the hands of ever-darker 

people. Before long, the only Saved left in the bunks were the very worst 

sorts imaginable. Murderers. Rapists. Those that looked at the Captain and 

his crew and hungered for a taste of their power.  

From this mass of broiling sin arose Geller, a crime lord of such 

magnitude that he actually set himself in direct competition with the 

Captain himself. Geller was rumoured to have over 150 tags in his personal 

collection, a fact which made him - unofficially - the holiest man in the 

entire universe.  

“Look!” he shouted as he stood triumphant before his army of Saved 

underlings. “I am your spiritual leader now! I’ve brought us food, power, 

success! No longer do we lie awake in fear of where our next meal is coming 

from. No longer do we sit in the darkness snivelling like children! The 

uniforms are terrified of us! We were an inconvenience; now we are a force 

to be reckoned with and we will be ignored no longer!” 



He called for anarchy - for the end of leadership. “Let us rise up as 

the Saved people that we are. Let us reclaim this ship from the unsaved 

aristocracy that has kept us down here to rot for so many years. Let us 

claim this ship as our own! We can’t help but succeed, brothers. These tags 

are proof that God is on our side!” 

The attack when it came was devastating. An army of Saved swept out 

of the bunks in a wave of determined, angry and, most importantly, 

organised people. In comparison, the surprised crew were barely even aware 

of what was happening until almost three whole sectors of the ship had been 

taken. Thousands of unspoken flooded the outer decks, the narrow corridors 

quickly filling with those enraged half-mad beasts.  

For hours the two factions fought - armed security against desperate 

Saved. Despite their better equipment, the officers never stood a chance. 

All the reports agreed that the unspoken were gaining ground at a 

frightening rate, sheer manpower alone driving them ever onwards through 

the decks. 

Things might have ended so differently had it not been for one single 

stupid mistake. No one ever found out if the mistake were made by crewman 

or unspoken, or perhaps a combination of the two, but all anyone knew for 

sure was that in the midst of all the fighting, someone ruptured a vital 

oxygen line and somehow set the thing on fire. The ensuing fireball burned 

out almost three kilometres of corridor, killing thousands in an instant 

and leaving the area uninhabitable to this day.  

The rebellion was over but it had come at the cost of over 50,000 

lives. Even today, hundreds of years later, parts of the ship were still 

unusable thanks to that one night of insanity. 



Captain Menzies, through a dangerously bad misreading of doctrine, 

was deemed to have put the entire ship at risk. He had failed in his role 

as Captain and was executed the very next day along with the whole of his 

family, supporters and the entirety of House Menzies. 

The bunks, now freed from the tyranny of the Saved, returned to their 

scavenging existence of yesteryear. They grumbled and hurt, and their 

belly’s grew fat with malnourishment, but they never rebelled on the same 

scale again and the officers never gave them the opportunity to do so. 

Michael’s great, great, great, great grandfather Dexter Sullivan 

stepped up as Captain that day determined not to repeat the mistakes of his 

predecessor. He left the unspoken to rot and starve, to kill each other 

over scraps of food and whittle themselves down through attrition as was 

their want. And everyone agreed that this was behaviour far more in keeping 

with that of a Captain.  

After all, they all agreed, not everyone could - nay, should - be 

Saved on the day of the Lord's return and if anyone was going to go to 

hell, it might as well be the unspoken. 

# 

“So my child,” said Father Krzysztof. He had risen at some point 

during the story and stood before Michael, his bony frame matching that of 

the statue of Jesus on the wall behind him so exactly that for a moment it 

seemed to Michael that each were a strange reflection of the other.  

“You were telling me about some problems with these data. Do you 

still wish me to delve into them further? You still wish to try?” 

Michael stared down at the report in his hands suddenly feeling 

smaller than he ever had before. “I guess not.”  



“Good. If Captain Menzies had been wise enough to heed the Priesthood 

of his time, none of the problems would have occurred.” 

“No, Father.” 

“He should never have interfered with matters outside his control.” 

Michael said nothing but Father Krzysztof nodded as though he had. 

“You came to me for council today, and my council is to do nothing. Rest 

easy and know that God has granted you a fine crew. Captain Menzies died 

because he forgot that fact. He tried to take God’s duty away from Him and 

thought he could outsmart human nature. Do not make the same mistake.”  

“No, Father.” 

Father Krzysztof looked satisfied. He returned to the bench beside 

Michael and took up his bible once more. “Wait, watch, be patient,” he 

counselled. “"A good Captain surrounds himself with competent underlings. 

He is a figurehead for the ship - a symbol of all that humanity stands for 

and can be. But he is not an absolute Monarch, child. And he never will be 

again.” 

 

 


