
CHAPTER NINETEEN 

SOMETHING NEW 

# 

Stuart felt like a kid with a new toy.  

Here, hidden away inside a room that no one remembered, 

sitting alongside a woman who clearly didn’t belong, the very 

ship was his plaything. 

He stared down through a magic dome of glass at the ship 

laid out in startling miniature. A mere brush of his fingers 

and his view jumped: command centre to engine room, farms to 

spine. The ship’s inner secrets laid bare before him. 

Earth Day meant ship-wide celebration and everywhere 

Stuart looked there were the same scenes of partying and 

merriment. Bars heaved with crowds of singing punters. The 

marketplaces thronged with life. In the temple district the 

pious knelt to burn prayers to God while on the outer decks, 

the promenades were filled with couples walking hand in hand 

gazing at the stars. 

The mood was strangely infectious. 

“Addictive, isn’t it?” his captor said from the far side 

of the dome. She looked almost amused. “Sometimes I spend 

hours just staring into this thing… If you watch for long 

enough you can almost feel like you’re down there with them. 

Almost.” 

Stuart knew exactly what she meant. 

The most interesting gathering of all was the one taking 

place in the rooms below this one. In the vast, elegant space 



of the Captain’s quarters, crowds of nobles gathered together 

in anticipation of some coming event. 

There were certainly a lot of them. More even than he 

remembered from his father’s time. Officers decked out in 

their finest dress uniforms. Nobles strutting about, hair 

waxed and moustaches trimmed, their uniforms plastered with 

medals. Women filled the spaces between, sauntering by on 

impossibly high heels, their hair immaculate and their makeup 

so dazzling they practically shone.  

The air was filled with polite chatter and the soft 

warbling of instruments. And yet, the more Stuart looked, the 

more he was aware of an edge to the chatter. People kept 

looking towards the doors as though waiting for something to 

happen. They huddled together and whispered behind their hands 

when they thought no one was watching. They barely touched the 

alcohol. 

Clearly something big was going down. 

The old divisions were obvious. On one side of the dais 

stood the nobles belonging to House Hathaway, the families who 

were allied with them through marriage and those who were 

beholden to them through contract. On the other side of the 

room stood the families belonging to House Gull-Fosset. 

There was a very slight, and yet very obvious, space 

between those two clusters of people, as though even the 

acknowledgement of the other family’s existence was a kind of 

contamination for them both. The old divisions ran deep. 



It had been years since Stuart had seen some of these 

people and yet he recognised most of them at once. 

The ship’s Second High Commander Jonathan Hathaway he 

recognised for his doughy body and perpetual sweating. The man 

looked as nervous as Stuart had ever seen him as he stood near 

the front of the room, his beautiful wife Rachel Rutherford 

beside him as he pretended to engage in small talk.  

On the other side of the room, Commander Royce Gull-

Fosset, the head of agriculture, and his brother Anthony of 

education huddled together, gazes fixed on the Hathaway side. 

The obscenely fat Charles Hathaway of the command centre stood 

at the back of the room smoking and stroking his bushy 

moustache. Even Stuart’s old commanding officer, Commander 

Osbourne was there, his huge bulbous eyes glaring at the room 

from the Gull-Fosset side as though somehow accusing it for 

his being here in the first place. He looked a mess with his 

creased dress uniform and flyaway hair. 

Also on the Gull-Fosset side was fat Gordon Oxley, who 

stood at the centre of a large crowd of people, bellowing with 

laughter at some unheard joke. The female officer beside him 

laughed along politely, though it was clear from her 

expression that she would rather be anywhere else than there. 

Stuart remembered her as the one who had helped him out one 

time. McGiver, that was her name. 

Stuart knew almost all of them and yet… perhaps it was 

the distortion of the glass but it seemed the years had not 

been kind to these ghosts from his past. To a man they looked 



tense, sullen. They laughed and chatted, but with a kind of 

forced impatience that spoke more of duty than desire. The two 

sides of the room gazed at each other surreptitiously over the 

tops of their drinks. The atmosphere was tense and heavy. 

Those two families had always distrusted each other but 

now it seemed that animosity had turned into something much 

darker. 

“If only the Leightons were there.” 

His captor cast a sidelong look at Stuart. Her expression 

was suddenly full of thoughts. “I heard the Leightons were all 

gone now.” 

“One still remains.”  

“Is that so? A ghost, is it?” 

Stuart shrugged. “I don’t even know what I am anymore.” 

“I know exactly what you mean.” 

Then again what did Stuart know? He’d been barely a child 

the last time he’d seen these people, his nose buried in his 

books while his father dealt with all the political matters. 

What the hell did he know about anything? 

“There,” Stuart said pointing to a relatively secluded 

spot next to the dais where a short series of steps lead up to 

the raised platform above. “That was where I sat last time I 

was here. I had my textbooks with me. I was studying for an 

exam.” 

“You passed I hope.” 

“I did.” He smiled. It was sweet to call upon a memory 

that was actually his for a change. 



“Good,” she said. “I’d hate to think of you missing 

important events for no reason.”  

How small they all looked now. Now insignificant. Just a 

few weeks ago, Stuart had run, terrified from people just like 

these. He had ducked his head and muttered polite words like a 

good little officer. 

Now he could wipe them all away with a swish of his 

fingers…  

“This must be how God feels,” Stuart heard himself say as 

he did exactly that. It took real effort to keep the stupid 

grin from off his face.  

His captor just snorted. “God can do more than just 

watch.” 

“He can,” Stuart allowed. “He doesn’t.” 

“He took the Earth away, didn’t he?” 

Stuart laughed. Normally he didn’t much care for 

philosophical talk but right now he was feeling indulgent. “So 

you’re saying He acts only to punish us, is that it? Flood the 

Earth. Destroy Sodom and Gomorrah just because they won’t 

conform and turn a woman to salt just because she chose to 

look at it. Take the Earth away. Excommunicate my family…” 

“I’m merely giving you an example,” she defended. “Not 

that He needs to act in the first place of course. He isn’t 

beholden to us.” 

Great, Stuart thought as he rolled his eyes. Of all the 

people to be bottled up with it had to be a religious nut. The 

ship was full of idiots just like this one. Mindless sheep who 



spent their whole lives bleating the same nonsense prescribed 

by the Priesthood. This one seemed even worse than the others.  

“Fine,” he said, wanting to change the subject. “He isn’t 

beholden to us and we’re not beholden to Him either. Let’s 

just leave it at that.” 

“But He made us!” she insisted. “Breathed life into the 

clay from which He moulded Adam and set us free on a planet He 

built just for us! Of course we’re beholden to Him! It doesn’t 

matter what He does to us afterwards. Punish us. Destroy the 

Earth. Flood it. Burn it. It’s His to do with as He will. We 

should still be grateful for the life He gave us.” 

“You make us sound like toys.” 

“And you make God sound like a spoiled toddler. We are 

His chosen people.” 

“Chosen? To suffer? To wonder the universe without a 

home? To have my family taken away from me?” Stuart was 

starting to get really annoyed now. It took real effort to 

keep himself from shouting. “You can’t have your cake and eat 

it too you know.” 

“My life is the only gift He needs ever give me,” she 

insisted in a quiet voice that could barely be heard over the 

chatter from the dome. “I will always love Him for it.” 

“Fair enough,” said Stuart. “If that’s what you chose to 

believe then I can’t help you. As for me, I prefer my God to 

be a little less fictional.” 

The woman stared at him, stunned as though struck. It was 

a moment before she spoke.  



“How can you say that?” 

“Because love is a thing that’s earned not due. You say 

God loves us. I say where’s the evidence? You say he gave us 

life and we should be grateful. I say He took the fucking 

Earth away and we should hate him.” 

“He sacrificed His only son for our sins…” 

“Yeah and he took my family away too. He took my leg 

away. He trapped me in a room with a nut job like you. Fuck 

him.” 

“You go too far…” 

“If a father beats his child, should the child still love 

the father just because he happened to give life to him? It’s 

bullshit! Surely you see that?” 

“Enough!” It was impossible to put a name to the 

expression the woman was showing in that moment. Anger and 

sadness and confusion all at once, all warring together on her 

age-beaten face. She looked down at the bottle of finebrew 

clutched in her hands, thumbnail playing with the label. 

“Clearly you’ve forgotten who you’re talking to.” 

Clearly he’d touched a nerve. “Then I apologise,” said 

Stuart. “I was merely saying…” 

“Then don’t.” 

Wisely, Stuart decided to stop talking. 

Instead he looked around the room, his eyes drinking in 

the space around him.  

For a time, he allowed himself to wallow in memories that 

weren’t his, of times long ago when this room had been the 



nerve centre of the entire ship. He remembered people just 

like himself standing in this room long ago. They too had the 

same link to the ship in their heads and he remembered this 

room through their eyes. The cosmos swirled around them. The 

ship purred information through their heads. They were like 

gods. 

And we will be again. 

How does that dome work? Stuart wondered. I’ve never seen 

anything like it before. Are there hidden cameras buried in 

the bulkheads or something? Surely he would know about such a 

thing if it were true. 

There are no cameras involved, the voice said.  

Then how does it work?  

Instantly he was rewarded with the answer. A single burst 

of pain like a hot needle being jabbed into his temples and 

suddenly the schematics were there, flashing into his mind’s 

eye like a suddenly recalled dream.  

Auditory imaging software, the voice put a name to what 

he was seeing. Three dimensional images built up using high-

frequency sound. That explained the dream-like quality to the 

images then. The fuzziness at the edges that made it look like 

some sort of mystic portal.  

He saw the sound emitters - hardwired into most of the 

ship’s bulkheads. He saw how the ship collated and filtered 

the data from those emitters before converting them into a 

form that could be seen with the human eye. It was all 

extremely complex stuff, but now that Stuart saw how it was 



done he was almost disgusted he hadn’t thought of it before. 

The physics involved were child’s play. 

The moment was fleeting, however. No sooner had Stuart 

grasped how it all worked than the knowledge was gone again, 

winking away with no more than a blast of static and a dull 

aching feeling at the back of his eyes. 

Stuart sighed and rubbed his forehead. Just another 

anomaly of this strange connection he shared with the ship. It 

was like having a switch in his brain that only worked when it 

felt like it and even then was impossible to control. 

A dimmer switch. A means to control the connection. 

That’s all I ask for. 

Then fix this room.  

Stuart looked around himself dubiously. It’s been dormant 

for centuries. 

The circuits don’t degrade. 

It’s been dismantled. God only knows where all the parts 

have gone… 

Find new parts then. I can show you where. More 

schematics. More blueprints flashing into his brain. An 

endless flow of complex data Stuart could do nothing to stop. 

It’s such a huge task… he thought through the pain. And 

yet there was a part of him that was sure he could do it. He 

would need to move out the religious nutcase that was living 

here first, of course. Strip out the bulkheads and break down 

the ancillary rooms around this place to see what could be 

salvaged… Then it would just be a case of rebuilding and 



testing each of the connections one by one, shunting power 

over gradually so as not to overload the long-dormant systems… 

It was a long list but the strange thing was he knew he could 

do it. 

Once he started, it was just a case of following a chain 

of actions step by step to their logical end and he was lucky 

because those actions were already written out for him in the 

blueprints and those were inside his head. 

All he needed was time. And some tools. And this woman to 

be gone. 

That, he felt, would be the hard part. 

Maybe you should just kill her, the voice suggested. 

What? 

Maybe you should just kill her. She doesn’t trust you. 

She’s no use to you alive. Kill her. 

Stuart was shocked. I’m not killing anyone! he insisted. 

I can do it for you. She won’t have to feel a thing. 

No! 

It would solve all your problems. 

I’m not a murderer! 

Aren’t you? You killed those guards… 

You killed those guards! 

To keep you alive.  

Stuart’s forehead prickled with pain. 

This woman is an anomaly. She doesn’t appear on any 

record. No one will miss her.  



Even through his shock, Stuart saw that this was true. 

Nowhere in the ship’s database was there any record of a woman 

matching this one’s description. For most people on the ship, 

Stuart’s connection meant he was able to offer up detailed 

biographies on every person he so much as glanced at, but for 

this woman the voice had nothing but silence to offer. 

She saved my life… 

I saved your life, the voice corrected. 

She’s been kind to me… Well, not kind exactly. She was 

clearly only keeping him alive because she wanted answers and 

Stuart doubted his little blasphemous outburst just now had 

done anything to endear himself to her. And yet she had kept 

him alive and away from the authorities. She had fixed his 

leg.  

It’s the only logical option. You know it’s true. 

“No,” Stuart vocalised. “Never.” 

All the while, Stuart’s captor watched him from the other 

side of the dome. Her forehead was furrowed in thought, the 

bottle of finebrew clutched to her chest as though some sort 

of shield that would keep her from harm. Her expression was 

completely unreadable. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked at length. There was 

no longer any camaraderie in her voice. 

No one ever needs ever find out… 

“I told you,” Stuart said, pushing the voice to one side. 

“The door was open.” 

“You could have tried to escape.” 



“I felt like exploring.” 

“Long way to explore for a man with only one leg.” 

Stuart rubbed at the stub of his knee, trying not to let 

her comment get to him. “I heard music,” he explained. 

“The music’s downstairs.” 

“Music means people. They would have captured me. I was 

trying to avoid them.” 

“So why go exploring at all?” 

“Let’s speak plainly,” Stuart said. “You think I came 

here to try and steal this dome, didn’t you?” 

The woman shrugged. “You certainly didn’t come here to 

say hello.” 

“I don’t suppose it would help if I told you I didn’t 

even know this place existed until just a few minutes ago?” 

“No. It wouldn’t.” She took a long swig from her bottle. 

“You’re a bad liar Mr Leighton. First day on your feet - 

first day I conveniently ‘forget’ to lock the door behind you 

- and look where your curiosity takes you. ‘It’s not here. It 

should be here.’ That’s what you were saying the day I first 

found you. Well I guess you’ve found it.” 

You’ve found it, the voice agreed. 

She glared at Stuart, all pretence of friendliness gone. 

Despite all the alcohol she had just ingested, her gaze was as 

piercing as a surgeon’s scalpel. 

“This clearly isn’t your first time using the dome. 

You’re even better with it than I am and I’ve had years of 

practice.” 



“It’s just luck,” Stuart insisted. “Coincidence.” 

“There’s no such thing.” 

Stuart’s hands were suddenly sweaty. He wiped them down 

against his good leg and swallowed over the lump forming in 

this throat. His mind felt woolly, his thoughts filled with 

notions of death. He tried turning to the voice for ideas but 

for once it was being frustratingly direct about things and on 

matters he had intention of exploring. 

Now’s your chance. She’s drunk. Helpless… 

Stuart considered his options. The first: tell the truth. 

I’m here because I was electrocuted down in the spine and 

that’s somehow given me the ability to communicate with the 

ship… 

I’m here because I discovered a secret in the spine 

that’s apparently been buried for over three centuries… 

I’m here because the voice in my head told me to come 

here… 

Every true statement just sounded crazier than the last. 

One word of it and his captor would be handing him over to the 

authorities before he’d even finished speaking. 

His other option was to lie. But that was no good. This 

woman already didn’t trust him and if even part of his story 

didn’t hold up under scrutiny he was done for. 

The only option left then… 

…Is to kill her! 

The only option left was to tread a middle ground. Blend 

truth with untruth. Deny everything he could. 



“I had no idea this room was here,” he repeated, clinging 

to the one true statement he’d managed to get across so far. 

“The ship’s plans don’t include it. How was I supposed to know 

it was here?” 

“Don’t treat me like an idiot,” she returned. “I’ve been 

reading up you, Mr Leighton. Gifted engineer. Borderline 

genius. Convicted smuggler. You were running from the 

authorities when I met you…” 

Stuart had to admit, the evidence against him didn’t look 

good. “You said it yourself – I’m a clever guy. I’ve been 

pouring over blueprints for years. I know most of them by 

heart!” And the ones he didn’t know he could just conjure 

directly into his head. “There’s no one alive that knows this 

ship better than me. I know more about the ship’s systems and 

protocols than most even realise needs to be known! And yet 

this place…” His gaze darted around the room, frantic, as 

though searching for an ally embedded in the walls. “This 

place is a mystery. As a scientist, I'm fascinated by the 

unknown.” 

The woman started laughing. Hard, mirthless laughter that 

faded as quickly as it had come. She tilted her bottle towards 

him as though in salute. 

“If mysteries are what you’re interested in, you won’t 

find any here,” she said at last. 

“What do you mean?” 



“Isn’t it obvious? This room. The reason it’s not on any 

blueprints. It’s excommunicated.” She smiled in much the same 

way that she laughed. 

“But…” Stuart stared at her open-mouthed as she finished 

off the last of her bottle and set the empty down next to her 

bed alongside several others. “That’s impossible.” 

“Yet it’s true.” 

“Excommunicated,” Stuart repeated, the word like an 

obscenity on his lips. 

“Just like your family. Just like me.” 

Excommunicated meant that it had been deemed a blasphemy 

against God. All traces of it had been deleted from historical 

record. Anything that had once belonged to it had been either 

recycled or burned. It was a thing that was never to be talked 

about. It was a thing that was never to be so much as 

acknowledged to have once existed in polite company. 

This very room and everything in it had been declared an 

affront to God by the Captain and the Priesthood and all the 

members of the crew. It was the Priesthood’s ultimate weapon. 

God’s ultimate punishment. 

It was the same thing that had happened to Stuart’s 

family. Look back in the records now and there was no record 

of a House Leighton ever existing. No record of Howard 

Leighton, Stuart’s father, nor of the Howard Leighton who had 

lived a century before and was often called the greatest 

Second the ship ever had. No record of Silvian Leighton, who 

had first made the deal with the Captain that had secured him 



sole ownership over the engineering and maintenance 

departments. Nothing. 

These days, the only legitimate thing with the name 

Leighton attached to it was Stuart himself. He was a sad 

little stump at the end of a now extinct tree. Everything else 

was gone. 

“Excommunicated?” he repeated, trying to make sure he 

understood what she’d said. “This room?” 

“Rooms,” she clarified. “Plus all those connected to it. 

Plus this astral globe. Plus the Metapath who used to reside 

here. All deemed blasphemous by the Priesthood over three 

centuries ago.” 

“But that’s…” Stuart’s mind boggled. He called on the 

voice for support but all he received was grudging assent. 

There was a void in his mind where 300 years should have been. 

The knowledge had been literally stripped out of him and 

deleted. 

That’s why you didn’t know where this room was, Stuart 

reasoned. You knew it was somewhere around here, since the 

circuit pathways clearly went somewhere, but the knowledge of 

exactly where that somewhere was was gone. 

Yes. 

But why? Stuart pressed. Why would the Priesthood do such 

a thing? 

I cannot say. 

You don’t remember? 

The knowledge is gone. 



“But… the sheer effort involved…” Stuart vocalised. 

“We’re talking about a whole sector’s worth of rooms here!” 

“Yes,” his captor agreed. 

“And these are no simple rooms. This dome here… it’s 

unlike anything else on the ship! How would you even go about 

making something like this a secret? It’s like trying to cover 

up the core. Or the spine! Or the Earth!” 

The woman stared at him for a long time after that, her 

head cocked to one side, her eyes narrowed to slits as though 

by squinting at him she could somehow stare into his soul. She 

took a fresh bottle from the stack beside her and broke the 

seal with her teeth. 

“You really didn’t know that, did you? Curious.”  

“How many people even know this place exists?” 

“You. Me. Some of the brothers in the Priesthood, no 

doubt. The Captain. The doctor who fixed your leg, though I’m 

paying him a small fortune in monthly deposits to keep quiet 

about it.” 

The Metapath… 

“That’s not many.” 

“No,” she agreed. “Therein my dilemma.” 

We should just kill her and be done with it. 

Be quiet. 

Stuart opened his mouth to say something else but in that 

moment his captor suddenly sat forwards and nodded towards the 

dome. 



“Later,” she said. “It’s starting.” She set the bottle 

down beside her and pressed her hands against the dome. Under 

her touch the picture zoomed in, focussing on the dais at the 

front of the room where the Captain could be seen at the 

centre of a group of priests and security officers. 

He stood before his crew and the crowd of nobles fell 

silent before him. As one they sank to one knee, heads down, 

hands clasped across their chests in a sign of respect. To a 

man their expressions were polite and respectful. Everyone was 

putting on their best face for the occasion. 

“What’s going on down there?” Stuart whispered. 

“Change. They’ve been invited to bear witness.” 

“To what?” 

“Something they already know is going to happen and yet 

will act surprised about all the same.” She laughed bitterly 

and chugged away on her bottle. “It’s pathetic really.” 

It was in that moment that Nathan Hathaway appeared. 

He looked as handsome as ever, filled with the same 

arrogant bravado that Stuart remembered all too well. He 

swaggered to the front of the room, his hair pulled back into 

a sharp warrior’s tail, his uniform so immaculate it looked 

like something out of a catalogue. He stood before the 

Captain, the very embodiment of a perfect officer. In all the 

room, his was the only smile that didn’t seem forced.  

“My Captain,” he said in a voice that rang through the 

room. “Shining star of wisdom among us. I come to you today to 

bring you joyous news.” 



The Captain looked strangely small even standing on a 

raised platform. On either side of him stood his two 

protectors, his personal priest Father Krzysztof and his 

Second, Jonathan Hathaway. One looked angry, the other simply 

nervous. It was hard to tell how the Captain was feeling. 

“Go ahead,” the Captain said. 

Nathan Hathaway rose to his feet and looked back the way 

he had come. He made a gesture and suddenly, like Moses 

parting the red sea, the crowds – Hathaway on one side, Gull-

Fosset on the other – were sliding away from him, turning as 

one towards the far doors from which a picture of beauty 

emerged. 

She was a girl, dusky skinned and slender. Her face was 

round, her eyes large. Her dress was plain yet elegant. Her 

hair was tied up with ribbons. Stuart found himself unable to 

breathe. This girl was unlike any he had ever seen before, 

although in the curved monochrome glass of the imager 

everything took on a slightly angelic quality. 

Handmaids and security walked up the aisle alongside her. 

She took the lead, walking with her head upright and her hands 

joined together before her. 

“Who is she?” Stuart asked. 

“The universe’s prettiest pair of handcuffs,” his captor 

replied. 

The voice was more helpful. Kara Wicks, it said, putting 

a name to the face. Her birth day was recorded as being less 

than two months ago.  



That can’t be right. She’s clearly a teenager. 

Still, the record insisted she was less than two months 

old. It was impossible unless her record had only recently 

been made for some reason. And that would only happen if…  

Stuart blinked and his eyes were drawn to the number he 

only now saw was tattooed on her arm.  

No… 

“She’s unspoken?” Stuart said, pointing to the girl on 

the screen. As he touched the glass, the image zoomed in on 

her, until her round doe-eyed face filled the entire screen.  

His captor slapped him away. “Yes,” she said, readjusting 

the image back to how it had been before. “A so-called symbol 

from which this ship can fix its problems.” 

“What do you m–?” 

“Shhh!” 

He shushed and just in time to see the girl reach the 

front of the room and curtsy before the Captain. She spoke to 

him in clear, though slightly accented, High English. “My 

Captain. I am truly honoured to be in your presence.”  

The security guards around her grinned at the words.  

“My Lord,” the girl continued in a speech that was 

clearly rehearsed. “I come from such humble origins. As you 

know I was born unspoken. A child of the bunks like many on 

this ship. My whole life I have spent behind bars. I have 

worked hard for the benefit of my social betters. I have 

suffered for this ship, like many whose names have been 



forgotten. The unspoken. The civilians. Those born with 

neither money or heritage. 

“For one such as yourself to so much as bless one such as 

I with a look is more than this creature could ever have 

wished. I swear it in front of God and all these witnesses 

that should I die now, I would do so happier than I have ever 

been. I am yours, my Captain, now and until the end of my 

days. Yours to do with as you will. 

“I only pray that you will find me pleasing enough that 

you will one day choose to walk beside me and share your bed 

with me as your lover and your bride.” 

“Bride!” Stuart cried. “They can’t be serious!” 

“Shhh!” his captor repeated. 

“But she’s unspoken!” 

“I know.”  

The Captain just seemed embarrassed by it all.  

“There are many on this ship who seem to have forgotten 

the plight of my people. They use us as tools which they feel 

can be thrown away and we suffer as a result. Only you, 

Captain, have remembered us. And only you have the power to 

save us. I place my life – and the life of all my people – in 

your hands. As it always has been.” 

Nathan Hathaway was grinning wider than Stuart had ever 

seen him. Another officer joined him at the front of the room, 

this one just as flamboyantly dressed as Nathan. Stuart 

recognised him as being Commander Paul Rutherford, Nathan 

Hathaway’s commanding officer and also, coincidentally, the 



brother of Nathan’s father’s wife. It was as incestuous an 

example of nepotism as it was possible to get, yet the two men 

were clearly thick as thieves. 

“As promised, my Lord, I bring you your future bride!” 

Commander Rutherford announced. “On this day, it would be a 

blessing to everyone on this ship if you would consent to 

marry this child.” 

“It won’t be a blessing to me!” came a dissenting voice 

from the other side of the room. Royce Gull-Fosset, arms 

folded as he scowled up at the dais. All around him members of 

his family were nodding at his words.  

“I don’t know what you hope to achieve letting this 

blasphemy take place but it’s fucking disgusting is what it 

is. House Gull-Fosset takes no part in it.” 

“Aye,” came another voice from that side of the room. 

“The Captain marry a spook? Might as well have Jesus fucking a 

prostitute!” 

“What are they saying?” Stuart’s captor asked. 

Stuart frowned at her in surprise. “Really? You don’t 

speak Guttural at all?” 

“What are they saying?” she repeated. 

“Exactly what you’d expect. They hate the idea.” And well 

they might. The unspoken were the lowest of the low, made up 

of every undesirable sort you’d never want to see. 

Prostitutes. Thieves. Rapists and murderers. Disgraced nobles 

and convicted criminals. They were useful tools, yes, but only 

in the same way as a toilet was useful. Or a spade.  



They were the ones who dug trenches for food, who lifted 

and carried and waded through sewage. They were the ones who 

did the work that no one else wanted to. Such things were 

unspeakably horrible and these people, in turn, were not to be 

talked about. Unspoken by name and unspoken by nature. Not so 

much hated as not even remembered in the first place. 

Yet the common folk were terrified of them. 

“Mark my words: House Gull-Fosset are making a formal 

protest against this… union!” Royce Gull-Fosset was shouting 

now, the rest of his family nodding along through scowls and 

muttered agreements. “How dare you even bring one of these… 

things into this place…” 

“I can assure you Commander I have spoken with the 

Priesthood at great length over the last few weeks and we all 

agree such a union is the best thing for the well-being of 

this ship!” Commander Rutherford’s words were as oiled as his 

hair. 

“Bah! You talk like a fucking salesman. This is the 

Captain we’re talking about here! A real, decent, God-fearing 

man. Not one of these… things.” 

“This ship has a charter to protect all human life.” 

“Protect it, aye. Not marry it!” 

Nathan Hathaway continued to smile. He turned back to the 

Captain who was suddenly looking very much alone at the top of 

the dais. “You see the sorts of hostilities this idea brings, 

my Lord. But bold decisions are never easy. I am sure your 

ancestor Mark Sullivan faced much the same opposition when he 



first proposed the jump from the star Distan Majora to our 

current home of Praxis. Yet, no one can deny it was the right 

thing to do. 

“Likewise, you know that this is the right thing to do to 

bring unity to this ship. You alone stand above the Priesthood 

You alone stand outside the nobility. You represent the whole 

ship in its entirely with only God Himself as your master. 

“God appointed you to be the spiritual leader of all 

humanity – from the very best to the dredge of society. This 

ship and everyone on it are yours, granted by God.  

“Together, you and this girl can unite the hearts and 

minds of the people on this ship in a way that no one else 

could. This marriage will change everything. It would light a 

fire in the hearts of the civilians. Productivity will rise. 

The food crisis will be over. A new age of peace and 

prosperity will reign over this ship.”  

“Ha! Fat chance,” shouted someone else from the Gull-

Fosset side of the room. 

Stuart found himself agreeing. “Are they serious?” he 

asked. 

His captor shook her head. “It’s always hard to tell when 

the Hathaways are involved.” 

The crowds were growing ugly. Where just a few minutes 

ago both sides of the room had been actively ignoring each 

other, now they were turned towards each other with open 

hostility in their eyes. They were like two armies eyeing each 



other up from opposing battlefronts with only the Captain and 

a prettied-up spook standing between them. 

Things were about to get ugly. 

 


