
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

A TIME TO STAND 

# 

For most of his adult life, Michael had been terrified.  

He was terrified the day that his father died, when he 

first realised that he would soon be Captain for real and that 

Susan would need to go into hiding or risk being discovered.  

He was scared the day Father Estavan was taken away from 

him, when he realised he had no one left who was actually on 

his side. He was scared the day he discovered that his Second 

had been lying to him and that most of his crew were likely 

acting against him to further their own agendas and scared 

when those same people told him he should get married.  

He was scared throughout the food crisis, scared through 

all the marriage proposals, scared every time he had to step 

foot outside his quarters and stand in front of those boot-

kissing suck ups and listen to their lies. 

But never, in all that time, had he feared for his life 

until now. 

It was unreal, the way everything seemed to come into 

focus in that moment. It was as though he were someone else, a 

passive observer standing outside himself, seeing everything 

captured in a single moment of time. There he stood in the 

heart of his private sanctuary, a patchwork mockery of a 

uniform stitched onto his back and a goblet of wine pressed 

halfway to his lips. A pretty girl he barely knew stood crying 



in the doorway. In the distance alarms were sounding, tolling 

out the possible end of all things.  

In front of him stood his Master-at-Arms – the man who 

was supposed to be guarding him with his life today – his back 

to the door, a knife in his hand and a look of smug 

satisfaction stitched onto his handsome face. 

Even when Michael moved faster than the man had 

anticipated, throwing the goblet of wine down and darting 

behind the table for cover, that smug look didn’t alter a bit. 

“Come now Captain,” Hathaway said, stepping away from the 

door. “This is no time for theatrics; we both know how this is 

going to end.” 

He took a step towards the table and the Captain moved 

further around it, putting as much of it between himself and 

Commander Hathaway as he could. Hathaway took a step to the 

left and the Captain shuffled right. He stepped to the right 

and the Captain moved left.  

Hathaway laughed. 

“This is treason,” the Captain said. 

Hathaway didn’t even bother to reply. Instead he snatched 

the wireless off the wall and cranked it through to a private 

channel. His eyes never left the Captain’s for a moment. 

“Rutherford, you there?” he spoke into the transmitter. 

Rutherford meaning Commander Paul Rutherford, of course. Just 

that one name was enough to tell the Captain how deep this 

little coup d’état apparently went. “It’s me.” 



“Thank God,” said an exhausted voice on the other end 

that the Captain recognised as belonging to the chief of 

security. “I was beginning to think you’d never call in. 

Spooks are hitting even harder than anticipated. Some of the 

diaphragms on B deck weren’t deactivated as planned so we’ve 

got Spooks popping up where they weren’t expected…” 

“I’m sure you’ve got it covered,” said Hathaway 

dismissively. He sounded utterly in control in that moment, 

which was strange considering Commander Rutherford was 

supposed to be his superior. “Listen, I’ve got the Captain and 

his little Spook slut here all wrapped up tight. Start the 

clean-up process now, OK? I’ll give you ten minutes then I’ll 

go through with the next stage of the plan.” 

“Understood.” 

Hathaway set the wireless down in its cradle and then 

almost casually ran his knife through the cord holding it to 

the wall. A single spark of electricity and the cable snapped 

free. With it all communication with the outside world was 

gone. “No more distractions,” he said with a lazy smile. 

“We’ve got ten minutes. Let’s just get this over with, shall 

we?” 

That look on his face: it was unlike anything Michael had 

ever seen from Commander Hathaway in all his years of service. 

For Stuart, however, watching the events unfold from the rooms 

above, it was a look he knew all too well. 

It was the same look Commander Hathaway had worn every 

time he’d done business with Stuart in the past. It was the 



same look he had worn whenever he threatened Stuart with 

destitution. It was the look of man in complete control and to 

whom everything was a game. 

For Stuart, it was the most dangerous look he could 

imagine. 

No time to think: Stuart scrabbled away from the dome, 

his mind a flurry of panic. “Help!” he shouted as he dragged 

his useless leg over towards the door. “The Captain’s in 

danger! Help him!” 

He had no idea if his captor even heard. 

He dragged himself over to the nearest wall and started 

probing it with his fingers. The wall turned out to be just as 

flimsy as it looked at first glance. A quick thrust from his 

cane and the base of it cracked clean in two. The rest came 

away in chunks of plasterboard in his hand. 

The space behind the wall was a graveyard of old wiring 

and dead circuit parts, all caked over with a thick layer of 

dust and corroded metal in all the colours of the spectrum. 

Clearly those circuits hadn’t been touched in years. Some of 

them looked to have corroded long past the point of use.  

And yet… Enough of it remained that he knew he could get 

it up and running again if he only had enough time and 

sufficient tools for the job. He stared at what circuitry 

remained intact to him, trusting in his connection with the 

ship to know better than he did exactly what he was seeing. 

Blueprints flickered over his view. He saw how the space 

before him should have looked and how it was looking now. From 



somewhere in the back of his mind, calculations clicked over 

faster than he could keep up with. 

The backs of his eyes pulsed with data. His head 

throbbed. 

“750 man hours of work,” he calculated, despairing over 

the figures. “That’s assuming the whole room is in a similar 

condition to this one part.”  

We have no reason to assume otherwise. 

It was a lot of work. Months of it at least, especially 

with Stuart working alone. 

The biggest issue was the lack of power. These circuits, 

much like the ones he had uncovered in the spine all those 

weeks ago, were dead, apparently starved of power for 

centuries. Unlike those circuits, however, these ones had been 

far more crudely disconnected from the system. 

The power to this room was designed to flow through a 

series of 20 nodes positioned at equal spaces around the room. 

From the base of each of those nodes, a single section of 

wiring had been cut clean away. Stuart measured the gap with 

his fingers. 

“Twelve centimetres.” 

If that. 

It was as simple a repair job as Stuart had ever seen but 

without those wires in place the room was essentially 

lobotomised – dead – and well beyond the reach of the 

Metapath. 



All Stuart had to do was find a way to bridge that gap 

and he would at least have power to work with… 

A sudden shriek brought Stuart’s attention snapping back 

to the dome. Inside he could see that Commander Hathaway had 

just taken the unspoken girl hostage and was standing with his 

knife pressed to her throat. The girl stood frozen in terror 

before him, hands struggling against his grip as he pinned her 

in place. 

“Please don’t do anything hasty…” the Captain was saying. 

“We can talk this though.” 

Hathaway chuckled. This was clearly all a game to him and 

like any good game player he made sure to lay out the rules in 

advance. “There’s nothing to talk about,” he said. “Either 

step out from around that table or your fiancée here dies.” 

“You won’t kill her. You can’t!” the Captain guessed, his 

voice a babble. “Y-you need her alive. You need her so it’ll 

look like she’s the one that killed me. Right?” 

Hathaway grinned down at the girl and shrugged. “True but 

then again, I wouldn't be much of a security officer if I let 

the Captain’s assassin walk away scot free now, would I? In 

fact, I’d probably see to it that she got properly punished 

first. Like this!” 

With a violent shove, Hathaway sent the girl staggering 

away from himself. She turned back round just in time for her 

face to meet Hathaway’s fist full on as it crunched into the 

side of her jaw. She fell to the deck like a house of cards, 

blood gushing from her nose. Hathaway knelt over her and 



jerked her head back. With thumb and forefinger - and a kick 

to her side when she tried to resist – he wrenched her jaws 

apart. One savage yank later and there was a bloody tooth 

shining proudly in the centre of his hand like a pearl. 

“For my collection,” he said, showing it to the Captain. 

“You’re insane,” the Captain replied. 

Hathaway didn’t bother to reply. He sneered down at the 

girl cowering at his feet. She looked a pitiful wreck, lying 

there, blood dribbling from a clearly-broken nose. Hathaway 

punched her and she fell to the side, cradling what remained 

of her face in her arms. He kicked her in the back and she 

screamed in pain. He spat on her and she whimpered in fear. 

“I can keep this up all day, Captain,” he said. “What 

kind of man are you if you’d rather see your own betrothed get 

beat up rather than just step out from behind a table?” 

Stuart felt sick. 

He scrambled back from the dome again, casting his eyes 

once more around the room, looking for something – anything – 

that he could use to patch the nodes up. Twelve centimetres of 

metal was all he needed. If he could just get power into one 

of those nodes, at the very least that would give him 

something to work with. 

Even with one node active, the voice assured him, he 

would be able to boost the signal enough to send the emergency 

codes needed to close the diaphragms. Maybe it wouldn’t help 

the Captain but at the very least he could save the ship. And 

anything that foiled the plans of that bastard in the rooms 



below was definitely a good thing as far as Stuart was 

concerned. 

Twelve centimetres of metal… If he only had his tool belt 

to hand he would have had this whole room fixed already. But 

he didn’t and the only metallic object he could see in the 

whole room was the metal pipe he’d been using as a makeshift 

cane. It was a hollow piece of iron alloy about 1kg in weight 

and well over one metre in length. A flimsy, cheaply-made 

thing that had clearly been recycled half a dozen times 

already and didn’t have much life left in it. It was barely 

strong enough to hold Stuart’s weight. However, it was an 

excellent conductor of electricity. 

He looked down at the pipe then up at the 12 centimetre 

gap missing from the base of the node. 

Ill-advised, the voice informed him in its ever-logical 

way. With only one node active, the power surge will be 

intense. Equations flashed through his mind to tell him 

exactly how intense it would be. You would be unlikely to 

survive such a shock.  

“Wouldn’t be the first time I’ve been electrocuted,” 

Stuart said. 

It could kill you. 

I know. 

How easy it would be if he didn’t have to make that 

choice. How easy if he hadn’t already experienced 

electrocution first hand and didn’t know all too well how 

lucky he’d been to survive it that first time. How easy if he 



didn’t have reports flooding through his mind from all over 

the ship telling him of how many civilians were dead and of 

the systems shorting out all over the ship. 

How easy it would be if the Captain’s life weren’t at 

stake or if he’d only done more to win over that woman’s 

trust… 

What does it matter if the Captain lives or dies anyway? 

A voice said in back of his mind. He no longer knew if it were 

his voice or the Metapath’s but he nodded along to it all the 

same. You’re the only one that matters, Stuart; you and the 

Metapath. The Captain is nothing to you! His father threw your 

family down in disgrace, don’t you remember? 

“I remember,” said Stuart. 

House Sullivan has never lifted a finger to help you. 

That man stood by and did nothing while men like Hathaway 

crawled all over your family’s legacy. He’s in this position 

now through his own fault and no one else’s! You owe him 

nothing! 

“I have to find a way to save the ship,” Stuart reasoned. 

“I’m the only one who can.” He stared at the metal pipe in his 

hands, unable to believe what he was contemplating. “My family 

are down there dying most like. I have to find a way to help.” 

Your family are excommunicated. Your family is you! Why 

throw away your life for that of a man who doesn’t even know 

you exist? You save his life – what does it matter? That woman 

will still turn you in. 



There were tears in Stuart’s eyes and he had no idea 

where they’d come from. “I’m not ready to die,” he told no one 

in particular. 

Then don’t die, Stuart Leighton. 

The pipe in his hands felt cold. 

In the rooms below, the Captain had apparently discovered 

enough of a backbone to suddenly shout out, “That’s enough!” 

Commander Hathaway froze in place. His right foot hovered 

mid-kick just centimetres from the unspoken girl’s side. 

“What do you want?” the Captain asked. 

“I want you to die,” Commander Hathaway replied. It was 

shocking how matter-of-fact he sounded about it all.  

“At least tell me why.” 

“There’s a food crisis on this ship, haven’t you 

noticed?” 

“I have.” 

“You and I both know there’s only one reason why it 

exists.” 

“Yes, there’s a shortage of labour,” the Captain replied. 

“Not enough people are volunteering because of the reduced 

food ration.” 

Hathaway sneered. “Tell me you’re not so naive as to 

believe those lies. You know the truth. Even though my 

father’s spent the last few years actively trying to hide it 

from you. Even though my family and the Gull Fossets spend all 

their time blaming it on other things, we all know what’s 

really going on here.” 



“Oh,” said the Captain. He sounded almost disappointed at 

the answer. 

“Yes. ‘Oh,’” said Hathaway. “And unlike you, I intend to 

do something about it.” 

The Captain nodded. For the first time, it seemed he 

truly understood what was happening here. 

“This is murder,” he said. “Genocide.” 

“Genocide? Of what – these things?” Hathaway kicked the 

girl at his feet one last time and sneered as she whimpered in 

pain. “It’s nothing personal. Tough situations require tough 

decisions. Yes, a lot of ‘people’ are going to die today and, 

yes, it’s a tragedy. But if the choice is between our so-

called morals or the survival of the human race… I know which 

one I would choose.” 

“Sounds to me like the only thing benefiting here is the 

career of Nathan Hathaway.”  

Hathaway didn’t even try to deny it. “We both know I’d 

make a far better Captain than you ever did.” 

Is what he says true? Stuart asked the voice. Its only 

reply was a stream of data. Production numbers. Labour 

shortages. Rising food prices. Falling supplies. The 

population was rising and the farms were already operating 

well beyond their maximum capacity. There simply wasn’t the 

room to produce any more food. There were too many mouths to 

feed. 

Stuart shuddered and slowly set the pipe down on the 

floor. If what Commander Hathaway was saying were true then 



perhaps this really was the right thing to do. He didn’t like 

the idea anymore than the Captain – he certainly didn’t like 

the idea of Hathaway being in charge of the ship – but there 

was no denying that the man was right. 

“Good God man,” the Captain was saying. He looked on the 

brink of tears. “We have a holy charter!”  

“A chain more like,” Hathaway replied. Gone was the 

laughter and amusement from his face. The Hathaway that stood 

in that room right then was one that brimmed with rage. “Paper 

handcuffs that forbid us from doing the one thing that we all 

know needs to be done in order to save this ship! Oh, yes, of 

course we’ll wear ourselves down through starvation and 

attrition rather than make the hard calls because we’re all 

too damned ethical to realise something that any three year 

old could tell you! You can’t split a meal three ways and 

expect everyone to be full. When there are too many people in 

a restaurant, you’ve got to stop accepting new clients.” 

He jabbed a finger down at the girl cowering at his feet, 

not even noticing or caring how she flinched away from him in 

terror, her face a ruin of blood. “Look at these things!” he 

snarled. “Criminals! Good for nothings! You can’t educate 

them. You can’t help them! What’s the loss if a few die? No 

one likes them anyway.” 

The tension in the room was palpable. Both men stood 

eyeballing the other down from across the other side of that 

table. Not even the commotion suddenly sounding from outside 

the room was enough to break their focus. 



“God won't forgive this…” the Captain whispered. 

“Why not? If you’re His so-called chosen representative 

and you knew nothing about this plan… Well then, I’d say you 

died a pretty sinless death.” 

The Captain nodded and then, as though to himself, 

“Captain Menzies died because he tried too hard…” 

“Exactly! And you don’t even need to try at all.” 

The noise outside the room was getting louder. “Where’s 

the Captain? Where is he?” A female voice was shouting in High 

English. She sounded furious and the voices that answered her 

were filled with equal anger. “Who are you? How did you get in 

here?” 

There was the sound of struggling. 

Hathaway flicked an annoyed look towards the door but 

dismissed the matter instantly from his mind. “Listen to me 

Captain: this is your chance now to do something you’ve always 

wanted to. Change the ship – save it even! All you need to do 

is come out from around that table and allow yourself to die. 

For once in your life have a shred of dignity and do what we 

both know needs to be done for the well-being of this ship.” 

He looked down at the knife in his hand and shrugged, looking 

almost apologetic. “I could just shoot you, of course, but it 

has to be with a knife or else they won’t believe a Spook did 

it.” 

The Captain looked across the table at the man who had 

been his Master-at-Arms for years. In that moment he 

remembered all the times he’d had this man with him in his 



quarters. All the times he had stood next to his father to 

give Michael a report. All the times he had told Michael to 

trust him, told him he had everything under control. 

Sadness ruled the Captain’s expression as he asked, 

almost hopelessly, “Who else knows about this?” 

“Everyone,” said Hathaway. “Everyone not in the 

Priesthood anyway. They wouldn’t understand.” 

That much, at least, was a strange kind of relief. The 

Captain nodded, sadly. Then – though Stuart couldn’t believe 

what he was seeing – the man stepped away from the edge of the 

table and slowly walked around it to the other side.  

He walked around until he was standing face to face with 

Commander Hathaway. The unspoken girl lay in a crumpled heap 

on the floor between them. 

“That’s better,” Commander Hathaway said with a smile. “I 

promise I’ll make this quick and painless.” 

Suddenly there were fists banging on the door. “Captain! 

Captain, you in there?” It was the same female voice as 

before. 

“What in the…” Hathaway glared at the door. “Who is that? 

I asked for no distractions.” He glared at the Captain as 

though suspecting foul play but the Captain was just as 

clueless as he was. 

Only Stuart had the power to see what was really 

happening. He flicked the image back from the sunken room and 

over to the other side of the door where he was shocked to 

find himself looking down at a skinny girl dressed in a 



guard’s uniform that was clearly too big for her. Two guards 

lay dead at her feet and there was a knife in her hand still 

dripping blood. She pounded on the door. 

“They’re going to try to kill you Captain! You’ve got to 

get out of there!” 

The girl was bald and sickly-looking. The sleeve on her 

right arm kept sliding down as she hammered on the door to 

reveal a number that marked her out as unspoken. 

And her face…  

I do not know this woman. 

Stuart hadn’t seen this girl in years but there was no 

denying the truth of his eyes. “That’s my sister,” he 

breathed. 

Just like that, the decision was made for him. 

He snatched the metal pipe off the floor and dragged 

himself over to the nearest node. Open that door! he commanded 

to the voice. 

The signal must be boosted first… 

It will be! As soon as you have power back, open that 

door, send the emergency signal to close all the diaphragms 

and… 

He snapped the rod across his knee and grinned with 

savage satisfaction as it sheered cleanly into two pieces, one 

big and one little. The little piece looked to be about 15 

centimetres in length. It would be a tight fit but this wasn’t 

exactly advanced engineering he was involved in right now.  



He found a rag on the floor and wrapped it round his 

fist. Then – no time to second guess himself now – he picked 

up the smaller piece of the rod, braced himself against what 

was about to come and then jammed it into the space beneath 

the node with all his strength. 

White noise exploded into the centre of his mind. It was 

like a floodgate blowing open in his brain. All at once a new 

awareness of the ship bloomed throughout his body. He saw 

himself as an outsider looking down on the scene, a single 

byte of information flowing on a sea of ones and zeroes. Data 

cascaded over him in waves, burning away all that he had been, 

stripping his body down to its very core as the dark waters 

closed over his head and he fell into the abyss below with a 

gulp. 

The last thing he was aware of before losing himself 

completely was a lone voice calling out across the waves. 

Kill the lights!  

Strange how much that voice sounded like his own. 

# 

Breaking into the Captain’s quarters was surprisingly 

easy. Abi had the uniform and Hathaway’s ident card to take 

her most of the way and where that wasn’t enough, she had the 

panic brought on by the alarms to fall back on. Lots of 

officers were running around in this part of the ship, and 

unlike most of them, she at least looked like she knew where 

she was going. 



It was only once she was inside the Captain’s quarters 

that Abi hit her first real snag. 

The Captain’s quarters were as huge as they were empty. 

Like the rooms she had shown Kara into just that morning, it 

was a vast space of faux wood and pristine white plastic. 

Drinks and fine canapés were laid out all around the edge of 

the room as though for a party. A stage sat at one end of the 

room and the space between was littered with the fallen debris 

of hundreds of people leaving in a panic. The stars shone down 

from overhead. The lights were low. 

“Where’s the Captain?” she demanded to no one in 

particular. She looked around herself in a whirl of panic. Was 

she too late? If the alarms were already sounding, surely that 

meant the unspoken were free? The Captain was likely dead 

already and Nathan Hathaway busy preparing his acceptance 

speech as the new Captain of the Ulysses. 

She was about to give up hope completely when she 

suddenly spotted two guards standing watch next to a door. The 

fact that they were the only people Abi had seen in this whole 

place and that they were standing watch over a single door 

while all the others were unguarded spoke volumes. 

Abi ran over towards them. 

“Halt,” the first guard shouted as she approached. “Who 

are you?” 

“Where’s the Captain?” Abi demanded. “I need to see him!” 

“Who send you?” demanded the second guard, levelling a 

gun in her direction. There was the crossed sword symbol on 



his lapel marking him out as an elite. He didn’t look like the 

type of man to mess around. “Who is your commanding officer?” 

Abi backed away from him, her mind working faster than it 

ever had before. 

These men were the only guards she’d seen in the 

Captain’s quarters. They were well trained and they’d clearly 

been placed here to keep people out of this room.  

That told Abi two very important things straight away. 

One, that the room they were guarding was likely the one in 

which the Captain was standing. And two, that they probably 

knew everything about this assassination plot and were fully 

on board. She could use that to her advantage. 

“I’m Midshipman Macalister,” she announced, snapping off 

a regulation salute. “Part of the vanguard posted to the farms 

to hold off the spook advance.” 

“You are?” The two guards exchanged a look. “Don’t look 

like much of a guard to me.” 

That was unfortunately true but Abi couldn’t give them 

time to dwell on that fact. “Just tell me,” she said. “Has the 

assassination gone through yet?” 

Between the wailing sirens and her own heart hammering in 

her ears, it was amazing they could even have a normal 

conversation at all. Out here in the open space of the foyer 

they had to shout just to make themselves heard. 

“What assassination?” the first guard said through 

narrowed eyes. 



“This is no time to be coy,” said Abi. “Liberty, all 

right? I’m on your side! Listen, we’ve got to contact 

Commander Hathaway right now. Tell him to call off the whole 

thing. Something’s gone wrong down in the farms. Complete 

massacre. We’ve lost almost all our guys!” 

“What?” the first guard said. “How’s that even possible?” 

“Some of the diaphragms didn’t close as planned. Spooks 

popping up all over the place where they shouldn’t be. Check 

for yourself!” Abi replied, her voice carrying just enough 

frantic energy to make it sound believable. “It’s all over the 

wireless.” 

Again the two men exchanged a look, but this time she 

could see something there she hadn’t spotted before. Doubt. 

Worry. Even if these men didn’t believe her, at the very least 

they knew her words sounded plausible. 

The first guard ran off to the nearest wireless to call 

in for help. Abi and the second guard watched him as he 

dialled through and then quickly babbled through the codes to 

ask for an update. Abi sidled up behind the second guard as he 

spoke. The alarms were loud; he didn’t hear a thing. 

A quick move – a flash of steel from her belt knife - and 

the second guard was down with a knife in his throat. 

“Gggurgh!” he managed as his gun unloaded itself 

harmlessly into the deckplate. 

The first guard spun around in shock, wireless still 

pressed to his ear but he never even got the chance to fire 



off one shot as Abi unloaded a round straight between his 

eyes. 

Two guards dead in a matter of heartbeats. Abi stood over 

their bodies checking them over for signs of life. She felt a 

tingle of pride as she watched them die. What would Dawn have 

said if she could have seen her then? Probably she would have 

accused Abi of trying to steal her limelight.  

No time to congratulate herself, Abi ran over to the door 

the two men had been guarding and started pounding on it with 

her fists. 

“Captain! Captain you in there?” she shouted through the 

door. “They’re going to try to kill you Captain!” 

There was a brief pause. Then everything seemed to happen 

all at once. 

First, the door slid open apparently of its own accord. 

Abi was rewarded with a single half-second glance of the room 

inside: Hathaway staring shocked as the door he thought locked 

slid open behind him, a girl who looked a bit like Kara curled 

up on the floor covered in blood and a frail looking man 

standing opposite, his mouth a round ‘o’ of shock. Everyone 

froze… 

Then all the lights went out. 

Without pausing to figure out what was going on, Abi 

threw herself to one side, landing with a grunt on top of one 

of the dead guards. A shot went off in the darkness behind 

her. Someone cursed and there was the sound of someone 

stumbling. Another shot fired harmlessly into the dark. 



“Stay where you are!” a voice cried out in the darkness 

that Abi recognised as belonging to Hathaway. “Don’t you even 

think of making a run for it!” This was apparently directed at 

the Captain whom Abi heard stumbling around inside the room.  

Muzzle flash illuminated the foyer in brief pulses of 

light as Hathaway fired his gun randomly into the darkness. 

Two shots careened off the deckplate just centimetres from 

where Abi was hiding. Another shot thunked into the body of 

one of the dead guards. Hathaway stood in the doorway, 

silhouetted against the starlight overhead. 

“God damn it!” he shouted. Abi couldn’t help but smile. 

For all that man’s bravado and his big important gun, he 

sounded like little more than a child right then. He sounded 

like a man who knew that all his carefully made plans were 

turning to dust in his hands and was desperately trying to 

blame anyone other than himself. 

He was also making an awful lot of noise for someone who 

was supposed to be an expert in security. His voice and the 

muzzle flash from his gun was literally the only thing Abi had 

to aim at in the darkness and she had been getting a lot of 

practice lately at hitting her mark with the gun.  

Abi braced herself against the body lying next to her and 

fired off a single shot into the darkness. 

There was a loud bang, a cry of pain and the sound of 

something heavy hitting the deckplate. Another shot fired off 

into the gloom followed by the useless clicks of a suddenly 

empty canister. 



That was Abi’s chance: she leapt forward from her hiding 

place, throwing herself onto Hathaway’s back like some sort of 

biblical beast. Of course Hathaway was stronger than she, and 

better trained too, but for all that, he was useless in a 

fight. Abi had been trained by her time in the bunks. She had 

been hardened through years of hardship. Hathaway fought like 

a man who had never once needed to defend his life. For all 

his posturing he was a child playing grown up games he barely 

understood. 

A quick struggle and it was all over. She twisted his 

left arm up behind his back, pinning it in place while he 

screamed in pain beneath her. His right arm lay uselessly by 

his side. From the looks of things it had been shot clean 

through the shoulder.  

“Mercy!” he cried out. “Mercy!” 

She ignored him. “Captain! Are you okay?” she called over 

her shoulder. 

“I… I’m fine,” came the reply a moment later. It sounded 

genuinely surprised. 

It was in that moment, or shortly after, that the lights 

finally returned. With it, the alarms cut out into a suddenly 

ringing silence. Abi felt like she were emerging from a dream 

as the doors the Captain’s quarters suddenly slid open and 

armed guards spilled into the room demanding everyone to get 

down and show them their hands. 



The Captain strode out before them, hands raised before 

himself. “Stand down!” he snapped in a voice that rang with 

authority. “I’m okay. Everything’s fine!” 

To everyone’s surprise – most of all the Captain’s – the 

uniforms obeyed. 

The Captain turned to take a good look at his saviour. He 

found himself staring at a diorama unlike any he had ever 

imagined. Two dead officers lay on either side of the door to 

his sunken room, Nathan Hathaway between them with a bullet 

wound in his shoulder and a skinny girl in a uniform 

straddling his back. 

“Who are you?” the Captain asked her. It was about time 

things started to make some sense around here.  

To his surprise though, it wasn’t the skinny girl in the 

uniform that replied but instead the unspoken girl he was 

supposed to be marrying. She crept out from the sunken room, 

her dress a ruin of blood, her limbs covered in bruises and 

her nose clearly broken in at least one place. She held a torn 

off piece of cloth against her nose and winced as it came away 

wet with blood. “That’s my handmaid,” the girl said through 

the gap in her mouth where her teeth had once been. 

“Captain?” the girl in the uniform said in perfect High 

English as she looked up at him and bowed as low as she could 

over the gun still pressed into Hathaway’s neck. “My name is 

Abigail Leighton. My father was Commander Harold Leighton. 

Perhaps there is somewhere we can talk in private? There is 

much that you should know.” 


