
Epilogue 

# 

When Susan came to Stuart that evening, she found him out of 

bed. Her quarters had been reduced to a mess of desiccated 

wall panels, torn out caballing and tangled wires. Thick dust 

filled the air along with the strange metallic scent of burnt 

electronics and ozone.  

Stuart himself she found tucked away inside a small 

alcove he had made for himself out of the bulkhead. He was 

stripped down to the waist, a makeshift tool clenched between 

his teeth. His drip had been removed. The medical monitor 

disassembled and ransacked for parts. His face was a mask of 

sweat and grime, split across the middle by the widest smile 

she had ever seen him wearing. He looked so happy working 

there; like a man truly in his element. 

The same could not be said of Susan. One look at Stuart 

and she froze in place. She opened her mouth to speak. Failed. 

Opened it again. 

The bowl of soup she’d been carrying slipped from her 

fingers and splattered across the floor. 

Stuart looked up at the sound and smeared some of the 

grime off his face with the back of his hand. “Susan! Great 

that you’re here,” he said. “Pass me that coil of wiring over 

there, would you?”  

She stared at him blankly. “You have got to be joking.”  

“No, I need it to cap off the flow in this capacitor here 

you see or else…” 



“I can’t believe you did this! After everything I said… I 

told you my name!” Suddenly Susan was next to him, though she 

didn’t remember crossing the space between them. She seized 

Stuart by the front of his uniform and hoisted him out of the 

alcove. It was surprising how little he weighed. “I want you 

gone. Is that clear?” she snarled into his face. “I want you 

out of here and gone and far away!” 

“No, please! Susan, hear me out!” 

“If you’re lucky I might consider giving you a head start 

before sounding the alarm…” 

Stuart stumbled away from her as she advanced upon him, 

his useless stump of a leg dragging before him. “Susan, 

please!” he babbled with that liar’s tongue of his. “You said 

the Metapath is evil. That we shouldn’t wake it…” 

“Get out!” 

“I agree with you!” 

There was a moment of total silence. 

“What?” 

“I agree with you,” he repeated. “About the Metapath. How 

it shouldn’t be tampered with. How it should never be 

reawakened…” 

Susan pointed to the ruin he had made of the room. “You 

call this not tampering?” 

“Think about it!”  

Stuart heaved himself upright, one hand leaning against 

the wall for support. The other he wiped clean against his 



trousers. He was breathing much harder than he should have 

been. 

“I am not trying to reawaken the Metapath,” he gabbled 

between breaths. “I’m trying to kill it.” 

“Kill it,” Susan repeated. 

“Kill it!” he confirmed. “It’s like you said: as long as 

there is even a chance of the Metapath coming back, we are not 

safe from it. And there is a chance! Look at this dome you’ve 

been using all this time - look at this room! The Metapath was 

locked up - true enough - but traces of it still exist. As 

long as those traces exist, the chance of it returning 

remains.” 

Susan couldn’t bear looking at him right then. She turned 

away, hating herself for how much she wanted to believe him. 

How did he affect her so much? Had she been alone for so long 

she was starting to lose her mind?  

God but she needed a drink. Susan was always at her least 

decisive when she was at her soberest. With the drink inside 

her, she could forget. She could block out the past and try to 

make something of the now. Sober she was as foolish and 

trusting as a newborn child. 

Damn him. 

She walked over to her hamper at the foot of the bed and 

pulled out a fresh bottle of finebrew. She cracked the lid and 

took a swig as Stuart continued to babble behind her. 

He told her about some computer terminals he had found 

down in the spine and how they had been rewired so that the 



power was diverted away from them. He told her how that was 

where the Metapath program was located. It had never been 

destroyed like the Priesthood claimed, he said, for to destroy 

the program was to cripple the ship. The Ulysses had been 

designed to function with a Metapath at the helm and without 

it many vital ship functions would simply cease to work. 

“So it was locked up instead,” he claimed. “Lobotomised 

rather than destroyed.” 

He told her how the circuit pathways that started in the 

spine had led a trail of breadcrumbs all the way to this room. 

No doubt they were lies – most of what this fugitive said 

stank of untruth. But the passion in his voice as he spoke… 

the fire in his eyes… This was a side to Stuart Leighton that 

Susan had never seen before. He was excited. Eager to impress. 

It was true that most of what he was saying was going right 

over Susan’s head (the finebrew wasn’t helping in that regard) 

yet Susan found herself gaping open mouthed at him all the 

same.  

Wanting to believe. 

“That's why this dome still works!” he finished with a 

flourish. “The power still flows in here and in the right 

hands it could be used to allow the Metapath to return. It was 

shoddy work. I can fix it!” 

She listened to him without comment until he was done. 

Say one thing for Susan Sullivan, she had always been a good 

listener. 

“How do you know all of this?” she challenged at last. 



“Because that was how I found this place to begin with,” 

he replied. “Like I said, I’m an engineer - I noticed a 

discrepancy in the systems and came to check it out. I had no 

idea what I would find here.”  

Susan frowned. There was too much that sounded true in 

what Stuart was saying for her to dismiss it out of hand. 

Despite her better judgement she crossed the room and sat 

herself down cross-legged before him. 

She offered him the bottle and gingerly he took it and 

drank. 

“Very well,” she allowed. “After two months of my asking 

you’ve finally decided to answer the question about how you 

found this place. If I wait another two months will you answer 

the question I just asked?” 

“But I already told you what I’m doing!” Stuart insisted, 

apparently unaware that not everyone spoke in engineering 

lingo like he did. “I plan to kill the Metapath once and for 

all, Susan. I plan to prevent it from ever returning! With 

enough time and resources, I believe I can do something 

similar here to what was done down in the spine. Allow me to 

do this and no one will ever be able to find you again.” 

He certainly knew how to pitch to his audience. He knew 

how much Susan valued her privacy. 

Perhaps, Susan wondered not for the first time, he knew 

too much. She should have turned him over to Michael the 

moment he stumbled in here. She should never have let things 

get so far between them. 



Stuart spoke into her indecision. “This isn’t just a 

pretext to start smuggling parts again. In fact if I’m to do 

this right I’ll need more parts, not fewer. But I’ve been 

inspecting what’s left of this place and really - it won’t be 

that hard to do. Here!” 

He showed her what he had been working on when she 

arrived: a simple transformer attached to the inside of the 

bulkhead beneath which a 12cm chunk of cable had been removed. 

Without that, the power didn’t flow essentially cutting the 

room off from the rest of the ship.  

“It was a poor job,” Stuart told her, compressing years 

of engineering training into a single statement. “The power is 

still trying to flow up here but it can’t, see? That’s how the 

discrepancy showed up. I can do better.” 

Susan sat back to consider everything Stuart had told 

her. “How do I know I can trust you?” she asked.  

She wanted to. Oh God, how badly she wanted to simply 

trust someone again like she had in the old days. How much she 

wanted to allow herself to be happy like she had been in the 

days before her father.  

But no. It was precisely that desire to trust that told 

her she should do anything but. It was trust that had left her 

marooned up here in the first place, after all. Trust which 

had led Michael to being almost deposed and only a miraculous 

intervention from Father Estavan saving his career and by 

extension Susan’s life. 



Trust was a thing for babies and fools. Susan hardened 

her heart and took another swig from the bottle. 

“There are no plans,” she observed. “How could you 

possibly know what you’re doing?” 

He tapped the side of his head. “All up here.” 

“You’re joking. No one could be that clever.”  

“I told you I’m a good engineer.” 

Still she wasn’t convinced.  

“You can inspect what I’m doing at any time, of course.” 

She snorted. “As if I’d understand the first thing about 

it!” 

To that Stuart said nothing. He just gazed at her, his 

eyes a silent pleading that did more to sway her than words 

ever could. For here was everything that Susan was lacking: 

the trust, the happiness, everything she’d once had and lost.  

Please, his gaze told her. Let me be an engineer again. 

Susan couldn’t bear to look at it. She turned away and 

took another drink. Her eyes prickled with the promise of 

tears. “You’ve changed,” Susan decided. “You seem… awake.”  

“I feel awake,” he replied. "This…" he indicated the room 

around him. “It’s a project. A reason for living. Let me have 

it. Please, Susan.”  

The way he said her name… The earnest expression in his 

soft green eyes… It reminded her so much of Michael as he’d 

once been in those days before the Captaincy was thrust upon 

him. He looked so trusting and so happy. Had she ever been so 

young? 



Susan sighed. “I forget sometimes what it’s like for most 

people. Perhaps… If I give you some paper, can you write down 

what you need?” 

Stuart boggled at her. “You’re going to help me?” 

“For a so-called genius you can be really stupid 

sometimes,” she said with a snort. “When have I ever done 

anything other than help you?”  

With that said, she rose to her feet, downed the last of 

the finebrew and then set the bottle in the bin next to the 

others. She felt better now. Relaxed. Capable. Finebrew tended 

to have that effect on her. 

“Well then,” she said with something approaching a smile. 

“We’d best go find you some tools, hadn’t we?” 

# 

Susan didn’t return for a long time that night. She 

departed into the maintenance tunnels shortly after their 

conversation with a list of supplies and a promise she would 

return just as soon as she had located them. She told Stuart 

that she made these secret trips to the inner decks all the 

time and that, though it was kind of him to worry, she really 

could have done without it. 

Then she left. 

Ten hours later and Stuart was startled from his work by 

a sudden hammering on the hatchway. He dragged himself over to 

it and Susan tumbled into the room reeking of finebrew and 

looking more drunk than he had ever seen her.  



“I changed it,” she giggled, half to herself. “The code 

is all different. I couldn’t r’member it. R’mmember. Re-mem-

member. Wow, that’s a hard word to say.”  

She staggered over to the corner of the room and slumped 

down on the pile of rags currently serving as her bed now that 

her own had been given to Stuart. 

She had not returned from her trip empty-handed, however, 

Stuart saw. There was a new box of tools clasped in her hands 

- good ones too, Stuart noted with a flush of satisfaction - a 

welding torch, a spool of fibre optic caballing and a circuit 

detector alongside them. The essential tools of Stuart’s 

trade.  

But then Stuart noticed something that he hadn’t asked 

for. A bolt cutter. Diamond-tipped. Industrial grade. 

“What’s that?” he asked, though he already knew. There 

was only one thing a cutter like that was used for.  

She giggled up at him from the bed. “Ree-mem-ber,” she 

said and beamed to herself in satisfaction. “Sounds rude, 

doesn’t it? Like if you cut someone’s member off and then put 

it back on again. Why not say re-penis? Or re-cock?” She 

chuckled at her word play. “I’m still wearing my shoes.” 

“What is this?” Stuart repeated, stronger than before.  

“What is this?” she mimicked and then laughed as he 

scowled at her. “You look just like Michael when you do that, 

you know. You go all frowny faced. This place is a fucking 

mess. You’d think such a hotshot engineer would work more 

neatly.” 



“I’m working quickly,” he said.  

And with sub-par equipment. 

“Best you don’t electrocute yourself again then. You’re 

getting a bad habit for that.” 

She was one to talk about bad habits. 

Stuart crouched down next to her and gently touched the 

bolt cutter in her hand. He spoke softly, as though afraid she 

would strike out at him at any moment. “What is this?” he 

asked her again. This time he shook it in her grip. 

She seemed surprised to see it there. Susan stared down 

at the bolt cutter for a moment as though trying to work out 

where it had come from. Then she shrugged. “Insurance,” she 

told him. “Something for you to re-penis. If you’re lying to 

me, Stuart Leighton, I’ll take more than just 12cm from that 

wall over there.” She snipped the cutters together and 

chuckled. “Assuming there’s more than 12cm to cut, that is.” 

Oh great, another penis joke. The Captain’s dead sister 

sure did have a filthy mind when she was drunk. 

Stuart helped her into bed properly, removed her shoes 

and brought her a bucket and a fresh canteen of water in case 

she needed to hurl during the night. 

She watched him as he hobbled in the darkness around her, 

bandaged arm cradled to his side, his other arm resting on his 

makeshift crutch. He had lost weight over the last few weeks 

and the rags of his uniform hung limply over his frame. For 

all that though he barely felt his exhaustion anymore. Whether 

it was the drugs or simple adaptation, he was feeling more 



alive than he had in years. Less like an old wrung out oil rag 

and more like the engineer he claimed to be. 

It was a good feeling. 

“So young…” Susan whispered as she smiled up at him from 

the bed. “You’re so young…” 

Not young enough, the voice grumbled. Stuart ignored it. 

“I’m glad you’re finally seeing things right, Stu. I’m 

really glad you… I’m glad you’re…” 

“I’m glad too,” he assured her. 

“You’re here,” she said. 

“I am.” 

You should do something about her, the ship warned him. 

She believed your lie: you got lucky in that. But how long 

until she sees through it? You’ve got the tools now; you don’t 

need her anymore. Get rid of her quickly and be done. 

He swatted the thought away. The woman’s one bottle away 

from liver cirrhosis as it is. She’ll kill herself before she 

harms us. 

So we should kill her first, the voice muttered. She 

won’t feel a thing thanks to the alcohol. 

She’s more valuable to us alive. 

She’s a liability to us alive. We don’t even know if she 

is who she claims to be. 

Who else could she be? Stuart argued back. The evidence 

seems pretty conclusive. 

She wants to impede our work! She’s dangerous! 

She’s drunk is what she is. 



We should kill her and be done!  

It was true that this was a risky game Stuart was playing 

right now. And it was true that it would make things a hell of 

a lot easier if this woman wasn’t around. Now that Stuart had 

his tools and was back on the road to recovery, it was almost 

a burden keeping her around. His captor might be no engineer 

but she wasn’t stupid. It wouldn’t be long before she realised 

what he was really doing here and that he was repairing the 

room rather than shutting it down forever. There was no 

telling what she would do to him then. 

Exactly, the voice agreed. 

Stuart looked up and saw Susan staring up at him from the 

bed. She was close; so close he could see the pulse throbbing 

in her neck, the soft rise and fall of her chest as she 

breathed finebrew fumes in his face. 

How easy it would be to grab that neck of hers between 

his hands and squeeze. How easy it would be to throw her head 

back and smash it against the wall, or wrestle that bolt 

cutter from her grip and beat her round the head with it.  

He could do it, he knew. He might have been weakened and 

missing a leg but Susan was drunk and all too trusting around 

him. Stuart had never killed anyone before in his life but he 

had studied human anatomy. He knew how to make the death quick 

and painless. 

Part of her probably longs for death anyway, the voice 

purred in his ear. You’ll be doing her a favour. 



“Stuart?” Susan asked, staring up at him through the 

flickering darkness with eyes that refused to focus. In that 

moment it was as though she were able to somehow see Stuart’s 

intentions written on his face, for she suddenly drew away 

from him, her eyes wide and her lips trembling. 

Now is your chance! the voice declared as Stuart lowered 

himself down beside her. Do it! 

“So young,” Susan whispered. 

Do it, do it, do it! 

“I’m so sorry,” Stuart told her, his grip tightening on 

the bolt cutters. 

Susan’s lips rose up to meet him from the bed. 

 

 


