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Lange’s	Legacy
	
Imagine,	if	you	will:
	
Paperwork:	The	consistent	and	unequivocal	bane	of	Human	civilization.
	
But	it	was	also	its	cost	–	the	cost	of	progress	–	the	price	of	not	living	in	caves	and
having	to	forage	for	food.
	
Everything	that	happened	in	a	day	on	a	starship	had	to	be	recorded	–	and	on	a	daily
basis.	All	events	had	to	be	analyzed,	dissected,	evaluated,	logged	and	reported	–	and
the	results	recorded	as	well.	These	too	had	to	be	correlated,	compared	and	analyzed,
combined	with	the	ship’s	record	logs	of	sensor	data	during	that	period	–	and	the
results	of	that	recorded	too.	Everything	that	was	used	or	consumed	in	the	process	of
running	the	ship	and	conducting	missions	also	had	to	be	recorded,	quantified,
audited	and	balanced	–	and	then	sent	on	to	higher	headquarters	for	collation	and
archiving	and	processing	and	decision-making.	All	this	diligent	bureaucracy
naturally,	even	in	the	distant	future,	resulted	in	huge	amounts	of	administration,	red-
tape,	drama,	and	mind-numbingly	boring	routine.
	
This	was	especially	true	when	the	inevitable	happened	–	and	real	life	got	in	the	way
of	recording	it.	Essentially,	catching	up	afterwards	was	an	administrative	nightmare
involving	something	the	bureaucracy	detested:	guesswork	–	but	fortunately,	on
average,	it	passed	mostly	automated	–	with	a	large	amount	of	the	background	work
being	performed	by	machines,	which	freed	up	valuable	time	for	the	crew	to	do
immerse	themselves	in	worthwhile	pursuits,	like	a	weekly	bingo	evening	in	the
mess	hall,	for	instance.	Captain	(junior	grade)	Stuart	Flane	of	the	Pioneer	Fleet,	and
CO	of	the	starship	Mercury	however,	was	in	his	office	not	playing	bingo.	No,	not
bingo.
	
Instead,	Flane	found	himself	staring	down	a	back-log	of	administrative
paperwork…	some	of	which	included	actual	physical	paper.	Most	of	it	was	digital
box-checking	and	report	typing,	but	some	things	still	demanded	a	physical	piece	of
paper	to	get	things	done	and	to	keep	an	Admiral	many	light	years	away,	happy.
Besides,	Flane	found	it	a	lot	easier	to	write	his	reports	down	in	the	old-school	way	–
on	paper,	using	a	pencil	–	than	staring	at	a	screen	for	hours	and	typing	it…and	then
editing	it	again.	Besides,	it	was	a	lot	harder	to	accidentally	write	“fuck	off”	by	hand
than	it	was	to	type	it.	Flane	would	use	his	notes	to	type	his	report	out	later	of



course,	before	sending	it	via	interstellar	email.	A	few	examples	of	this	conundrum
lay	on	top	of	Captain	Flane’s	desk,	and	a	few	more	–	crumpled	into	little	balls	–
filled	a	plastic	waste	receptacle	beside	his	desk.	He	periodically	cursed	under	his
breath	as	he	had	to	shift	papers	around	so	he	could	find	a	lost	pen,	and	instead
discovered	his	breakfast,	lunch	or	dinner	plate	from	several	hours	before.

	
Bearing	this	in	mind,	try	to	imagine	how	happy	Captain	Flane	was	when	his	chief
medical	officer	popped	into	his	office	unannounced,	marched	up	to	his	desk	without
a	word,	and	handed	him	a	sheaf	of	yellowed,	slightly	dusty	papers.	Flane	gave	Dr.
Killian	a	disdainful	look.	Not	more	bloody	paperwork!	He	shuddered	–	but	this
wasn’t	ordinary	paperwork	–	it	looked	quite	old	for	starters.

	
“What’s	this,	Fred?”	He	asked	in	a	tone	bordering	on	annoyance	as	he	examined	the
papers.	They	were	filled	with	handwriting,	and	he	was	relieved	to	notice	it	wasn’t
his	handwriting	–	it	looked	too	neat	and	small.	The	pages	had	the	appearance	of
having	been	straightened	out	after	being	slightly	crumpled	and	for	some	vague
reason	reminded	him	of	the	old-school	excuse	of	a	dog	eating	someone’s
homework.

	
“Remember	that	old	shuttle	we	found	adrift	in	space	two	days	ago?”	Killian
prompted.	“The	one	with	the	body	aboard?”
“Ah	yes,”	Flane	registered.	The	Mercury	had	passed	through	a	little-traveled	part	of
space	recently,	and	happened	upon	a	shuttle	of	Terran	design,	about	50	years	old.	It
had	been	brought	aboard	and	was	still	parked	in	the	Mercury’s	small	shuttle	bay.
The	shuttle	itself	had	markings	identifying	it	as	belonging	to	the	Red	Star	Line	–
one	of	the	biggest	deep	space	cruise	lines	around,	and	more	specifically,	to	a	liner
that	had	vanished	mysteriously	with	all	aboard	about	45	years	before.
	
The	mystery	of	the	Red	Star	liner	Demeter	was	one	of	the	more	enduring	space
mysteries	in	space	lore	of	the	time,	and	it	got	his	friend	and	executive	officer
Commander	Vic	Chapman	–	who	was	also	an	amateur	historian	–	all	aflap	and
excited	as	he	usually	did.	The	sensor	and	telemetry	log	of	the	shuttle	had	recorded
the	fiery	destruction	of	the	Demeter	as	it	plunged	into	a	sun	quite	a	distance	away
from	where	the	shuttle	was	eventually	found.	The	only	thing	Flane	was	really
interested	in,	was	wrapping	up	the	investigation	and	trying	to	find	a	brief,
believable	explanation	for	the	single,	mummified	corpse	found	inside	it	–	one	that
involved	as	little	paperwork	as	possible.
	



	
“The	dead	guy	we	found	lying	on	the	floor?”	he	asked.
“Yes.	He	was	clutching	this	very	long	letter.”	Killian	nodded.	“At	first	we	assumed
it	was	a	farewell	to	his	loved	ones,	perhaps	a	retelling	of	what	happened	to	the
Demeter,	do	you	remember?”
“Yup.”	Flane	nodded,	trying	to	hide	his	disinterest.
“Well	I’ve	just	finished	reading	it,	Stu!”	the	Doctor	grimaced.	“And	considering	the
autopsy	results,	you	should	too!	In	fact,	consider	it	‘Doctor’s	orders’!”
Flane	eyed	the	script	on	the	yellowed	paper	apprehensively.	It	looked	about	fifty	or
sixty	A4-sized	pages	thick,	in	neat,	small,	patient	handwriting	on	both	sides.	Did	he
really	have	to?
“Okay,	Doctor,	if	you	put	it	like	that!”	He	sighed,	“It	could	take	me	a	little	while
though.”
“No	worries.”	Killian	said,	giving	him	a	serious	little	smile.	“I’ll	drop	in	a	little	later



when	you’ve	read	it,	to	give	you	my	report.”
“Going	to	the	mess	hall	to	catch	the	tail-end	of	the	weekly	bingo	evening,	Fred?”
Flane	asked.	Flane	had	only	managed	to	catch	one	so	far	–	and	it	often	amazed	him
how	drunk	one	could	get	playing	bingo.	In	fact,	he	had	a	sudden	longing	for	it.
“Nope.”	Killian	smiled	again,	looking	like	he’d	been	considering	it.	“Coffee.”

	
“Can’t	you	just	pretend	I’ve	read	this	and	skip	right	to	the	end	and	give	me	your
report?”	Flane	sighed	impatiently.	“It’s	been	so	long	since	I	slept,	I	can’t	remember
what	the	inside	of	my	eyelids	look	like!”
“No	sir,	it’s	better	if	you	just	read	it	first!”	Killian	replied.	“The	one	depends	on	the
other,	you	see.	You	can	sleep	after	that.	I’ll	bring	you	some	coffee	when	I	come
back.	In	fact,	I’ll	even	tuck	you	in	m’self!”
“Well,	okay	then.	I’ll	read	it.”	Flane	shrugged	reluctantly,	and	sat	back	for	a	good
read	as	his	chief	medical	officer	left.

	
*	*	*

	
I	 detest	 killing.	 I’ve	 heard	 that	 this	 is	 a	 trait	 of	 my	 lingering	 former

humanity,	but	once	you	know	my	story,	you	will	 realize	 that’s	because	I’ve	never
actually	stopped	thinking	of	myself	as	Human.	Since	my	Becoming,	I	have	learned
that	others	like	me	consider	this	to	be	a	virtue,	a	saving	grace,	if	you	will	–	but	in
my	defense,	I	was	extremely	hungry	when	I	awoke	in	the	cold	eternal	darkness	of
space.	This	is	where	my	tale	begins,	when	I	awoke	inside	the	close	confines	of	the
small	shuttle,	under	a	cold	blanket	covered	with	frost.

	
Having	 escaped	 the	 destruction	 of	 our	 ship	on	 this	 small	 shuttle,	 my	 two

companions	and	I	slept	the	sleep	of	ages,	waiting	for	rescue	–	or	to	eventually	reach
Tremaine,	 our	 nearest	 destination	 –	whichever	 came	 first.	 With	 the	 death	 of	 our
ship,	 the	lives	of	Shaneen	Spear,	Lisa	Garfner	and	myself	ended	as	well	 –	 even	 if
only	outside	the	confines	of	the	shuttle.	Inside	it,	we	drifted	across	time	and	space,
remembered	 the	 lives	 and	 the	 friends	 and	 acquaintances	we	had	 left	 behind,	 and
dreamed	of	the	new	lives	we	had	yet	to	live	–	once	we	rejoined	the	world	we	knew.

	
The	shuttle	had	short	legs,	as	the	spacers	say	–	meaning	it	was	a	short	range

vessel	and	had	no	stardrive.	It	also	had	no	cryostasis	pods.	How	could	we	still	 be
alive	after	all	this	time	without	such	luxuries?	You	may	well	be	asking	yourself	that.
You	may	also	be	wondering	if	this	journal	is	just	some	kind	of	sick	joke	left	behind
by	some	bored,	twisted	spacer	who	had	too	much	time	on	his	hands.	Rest	assured,
it’s	not.	Be	that	as	it	may,	we’d	drifted	for	an	eternity	or	something	like	it,	before	a
passing	 loderunner	 spotted	 us,	 heaved-to	 and	 came	 alongside	 to	 investigate.	 The



crew	 on	 deep	 space	 ships	 often	 did	 that,	 whenever	 they	 encountered	 interesting
looking	wrecks	 or	 derelict	 ships	marooned	 in	 space.	After	 all,	 the	 Corsairs	 plied
their	 terrible	 trade	all	 around	 the	outskirts	of	 the	Commonwealth	 for	many	years,
and	 they	 left	 plenty	of	 interesting	wrecks	 all	 over	 the	place	once	 they	were	done
with	 them.	 I	 think	 the	 crew	hoped	 to	 find	 lost	 treasures	 or	 valuables	 they	 could
salvage	on	this	shuttle	–	things	they	could	sell,	claim	a	reward	for,	or	take	home	to
their	families	or	sweethearts.	Unfortunately	for	the	crew	of	the	ship	that	found	us,
they	found	only	death.
	
My	name	is	Sean	Lange,	but	it	won’t	be	for	long.	You	will	probably	never	have
heard	of	me.	I	always	wanted	to	leave	some	kind	of	a	legacy	in	this	life,	and
perhaps	to	be	remembered	in	a	good	way.	Instead,	circumstances	have	arranged	it
so	that	this	is	probably	the	last	time	I	will	ever	use	that	name,	and	it	probably	won’t
be	remembered	very	kindly.
	
No	doubt,	by	now	you	will	have	noticed	the	name	and	registration	of	the	shuttle.
Demeter.
	
I’m	sure	when	you	run	it	through	the	interweb	just	now,	or	if	you’re	from	a	military
ship,	through	your	own	database	–	you’ll	see	that	you’ve	stumbled	across	a	relic	of
one	of	those	great	mysteries	of	deep	space,	and	probably	one	of	those	missing	ships
people	like	to	write	spooky	stories	about.	Well,	whatever	they	wrote,	buddy,	they
got	it	quite	wrong.	You	can	take	it	from	me.	I	was	the	chief	of	security	on	that
civilian	behemoth.	I	saw	it	all	go	down.	Hell,	I	was	right	in	the	center	of	it.
	
This	is	a	long	letter,	I	know,	and	for	that	I	apologize	in	advance,	but	I	have	a	lot	to
tell,	and	quite	a	long	time	to	write	it.	Where	do	I	begin?	At	the	beginning?	I	always
used	to	think	I	was	special	in	some	way.	I	worked	hard	to	reach	the	space	I	occupied
in	life,	and	when	I	got	there,	never	realized	how	small	and	constricting	that	space
really	was.	But	it	was	mine,	and	it	was	enough.	I	bluffed	myself	into	thinking	I	was
happy	when	I	was	simply	content	with	my	lot	in	life.	Looking	back,	I	can	say	I	was
nobody	very	special,	but	I	was	fairly	well-liked	and	mainly	because	I	was	efficient
and	good	at	my	job.	That’s	because	it	was	what	mattered	most	to	me	in	what	I	look
back	on	now	as	my	sad,	average,	short	little	life.

	
Everybody	likes	to	take	a	vacation	now	and	then,	and	perhaps	on	the	rarer	occasion,
people	like	to	take	an	extra-special	holiday.	I	know	I	would,	if	I	could	have	–	and	if
my	job	hadn’t	revolved	around	insufferable	people	who	were	almost	perpetually	on
holiday.	In	the	more	likely	case	of	the	wealthy	–	and	less	frequently,	the	extremely
lucky	–	this	usually	meant	a	cruise	off-world	on	one	of	those	really	huge,	fancy	star-



liners	that	go	from	one	system	to	the	next,	picking	up	and	dropping	off	glittering
and	excitedly	chattering	passengers	along	the	way	–	every	one	of	them	dressed	in
their	best,	bright	and	flashy	clothes,	trying	to	outshine	the	rest.
	

	
You’ve	probably	seen	those	commercials	–	the	ones	that	tell	you	how	‘affordable’	it
is	to	come	with	us,	lay	back	and	see	the	sights,	sipping	bacca-javas	while	you	watch
the	next	ringed	super-planet	scroll	by	your	ninety-inch	view-port,	while	bikini-
wearing	hostesses	cater	to	your	every	whim?
	
Enjoy	mountaineering?	No	problem	–	the	peaks	on	Aldus	Prime	are	among	the
highest,	most	climbable	anywhere	–	and	the	views,	breathtaking.	Are	beaches,
semi-naked	bodies	and	palm	trees	more	your	thing?	No	problem	–	Tremaine	is	like
Miami	all	year	round	and	has	plenty	of	everything.	Forests?	Try	the	zip-lines



running	through	the	untamed,	sprawling	planet-wide	forest	of	mile-high	giant	blue-
wood	trees	on	Marian	3…	and	every	moment	between	filled	with	luxury,	plenitude
and	opulence.	‘Paradise	between	the	planets’,	they	call	it.	Most	of	the	time,	that’s
how	it	is	–	but	not	this	time.	No,	not	this	time.	On	the	last	voyage	of	the	Demeter	–
a	deep	space	star-liner	with	the	Red	Star	Line,	passengers	and	crew	got	more	than
they	bargained	for.	Way	more.
	
What	happened	to	the	Demeter?	What	was	she?	I	assumed	you	knew,	or	could	find
out.	I	have	no	way	of	knowing	now,	how	long	I	might	be	stuck	out	here,	or	if
anyone	will	ever	read	this,	and	it	might	be	a	very,	very	long	time.	To	cut	it	short,	my
ship	–	the	Demeter,	was	a	star-liner	operated	by	the	Red	Star	Line	company	based
on	Earth.	I	say	‘was’	of	course,	because	of	the	events	you	will	read	about	in	this
account.	You	may	have	seen	the	commercials	running	on	all	the	major	channels	for
the	last	twenty	years	or	so,	but	the	Red	Star	Line	is	the	largest	cruise	operator	in	the
known	universe.	Unless	something	has	changed	between	now	and	by	the	time	you
read	this,	this	is	probably	still	true.	In	fact,	customers	of	the	Red	Star	Line	get	more
quality,	value	for	money	–	and	smiles	by	Demeter	than	they	do	anywhere	else!
	
Okay,	okay.	It’s	an	old	joke	–	but	I	just	couldn’t	help	myself.	Anyway,	RSL	has
more	star-liners	than	any	other	company	in	the	Commonwealth,	and	covers	every
commercial	route	in	known	space.	Demeter	was	one	of	the	biggest	in	RSL’s	fleet,
carrying	up	to	4500	passengers	and	crew	at	any	single	point	on	its	never-ending,
elliptical	cruise	around	the	Terran	Empire.

	
As	I	said	earlier,	I	was	the	chief	of	security	on	this	civilian	behemoth.	I	was	one	of
the	shepherds	protecting	the	gilded	flock	of	holidaymakers	on	their	pleasure	cruise
through	space.	Most	of	the	time	it	was	boring	tedious	work	with	nothing	more
exciting	than	the	occasional	case	of	misplaced	luggage,	passengers	getting	lost	in
the	miles	of	corridor	asking	for	directions,	and	just	being	visible	to	the	passengers
to	put	their	minds	at	ease	and	make	them	think	they	were	safe.	Safe?	Ha!	This	is
space,	man	–	anything	can	happen	out	here!	You	finding	my	shuttle	out	here	proves
that!
	



	
A	billionaire	may	think	he	knows	who	he	is,	a	socialite	celebrity	may	think	her
name	is	on	everyone’s	lips	–	and	society	may	know	their	names	and	their	faces	–
but	the	Universe	doesn’t	care	about	any	of	that	at	all.	People,	planets,	civilizations,
history	–	whole	star	systems	–	it’s	all	just	bugs	on	the	windshield	out	here!
	
“Nonsense,”	I	hear	you	thinking,	“Space	travel	is	pretty	exciting!”	Oh,	but	you’re
right,	it	is	–	but	that	only	means	you	get	to	see	your	life	flash	before	your	eyes
several	times	a	day	–	but	can't	hear	much	dialog	over	the	sound	of	your	own
screaming.	Never	mind.	Next	time	round,	just	learn	to	lip-read	so	you	can	follow
what’s	going	on.	But	I	digress.
	
People	tend	to	forget	that	just	because	someone	is	wealthy	and	can	afford	to	cruise
around	the	systems	of	the	Terran	Empire	for	3	months	at	a	time	and	be	waited	on
hand	and	foot	by	less-fortunate	employees,	it	doesn’t	guarantee	a	one	hundred
percent	chance	of	reaching	their	destination	–	alive,	or	at	all.
	
My	security	staff	aboard	the	Demeter	was	good	at	their	work,	well	drilled	and



polite,	and	I	appreciated	them	for	it.	Having	well-trained	and	capable	staff	made	the
job	a	heck	of	a	lot	easier.	A	few	of	them	stood	out	above	the	rest	and	were	men	and
women	I	could	rely	on	to	keep	everything	running	smoothly,	so	the	Captain	was
happy.	As	in	any	corporate	environment,	if	the	Captain	was	happy,	then	higher
management	was	happy,	and	then	–	theoretically	speaking,	everybody	was	happy
and	got	nice,	fat	paychecks	they	couldn’t	really	spend	until	they	eventually	went
home	again...	But,	that	being	said,	money	isn’t	much	good	if	you	aren’t	around	to
spend	it,	is	it?
	
The	routine	of	working	on	one	of	those	ships	is,	I	think,	pretty	much	the	same	as
working	in	a	giant	hotel	–	only,	one	that	just	happens	to	move	around	a	bit.	People
got	on	at	one	stop,	and	got	off	at	another.	Sometimes,	they	went	right	around	the
loop	and	got	off	back	where	they	started.	Working	on	a	cruise	liner	was	all	about	a
smoothly	operating	routine,	and	we	became	so	wrapped	up	in	the	routine	of	our
jobs,	who	we	worked	with,	the	friends	we	made	on	the	staff	and	socialized	with,
that	whatever	happened	off-ship	mattered	less	and	less,	until	it	really	stopped
mattering	at	all.	The	ship	became	our	world,	our	home.	Our	colleagues	became	our
friends,	and	sometimes	more	–	and	that’s	how	it	was	for	me.
	



	
At	the	time	this	happened,	Tremaine	was	just	celebrating	its	newly	awarded	first-
world	status,	and	as	Earth’s	oldest	colony	outside	the	home	system,	it	was	quite
something.	People	were	drunk	for	days,	even	some	of	the	people	on	the	ship	–
although	I’m	sure	in	most	cases,	any	excuse	will	do.	One	evening,	about	two	weeks
ago,	just	around	five	PM,	a	fight	broke	out	in	the	casino	on	B	Deck.	Some	of	the
passengers	got	involved	in	a	set-to	that	looked	to	be	more	about	who	was	eyeballing
whose	boyfriend	than	who	had	the	right	to	wear	the	same	outfit	that	two	of	the
ladies	appeared	to	be	wearing	at	the	same	time.	Or	possibly,	what	it	was	really
about	was	who	was	wearing	said	outfit	better.
	
Either	way,	what	began	as	a	few	well-pointed	snide	remarks	quickly	escalated	into
an	exchange	of	punches	between	tuxedo	and	evening	gown-wearing	second-class
passengers	–	and	then	became	an	all-out	bar-brawl	involving	thirty	or	more	people
–	with	hair-pulling,	hand-bag	swinging,	wrestling,	screaming,	tables	being
overturned,	and	glasses,	bottles	and	chairs	being	thrown	across	the	room!	It	was
certainly	the	biggest	disturbance	of	the	peace	I’d	ever	seen	aboard	the	Demeter,	and



the	casino’s	own	private	security	staff	were	so	overwhelmed,	they	sent	for	back-up!
That,	naturally,	meant	my	security	department.	We	got	called	out	in	a	big	hurry!	I
just	happened	to	be	passing	by	on	my	way	home	for	the	night,	when	I	saw	the
neatly	dressed	security	operatives	arriving	and	rushing	into	the	casino	entrance,	and
got	stuck	in	with	the	rest	of	them.
	
Just	as	we	were	done	confiscating	broken	bottle	necks	and	calming	the	situation	at
the	casino,	my	assistant	supervisor,	Lisa	Garfner	arrived,	and	discreetly	called	me
aside.	I	could	tell	from	her	breathing,	that	she’d	been	in	a	rush.
“Too	bad	you	missed	it!”	I	joked.	Then,	not	seeing	her	react	in	the	usual	jovial	way,
“What	is	it?”
“Dr.	Cove’s	just	been	found	in	the	sickbay.”	She	imparted	to	be	breathlessly.
“What’s	so	strange	about	that?”	I	asked.
	
While	the	sickbay	was	for	all	intents	and	purposes	Dr.	Cove’s	home	address,	she
clarified,	Dr.	Cove	was	dead	and	his	body	had	been	found	there.	Also,	she
explained	as	we	left	the	casino	and	headed	to	sickbay	together,	unless	he’d	taken	to
extreme	depression	and	shot	himself	with	the	blaster	found	lying	at	his	feet,	then	it
was	murder.	To	say	I	was	shocked	by	the	news	would	be	a	slight	understatement,
but	looking	back,	I	think	it	was	right	about	then	that	things	started	to	go	tits-up	on
the	Demeter.
	
I	wasn’t	averse	to	seeing	dead	bodies,	not	at	all	–	though	usually	they	were
unfamiliar	dead	socialites	who’d	bled	out	neatly	in	their	private	stateroom	bathtubs.
At	least	in	those	cases,	all	one	needed	to	do	was	pull	the	plug,	wrap	the	body	and
discreetly	move	it	to	the	morgue,	and	call	housekeeping.	This	wasn’t	one	of	those
times.
	
I	remember	the	look	of	Cove’s	body	–	Dr.	Lionel	Cove,	SMD	(Space	MD),	forty-
eight	years	old	–	slumped	over	and	dead	as	a	doornail	in	his	wheelie-chair	in	the
sickbay’s	lab.	There	was	a	charred	hole	in	his	neck	where	a	chunk	the	size	of	a
tennis	ball	had	been	vaporized	out	of	it	by	the	energy	weapon	lying	on	the	floor.	At
least,	allegedly.
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