
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“Enter.”

Acknowledging the warbling beeps took more strength than Shephard imagined. He’d almost let his voice crack. Leaning against the massive fish tank that took up most of the leftmost wall of his quarters, he braced himself on his forearm. Observing the slow-moving aquatic life brought some measure of peace. He ached in places he didn’t know he had. Numbing exhaustion was setting in, manifesting in a dull, persistent roar at the top of his head.

He didn’t know how much he had left. 

The door slid open and a familiar figure entered. She was still armored, a pistol clasped in both hands. She glanced around surreptitiously so as not to alert Shepard. This might have been the safest place on the Normandy, but old habits died hard. “Commander,” Joker’s voice was unusually somber as it came over the intercom, “Just letting you know: we’re departing the Amada system. We should arrive at the Hagalaz system within the hour.”
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