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Three days ago Chris was rudely awakened when his stasis chamber shut down and the lid popped open. Some safety mechanism buried deep within the bowels of the pod decided it was time for him to wake up. He is sixteen years old, fresh out of Space Academy, and experiencing his first trip under stasis. Nobody mentioned waking up would be this difficult.

The after-effects of the hibernation unit left him confused and drained, to the point where he could not function. He escaped the cramped compartment containing the hiber-pod to stagger into the compartment next door where a convenient bed allowed him to spend forty-eight hours recovering.

When his head stopped pounding enough where he could move about he began to explore. A quick inspection of the compartment told him he had stumbled into a suite of aged and deserted living quarters. The condition of the compartment was confusing and not at all what he expected.

In the corridor, every third lighting panel was lit; creating long shadows. He found it reassuring that the lighting rose to normal in several cabins. At least the ship was not without power.

The offending hiber-pod was stuffed into a small compartment sandwiched between living quarters, which were staggered down the long curving corridor of the expansive habitat ring. None of the computer terminals were operational, with all the cabins appearing unused and worn by time. The lack of clues available to explain his predicament caused Chris to be increasingly concerned.

He was told he would wake in a medical facility staffed with white coated professionals. His current circumstances were far from the case. There were no hibernation specialists to ease his transition to the waking world. No soft clean bed to recover in. No smiling experts. Whether he lives or dies depends solely on him.

Christopher Morris is about to turn seventeen years old while trapped aboard a silent, empty starship. His short blonde hair and brown eyes make him appear even younger. Although, at six foot-two inches tall he has to duck to get through the compartment hatchways. From this point forward his existence depends on whether he is clever enough to save himself.

He is a methodical boy by nature, intending from the day of liftoff to document his experience of settling a new planet. His entries in the journal started much sooner than expected.

The following is his account of living alone on a ship with many secrets.

Christopher Morris - Drive Systems Engineer

Colonial Starship Excalibur

Date: Unknown
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I’m not sure what happened to cause my hiber-pod to spit me out like spoiled food, but I can tell you the revival was harder than I ever imagined. My first response when I woke up was to vomit over the side of the open pod. The recovery process left the first few days somewhat foggy. It was necessary to crawl to the habitat suite next door to recover before I could even think about exploring.

When the heaving and nausea passed and I felt good enough to move around, it didn’t take long to discover that airlock hatches blocked each end of the passageway. Opening either hatch requires the use of a key card, which I do not have. So, I’m trapped in this section of the Habitat Ring with three inch, faded blue stripes running down both sides of the corridor—commonly referred to as the blue section. None of the living quarters have signs of human occupation. They appear as if they were built long ago and forgotten.

Small round windows in the hatches blocking the corridor allow me to see into the airlock and through the window of another hatch into the adjoining corridors. This part of the ship appears to be vacant. If we had arrived at our destination the habitat ring would be teeming with people. So...where is everyone?

I boarded the ship at the last minute, which means most of what I know about the Excalibur was what my mother told me, and what I gleaned from passenger lottery brochures before being hustled inside and placed into stasis.

The habitat ring is a giant rotating wheel located toward the front of the starship. Its spin provides an efficient simulated gravity for the colonists as they prepare for planetfall.

Due to spacing issues, redundancy, and reasons no one could fully explain, my pod and one other is located in the Habitat Ring; instead of the Hiber-Pod Bay like the other colonists. The ring is divided into four sections with four spokes leading to a Central Hub. To reach the main parts of the ship it is necessary to pass through the hub. Without a card I can’t even leave this section of the ring.
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