


Gulliver Station: A New Start
By Connie Cockrell

Published by Connie Cockrell at Smashwords
Copyright © 2014 by Connie Cockrell

Cover Art by Connie Cockrell
All rights reserved.

ISBN:9781311624215
 
 
 

Dedication
 

To my Daughter for setting me on the path.
 
 

Acknowledgements
 

To Karen Heinecke, Diane Nash, and Tim and Ruth Fleming for editing
and beta reading this manuscript. To Randy Cockrell for doing the final line
edits. To my friends at Forward Motion (http://www.fmwriters.com) and to

Power Writing Hour for their support.
 

Smashwords Edition, License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only This ebook may

not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this
book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each

recipient. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this

author.
 
 
 

ONE
 
Fergus Boylan, Interim Station Manager, watched from the dock as the

passenger ship Hydra unloaded the last of its passengers. All of the
passengers who were just visiting the station had deboarded three hours ago.
These were colonists; colonists to his Space Station, Gulliver Station.

The Dock Master, Amos, walked up to stand beside him. Twenty five



years older than his friend, his dark brown eyes still had gold flecks in them.
He seemed amused. "Fergus, you just get out of bed?" He eyed his friend's
dark red hair, standing straight on end.

Fergus shrugged and took a moment to try and smooth the unruly mop of
hair down. "Hi, Amos. I keep running my hand through it."

"Don't try to explain, boyo. I haven't seen you with your hair combed since
you were assigned as project manager to build the station five years ago." He
watched the passengers check in with Station Administration who were set up
along the dock at tables near the Hydra's passenger hatch. Many were rubbing
their arms. The dock was cold. "They've got it down to an art," he pointed his
chin at the several lines of new Station residents. They were each waiting, by
family, to register with Admin to get their living quarters assigned and get
new Station identification.

"Yeah," Fergus nodded. "It's the last shipload, so of course, now they have
the procedure down. Isn't that how it always goes?" He watched with his
friend a few minutes.

The dock's vast space echoed with the clamor of people talking, cargo
being moved, and the air handling and heating. The passengers carried hand
luggage with them. Their full shipment of goods was being unloaded from
the cargo hatch a few meters away from the passenger hatch. The goods
would be taken to their quarters after they'd been assigned.

Amos watched with satisfaction as the dock workers moved the cargo off
of the conveyor belts. Time was money to ship captains. They wanted the
cargo off so they could load their new cargo on.

"Fergus, you remember the first few ships in? The new dock workers
couldn't seem to understand the need for speed or accuracy. Cargo went in
every direction."

Fergus grinned. "I do indeed. But you put a lot of pressure on those new
colonists. They were still learning."

"True, but if I hadn't been roaring at them every minute, we'd still be
unloading those first ships."

They both laughed. "They're working like old pros now though. You're to
thank for that, Amos."

They were quiet for a moment then Fergus asked, "Any trouble with the
union? Any sign of the old corruption?"

Amos shook his head. "No, not yet anyway. But old habits die hard Fergus.
How are you going to keep some bright boy from starting his own crime
syndicate?"

Fergus glanced at his friend. "Keep an eye out, Amos. I agree. It won't be



long before some bright boy decides to duplicate the planet-killing
corruption of Old Earth here. They'll start manipulating the union and taking
a cut, first here, then there. We'll be right back to Old Ireland where men
work their asses off and have to pay the lion's share of their paycheck to the
mob." His brown eyes grew serious, "I won't have it, Amos. It's not fair to
those men and their families."

Amos clapped Fergus on the shoulder. "I understand."
Fergus nodded. "I know it, old friend. I've done my best to organize things

with the best practices I could find. It's really up to them." He pointed his chin
at the lines. "If they want a new, fresh start, this is it. It's up to them."

 
#
 
Over at the cargo hatch, Brody Skerry was working the conveyor belt. He

and his co-worker and best friend, Ferris Argall, were checking the shipping
codes on the cargo crates against the manifest on their electronic pads. Ferris
had to shout over the noise of the belt. "Hey, look lively there, lad; the boss is
watchin'."

Brody turned to peek behind him. He saw his boss, Amos, and the Interim
Station Manager watching the new Station residents get off the Hydra and
check in with Station Administration. "Amos is alright. He likes things done
by the book, that's all."

Brody remembered how he and his wife Emma had felt the day they got
off their ship and stood in that line, the first of the new Station residents. He
thought about how she'd taken his hand, nervous about giving up life on a
planet for life inside a giant metal ball.

"It isn't a ball, Emma. More like a big cylinder."
She had squeezed his hand hard, bumping him with her hip. "All well and

good, but still, it's inside. For the rest of our lives."
They inched forward in the line until it was finally their turn. He handed

the clerk their identicards. The clerk ran them through the scanner.
"Welcome to Gulliver Station, Mr. and Mrs. Skerry. You'll be housed on
Level 4, apartment C4052."

Then there was the confusion of following the directions on his electronic
pad to the new apartment. Emma thought the MagLev ride around the station
was the best part of the trip. Since the station circumference was so large, at
least 10 Kilometers Brody had read in the material back on Earth, the station
used magnetic levitation cars to ferry people around each level of the station.
The cars went in opposite directions every other ring. On Concourse A, they



ran from Quadrant A, to Quadrants B, C, and D. On Concourse B they ran A,
D, C, B. It didn't take long to walk from the last station to their new
apartment. Luckily their new identicards opened the door easily. Emma was a
little disappointed by the size of it; but still, there was a living room, dining
room, kitchen, bath and two bedrooms. "See," he hugged her, "even a room
for a baby, when we're ready."

She blushed. "Hush, you'll jinx us for sure."
Ferris grunted, breaking into Brody's memory. "Amos made my first

month on the dock a hell. Yellin' at me all the time for piddly shit."
Brody laughed, "You were a mess, Ferris. You ran the fork lift into the

bulkhead four times that second morning. Lucky it wasn't the hull. We'd all
been breathin' vacuum otherwise."

Ferris grunted. "Well, I'm just sayin', he's a freak about doin' things by the
book."

"I'm glad," Brody confided. "He keeps things honest and above board. No
payin' half my wages to him to keep my job. The missus likes that."

"True," Ferris agreed. "My wife likes that too. Livin' wages she calls 'em.
She doesn't have to get a job. She can stay home with the kids."

Brody nodded. "I can put money away, save up for when the kids are ready
to go to college. Can't beat that."

"Congratulations, by the way," Ferris called over the belt. "My wife told
me your missus was expecting."

Brody nodded, he could hardly believe it. Finally, they were going to have
a baby. "Thanks. Emma couldn't have a better friend than Patricia. She's the
first one Emma told."

Ferris laughed, "Well, Pat, thinks the world of Emma. But you watch out.
Havin' a kid turns your whole world upside down."

"I'm ready," Brody said as he punched the cargo crate number into the
manifest. "It's about time that second bedroom had a baby in it."

 
 

TWO
Dillon and Aine McCarthy were the last ones off of the Hydra onto

Gulliver Station. Aine clutched Dillon’s arm, her single bag bumping against
her leg as they inched down the ramp onto the dock.

The coldness of the dock reached through her clothes and made her
shiver. The smell was so different than back home in Belfast. There the
smells were of the sea air when the wind blew from the east, the earth when



the wind blew from the west and the smell of the city in all its seething mass
of humanity the rest of the time. The dock smelled of the cold of space, metal
and lubricants. The sound echoed around the vast, hard space. The line in
front of her seemed miniscule, insignificant as it straggled to a few tables set
several meters away from the ramp.

“Dillon, it’s freezing.” She moved closer to him to try and stay warm.
“It won’t be long,” he replied as he adjusted the two bags he held with his

left hand.
She examined the dock to her right where the conveyor belt was

disgorging crates of cargo from the Hydra’s cargo bays. The men were
shoving the crates onto other belts which led through the dock wall to some
other location, warehouses she guessed. Other men and women too, she could
see, were loading crates onto tractors, to take somewhere.

“Is that what you’ll be doin’?” She nodded toward the activity.
Dillon nodded. “Yeah, that’s it.”
They inched another meter forward. “It doesn’t look too dangerous.”
“Dangerous enough, if something goes wrong. Just like dock workers

back on Earth.”
She thought about the trip out from Earth. They’d just barely made it onto

the accepted list. She’d sent in her application as a single woman. At the
interview they told her, “Sorry, only married couples.”

She’d tried to point out that there must be single men out in space but they
were firm. She turned away, her heart broken. What would she do now? She
had no job, the subsistence ration had been cut again and she’d spent her last
credits getting to Dublin to interview.

That’s when she met Dillon.
“I heard you in there,” he said as he caught up to her where she standing in

the hallway, wondering what to do. “I have an idea.”
She viewed him with suspicion. No good came of young men you didn’t

know talking to you. That’s how a girl ended up in the cribs, prisoners of
some pimp, selling her body for just enough food to keep her alive.

“No, thanks,” was her automatic reply. She started walking to move away
from him.

“Wait, we both want to go to Gulliver Station, right?” he called out after
her. She slowed. He took advantage of her hesitation. “I was denied, too,
‘cause I’m single.”

She stopped and turned to him. “So?”
“So, if we were married, they’d take us.”
His face was thin, as though he hadn’t eaten in a couple of days. But she



liked it; it was earnest, his brown eyes pleading.
“So you’re asking me to marry you? You don’t know me and I certainly

don’t know you.”
He took a couple of steps closer, stopping when she backed up a step. “I’m

Dillon McCarthy.” He held out his hand.
Her eyes darted around the hallway at the people passing by. It seemed

safe enough to shake his hand. “Aine. Aine Peck.”
“Aine, I don’t know about you, but if I don’t get onto this ship, I’m

finished. I’ve got nothin’ and nowhere to go.”
Hesitating, she felt a kinship to him but in all of her short eighteen years

she’d learned, don’t tell anybody anything, especially about yourself. So she
was aghast when she heard herself say, “Me, too.”

When he sighed, she realized how tense he’d been. A smile grew on his
face, lighting it up. She found herself relaxing a little.

“Look,” he glanced back at the office they’d just come from. “If we get
married right away, we can come back here and re-interview. I didn’t have
any marks against me except I was single. I know they’ll take us.”

It seemed too easy, and in her experience, nothing was easy. “I don’t
know.” She shook her head. “I don’t know you. I don’t know anything about
you.” She did like the way his brown hair fell over his eyes. She watched him
brush it back.

“I get it, but this isn’t a trick. I just want to get off of Earth. They say out
there everybody who wants a job can get one. We’ll die if we stay here.”

To her amazement he dropped to one knee. “Aine Peck, would you marry
me?”

The people passing by turned to stare and Aine began to blush. “Get up,”
she hissed at him. “Let’s get a cuppa and let me think.”

They found a tea cart on the street, half a block from the building where
the interviews were held. Dillon had enough credits to get them each a cup.
They stepped into the lee of a building, the spring wind was cold. Aine put
both hands around her paper cup.

In the end, she took the chance. They found a Justice of the Peace and had
a civil ceremony. Dillon had just enough credits to pay the man. They hustled
back to the interview office and after pleading with the secretary, were
allowed back in to re-interview.

She pulled her mind back to the present when they reached the table. Now,
she was here, surrounded by strangeness. The clerk assigned them an
apartment and handed Dillon a communicator. Dillon pulled up a map of the
Station on it which they followed to their new apartment. Used to having a



pallet on the floor in a room crowded with strangers back on Earth, they
thought the cabin on the ship was sheer luxury. This was beyond their wildest
imaginations.

Aine stood inside the door, bag still in hand, staring around her. A real
kitchen and a living room were in front of her. Dillon dropped his bags on
the floor and went down a short hallway. “Two bedrooms, Aine!” He opened
another door. “A bathroom, with a shower and everything!” He ran out to the
living room. “It’s all ours. We don’t even have to share it!”

Tears started leaking from her eyes. Dillon’s face fell. “Don’t you like
it?” He hurried over to her, taking the bag from her hand and dropping it on
the floor.

In the time they’d prepared for the trip on Earth and the travel to the
Station, they grew to know each other better. Aine felt she’d made a good
match, despite its swiftness.

“Are you alright?” He reached up and wiped the tears from her cheeks.
She nodded. “I’m just… overwhelmed." She waved her hand weakly to

indicate the apartment. "I’ve never had anything like this.”
He hugged her to him, turning a little so they could both inspect their new

place.
She could hear his heart thumping beneath her head.
“I know.” He kissed the top of her head.
 
#
 
That evening they walked out to the Level 4 Market from their apartment

in D quadrant, ring 1000. While they were exploring their new apartment,
Dillon had received a message on his communicator: They had a 1000 credit
balance in their account, an arrival bonus, to help them set up their new home.

Aine and Dillon were giddy, searching through the market for furniture
and cookware and things to decorate the house. They marveled at the
cleanliness of the market and how friendly everyone was. It was a little nerve
wracking, all the friendliness. They weren’t accustomed to it.

In the end, they bought a mattress, some dishware and some bedding. Not
having ever had many credits, Aine was reluctant to spend them. “We can
wait a little while,” she said. “We don’t need to get everything all at once.
They ate their dinner from one of the stalls. After dinner, they proudly
carried their purchases back to the apartment.

 
 



THREE
 
The next morning Fergus was in his least favorite place, the conference

room. He had his Interim Station Manager hat on and was chairing the
meeting of the Station Administration chiefs. The room was on Level 8, since
he was dealing with Station Administration. He'd rather be doing his project
manager work, out on the last of the Station construction sites, keeping track
of the final installations. Instead, he was stuck in here, going over
organizational details.

The room wasn't much to look at. Plain beige walls of textured plastic
provided some sound deadening. The table and chairs were basic, extruded
plastic, in a beige color that matched the walls. There was plas-carpet on the
floor, it was the Administration section after all. The color matched the walls.
Fergus always felt as though he were inside an egg when he was in this room.
He'd never bothered to put any art on the walls.

He'd just sat through a discussion about the process to fire personnel. It
had been pretty heated. "It's like this." Fergus took a breath to bring himself
calm. He had all he could do to keep from grinding his teeth together. "We
can't just fire someone. We have to go through this process."

The department head for Station maintenance was adamant. "We're not
talkin' skilled workers here, like the comm techs or the environmental
scientists. We're talkin' about the guys doin' the grunt work. Why do I have to
go through a six friggin' month process to get rid of a lazy bum?"

"Jim," Fergus explained again. "We're trying to set up a fair and equitable
system here. We don't want people fired because their boss doesn't like the
way a fella's hair is combed."

Everyone in the room glanced at his wild hair and grinned. "Yeah, yeah."
he finger combed his hair. "I pulled these processes from the best run colony
worlds. These methods work. They take time, but they work. Best of all,
they're fair. One mistake doesn't cause a guy to lose his job. People don't get
hired because they're Joe Schmo's 2nd cousin twice removed. These methods
keep our Station honest, uncorrupted, fair. And that's what we all want, right?"

There were some holdouts. Good people, they were just not used to
having all of these rules. Eventually they came around.

"Right, next on the agenda," he read from his pad. "Station elections."
The people around the table groaned. Jim, the recalcitrant department

chair, moaned. "This is going to be a big deal isn't it? What do we need to
elect a new Station Manager for?"

Fergus nodded. "Yes, it's a big deal. The last load of residents arrived



yesterday. According to the Station charter, we have to hold an election six
months from now. We need to elect a Station manager and representatives
from each level to form a Station government."

Brigit Young, from HR spoke up, "Why don't you run, Fergus? You've
been doing the job for the last five years, why stop now?"

The people around the table all started speaking at once. "Yeah," "Why
not," "You'd be perfect."

Fergus held up his hands. "Thank you all for those kind words. But I'm
only Interim Station manager because I'm the project manager, building the
Station. Now it's time for the residents on the Station to take charge. It's their
home, their lives; they need to choose their representatives."

"You've done good so far," Jim piped up.
"That's before all the residents arrived," Fergus answered. "Now it's time

for me to step down, find a new role to play."
Fergus felt honored that they wanted him to run, but that was more

politicking than he wanted to bear. It was enough that politics were part of
the workplace; he didn’t want to be an actual politician.

"Molly, we'll need to set up a voting system." He gazed down the table to a
thirty-year-old woman. Black hair cut in a bob that fell just below her ears,
bright blue eyes and a ready smile made her look younger than her age. "I
budgeted to get the one from Fullo. They run clean, fair elections. Their
system will work well here. It'll load into your computer network without a
problem and be easy to run and manage."

Molly nodded, "Thanks Fergus. I see the info here on my pad. I'll get it
and get it loaded."

Fergus grinned. Molly was the best computer whiz he knew. She'd had the
computer systems that ran the Station up and operational two weeks before
the scheduled due date.

"It's settled. Six months from today, it'll be election day. Once Molly gets
the system set up, we’ll be sending information out to the Station residents.
They’ll be selecting candidates and the campaigning will begin. This is a big
day, ladies and gentlemen.” He studied each of them. “You came here to
make a better life for yourselves and your families. You wanted to start
clean, to get away from the hell hole that Earth has become. This is one of the
most important steps. If you want honest government, you need to elect
honest men and women. The Station is still small. Small enough for you to
know or know of the candidates. Make this count. Your families and your
grandchildren’s lives depend on it.”

The table erupted in clapping. They knew he was right. They had all



jumped at the chance of a new start here on Gulliver Station.
“Meeting’s adjourned.”
 
#
 
Conway Gillespie was in his tiny office on Level 2. The Station news was

running, muted, on the monitor on his desk. He glanced up just as a banner
crossed the screen, advertising the first elections on the Station. He grinned.
This is what he’d been working toward since he arrived on the Station in the
first shipload of workers.

He’d been a loyal member of a Dublin mob, back on Earth. He convinced
his mob boss to get him on with the pipefitters union so he could learn a
trade and learn the in’s and out’s of union management. He didn’t waste his
time. Conway enjoyed working with his hands, making things work, building
things. He liked learning about the secret underground life of the city and
made himself useful to his boss by finding out-of-the-way places to use for
meetings, storage, and sometimes, for hiding a body.

When the word went out that a new space station was hiring pipefitters, he
was first to submit his name. His mob boss helped make sure his name made
it onto the hired list. Before he left, his boss had a going away party for him.

“Conway,” the Boss clapped him on the back. “I’m going to miss you,
boyo. You’ve been a stand up guy.”

Conway put down the beer he was holding and gave his boss a bear hug.
“I’m going to miss you too. I haven’t been able to repay you for taking me in
all those years ago.”

The Boss laughed, “You were just a mite, but you were strong, I could see
that, even if you were only eleven. I could tell you’d go far.” He laughed
again, “Who knew you’d go all the way out into space!”

Conway was well liked by the people in the mob. He wasn't a tall man,
only a meter point seventy-seven. His black hair and dark blue eyes made
him look like the others but he was driven and ruthless. Attributes the others,
and his boss especially, admired.

The boss called out to the rest of the room. “A toast to one of the best
men I know. Here’s to Conway Gillespie, may the wind be always at his
back!”

Conway picked up his beer and saluted the crowd, “You’re all the best.
Thank you.”

Once on Station he joined the Pipefitter Union and worked hard. He rose
through the trade's ranks quickly - he was known for his even temper and



skill at managing the hot-headed crew. His first promotion was to crew
supervisor, then shift leader, until he was elected by the men and women in
the union as the Pipefitter Union Leader, in charge of the whole Pipefitter
union. He became known as the man who could work with anyone. Before
anyone realized it, he’d become the person all the union leaders went to when
they needed a mediator. He quit being the Pipe Fitters Union Leader and
began his own business, hiring out to any of the unions or trades as a
Facilitator. If they had a problem, they came to him and it was fixed. It all
happened in the space of six months.

The Station elections were part of his plans to rise further in the Station
social strata. He wasn’t ever going to be that orphaned, homeless boy again.
He punched the call button on his comm unit.

“Benny,” he said when it answered. “Get the lads together tonight in the
pipe fitters locker room. I’ve got some news.”

“Right, boss. Nineteen hundred hours?”
“Perfect, see you all there.”
He hit the end button. Time to put the next step of the plan into motion.
 
#
 
At the meeting that night, Conway inspected the crew he’d assembled.

Loyal to him, he had felt each man out over the last six months. They all
wanted what he wanted, a bigger slice of the pie. They’d do what was needed;
he was sure of it.

“Boys, time to make our move. Elections have been scheduled and we
need to make sure we get a candidate elected who will be friendly to our
cause.”

The five men in the room nodded. They each had grown up in the dog-eat-
dog world of Old Earth, Ireland. It was all well and good that the Station was
claiming that everything here would be fair and square, but none of them
believed it. In their experience, nothing was fair or square and if you wanted
something, you had to take it, by force if necessary.

“Here’s what I need. Each of you bring me two names for a Level
Representative candidate you think we can get elected and will back us when
we need it. Then, I’ll talk to the man or woman, I don’t care which it is, and
promise our backing for the campaign.”

The men nodded.
“The second task for each of us is to talk up that candidate to all of the

union men. Get your wives to do the same to friends, co-workers, whatever.”



One of the men spoke up. “You want the names tonight?”
“If you have them. If not, sleep on it then get them to me in the morning.

You’ll have Station information on how the election will be run, what
candidates are needed, how the Station government will be structured. Make
sure you know all there is to know about it. We can’t make it work for us if
we don’t know how it works ourselves. Any questions?”

After they glanced at each other, they all shook their heads.
“Good, see me before you go, I’ll make note of the name or names you

give me.”
After the last man had left, Conway went back to his office. He examined

the names he had so far. He knew most of the men, and for the most part, they
weren’t suitable, at least for the Station Manager. He scratched at his chin.
Some of them might make good Level Representatives though. He made
some notes beside each name. Some he just deleted from the list. They were
too honest. They’d never trade favors with him.

He took a sip from his cup, making a face. The coffee’d gone cold. The
monitor was running a story on the upcoming elections, outlining how the
Station government would be organized. Since he’d been named Union
Leader, he’d been in on most of the high level meetings. He’d met Fergus
Boylan, a nice guy, good project manager. Conway appreciated people who
knew their jobs and could get things done.

He twisted the gold pinkie ring he purchased when he became his own
boss. The small diamond in the center flashed in the desk light. What he
didn’t understand was Boylan’s obsession with keeping corruption out of the
Station. How the hell did he think things got done? I hope he doesn’t run for
Station Manager. He’d be a bitch to beat in an election. Most of the Station
residents loved the guy. Thought he walked on water. Conway grunted,
reaching over and turning the monitor off. It was late and he was tired. He’d
have to sleep on who to run as Station Manager. Whoever it was, the person
had to be in his pocket, even if he had to find a way to put him or her there.

 
 

FOUR
 
The next morning, Dillon took the communicator and went to work. Aine

tidied the apartment as best she could, then left for the market. It was obvious
she needed cleaning supplies as well as furniture. One thing she didn’t want
to admit to Dillon, she couldn’t cook.

She felt the weakness deep in her heart. Dillon was doing his part, going



off to learn to be a dock worker. She needed to do hers. As she walked up
and down the market aisles, she had no idea what those vegetables and fruits
even were, except for the cabbage and potatoes. They were the ingredients
for colcannon, the mainstay of the poor Irish diet. Everything else was a
mystery.

She was standing in front of a display of green leafy vegetables,
wondering how she could ask the stall owner what they were when a voice to
her left broke in on her thoughts. “The Swiss Chard is beautiful, isn't it?”

Startled, Aine peered at the speaker. A woman, a little older than she was
with the same black hair, braided and hanging down her back stood next to
her with a string bag, half full of vegetables hanging from her arm. She stuck
out her hand, “I’m Fiona Scally.”

Fiona’s dark blue eyes crinkled with friendliness and Aine found her hand
going out of its own accord. “Aine McCarthy.”

“You came in on the Hydra, didn’t you?”
Suspicion grabbed Aine. “Yeah, how’d you know?”
Fiona laughed, “Because I had that same look on my face my first time in

the market.” She waved a hand up and down the aisle. “It’s too much isn’t it?”
she said. “After having so little, now we have so much.”

Aine fought back tears. It wouldn’t do to show too much fear or
ignorance. “Well, I guess there are some things I don’t know about.”

Sticking her arm through Aine’s, Fiona pulled her over to the stall.
Naturally shy and skittish, Aine nearly punched Fiona in the ribs for grabbing
her, but Aine held back. They stopped just a few steps away from the stall
Aine had been examining.

To her amazement, Fiona picked up the Swiss Chard and bluntly asked the
stall owner, “What’s this and what do we do with it?” Even more surprising,
the man was enthusiastic about answering.

After a lesson on Swiss Chard, he tore off some leaf and let the women
try it. Then he gave them a simple recipe to use. Aine bought the chard. Then
Fiona walked her up and down the aisles, making her buy a string bag first.
They planned Aine’s supper, bought cleaning supplies and stopped for a bite
of lunch at a kabob stand.

By afternoon, Aine was exhausted, Fiona’s sheer joy at everything on the
Station wore her out. “Where do you live?” Fiona asked after Aine said she
had to go home.

Again, Aine’s old habits kicked into high gear. She nearly said, “None of
your business.” But Fiona’s smiling face held her back. I’m in the thousand
ring, quadrant D, here on Level 4.”



A big grin spread across Fiona’s face, “I’m in C quadrant. We’re
neighbors! I’ll walk your way home.” With that they headed off, Fiona
chattering all the way to Aine’s door.

“Will you be at the market tomorrow?” Fiona asked as Aine opened her
door.

The look of expectancy on Fiona’s face made her smile, “Yes, I think so.
Shall we meet at the baker’s?”

“Aye, don’t eat breakfast. He has the best scones!”
 
#
 
Dillon’s day was a little tougher. He found his way to the dock manager’s

office to check in. The clerk there checked his Station ID then took his
picture and made him a Dockworker ID.

“I’ll have to charge you 100 credits for your joining fee and another 10
credits for your month’s dues,” she said as she handed the new ID over to
him.

His stomach knotted. He hated thinking about spending so much of the
1000 credit arrival bonus. He’d forgotten about the fees even though it was
all explained to him in his training back on Earth.

“It’s a privilege to be a dockworker,” his trainer told him. “They’re the
backbone of the interstellar shipping system.” Dillon was the only one in
training. He was the last one to be hired as a dockworker and to be shipped
out to Gulliver. He felt the pressure. While it was acceptable for the wife to
be unemployed - they expected her to take care of any children - he had to be
employed. So if he screwed it up, he and Aine would be kicked out of the
program and sent back to Earth and the streets.

“Part of being in the Dockworker Union,” his instructor continued, “is to
pay your joining fee and monthly dues.”

Dillon felt the 110 credits the clerk took as though she was taking a pound
of flesh. She tapped some keys on her pad, “There, that’s your joining fee and
this month’s dues.” He managed to smile.

“Take a seat,” she pointed at the chairs in front of her counter. “And
welcome to Gulliver Station and the Dockworkers Union.”

He nodded and sat in one of the chairs. It only took a few minutes before
the Dock Master arrived. As soon as Dillon saw him, he leapt to his feet.

The man held out his hand. “I’m Amos Fontes. Welcome to Gulliver
Station.”

Dillon shook his hand, “Dillon McCarthy, sir.”



“Glad to have you, son. You can call me Amos. Let’s get you a locker and
coveralls.”

Amos led Dillon down the narrow hall to the locker room, pulling
coveralls from an unlocked closet. Dillon had never heard of such a thing. His
surprise at an unlocked supply closet made him slow at accepting the
coveralls.

“You’ll find clean ones here every day. Just help yourself each morning.”
He pointed to the right, past the door they had entered. “The showers are
down there, for after shift. Just put the dirty coveralls in the bin outside the
shower room door. You’ll have to bring your own towel.” He led Dillon to a
locker.

“Um, I didn’t bring a towel with me today. I didn’t know.” Dillon blushed.
He didn’t want to screw it up the first day.

“That’s fine, I can get you one for tonight. Just leave it in the bin with
your coveralls. Here’s your locker.” He typed the number into his pad. “Just
key a password in,” he pointed at the keypad on the locker, and waited, back
turned, while Dillon complied. When the locker opened, Amos tapped his pad
again. “Good, you can change the password anytime, just key in the new
number twice. I’ll give you a few minutes to change.” With that, he walked
off to the other end of the locker room.

Dillon stripped down, put on the coveralls, and placed his pants and shirt
into the locker. He was closing the door as Amos came back. Inspecting him,
Amos frowned. “Hmm, we’ll have to get you some boots. Station shoes aren’t
adequate for working the docks. They'll do for now, I’ll help you get some
after shift.

Dillon nodded. “Thank you, sir.”
“Call me Amos, Dillon, all the other men do.”
Dillon nodded. He could feel his palms sweat.
“Relax,” Amos laughed. “This isn’t rocket science. You’ll be fine. Is this

your first job?”
Great, Dillon thought, he can tell. Is he going to hold it against me? “Yes,

sir, uh, Amos. I never could get one back on Earth.”
Amos led him out of the locker room as they talked. “That’s why you’re

here. The project manager for this Station insisted on hiring as many people
from Earth as he could. He’s from Ireland himself, you see, so he was
especially interested in hiring from there.”

“I heard that but didn’t know if it was a story or not.”
“Oh, it’s real,” Amos nodded. “He’s a friend of mine. I’ve worked with

him on other Stations.”



They stepped through an open airlock doorway onto the dock. The cold
hit him like a wave. He shivered a little and stopped, trying to orient himself.
I’m never going to find this little hallway, he thought as he studied the huge
space. Then he spied a Berth number on the bulkhead in front of him. There,
Berth C14. I can remember that.

Amos turned to the left, Dillon hurried to catch up. He tried to notice
everything they passed, though it wasn’t much. No ships were docked in any
of the berths they passed. He decided to ask a question, “Why are all the
berths empty?”

They had reached a huge open hatchway. “Most of the berths are empty
because this is a new Station. It’s not finished yet, won’t be for another six
months. So, even though this Station is at an intersection of three jump points,
not too many ships have worked us into their shipping routes yet. They will.”

Dillon nodded.
“This," Amos pointed at the massive mechanism in front of them, “is the

pressure door between B and C docks. If something goes wrong on B or C
dock, say a ship is out of control as it comes in, a fire fight breaks out, an
asteroid comes by, a riot, anything, Control will close the doors, sealing
everything onto the dock until the problem is resolved.”

Dillon stared at the massive door. “How long does it take to close?
Amos gave him a pleased look. “Not as long as you’d think for such a

large object, about two minutes.”
“The hallway door we came through, that would close too?”
Grinning, Amos nodded. “Yeah, all the pressure doors on the dock, at the

same time.”
Dillon’s stomach rolled. If I’m caught out on the dock, I’d be trapped. He

saw Amos watching him, so he nodded. “I understand.”
They crossed into B dock and halfway along, found an active berth. Amos

took him over to a team moving shipping crates from the conveyor belt
leading from the ship to a tractor.

“Brody!” Amos called out to a man at the end of the belt. Brody waved,
handed his pad to another man and walked over to them.

“This is Dillon, Dillon, this is Brody.” They shook hands. “Brody, would
you show Dillon the ropes? He just arrived on the Hydra.”

“Nice to meetcha, Dillon.”
Amos glanced at Dillon. “Most of these men have only been dockworkers

six months or less. They’ve been where you are, and not all that long ago.
Brody,” Amos glanced from Brody to Dillon, “will be your trainer. He’s a
good man. Don’t be shy about asking questions.”



“Thanks, Amos, Brody. I appreciate it.”
“Brody,” Amos said. “He doesn’t have boots yet. I’ll take him around to

the market after shift.”
Brody waved him off, “Hey, I can do that, Amos. Don’t worry about it.”
Amos clapped him on the shoulder. “Good man. If you need anything, let

me know.”
Brody nodded, “Will do. Dillon, let’s get to work.” As they walked over to

the conveyor he asked, “Did they teach you to use the GravLift?”
“Yeah,” Dillon spoke over the noise of the conveyor. “Hold it against the

crate, toggle the switch, lift the crate and move it to the right location.”
“Good,” Brody said. “Only thing is, this isn’t Earth training room. There’s

a lot going on, men and crates moving all around. Remember the mass of the
crate is the same as it would be on Earth. It can get away from you easy.”

“Yes, Sir.”
Brody laughed. “Call me Brody. We don’t call anybody 'Sir' up here.” He

stopped short of the conveyor belt and shouted over the noise. “How old are
you?”

Does he think I’m too young? He took a breath. “Twenty.”
“I figured. You’ll be the youngest in the Union. Don’t let that worry you.”

He led him to the end of the conveyor.
He tapped the guy with the pad, “Ferris, this is Dillon, new guy off the

Hydra.”
Ferris handed the pad to Brody, “Hi,” he stuck out his hand, a broad grin

on his face. “Welcome to the chain gang.”
Dillon shook hands. “Hi.”
"Ferris, I’m training Dillon here. I’ll keep him with me for now. Give a

hand on the tractor would ya, the belt’s goin’ faster than they can move the
crates.”

Ferris nodded, waved goodbye and moved off around the front of the
tractor, pulling a GravLift out of his back pocket.

“Dillon, you stay here. I’ll talk you through reading the crate labels and
matching them against the manifest.”

Dillon nodded and he watched Brody for half an hour with Brody pointing
out specific numbers on the labels and making sure Dillon saw what he was
punching in on the manifest. After that, Brody handed him the pad and Dillon
had to do it himself. The concentration of trying to spot the identifying label
on the crate then finding it on the manifest was exhausting. Not at all like it
was in the practice room back on Earth. It felt like his brain would explode.
He was so intent on his work the passing of the last crate was a surprise.



He looked up in confusion. Brody grinned. “Nice job, Dillon. Time for
lunch!”

The afternoon was spent in the inner warehouses. Since he didn’t have
boots, they had him on manifest duty again, this time directing the crates to
the appropriate shipper’s area. The time flew, and again, he was surprised
when Brody tapped him on the shoulder when the tractors all stopped.
“Quittin’ time, buddy. Good job today.”

Dillon smiled, relief flooding through him. He handed the pad to Brody.
“Thanks.” He glanced around the warehouse. The men and women, he saw
with a little surprise, were all leaving. “What now?”

“Now, we go get a shower and go to the market to get you some boots.”
Dillon shivered a little.
“What have got on under the coverall?”
“An undershirt.”
“Acck, not good enough. You’ve been cold all day, haven’t you?”
Dillon shrugged.
“We’ll pick up what you need. Come on. Let’s get cleaned up.”
 
#
 
Dillon got home about 1900, exhausted but jubilant. He dropped his

packages of boots and underwear and grabbed Aine. He spun her around as
soon as he came in the door. She laughed, “You must have had a good day?”

“I did.”
She led him to the kitchen table where she had plates set out. “I’ve been

busy too. Tonight we have colcannon and something called Swiss Chard.”
He sat down at one of the place settings on the table, a puzzled look on his

face. “Swiss Chard?”
“Aye. I went to the market today, met a new friend and we asked the

vegetable monger about it. He told us all about it and a recipe for how to
cook it.” She brought a bowl of colcannon to the table along with a smaller
bowl of dark green.

He peered into the bowl and wrinkled his nose. “Seems kind of slimy.”
“It does,” she giggled, “but I tried it, it’s good.”
His eyebrows went up, but he picked up a spoonful and plopped it on his

plate. Both of them grew up hungry, food wasn’t something that you wasted,
you ate whatever you had. He took a small bite. A grin spread over his face.
“It’s good!”

A broad grin spread across her face. “I know! I did what they call sautéing



it, in a frying pan with a little bacon and some red pepper.”
He took another, bigger bite. “I like it.”
She put a big spoonful of colcannon on his plate then served herself.

“Now, tell me about your day.”
 
 
 

FIVE
 
Abigail Madison stepped to the doorway of the ballroom on Level 7 on

her father, Arthur’s, arm. The party was for her so she was fashionably late.
She’d just arrived at Gulliver Station on the Hydra that brought the last group
of colonists. This was her introduction to the high society of the Station.

Observing the ballroom of the Galaxy Lounge, she was impressed. The
ceiling was a gigantic screen of the local night sky, the asteroid belt plainly
visible. She liked the fact that no coats or wraps were needed now,
everything was perfectly climate controlled. The faint scent of jasmine
wafted through the doorway, making her feel as though she were entering a
tropical garden. Draperies hid the walls, but they were made to move, ever so
slightly in an unfelt breeze. They sparkled as they moved.

She was a little nervous. There were so many people already here. Abigail
preferred to work behind the scenes, not be the center of attention. Her
father patted her hand on his arm. Smiling up at him, his one point eight two
meter frame towered over her. She pulled her shoulders back and put on her
friendliest smile. This was her home now and she was going to put her best
foot forward.

Patting the upswept auburn hair at the back of her neck, she nodded
slightly, a signal to her father that she was ready. They entered the room
where a live orchestra was playing a waltz. The dance floor was full, the
dancers swirling around and around, the women dressed in every color of
gown imaginable. They were like butterflies, dancing on the breeze.

Arthur Madison led his daughter to a group of his friends.
“Gentlemen, this is my daughter, Abigail, just arrived on Station on the

Hydra. Abigail, these are some of the other shippers on the Station, John
Waters, Shiva Sindar and Anthony Spiro.”

Abigail held out her hand, “Gentlemen, I'm glad to meet you.”
They shook her hand in turn.
“We're happy that you’re able to join your father here, Abigail,” began

John Waters. “You’re certainly a beautiful and welcome addition to our little



Station.”
Arthur had briefed his daughter before they came down to the ball. “Don’t

let them fool you,” he told her over the light dinner they had two hours ago.
“Most of them are from old shipping families. Every one of them will cut
your throat if you’re not careful. Each and every one of them will lie to your
face.”

She bowed her head a fraction. “What a nice thing to say Mr. Waters.”
“Please, call me John.”
“I hear you’re going to be learning the shipping business from your

father,” Shiva Sindar broke into the conversation. “He’s a tough competitor,
you’ll learn a great deal from him.”

“Yes, I’m being groomed to follow in my father’s footsteps, though it will
be many years yet before I would even think of taking his place.”

“Too true,” Anthony Spiro added. “And you’re far too beautiful to be
involved in such a business.”

Abigail smiled. “How charming of you to say so.” You smarmy old pirate.
Please, keep on underestimating me.

“Excuse us, gentlemen; I want to make some more introductions," Arthur
said.

They all bowed politely and Abigail continued the rounds of introductions
with her father. Half way around the room they approached yet another group
of men.

“Conway, just the person I was searching for,” her father said as they
joined the men. “I’d like you to meet my daughter, Abigail.”

She became uncomfortable as Conway looked her over from head to toe.
“Nice to meet you, Miss Madison.”

“Abigail, Conway Gillespie has made quite a name for himself on the
Station.”

She raised an eyebrow, “Do tell.”
“He’s risen from pipefitter through the ranks and is now a Facilitator.

Whenever there’s a problem between the unions, he’s the man to call.”
Arthur flagged down a waiter carrying glasses of champagne. He handed

one to his daughter.
“Quite a rise through the ranks, Mr. Gillespie, and so quickly.” She sipped

at her champagne.
He sipped at his drink. “I’ve been remiss. These are some of our union

leaders. Darby Flynn replaced me as the Pipefitter Union leader. Nola Guinn
is the leader for the Administration Union and Eamon Lenox is for the
Sanitation Workers.



Abigail shook hands with each of them. “Have each of you had occasion to
work with Mr. Gillespie?”

“Please,” he interrupted, “call me Conway.”
She smiled in response.
Nola Guinn answered for the group. "I haven’t had the pleasure; the

administration staff is pretty stable and the work is pretty standard, though it
is stressful to bring a Station fully on line.”

“How about you, Mr. Flynn?” She turned her dark brown eyes to him. He
blushed under her gaze.

“Sure, when he was still the Pipefitter leader. The two unions have to
work together often. Conway helped us work through several issues, from
planning to installation.”

Abigail watched Conway as his co-worker spoke. She noticed that he
wasn’t watching Eamon, but studying the room behind her. It took a force of
will not to turn around to see what he was looking at.

She turned to the object of all the praise. “And do you like being a
Facilitator, Conway?”

His attention snapped back to her. His dark blue eyes were intense. The
laser focus startled her.

“I do. I like making things work. Most of the time people are already in
agreement, they just don’t know it. I have the knack of getting people to
actually hear what the other person is saying.”

Abigail smiled at him. “Well done then. That’s a skill much in demand.”
She liked him. He was shorter than her father, probably one point seven

meters, but he radiated confidence and power. Her drink was finished so she
glanced around for a waiter.

“Here, I’ll take that for you.” Conway reached out for the glass. As their
fingers touched, she felt a spark. Her eyes flashed to his. He gave the barest
of winks and took the glass. Her hand still tingling, she felt the need to wipe
it on the skirt of her gown.

“Thank you,” she murmured and began fiddling with the pearls in her
necklace.

“Not at all.” He stared intently into her eyes and she felt herself begin to
go warm all over.

“Thank you all,” her father said. “We have a few more introductions to
get through.”

Arthur took his daughter’s elbow. “Nice to meet you all,” she said, but she
was watching Conway.

He gave a slight bow as her father led her away.



Abigail took a deep breath as they walked. She hadn’t felt that kind of
flush since her boarding school days. “Dad, what do you know about
Conway?”

Arthur peeked at her out of the corner of his eye. “All reports of him say
he’s competent. I haven’t checked his background, why?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know. I got a vibe, a feeling of power, barely
controlled.”

He studied her directly. “Is he a problem?”
“No,” she patted his hand. “No, I just get a feeling he could be very

dangerous.”
“I can check his background if you think he’s a threat.”
She laughed. “No, Dad, not a threat, just something underneath. Kind of

like Waters, Sindar and Spiro. Someone we need to be careful with, that’s
all.”

“All right.” He examined the crowd ahead of them. “Oh, here’s the person
I most wanted you to meet tonight. He’s the Interim Station Manager and a
damn fine Project Manager.”

As they approached, Arthur called out, “Fergus Boylan, how are you?”
Fergus was standing alone, a squat glass in hand, watching the dancers. He

turned at the call. “Arthur, great to see you.”
The men shook hands, “Fergus, this is my daughter, Abigail. She arrived

on the Hydra.”
Fergus took Abigail’s hand and kissed the back of it. She thought her

knees would buckle. Twice in less than 10 minutes was too much.
“How do you do. Arthur has been talking about your arrival for weeks.”
He gazed into her eyes as he released her hand. She stammered,

“Hel..Hello, Father’s spoken of you often.”
“Abigail, Fergus here has been in charge of building the Station from the

beginning. He’s done excellent work, the Station build out is actually on
time.”

“Thank you, Arthur. That’s high praise. You’re both without a beverage,
may I get you something?” He looked directly at Abigail.

She noticed gold flecks in his brown eyes and that he was spacer lean.
“No, thank you. I’ve had enough for now. How long have you been in space,
Mr. Boylan?”

“Call me, Fergus, please.” He signaled for a waiter. “Arthur, a whisky and
soda for you?”

Arthur nodded. The waiter scurried off.
He turned back to Abigail. “This is the third Station I’ve worked on, the



first where I was in charge.”
Abigail pulled herself together. All she could think about was how the

ballroom lights glinted on his dark red hair. “That’s a lot of responsibility.”
Fergus blushed. “True, but I had great teachers and mentors. It was time

for me to take that responsibility on.”
The waiter returned with Arthur’s drink. As he picked it up, he said,

“Abigail, you must be tired of all of these introductions, why don't you and
Fergus enjoy yourselves. The orchestra is playing beautiful waltzes.”

Fergus blushed again and stammered, “Miss Abigail, would you join me in
a dance?”

Abigail shot a look like daggers at her father. She heard the orchestra 
beginning a new waltz.  “Of course, Fergus. I’d be pleased.”

She held out her hand and Fergus took it, leading her onto the dance floor.
They didn’t talk. Abigail enjoyed the feel of the music flowing over her.
Fergus wasn’t the best dancer. Twice he stepped on her toes. She realized he
was nervous. That helped her relax and enjoy the dance. They circled the
floor and at one end, they passed Conway Gillespie. She saw him raise his
glass to her. She nodded in return.

Great Space! Attracted to two men in the same half hour. Too much of a
good thing, Abigail. Keep your mind on business. The music ended and Fergus
led her from the floor.

“I apologize for stepping on your toes; I don’t spend too much time
dancing.” She could see him blush right up to his just a little too large ears.

“That’s fine. My toes are still in my slippers. I had a wonderful time.
Thank you so much for inviting me to dance. It’s my first on Gulliver
Station.”

They reached her father, standing on the side of the dance floor, talking to
a couple.

“Father, Fergus is a wonderful dancer.”
Arthur clapped him on the shoulder as he told Abigail, “I’m glad you

enjoyed it, my dear.”
“Would you like to dance, Father?”
His eyebrows shot up, “Me?”
She grinned. “Of course! You’ve probably been working non-stop since

you arrived. Please,” she peered up at him through her lashes. “Take me for a
spin.”

He bellowed a laugh, other guests turning to see what was going on. “You
remind me of your mother. Yes! Let’s dance.”
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