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Abstract

Thursday’s Kingdom is a science fiction political thriller, of which the first six chapters form the creative element of my dissertation. The story tracks the revolution of a single solar system over the course of several months, from its first strike against the Ascendancy it seeks to replace, through to a military engagement against loyalist forces. By showing the conflict from a variety of viewpoints (including politicians, soldiers, government agents, TV personalities, and merchants) Thursday’s Kingdom provides a comprehensive overview of the rebellion, and its effects on the people of the solar system. The novel is written in the tradition of Golden Age science fiction, but accounts for a more modern understanding of science and changes in society. It will include aspects of both hard science fiction and military science fiction.


The critical component of this dissertation will examine how the nature of Empire has been portrayed in science fiction literature through the 20th and 21st centuries. Particular attention will be given to Golden Age works by Isaac Asimov and Frank Herbert, as they are two of the main influences behind the novel. This will continue into a discussion of how Thursday’s Kingdom fits into the genre in terms of its own politics, and the way in which it handles the depiction of Empire. This discussion will also include an analysis of how the editing process was used to bring these issues into sharper focus, and how the novel as a whole was affected by these edits.

Creative Element: The Opening Chapters of a Science Fiction Novel

PART ONE: THE LIVES WE USED TO KNOW

All civilisations end in one of two ways. Either they spread too thinly and tear themselves apart, or they hunker down, stagnate, and eventually collapse under their own weight.

KASBAH PYTHON

1

Sangellis, second planet in the Ankought system, officially only had two cities. The northern Capital, and the equatorial port town of Albercaster. But everyone who lived there knew the planet’s secret.

Beneath the metal and plastic expanse of the Capital existed a third city. An artificial labyrinth. A network of passages and chambers intended to provide sanctuary for the city’s population in the event of hazardous solar activity. Almost two kilometres down at its deepest point, the city beneath the city had in recent years become overrun by society’s rejects. Criminals, beggars, and those who wished not to be found. A lower city for the lower classes. Somehow, these disparate groups of rebels and vagabonds had established a society of their own. A warped, darkened version of the metropolis above.

The night market was among the less reputable, and therefore better known, locations in this subterranean realm. Swirls of blue neon embedded in the dull steel ceiling illuminated individual stalls, the crowds churning through the gloom like eels in a murky pond. Fighting and jostling for position. It was a haven for pickpockets and cut-purses. Worse things too. Not that anyone was greatly surprised by their presence. Any event held half a kilometre below ground in the middle of the night was likely to draw less than savoury individuals.

For a man not used to those environs, such a place could prove dangerous. Perhaps even fatal.


Connor Hesketh moved through the market with the grace and purpose of a Custanian shark. One hand kept a firm guard over his wallet, fending off curious fingers and darting knifes with ease. If only those would-be thieves knew, he mused. The contents would be useless to anyone but himself. Connor’s other hand was wrapped tightly around the grip of the discharger he carried, tucked into a holster under his left armpit. He could not risk using it, not now, but it made him feel secure. Gave him the ability to walk with a level of confidence that drove off all but the most daring of thieves.


A scuffle up ahead drew Connor's eye. A tall, unhealthily fat man was arguing over prices with one of the stallholders. The mass of bobbing heads between Connor and the argument stopped him seeing the items on offer, but he knew what they'd be. Drugs. Anything you got topside was likely diluted by benevolent chemicals, making them safer and more expensive. Only here in the night market would someone openly be selling the purer, more dangerous forms.


“Bingo,” Connor murmured, and he started making his way towards the altercation.


The tall man raised his voice. The words were lost in the buzz of the swirling crowd, but his anger was clear. The stallholder pleaded and whimpered, evidently recognising that this particular customer not one to be trifled with. His begging intensified, and he pushed a small crate towards the tall man with a forced smile on his face. But it was too late.


There was a hiss, audible even over the crowd and the pleading stallholder, easily recognisable as the power build-up of a discharger. A loud crack followed as the weapon lived up to its name. The stallholder collapsed with a quiet cry, his crate landing with a clang beside the corpse. All eyes in the market turned to the scene. Most then quickly looked away again, and business resumed as normal, if a little subdued. Some eyes still lingered though, Connor's among them.


The tall man waved a hand, and a shorter, skinnier man stepped from the crowd and picked up the fallen crate. Then, after a whispered conversation, he took the discharger too, and the two men made their way out of the market. No sooner had they done so than a swarm of lowlifes and semi-feral children descended on the now-abandoned stall and picked it clean. They kicked and jabbed at each other, yelling in a dozen or more languages. In the squabble, someone dragged the stallholder’s corpse out of sight, probably to rifle through the man’s pockets rather than out of a concern for public hygiene. And through it all, the crowd shopped on regardless. It was, after all, not in their nature to interfere.


Connor shook his head in frustration and resumed his hunt, taking the same alleyway the killer and his associate had used to leave the marketplace. Connor did his best to ignore the gloomy faces of those he passed along the way. The entire system was starting to suffer under the weight of poor governance. Sangellis and the Capital were affected more than the rest, as this was where the corruption had first embedded itself.


Fat man and skinny man were easy to follow. The lines of people shuffling their way to and from the market stepped aside when they drew near. Many dropped their eyes, clearly afraid of drawing attention to themselves. Both men exuded a palpable aura of danger, like a live wire dancing across a metal floor.


As the alleys twisted and slowly worked their way towards the surface, the two men conversed in low tones. Connor was able to discern the odd word or phrase. 


“...really hit the big time ...”


“... thing is risky...”


“... if he doesn't ...”


It was maddening not to hear the whole conversation, but Connor was sure that he knew the subject of their discussion. He'd not tracked their movements for two months just to fall short now.


The two men soon arrived at their destination. A flophouse called Gwen's. The building was dug into the ground around fifty metres from the massive elevator up to the surface. A perfect place for people who wanted the dubious privilege of having visited the city's lower levels, but did not want to endanger themselves. That was the theory, anyway, but Connor could say with confidence that one resident was about to be harmed rather seriously.


The tall, fat man took the case from his colleague and entered the building, instructing the other to stand watch. The thin man did so without complaint. Minutes dragged by, and the he tugged at the collar of his shirt. Out of habit rather than anxiety, Connor reckoned. He didn't seem to notice Connor resting on the wall some way down the alley. Or if he did, he didn't see Connor as anything to be bothered by.


Half an hour elapsed, and the fat man re-emerged, now carrying a small case. He said something to his associate, who laughed quietly, covering his face with his hand. They patted one another on the back in a congratulatory manner and headed off, walking straight past Connor, who bowed his head in a gesture of subservience, without so much as a second look.


Connor's discharger called to him, its promise of violence whispering gently in mind. How much better the system would be if he just removed these two from it. He slid it an inch out of its holster, then thought better of it and pushed it back. He watched the two men round a corner and disappear. He wasn't here to kill them. Not tonight. Their time will come, he promised himself.


Having checked that he was alone, Connor walked to the door he had seen the man enter and pushed it open, finding himself in a corridor lined with plain plastic doors. Some were red, others blue or green, but there was nothing about them that identified the occupant of the room beyond. But there was a carpet, a grey mass of centimetre-long artificial fibres. Connor squatted on the carpet, looking for tracks. It was thick with the detritus of human filth, a foul smell rising from the waste-clogged fibres. Vomit and blood and second-hand smoke. Even the fisheries of his childhood hadn’t been so pungent. A smell this bad tended to drive people out to the street and back up to the surface. No wonder this place was used for clandestine meetings. Swallowing his discomfort, Connor brushed a hand against the carpet Crossing the corridor from the main entrance to a blue door a short way down the left-hand side were shallow prints that looked to have been made by a boot. Not much to go on, but it was better than nothing.


Sucking in a deep breath and reaching for his discharger, Connor knocked on the blue door. 


A voice called out from the other side. Deep, male, anxious, and above all else, familiar. “I already paid,” said the voice.


“It's not about that,” said Connor. “I've come to warn you. You're in danger.”


Silence.


“I know who you are,” Connor continued. “I’ve been sent to deal with the problem. Let me in, before anyone sees us.”


There was a rattle, a bolt sliding from its latch, and the door opened a fraction. A nervous face peered out. “Who sent you?” asked the man.


Connor wedged his foot in the opening and shoved hard against the door with his shoulder. It flew open. The man squealed and staggered back. “What is this?” he asked. “I have money, if that's what this is about.”


Connor quickly took stock of the room. A bed in the corner, a metal cabinet, and a chair. Just the necessities. He grabbed the gibbering man by the collar and pushed him down into the chair. Then he drew his discharger and levelled it at the man.


“Hello, Governor,” he said. “I told you you were in danger.” 


Governor Harcourt whimpered softly. He made no move to escape, seeming to accept his fate. A far better prisoner than he was a leader. “Who are you?”


“I'm someone who cares,” said Connor. Keeping his weapon focused, he glanced around the room. “Someone who's had enough of an idiot in a suit running this system into the dust. And most importantly, I'm the man with a gun.” He smiled. “Now, where's the package.”


“Package?”


“Don't play stupid. The drugs from Simpkins. I saw him leaving just now, so where are they?”


Harcourt swallowed nervously. “Under the bed.”


“Go get them. And no sudden moves.”


Harcourt obeyed willingly. He pulled out the crate from the night market and moved to pass it to Connor. There was a faint red mark on the handle, a last remnant if the unfortunate stallholder.


“Keep it,” snapped Connor, wary of any possible tricks. The experience of holding someone hostage was rather more nerve-wracking than he’d been led to believe. “Open up and show me what's inside.”


Again Harcourt obliged. After a few seconds fiddling with the latch, he removed the lid and tilted the crate towards Connor. Inside were twelve small glass bottles, corked and sealed with wax. Each was filled with a golden liquid. It could easily be mistaken for cooking oil, but Connor recognised it for what it was.


“Viyen oils,” he said, nodding his head appreciatively. “Got a taste for the good stuff have you? Must have cost you a fair bit too, I reckon.”


“It's yours,” said Harcourt. “Take as much as you want. Take it all.”


“No,” Connor replied, shaking his head. “That's not how this works. Throw them on the floor.”


“What? Why?”


“I want them broken, obviously. Stamp on them if you have to.” Connor waved his weapon as he spoke, reminding the quivering Governor of its presence.


Harcourt dropped the crate somewhat half-heartedly. He kicked it, but to no avail. He looked up helplessly, saw the weapon still pointed at him and Connor's impassive face. He then bent down and picked up the crate once more. This time he flung it at the far wall, with a rather more impressive effect. Some bottles shattered on impact, others upon landing. Shards of glass sprayed across the room and the crate itself landed with an audible clang, now severely dented. Viyen oils dribbled down the wall from the pint of impact, while more pooled at the bottom.
A painfully sweet aroma rose from the pool, catching in the back of Connor’s throat as he turned back to Harcourt.


“See,” said Connor. “That wasn't so hard.” With his free hand, he reached into his wallet and pulled out a wad of blue notes. “Have a treat,” he said, offering about half of them to the quivering politician.


Harcourt took them slowly, then watched in confusion as Connor threw the others on the floor, scattering them across the room. Harcourt took a closer look at the money in his hand and said, “The numbers are blurred. These are fakes.”


Connor nodded. “Indeed. Very astute of you. Now please hold still.” Waving his discharger around almost blindly, he fired a volley of shots across the room. One hit the chair, several the wall, and more the floor. One hit a fallen note, charring the end. The shots were low-powered, little more than a bee sting if they hit a person at that level, but strong enough to serve their purpose now. Returning his attention to Harcourt, Connor squeezed down on the trigger, allowing the energy to build to its maximum level while he spoke.


“You're probably confused, so I'll explain. If only to show off my own ingenuity,” he added with a smile. “You've been an addict for some time, everyone knows that. A few people even know Simpkins is your dealer. What happened here should be clear.” He coughed to clear his throat. “Simpkins brought you another delivery of Viyen oils, something you have publicly confessed to having a liking for. He met you here, in this flophouse because it's neutral territory. All familiar so far?”


Harcourt nodded, his eyes not straying from the charging weapon.


“Good. This next part may be new to you. You see, a few people have noticed taxpayers' money disappearing in order to fund your illicit activities. You'd already arranged this deal when security tightened, so you had to find an alternative source of cash. A man of your standing, it was easy for you to come by forgeries. Maybe a friend in the police force, maybe a shady exchange of favours with your criminal contacts. We'll probably never know the whole truth. Regardless, you took the fake money and tried to pay for your oils with it.”


Connor gestured around the room with his spare hand. “Unfortunately for you, Simpkins spotted the trick. He grew angry, and there was a fight. Your meeting place was damaged in the course of this, and the oils broken. Simpkins was, quite understandably, not best pleased with this last development, as it cost him rather a lot of money to procure the items for you. And so, much to the regret of the populace, Simpkins ordered his men to have you killed.”


Harcourt stepped forward. “You can’t do this, I am your Governor,” he began, but his last desperate recourse was cut short by the crack of Connor’s discharger. The shot caught him full on in the chest, sending him sprawling. His head smacked hard against the side of the bed as he fell, as if the room itself were ensuring his death. The notes he had been holding drifted through the air and came to settle on his twitching form. The twitching soon stopped, and the room fell still.


Connor left the room, leaving the door open behind him. Looking deeper into the flophouse, he saw an open doorway, framing a young woman with a look of concern on her face. He raised his discharger with one hand, pressing the forefinger of his other against his lips. The woman nodded her understanding and darted back into her room.


Good, though Connor. She’ll keep her silence. There had been enough killing for one day. He tucked his weapon into its holster and made for the exit. It was time to tell his superiors the good news.
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The itch was back. It crept along her upper left arm, like someone was rubbing salt crystals into her skin. She raised a gauntleted hand and rubbed it against the offending area, but her pressure suit was too thickly padded for the action to have any effect. It had been hard to find a suit capable of holding her lanky frame, everything in the expedition’s lockers seemed designed for the tall and fat or the short and thin. Gyrating her shoulder was equally ineffective. The more she thought about the irritation, the more it bothered her. It was only when she found herself unconsciously reaching for the straps of her suit that she forced herself to focus on her external environs. She smacked herself around the faceplate to bring her attention back to what mattered.


“Miss Cavendish, are you doing alright back there?”


“I’m fine,” she snapped back. “You just stick to your job.”


The man ahead of her, clad in a vacuum suit that dwarfed her own, shrugged his massive shoulders and walked on through the dust-strewn wilderness.


Goyotke was a miserable place by anyone’s standards. Eighty AU out from the Ankought star, the rock barely qualified as a dwarf planet, and the tedium of the five-day journey had hardly put Henry Cavendish in a generous frame of mind. Looking out at the horizon, you could see the curvature of the surface. There was very little gravity, meaning she had to shuffle about carefully for fear of stepping too aggressively and launching herself into the vacuum above. Every footfall caused the fine powder that coated the planetoid to rise in slow-motion splashes. They were easy enough to spot, but hard to avoid when you were one of six people linked together by a thick length of cable. Especially when the only light for millions of miles were the torches on your chest and forehead. And if you stumbled into one of the glittering clouds, it would cling to your suit forever. Or at least you’d been through several hours of disinfection.


They walked for the best part of an hour before cresting the edge of a crater. The group formed a line along the lip, and Cavendish joined them in looking at the crater’s contents.


Thirty metres in length and width, and half that in height, a dull grey bunker sat at the crater’s deepest point. It was made of metal and plastic, but had been coated in a thick layer of local material to better hide it. Not that anybody would stumble across it without knowing exactly what they were looking for. 


The leader of the group, a woman by the name of Lois Huxley, turned to Cavendish and pointed at the structure. “As you can see, it hasn’t been disturbed.”


Cavendish nodded inside her helmet. “It would appear not. But appearances can be deceptive, as the old saying goes. We’ll have to take a closer look.”


Huxley glanced back at her team before answering. “Are you sure that’s a good idea?” There was a catch in her voice. “Perhaps we should wait for a proper disposal team.”


Cavendish snorted, regretting it as her faceplate momentarily huffed up. “Not afraid of something, are you?” She rested her hand on Huxley’s shoulder in what she hoped was a reassuring manner and pressed their faceplates together so that only Huxley could hear what she said next. “Unless you’ve sprung a leak, your suit will protect you from anything inside there. We’ll be fine. It’s not like we’re dealing with atomics.”


Nodding uncertainly, Huxley addressed her team over the radio. “We’re going to enter the stockpile,” she announced. “Nobody is to touch anything without consulting either myself or Miss Cavendish first. Is that understood?”


There was a chorus of confirmation, and the six of them trudged down the slope and into the crater. The footing was loose, and each of them slipped more than once. When this happened, the person in front of and behind the faller grabbed the cord tightly to keep from falling too. By the time they reached the bunker, all six were caked in fine powder, and the internal clock of Cavendish’s suit had clicked over to the next day. That meant little this far out from the star, but to her it meant another day lost when she could be helping Bill back on Sangellis.


Sometimes she really hated her job.


The bunker had only one door, and it was so coated in centuries of dust that Cavendish could hardly make it out. Someone had made an effort to hide it, clearly. She pressed a hand gingerly against the door. No movement. Using her forearm, she rubbed off the dust.


The door revealed itself, and her companions took a step back, pulling Cavendish with them as the tether pulled taut. It was not particularly remarkable as doors went, being the same drab grey as the rest of the structure. There were no windows, just a keypad at waist height that surely had to be the unlocking mechanism. But it was the marking above the keypad that drew everyone’s attention. An equilateral triangle, pale blue and pointing downwards.


A message from the previous occupants, painted on metal centuries before Cavendish had been born. Those bleak days before the age of the Pax Galactica. This structure houses biological weapons. No doubt it had been intended as a warning, but Cavendish saw it as an invitation.


They separated themselves at this point, unclipping the cord from their belts. Huxley coiled it and hooked it onto her suit. Clustered around the doorway, it would only get in their way, and they were close enough now to stop anyone from drifting away by hand. If they wanted to, that was.


“You,” Cavendish said, pointing at one of Huxley’s men. “Get that door open.”


“Is that a good idea?” he asked, his voice cracking even before being distorted by the radio.


Cavendish glared at him. “Either we get in there and do this ourselves, or we go running to the Network for help. Which would you prefer?”


The man answered by shuffling his way to the door and setting to work on the keypad. Since they didn’t have the first clue about what form the passcode would take – the Network employed a variety of security techniques, and even a code that was simple by their standards could take upwards of an hour for a human to type – the technician would have to find another way around it. If he failed, it was a long walk back to the landing craft to grab explosives, and Cavendish wasn’t keen on a pyrotechnics display where bio-weapons were concerned.


As he worked, Cavendish reflected once again on why she hated working in space. Aside from the regular clicking of her suit’s clock there was no way for her to tell the time, which meant every mundane task stretched on forever. And then there was the darkness. The never-ending, impenetrable darkness. It set her on edge, not knowing what was out there. Not so much a fear of the dark, but of the dreadful possibility that the darkness might simply be empty. An involuntary shudder ran up her spine at the thought. Contrary to her reputation in Ankought’s halls of power, Henry Cavendish was very much a creature of the light.


Casting the light of her torch over her companions, she rubbed at her shoulder. Reaching under the bulk of her pauldron, she managed to touch the hard fabric over the spot where the itch was located with the tip of her finger, but no more than that. She grimaced. Maybe there was a something around she could use to reach a little further. A spanner or screwdriver. Maybe even a pencil would do the job.


Before she could begin her search, the man at the keyboard let out a triumphant “Yes!” He stumbled back as the door slid left on its runners, revealing the interior of the structure.


There was, of course, no airlock. The Network had never had much need for them, and certainly wouldn’t put one on a remote stockpile like this. There would also be no air supply within the building at all, so Cavendish’s party would have to rely on the canisters they had carried with them, which gave them only two hours to do what they came here to before they had to head back to the landing craft. Huxley had planned for longer, but the journey had been slower going than anyone had anticipated.


“After you,” said Cavendish, gesturing for Huxley to enter the building. “You are the expert after all,” she added, pre-empting the inevitable suggestion that, as this expedition had been Cavendish’s idea, she should be the first to risk her life. She smiled at the woman’s back as she went in.


“All clear,” Huxley called out after a few minutes. “But mind your footing, it’s a mess in here.”


“What?” Cavendish demanded, pushing her way past one of the other women and entering the structure. Her chest- and headlights illuminated the interior, and she bit back a hiss as she realised Huxley was right. It was a mess, and not just be her exacting standards. Bullet casings and discarded weaponry littered the floor. An immaculately preserved body dressed in an archaic Ascendancy naval uniform lay sprawled against a black scar on the wall.

Clearly, the Network had not deigned to clean up after themselves when their borders had been pushed back all those centuries ago. 


A spent ammunition clip rolled under her foot, and she steadied herself against the wall. “If you see a warhead, make sure you check it for damage before handling it,” she said over the radio. It should be obvious, but one never knew what type of amateurs they were dealing with on expeditions like this.


The group dispersed through the bunker, reporting simultaneously to Huxley and Cavendish as they entered each new chamber. Huxley, a veteran of this line of work, used a palmtop computer to create a digital map as more of the building was revealed to them, forwarding a copy to Cavendish’s corresponding device as each update came in. Their exploration revealed the bunker to consist of three levels, connected by a shaft that, in the extremely low gravity, functioned as an elevator shaft powered by human calf muscles. They had entered through the uppermost level, which housed mostly corpses of a battle long since lost to human memory as well as a few, no longer functioning, computer terminals. One of Huxley’s technicians drooled over the latter for a long moment before being ordered back to work. They were here for one reason, and it wasn’t the acquisition of historical curiosities.


The second level was corpse-free, the Ascendancy forces having failed to push their assault that far before they were wiped out. Instead there were repair bays for the bunker’s robotic defenders. Defenders who had abandoned their post long ago. When the war ended and the winding road to recovery had begun.


It was the third level that drew the expedition’s focus. The door from the access shaft was sealed tightly, like an airlock would be. Cavendish and Huxley stood before it, the latter pressing her faceplate against the porthole-style window, the former drumming her fingers against the wall in an irritating familiar rhythm.


“Too dark,” said Huxley. “No access panel either.”


“Yes. It’s almost as though they didn’t want us getting into their arsenal,” muttered Cavendish.


“How are we supposed to disarm them if we can’t reach them?”


Disarm them. Yeah, sure. That’s what we’re here to do. “I suppose explosives would be a bad idea,” Cavendish said aloud.


Huxley turned sharply, her eyes wide. “Yes. Absolutely. Very much so. You could blow the warheads to pieces if you weren’t careful. And the debris field it would create . . .”


“I get the idea,” said Cavendish, raising a hand to halt the torrent of words. “In which case, we get back to lander and fill our tanks up again. We come back with cutting tools.” She knocked on the door with a gauntleted fist. “We’re not leaving this rock until this door is open.”
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It was raining again. Versparis, innermost planet of the Narim system, was famous for its prodigious precipitations. The southern landmasses based their entire economy around it. Even in the dry season, they used cloud seeding to ensure the tourist hotspots were exactly as advertised. Come see the drowned cities of Versparis! screamed the adverts, broadcast across the whole Ascendancy. Of course, the fabled cities hadn’t so much drowned as been deliberately sunk some three hundred years ago to draw the tourists in. But most people preferred the romance of an ancient disaster. After all, everybody loved a good tragedy.


Victoria Taber followed the trail of a raindrop down her ferry window with one finger. She’d asked for a window seat so she could watch the approach to the city, but nature – or perhaps the Versparis Tourism Board – had other plans. The fog and constant rainfall made sightseeing all but impossible. If she squinted she could just about make out the spires of a half-collapsed citadel, one of the taller buildings out there. Victoria turned in her seat with a sigh. The other passengers were evidently less upset by conditions outside. Families huddled around small screens, studying brochures or playing games. Happy couples whispered and giggled like gossiping schoolchildren. The handful of business-types scattered through the ferry checked their palmtops, making last minute changes with a flick of the stylus, or the swipe of a finger.


By the time the ferry finally brushed against the docking clamps, Victoria was on her feet and headed for the exit. She stumbled slightly as the clamps latched on, but steadied herself against a doorway and then carried on. She was the first of the passengers to reach the luggage hold and, having retrieved her briefcase, she was in the open air well ahead of the crowds.


“Enjoy your stay in Harrafen,” the ferry’s host called after her.


The rain subsided a little as she walked, but the fog still held close. Walls of metal and glass loomed out of the swirling greyness. Somewhere unseen a public information booth blared out, “Well folks, looks like we’ve got ourselves a real pea-souper.  A strong wind from over by the rigs is blowing in, but there’s no need to worry. Harrafen’s air cleansers are top of the range, and they’ll keep pumping ‘til the stars burn cold.” The booth laughed, warm and friendly. “And, hey, it’s all clear down below, so why not take a dive in one of our luxury, five-star submarines.”


The booth continued speaking, but Victoria had already moved out of hearing range. Not hard in weather like this. She could barely hear her own feet splashing through the water on the street. The water trickled gently down the streets, like tiny rivers. The city was built at a very slight angle for just this purpose. Even a drowned city couldn’t be permitted to flood. Not when it would inconvenience the tourists.


With a little help from information booths and human staff, Victoria found her way to her destination. The Blushing Barnacle was that worst sort of cafe – a themed one. It was built to resemble a large shell, and situated mostly below street level, as if clinging to the city like its namesake on a boat. A quick glance at the hand-written menus on the outside wall revealed more mollusc-based dishes than Victoria had thought could exist. Most of the dishes were also named with a pun of some description.


Gritting her teeth, Victoria entered the cafe. She ordered a soup with vaguely familiar ingredients and found herself a table. Taking an exploratory spoonful, she scratched at her neck. Her fingers rubbed against the slight bump of an embedded chip, and she pressed down on it. “No sign of him yet,” she said, following the words with a second spoon of soup. Not as bad as she had feared, though the aftertaste left something to be desired.


After a brief delay – the seven seconds it took for the signal from her chip to reach her orbiting comrade and then make the return journey – a voice in her ear responded. “You got the right place?”


“Trust me, Jamie,” said Victoria. “It’s hard to miss.”


Jamie laughed. “No activity up here either. Just passenger transports coming in. System patrol ship came past about nine minutes ago, but they didn’t bother us.”


“All right. Keep an eye out. I’ll wait here for a few –” Victoria stopped. “Never mind. I think he’s here.”


A man in a soaked raincoat hovered over Victoria’s table. He rubbed his hands together and glanced from side to side. A less trained eye might think his shivering was due to the cold, but Victoria knew fear when she saw it. 



 “Miss Taber?” said the man. “We’ve spoken over the lines, I’m –” 


“Dmitri Arkwright,” Victoria finished for him. “I recognise your voice.” She gestured with her spoon. “Please, have a seat.”


Arkwright did so. A waiter came to take his order, and he asked for a glass of water. Only once it had been delivered and the waiter had left did he speak again.


“Thank you for coming so soon. I was afraid I would not be listened to.”


Victoria shook her head. “Be careful,” she whispered. “We don’t know who’s listening.” Then more loudly she said, “How are you finding Harrafen?”


“Bit wetter than I’m used to. More rain here today than Gennit gets in a year.” He raised the glass to his lips, his hands trembling a little less than before.


“Gennit. That’s where you’re from?”


“Born and true,” he answered with a small smile. “You ever been there?”


Good. He’s getting the gist of how this works. “Once, a few years back. Business trip,” she said, hoping he understood the implication. “You’re right about the rain though. I like atmosphere as much as the next woman, but this does seem a tad excessive.”


He nodded in silence and finished his drink.


Victoria spooned the last of the soup into her mouth and swallowed. “Don’t suppose you know anywhere with a bit of shelter, do you? Maybe somewhere a little more,” she glanced around, “private.”


He frowned in thought, then looked up at her. “I think so.”


Victoria placed a stack of coins on the table. “I’ll follow your lead then.” She beckoned for Arkwright to leave.


The pair emerged onto the rain-soaked streets, their feet splashing as he led her into a district reserved almost exclusively for hotels. There were a few others here, not crowds as at the arrival ports, but young couples clearly on romantic excursions. Nobody would twice at another pair heading intro shelter.


“So how long have you worked for Olson Shipping?” Victoria asked as they walked.


“Best part of a decade. Six years in loading management specifically.” He shrugged. “Not exactly living the dream, but the pay is good. Or was good, I should say. Doubt they’ll take me on again after this,” he finished with a sad chuckle.


“Management. Is that a high-up position?”


“Hardly. You’ve got the manual labourers, then you’ve got me. Then it’s supervisors all the way up.
“


The reached a gazebo, the surface an intricate pattern of sea shells and fish sculpted from delicate metal. It was at the end of a cul-de-sac, surrounded by the backs of hotels. Obviously a place for young lovers to get away from the world. Secluded, dry, and private.


“This seems a good a place as any,” she said, taking a seat by one of the columns and folding her arms across her lap. “Tell me what you’ve got.”


Arkwright glanced around, a vestige of his prior anxiety resurfacing, but then he nodded. “The OSC,” he began, using the common abbreviation of the Olson Shipping Company, “has a loading facility on one of the moons in this system. That’s where I’ve been working these past years. We mostly deal with raw minerals from Narim’s mines, but we also handle exchanges. That’s when we swap cargo from one hauler to another,” he clarified.


Victoria uncrossed her arms and leaned back. “I get the picture. In your message you said something about weapons smuggling. That’s why I’m here, so please get to the point.” She did her best to keep her voice soothing, not wanting to scare him into silence. But it was hard not to be insistent.


“Of course, you’re right,” Arkwright said apologetically. “About a month ago I was managing an exchange. Power generators being shipped out to Ankought, to help with their building projects. At least that’s what the crates were marked as. But when I did my inventory I found one was full of crates. The generators are carried in one piece, but it could have been spare parts. So I checked and, well . . .” He trailed off.


“The crates held weapons,” Victoria prompted him.


“Yes,” he confirmed. “Discharger rifles. Shock batons. Riot armour and other stuff too. I don’t know what half of the stuff was called, but I know military equipment when I see it.”


“What did you do then?”


“I told my supervisor about it, like you’d expect. HE told me it had all been arranged and that I shouldn’t worry about it.” A pained expression crossed his face. “Look, the OSC does smuggling all the time, but mostly its low-level. Expensive fabrics hidden with medical supplies, Rare minerals with batches of more common stuff. You don’t get as big as Olson has without bending the rules every now and then. In the past, I’ve looked the other way, but not now. I draw the line at gun running.”


Victoria nodded sympathetically and put her hand on his. “You did the right thing. You say the hauler was bound for Ankought. “Do you know who the buyer was?”


“Of course. It was a government contract. All signed and paid for by Governor Harcourt himself.”


Victoria groaned internally and smacked her head back against the metal column. The last thing the Ascendancy needed right now was a Governor building up a private army. She stood and started walking back to the open streets, indicating that Arkwright should follow her.


“I have to go now,” she told him. “The sooner we get on top of this the better. But I’m worried you might be putting yourself in danger. What are your plans now?”


“I can’t go back to work,” he said. “Not after what I’ve seen. Olson will figure it out sooner or later. Probably have me killed.” He shook his head. “I’ll disappear. Take my family with me. Maybe the Empire will take us in.”


Victoria took him by the arm and led him out onto the streets. “We can protect you,” she said. “If it’s safety you need, the Ascendancy has safe-houses for people in your position.”


“Thank you, but I couldn’t put my family through that. Best they don’t know why we’re moving. They’ll be safer if they don’t know.”


Victoria couldn’t argue with that, so she stopped and faced Arkwright. “It’s your decision,” she said. “But if you change you change your mind, or if you need any help, we’re always on the lines. Just call us.”


She stuck out her hand, and Arkwright shook it. “Thank you, Dmitri. You’ve done us all a great service.”


Victoria was still holding his hand when Arkwright’s head disappeared. There was a splash as chunks of meat fell to the wet ground. Trapped in the dead man’s grip, Victoria fell too, and landed on top of her contact. She rolled, pulling the corpse on top of her, using him as a shield.


All around her people were screaming, running about in blind panic. The shot – Victoria was certain it had been a sniper – had come from above, but she could see no movement on the rooftops. Harrafen was a city of spires. With a good enough weapon, the shot could have been taken from anywhere.


She remained concealed beneath the dead informant, trying to see the attacker. Nothing. A siren began to wail.


There was a crackle in Victoria’s ear. “Vicky? What’s going on down there? Are you all right?”


Jamie. “Sniper. Arkwright’s down. It’s chaos down here.”


“You don’t say. It’s just broken the news. They’re saying it’s a terrorist attack. Local security inbound.”


That got out fast. “Stay where you are, Jamie. Tell me if anything changes.”


“Will do.”


Victoria pushed Arkwright’s corpse to the side and dashed for cover under the awning of a nearby shop. There was no move from any attacker. So Arkwright was the only target. They must’ve thought we’d not spoken yet. Victoria relaxed, albeit only slightly. Olson must have sent men after his leak. If they thought it had been cleared up in time, she was safe. More importantly, she held the upper hand.


Heavy footfalls sounded down the street. A group of men and women in the pale blue uniforms of Versparis security officers arrived. All armed with discharger rifles. They surrounded Arkwright, one of them crouching to check for a pulse. Little more than a formality given the state of his skull. She shook her head. One of the men tapped the link in his ear, clearly giving a report to his superior.


Seeing it was safe, Victoria emerged from her shelter, hands raised above her head. Several rifles were pointed at her. “Don’t shoot,” she said. “My name is Victoria Taber. I’m an investigator with Sixth Division. I have identification in my pocket.”


She was about to reach slowly into her pocket, when the lead security officer barked a command. The others raised their weapons, Victoria clearly in their sights.


“I am not a threat,” she told them. “I am with –”


One of the officers discharged his weapon. There was a hiss, a crack, and then Victoria fell backwards. Into oblivion. 
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It had been eight Sangellis days – each one four hours shorter than Earth Standard – since the murder of Governor Harcourt. Seven and a half since Vice Governor William Thursday had taken the reins of power.

Connor watched one of Thursday’s speeches on a public screen while he waited at the tube station. The speeches had become an almost daily occurrence as the new ruler of Ankought promised investigations that would never happen, and set out a watered-down version of his vision for the system’s future. Thursday was hardly an inspiring speaker, and his nasal drawl grated if you listened to it. But was a certain rhythm to his words, a sense of logic that crept up on you while you were looking elsewhere. That, Connor reasoned, must be why his superiors had chosen Thursday as the public face of their revolution.


If only his face were a little more memorable. He’s so bland it’s little more than an extension of his suit. Still, I suppose it means he won’t draw too much attention to us.


When he’d pulled the trigger on Harcourt, Connor had felt not only relief that his part in the revolution was, at least for the immediate future, done, but also anticipation at what would come next. As he left that rundown flophouse, he had imagined parades in honour of Ankought’s liberators, dreamed of Thursday pinning medals on those involved in Harcourt’s downfall. If nothing else, he had hoped for the oppressive atmosphere of Harcourt’s corrupt regime to dissipate. For people to smile openly on the streets, and not to live in fear anymore.


None of that had come to pass.


He’d expected too much, too soon. Change on such a scale took months, even years to achieve. He knew that, but it was a still a disappointment. Every morning when he watched the news, he reminded himself that he had done this for the good of the people, not for accolades or recognition. Though admittedly, he would turn down neither when the time eventually came.


With the general population, all eight-hundred million of them, fearing that a crime war was imminent in the Capital – an unfortunate side-effect of the cover-up – Governor Thursday had elected to send out not only the system’s official security forces, but also to call on several PMCs. It was, quite conveniently, a perfectly legal way to build a private army without calling undue attention to the system.


Connor had worked for SelfSafe, Ankought’s preeminent private military contractor, for a decade and a half, his employment starting soon after he’d brought what was left of his family to Sangellis. It had been a surprise when they’d hired him, fishery kids from Custan didn’t seem a natural fir for the world of global security firms, but he felt he’d acquitted himself well these past fifteen years.


A loud bing from the terminal’s tannoy system brought him back to the now. “The train is now arriving,” announced a tinny voice of a bored-sounding woman. “Please do not approach the tube until it is secured. Ankought Travel Company thanks you for your patience.”


The tube station was almost a kilometre long, paved with metal slabs and lined with bars and coffee shops. Running straight through the middle of the station was the tube itself; a hollow metal cylinder forty metres in diameter. At one end of the station, it came to a halt. At the other it disappeared through the far wall, heading out through the city and eventually to Albercaster on the equator. The tube hummed and vibrated, signalling the arrival of the vactrain – the fastest method of overland travel available to the people of Sangellis.


Connor stepped back into the crowd, hand reaching automatically for his absent holster. He’d left it at the head office when he’d started his leave, but someone had neglected to remind his instincts of this fact.


A bang and the hissing release of pressurised air announced the end of the vactrain’s journey. A segment of tube slid back on itself to reveal the train. Also a cylinder, and hovering gently through the power of maglev. Doors opened, disgorging passengers into the station. Some walked slowly, unsteadily, until they were caught by their loved ones. Others, the more experienced tube travellers, rushed eagerly to meet those who had come to see them.


Amelia was among the last to emerge, swaying from side to side and dragging a wheeled suitcase behind her. She pushed hair out of her eyes and looked around with questing eyes.


Connor waved to draw her attention, left hand raised in a fist with the pinkie extended, as was the way on Custan. When he was sure that she had noticed him, he approached her at a casual pace. They hugged briefly and he took the suitcase from her, mostly so that his hands would be occupied.


“How was the trip?” he asked. He didn’t really care, but it seemed the polite thing to do.


Amelia blinked uncertainly. “Rougher than last time. I think they were doing work near the tropic line.”


“Oh yeah. Think I heard about that.” Connor steered her towards one of the cafés lining the station walls. “You want a coffee?”


She looked at him, her face a cartoon expression of surprise. “Did you invite your sister halfway across the planet, to a gangster-riddled city no less, just you could have cheap coffee in a tube station?”


“It’s not cheap.”


“It’s not coffee either,” she shot back. “You should come to Albercaster sometime. I’ll show you a real drink.” She leaned in and whispered, “Actual beans.”


He batted her away. “Fine, we’ll look someplace else. There’s a place not far from here that does a good fruit mush.”


“Sounds delicious,” remarked Amelia.


“It’s better than it sounds.” Which admittedly, is not difficult. “Come on, it’s only a few minutes’ walk. It’ll help you shake off the tube shudders.”


Amelia snorted at that, but her movements did grow steadier the more time she spent in the open air.


Despite being the only family either had left in the Galaxy, the Hesketh siblings met only infrequently. Each year on the anniversary of their parents’ death if they could, though work commitments often relegated that encounter to a mere line-chat. Connor was occupied for most of the year by work, both SelfSafe contracting and the other jobs that Amelia did not know about. It had been months since they had last met in person, and this was the first time in almost five years that Connor had instigated the meeting.


The streets around the station were subdued. New arrivals kept their heads down as they filtered out through the metal and glass labyrinth of the inner city. Businesses were open as usual, but gone were the bright displays of the recent past. On every corner stood a SelfSafe trooper, dischargers on open display, their reflective caps gleaming in the afternoon sunlight.


“Out in force, aren’t they,” Amelia commented. When Connor failed to respond, she added, “So how come you’re not out on patrol with the rest?”


“I’ve got twenty day’s leave,” he said honestly. “Figured I’d take some time off while I could. No one’s going to cause any trouble with security as tight as it is,” he then lied. The truth was that the company didn’t want him in public view, not while Harcourt’s death was still so fresh in the public memory. The risk was too great that someone would link his movements to the Governor’s demise. It was perfectly safe for him to walk the streets, but every camera and news network in the Capital was turned to the SelfSafe troopers and the pseudo-martial law the city now lived under. No one wanted Connor’s face to turn up on screens across the system, tempting witnesses to come forth, least of all Connor himself. With a little reluctance he had followed his superior’s suggestion to take some time off work.


“And you thought you’d spend it with me? Oh, how sweet of you.” Amelia’s voice dripped with sarcastic sugar.


Connor shrugged, shifting the weight of the suitcase to his other hand. “Seemed only fair. You’re always saying we should spend more time together.” And besides, I could do with something to distract me right now. 


When they reached the café, Connor pushed his way through the revolving door in front of his sister, using the suitcase like a battering ram. The pair sat on red plastic seats at a blue-tinted glass table. The waiter came to see them a few minutes later, and Connor ordered a pair of fruit mushes, ignoring Amelia’s dubious expression. The drinks arrived quickly, accompanied by a complementary bowl of wafers. Connor waved his credit token over the waiter’s palmtop computer, and after it beeped they were left in peace, apart from the muted burbling of a Kelly rerun from the screen above them.


“What is wrong with this place?” asked Amelia, her voice at a whisper. “It looks like it was designed by a hyperactive kid. Who was colour-blind.”


Connor dabbed his chin with a neon-green napkin. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”


Amelia rolled her eyes and set about drinking her fruit mush. She mumbled appreciatively as the level of syrupy liquid went from full to half-empty. “Not bad,” she managed to say between slurps.


Connor was more measured in his fluid intake. He stirred the mush with a metal spoon, taking small sips. Unlike his sister, he was painfully aware of how limited his finances were. You’d think taking down a corrupt government would be more profitable, but no. That would be too convenient. Probably encourage more people to do it too. And we can’t have that, now can we?


“Are you even listening?”


He looked up and found himself locking eyes with Amelia. “Sorry. Mind was elsewhere. What were you saying?”


“I asked you what your plans were. For the ten days I’m here, anyway. After that, you can go do . . . whatever it is you do on your days off.” She tipped the last of her drink down her throat and grimaced. “Next time, we’re getting coffee. Or alcohol. Or even both.”

Connor took another sip of his own drink. He hadn’t given much thought with regards to an actual itinerary. Usually, Amelia planned things for them, as if her mere presence wasn’t change enough from his usual schedule.


His lack of planning must have shown, for Amelia then said, “Don’t worry. I came prepared with some ideas of my own.” Because of course she had. You didn’t get a job in the equatorial harbours without a love of organisational management.


“Wonderful,” said Connor, only half meaning it. For all his sister knew about his lacklustre planning for family meetings, she wasn’t as familiar with his tastes in leisure activities as she believed herself to be. “What have you managed to come up with?”


“Well firstly, I didn’t have much time to plan, so be grateful for what I have got.” She pushed her empty glass aside and pulled a dataslate out of her pocket. They were a new technology, and it surprised Connor to see one on Sangellis, let alone in the hands of his sister. The perks of working at the ports, he supposed.

 
“Did you know that the Capital has a thriving theatre scene?” she asked him.


“I didn’t.” He did, but also didn’t care.


“You’re in for a treat then. I’ve nabbed us some tickets for tomorrows matinee of PAX.”


“Wonderful,” Connor said again, with even less enthusiasm than before. He loved his sister, had spent most of his life looking out for her as the newly-orphaned pair navigated the harsh life of the Custan fisheries, and then fled to the stars. In a way, he only had himself to blame for exposing her to the high culture of the Ascendancy. Not for one moment did he regret any of what he had done, but he still couldn’t shake the feeling that this was going to be a very long ten days.
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Victoria couldn’t be sure of the exact number, but she knew from the pain spreading through her ribs that she’d taken several punches before the one that brought her back to consciousness. Before opening her eyes and revealing her awakened state, she gently flexed her muscles. She was sitting in a chair. Hard and smooth, most likely plastic given the texture. Her hands were bound behind her, fingers interlocked. A length of cord bit into her wrists. Her ankles were similarly tied. Another punch landed on her stomach, and her eyes flashed open.


The world was bleary, but she could make out the shapes of two men before her. One drawing his arm back for another swing, the other a short distance behind him. It was the figure at the back who spoke. “That’ll be enough.” The voice was deep, cultured. The sort you’d expect to hear on a public service announcement. “I dare say Miss Taber is with us now. Isn’t that right?”


Victoria tried to speak, but all that came out was blood. She spat on the shoes of her tormentor and tried again. “You didn’t have to hit me that hard,” she said. She dribbled more blood. It pooled on her lap, staining the grey material. She was still wearing her outfit from Harrafen, and it didn’t seem overly worn, so she couldn’t have been unconscious for long. Or taken too far.


“On the contrary,” said the man with the smooth voice. “We expected you to wake far sooner, maybe even on the first hit. We were starting to grow concerned.”


“Tough skin,” said Victoria. She did her best to shrug. “I was grown that way.” She blinked, the world growing clearer. “You know who I am, it’s only fair you return the favour.”


As the haze in her mind cleared, the two men became more distinct. The brute with the fists was stepping away from her, allowing the other to approach. The second man was dressed in the sort of finery she’d expect of an Imperial nobleman. A patchwork of lurid colours, roughly depicting a constellation with which Victoria was not familiar.


 “Sure you want to risk getting blood on that?” she asked as he leaned in to speak. “Be a shame to ruin it.”


“You’d do well to watch your attitude, Miss Taber. Your position is precarious enough as it is.”


Victoria squeezed her eyes shut, a rush of pain flaring through her. Just how hard had she been hit?


“As for who I am,” said the man. “Well that hardly matters. It’s not as though you’ll have anyone to tell.” He smirked. “The question is, how much did Arkwright tell you?”


Well they’re definitely Olson’s men. Victoria opened her eyes. “Why?” asked, feigning an air of innocence. “What would Arkwright have to tell me?”


The man kicked her shin, hard. “Don’t play cute with me, you haven’t the looks to go with it. Tell me what you know.”


“About what?” The quip brought on a savage punch, landing on her cheek with a loud crack. That’d better have been his knuckles, she thought. The grinding when she moved her jaw put an end to those hopes.


“Tell me about Arkwright,” the man snapped. “I want to know everything he said to you.” He shook his hand down by his hip, clearly trying to hide the motion from her. His knuckles looked almost as bruised as her face felt. Not a man used to being violent then. He obviously had others to do that sort of thing for him. Good, thought Victoria. I can use that.


“We went to a cafe,” she said. “He bought me a drink. Sweet guy really.”


The man turned away with a groan. He looked over his shoulder at her. “I see you need some more time to think,” he said through gritted teeth. He pointed to his colleague. “Bracknell here will keep you company.”


Bracknell gave her a grin and a wave. His massive hands were flecked with blood. The other man whispered something into his ear as he left, and Bracknell nodded.


Victoria took advantage of their momentary distraction to struggle at her bonds. She didn’t get far. The cord on her wrists was too tight, and she couldn’t get the leverage to free her legs. Her eyes roamed the room, searching for a knife, a sharp edge, a piece of wire. Anything that she could use to cut the cord. No hope there, though. The room was bare. Other than her chair, there were just some pipes in the corner reaching from ceiling to floor, gurgling with the passage of what she assumed to be water. A lone light bulb hung limply from a cable on the ceiling, dangling at about a foot above head height. If she’d been able to stand, that was.


Bracknell loomed over her. “You ready to talk now?” he asked. His voice simmered with unspoken threat. It didn’t look as though he minded whether she spoke or not. His next words, said with a smile, confirmed Victoria’s suspicions. “Or do I have to beat the words out of you?”


Victoria responded by pressing her feet down and tipping her chair back. Bracknell made a grab for her, missing by inches. She smiled as she fell. Always keep your enemies confused, her tutors had instructed her. Well, she could do that if nothing else. Her smile broke as she inhaled sharply. She landed on her back, pinning her arms to the floor in a most uncomfortable manner. She ground her teeth together, ignoring the warmth in her cheek, and pulled her arms up. Hopefully, the combined pressure of the chair pushing down and her straining muscles acting against her weight would – 


The cord snapped.


Bracknell’s eyes widened at the sound. He took a step back, falling into a protective stance. Big mistake. If he’d attacked while her legs were still tied, while she was on the ground, he might have had a chance.


Giving a firm yank at the chair legs, Victoria twisted it until it came off in her hands. Perfect. A freed limb and a weapon. She staggered to her feet, leaving her left leg still tied to the remainder of the chair. Not ideal, but too late to act now. She raised her chair leg threateningly. “Want some?” she asked.


To his credit, Bracknell didn’t so much as blink. He readied his fists, spreading his feet. Judging from his posture, Victoria reckoned he’d spent time in the boxing ring. Either professionally, or as an enthusiastic hobbyist with too much time on his hands. Having missed his chance of an easy first blow, he now wisely stuck to defence.


Victoria circled him, the chair scraping across the metal floor behind her. The plastic in her hand was slick, like a slug had crawled across it. Or it had been rained on recently. Maybe she was still in Harrafen. She decided to find out.


“This city, huh?” she remarked. “Too much rain, am I right?”


Bracknell ignored her, keeping his eyes focused on her hands. Another smart move. For a hired thug, he sure knew how to go about this. Most of his kind, at least in Victoria’s experience, were little more than muscles and quick reflexes. Bracknell had a good mind to go with that.


Victoria darted forward, jabbing with her chair leg. When Bracknell instinctively knocked it aside with his forearm, she swung her own leg out. The chair swept across the floor in a wide arc, catching Bracknell. He barely reacted. Not enough force behind the blow.


Taking advantage of her movement, Bracknell gave a jab of his own, connecting heavily with Victoria’s shoulder. She grunted, tightening her grip on her improvised weapon, and thrust it up into his face. He stepped back in time to keep his eyes, but the chair leg ripped a gash across his cheek. Blood trickled down his face.


“Bad move,” he said. Falling back into his defensive stance, he waited for her to make the next move.


Victoria was already in motion. She leaped in Bracknell’s direction, deliberately falling short and landing on the floor at his feet. As the brute bent over to grab at her, she swung her tethered leg in a wide arc, bringing the chair crashing into the side of his head. The chair snapped under the impact, freeing her other leg. Bracknell fell back clutching his face. There a wide and bloody gash across his temple.


 “Looks nasty,” said Victoria, catching her breath. “You ought to get that seen to. Might get infected if you don’t.” She pointed at her captor with the chair leg. “Ready to go again?”


Bracknell grunted something unintelligible. Presumably his native tongue. Not a local though, that was certain. Olson must have brought him here just for this. Wherever ‘here’ was. Victoria had no more time to ponder the extent of Olson’s reach before Bracknell charged.


It was impossible to hold off the rain of punches that followed. Using elbows, legs, shards of broken chair and her slight advantage in terms of speed, Victoria kept almost all of the blows from reaching important parts of her anatomy, redirecting them to areas already numbed by violence. But Bracknell broke her down. She took a knuckle to the temple that sent her reeling, vision clouding over. To stop herself from stumbling, she lowered herself to the floor. She picked up what had once been the back of the chair to use as a shield, licking the blood from her lips.


“That all you got?”


Bracknell loomed over her. “Reed wants you alive,” he snarled. “But I’m sure he’ll understand.” With that, he lashed out with a vicious kick.


Victoria was ready for this. She jumped, just passing over Bracknell’s leg. As gravity pulled her back down, she stabbed out with a broken piece of chair. It caught Bracknell in the thigh, Victoria’s weight pulling it through until it struck bone. He squealed like machinery in need of grease and collapsed beside her. Funny how the biggest men could reach the highest pitches.


Grabbing another piece of chair, Victoria climbed on top of him. He writhed and whimpered, almost a different man from the one who’d beaten her before. He’d be of no use to her. Being smart in a fight was one thing, but low-level thugs like him rarely knew the workings of their employer’s grand plans. He’d already given her a name, Reed, and she doubted there was anything more he could give her. Ignoring his pleading, she jabbed the plastic into his eye, penetrating the brain behind. He kept squirming as she pushed it deeper. Only when the improvised blade touched the back of his skull did Bracknell’s motion cease. When she exited the room, she left the weapon and body where they were.


The door was unlocked. With Victoria tied to a chair and in Bracknell’s company, Reed had clearly seen no reason to lock it. Thank the Galaxy for small mercies. Victoria peered out cautiously. No one in sight. She headed off down the corridor. Every surface was the same drab grey metal. The sort you’d expect in a factory, or a military base. Neither of which were particularly common on Versparis. Then again, the sunken cities were largely metal. Perhaps she was in an off-limits section of one of those. Perhaps even Harrafen itself.


And then she reached a window. She pressed a hand against it, feeling the cold glass against her skin. She exhaled deeply, suddenly aware of how precious each breath was, and watched the fish outside swim past.
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“Took us long enough, but we breached the bunker last night. Not as many warheads as we were expecting. Just the seven, so I guess the old mechheads figured one a city would be good enough. Not ideal for us, but we’ll work with what we’ve got, right? We’re about to start the hard burn for Bahn. Drop off the weapons at the facility there, and I’ll wait around the AccEvo compound until I hear back from you. And Bill, please send me somewhere with air next time. And maybe a bar.”


Governor William Thursday hit the pause button, freezing Henry’s face in place. She’d sent the message almost nine hours ago, but even with communications technology that brushed against the light-speed barrier, it had only just reached his office on Sangellis. Any response he gave would take another nine hours to reach her. In ages past, people must have considered such speedy communication a wondrous gift, but when you were struggling to keep a fractured system together, any delay quickly became an irritating inconvenience.


Thursday’s finger hovered over the record button. He had nothing to offer Henry but an acknowledgement that he had received her message. Even if he had another task for her to work on, it wasn’t likely to be something he could notify her of through official channels. The two of them had never worked that way. Still, it struck him as rude not to respond. He clicked the button down.


“Top work as always, Henry. Give the team a break and have someone else work on the disarmament.” Cover the trail, just as we agreed, was the unspoken command. “I’ll send the India Gold out to rendezvous with you at Bahn, but it won’t be done with manoeuvres for a little while, so you’ll just have to hold tight.” He paused, glanced over at his desk before continuing. “Since you’re up there anyway, I want you to give the AccEvo compound an inspection. Nothing fancy, just make sure they’re not breaking any laws. It’s been a while since they last checked in with us.” There, that should keep her busy until the Gold arrives. “Ever upwards. Thursday out.”


“Ever upwards,” he muttered to himself once he’d sent the message on its long journey. How he hated the phrase. The traditional farewell of those in public office, it was one of the many relics of the Ascendancy’s expansionist past, still clinging to life despite the changes of the past millennium. It was one of the traditions Thursday most anticipated ridding himself of once the plan was completed.


Setting aside his eagerness and reminding himself that he still had to function as an Ascendant Governor for the foreseeable future, Thursday stood and paced his office. The room was not as garish as it had been when he had assumed his new role a little over a week ago. The first thing he’d done was order the silks and oil paintings removed. Harcourt had been fond of such things, among other indulges. It had been something of a joke among the staffers that while Thursday was the Vice Governor, Harcourt was the Governor of Vice. Thursday’s removal of those decorations was more than just an attempt to distance himself from the previous administration, though he had to admit the optics were good from a PR perspective. Good enough that even Henry would congratulate him when she saw what he’d done with the place. But he hadn’t done it for the public image, or for the praise. He’d done it to make life easier.


Maybe it was his childhood on slate-grey Gesh, or maybe his long career in the literal corridors of power, or maybe he’d had it since birth. Somewhere along the way he’d acquired an acute dislike of frivolity. Anywhere he worked, he tore down anything other than the most inoffensive shades of wall paint. The only artwork he could bring himself to tolerate in the same room were star charts, which had fascinated him far longer than he’d been in politics. Even these he preferred to come in blacks and whites, with none of the artistic flourishes of the DeLuise branch of stellar cartography. Such bright colours served only to distract him from his purpose.


He was well aware of the reputation for dullness that he had acquired through such habits, but he did nothing to stop it. Instead he had cultivated it, using it as a natural shield to protect him from the usual political scandals that dogged a man in his position. To make people view him as less of a threat than he truly was. After all, nobody in the Ascendancy was afraid of a bland man. They just weren’t bred that way.


Thursday stopped his pacing as someone knocked on the door. “Come in,” he said. As the door slid open with a grinding metal-on-metal whine that set his teeth on edge, he leaned back on the warm plastic of his desk, doing his utmost to appear comfortable and in control.


It was one of his aides, a frail-looking man of middle years whose name was Walt, if memory served correctly. Thursday had not concerned himself with memorising names to accompany faces. They’d all be replaced soon enough.


“What do you have for me?” he asked, reaching out a hand to receive the folder Walt was carrying.


The aide handed it over without protest or explanation, waiting for Thursday to open the document before speaking. “Nothing good, sir. The economists are warning against any plans to extend the curfew.”


Thursday looked up sharply. “Who told them about that?”


Walt shrugged. “It’s a big staff, sir. Sometimes thing leak out. Especially at times like this. I can have someone do some digging around if you want.”


“No. We’re going public tomorrow anyway. Like you say, these things happen.” Which is exactly why we have to change the way things are done. “Have the press team deal with it at the briefing. I’ve got bigger things to worry about.”


“Absolutely, sir.” Walt licked his lips like a dehydrated lizard. “Though on the topic of the press, there is another matter I’d like to discuss. It’s not in that folder.”


“Initiative is it? Alright then. Let me hear it.”


“Well, sir. There are some concerns among the press that you are,” he stumbled over his words, clearly seeking the least insulting way of delivering the opinions of others. “Your media image is not a good one, sir. It’s not bad, but it could be better. The feeling is that you are too withdrawn. Too distant from the people you govern.”


Yes. It’s almost as though I’m trying to avoid them. “I assume you have a suggestion to remedy this situation,” he prompted.


Walt smiled, revealing broad white teeth better suited to grazing fields than charming people. “I do, yes. There have been several requests these past few days for interviews with you. I’d suggest, humbly suggest, that you take one of those requests into consideration.”


Thursday considered the proposition. He didn’t want his words twisted by print or clever editing, so it would have to be a live interview. Which of course meant venturing into the multihued realm of showbusiness.  A daunting prospect all of its own, even without the threat of making a fool of himself. He glanced at his computer. If only Henry were a few hours closer, she’d no doubt have any number of suggestions for him. It hadn’t been all that long since she’d suggested he improve his public profile. As usual she was right.


“You make a good point,” he said to Walt, flattering the aide with the implication that he’d been the one to prompt the forthcoming decision. “Get me an interview. Live broadcast, but something simple. I’m afraid I don’t really know much about this sort of thing. Just get me one where they won’t go after me too hard if there’s a problem. Can you do that?” 


Walt smiled, almost patronisingly. “I’ll get a team together immediately. We should have something by the end of the day.”


“Good, get right on that.” Thursday dismissed the man. “If there’s anything else I need you for, I’ll let you know.”


Once Walt had left, Thursday returned to his desk and fell heavily into his chair, leaving the folder atop the growing stack of paperwork that sprawled over half the plastic surface. It was fitting that the work of his office be so physically imposing, capable of crushing him were it to fall, given that getting even the simplest of tasks done left him exhausted. How he missed the days when filling out forms had excited him. This past week had left him feeling drained of energy and enthusiasm in equal measure.


He leaned back, rubbing a hand over his gut. It was larger than he remembered, and less firm. When did I last leave this office? He wondered. Food was brought up to him on a regular basis, people came to him rather than the other way around, and security concerns stopped him from going for a stroll. No wonder the public perception of system governors painted them as obese, slothful individuals. Somewhere out there, Thursday was sure, there was a cartoon of a slug in the burgundy suit reserved for holders of his office. 


Thursday blew out a breath and returned his attention to the folder. Standard fare for the most part. New legislation that needed his signature, governmental positions that needed filling – along with lists of potentially suitable candidates, and a half-dozen reports on the ongoing Harcourt investigation. Thankfully they hadn’t identified the killer yet, and the only leads being followed were the ones planted by Thursday’s underlings.


The final page of the folder, scruffy and tucked in at an angle, drew his eye. It was a handwritten note, with a simple question on it: How do we handle Harcourt’s compound? There was no name attached, but Thursday doubted that it came from someone outside the revolution. He tore up the note and threw it in the office’s disposer unit for safety. Then he sent out a line to his receptionist.


“Darren,” he said, “can you get me someone from SelfSafe? There’s a security matter I wish to discuss. No, no. I’m fine. Just send them up when you can. Thank you.”

Critical Element: An analysis of how Empire is portrayed in Thursday’s Kingdom, and in the Science Fiction genre as a whole

Foundation, Dune, and the Rise of the SF Empire

In her 2007 work Science Fiction and Empire Patricia Kerslake writes, ‘Empire in itself is not an evil thing, yet our histories demonstrate that those who have created empires do not do so in order to create a state of peace and beauty.’
 This extends to those who seek to maintain an Empire as well, and nowhere is this more evident than in science fiction (henceforth abbreviated to SF) literature. Whether it is Chairman Basil Wenceslas of the Terran Hanseatic League
, or Marco Inaros of the Belter Free Navy
, the genre is populated with innumerable leaders eager to manipulate Empire for their own ends. It is perhaps this abundance of poor leadership that has made the Empires of SF literature so unstable.

Isaac Asimov’s Foundation
 did much to popularise the notion of Empire within the SF literary community. His Milky Way was one inhabited solely by humanity (although later instalments in the series introduced sapient robots, as well as humans who were genetically quite far removed from the rest of the species), a human race that was unified under a single Galactic Empire. Asimov’s decision to focus on humans was largely a means to sidestep his editor’s views on how aliens should be presented. The editor, John Campbell, was a significant force in the SF publishing industry at the time and was editor-in-chief for several of the SF and fantasy magazines of the day. Asimov wrote of Campbell ‘He did not like to see Earthmen lose out to aliens, or to have Earthmen pictured as in any way inferior.’
 In choosing to exclude aliens from his version of the future
, Asimov was left with conflict between humans alone. At the beginning of the series, the Galactic Empire has existed for almost twelve thousand years, and spreads across the entirety of the Milky way. This was an early example of SF dealing with a single power bloc on such a scale, though it would not be the last. Even at this nascent stage however, the Empire was shown as weak, and in decline – although the system itself has endured for twelve thousand years. Asimov’s Empire is explicitly modelled on the late Roman Empire. Put simply, it has spread too wide to be viable, and is now falling apart from within. There are mentions of rebellion, though rival Kingdoms will not arise until it becomes obvious that the Empire cannot be unified again, but the central issue with the Empire is a bureaucratic one. In-universe texts state that ‘the impossibility of proper administration of the Galactic Empire under the uninspired leadership of the later Emperors was a considerable factor in the Fall’.
 

The Foundation series features several Emperors, of varying levels of competence, whereas the leaders of the Foundation itself, which will eventually replace the Empire, are almost universally highly competent. Even though the series deals with Empires and the fates of entire civilisations, it is individuals that prove to be the driving force. Just as the incompetence of several Emperors leads to the downfall of the Galactic Empire, it is due to the resourcefulness of individual traders and mayors that the Foundation itself rises to prominence. And the destruction of the first Foundation comes at the hands of another individual, the mutant known as the Mule
. In Political Science Fiction, reference is made to ‘the interplay between peace and stagnation’
, and this is certainly in evidence in Foundation. The Mule is only able to seize power because the Foundation’s leaders have grown complacent in their decades of Galactic dominance. He goes on to create a larger, more powerful Empire of his own, avoiding stagnation by constantly expanding his borders.

Kerslake suggests that ‘the Asimovean model is comfortably conventional’
 in its portrayal of Empire. I would argue that, while the Empire is a conventional one, simply on a much larger scale than most, there is nothing comfortable about the idea that all civilisations will one day collapse. Moreover, Kerslake’s argument does not hold up when the later novels are considered, with their revelation that robots have been controlling Galactic development for millennia.
,
 One individual, R. Daneel Olivaw, is almost single-handedly responsible for both the longevity of the Galactic Empire, and the rise of the Foundations.


Frank Herbert’s 1966 novel Dune
 series is more open about the focus on the individuals who hold the power to save or destroy empires. The core of the series is the leadership of Paul Atreides and his son Leto. Both men are products of a centuries-long eugenics programme to create the perfect human male, though Paul is initially unaware of this. Leto goes on to modify his own genetics, rendering him effectively immortal so as to ensure stability in his Empire. While critics such as Adam Roberts have claimed the series is an example of ‘the cruder ethical binarism of good versus evil’
, both Dune and its sequels explore the necessity of seemingly evil acts to achieve a good result. The ‘necessity for fraud and force’
  and the sacrifice of the few for the good of the many. Both Atreides emperors commit terrible atrocities during their reigns. Paul, who came to power through a bloody coup, launches a jihad that kills billions and sterilises entire worlds, while Leto becomes an inhuman
 tyrant to ensure the longevity of both the Empire, and humanity.
 Leto Atreides is willing to be hated if it means that his empire is secure, but Paul is unable to live with the decisions he has made, choosing to end his life in self-imposed exile. However, while the focus is on these semi-mythical leaders, attention is also paid to those who keep the Empire running on a day-to-day basis. It is observed that ‘the machinery of an empire has an infinite number of tiny gears’
 and that if any one of those gears falls out of place the entire Empire may be imperilled. The Emperor whom Paul overthrows remarks ‘control the coinage and the courts – let the rabble have the rest’
. Of course, it is the rabble, the smaller cogs in the imperial machine, that eventually depose him.

Thursday’s Kingdom: Its Creation and its Politics

When writing Thursday’s Kingdom, I planned from the outset to focus on the rabble rather than the masterminds. Even William Thursday, the leader of the Ankought rebellion, is a cog in a much larger machine. While my Galaxy is, like Asimov’s and Herbert’s, not populated by aliens, I decided against having a single Galaxy-spanning Empire, since I find such a concept inherently unrealistic. Given that humanity has thus far been unable to unite a single planet, it seems unlikely that uniting thousands would be possible. I also felt that my story of an internal rebellion would work better if there was also the threat of an attack by external forces. The Galaxy of Thursday’s Kingdom is in a state of tenuous peace, bordering on a cold war. The existence of Empires beyond the Ascendancy allows for both scapegoats and potential allies as Thursday leads his revolt. Only one of these other Empires makes an appearance in the novel. The Network, an Empire ruled by ASI
, such as Kasbah Python, whose philosophical musings provide the opening epigraph for the novel. The Network only appears briefly in the novel, as I wished to focus on the human characters. 


In earlier drafts, the characters of Thursday’s Kingdom had more varied origins and allegiances. Commander Sheridan, an Ascendant loyalist, originally served as the novel’s antagonist. However, his chapters required a longer timescale than I had planned for the other characters – a natural consequence of his story arc involving a great deal of interstellar travel – and so the storylines quickly fell out of sync. I tried to temper this by reducing the time he spent on the page. Unfortunately, this caused his chapters to be more scattered, and interrupted the flow of the narrative rather than enhancing it. I eventually decided to cut Sheridan out, but to preserve the work that went into his chapters, I assigned some of his personality traits to Henry Cavendish, introducing her sooner than in my first draft. Adding Cavendish to the earlier stages of the conspiracy meant she had a larger part to play, and she went from being Thursday’s enforcer to his equal.


Eugenics also plays a key role in my work. Unlike in Dune, where the eugenics project is a secret plan by a small group to create one man capable of saving civilisation, Thursday’s Kingdom has widespread use of eugenics to improve humanity as a whole. The Ascendancy is founded on the principle that science should be used to improve the human species. Clearly the science of eugenics is not without its issues, particularly if it is employed by individuals with a racist agenda, but I wanted to present the possible opportunities it offers to a spacefaring species. Everybody in the Ascendancy is a product of eugenics, to varying degrees. Thursday has larger lungs to better suit his mountainous homeworld, Cavendish is seven feet tall, coming from a low-gravity world. Victoria has been bio-engineered to create a physically perfect human. The children Victoria later encounters on Bahn are either incredibly hirsute, or have multiple layers of subdermal fat, as the AccEvo scientists breed humans more suitable for frozen climes. Its abundance means eugenics is a non-issue for the Ascendants.


All this serves as background to the political focus of Thursday’s Kingdom. In God Emperor of Dune, Leto Atreides states that ‘survival itself sometimes involved savage decisions’
. I view this to be true of political survival as well as biological survival, and wished to interrogate this idea further. Isaac Asimov’s famous maxim ‘never let your sense of morals prevent you from doing what is right’
 inspired William Thursday. Though his goal is to create a stable and independent government for the good of the people, he is willing to sacrifice innocent lives to get there, going so far as to orchestrate terrorist attacks to make the people fall in line. Adam Roberts writes ‘it is a necessary part of the official ideology of Empire-forming that difference needs to be flattened, or even eradicated’
. In Thursday’s Kingdom, Thursday chooses to falsify a conspiracy – to create an other that must be eradicated – in order to keep his own conspiracy from meeting its own end. Thursday joined the larger conspiracy to save people from what he sees as the inevitable fall of the Ascendancy, but he will also perpetrate war crimes to keep his own position within that conspiracy. While it was not my intention to make Thursday the villain of the piece
, he is also not a sympathetic character. Thursday’s role is to be the intellectual lynchpin of the plot, while Connor is the emotional core.


The balance between intellectualism and emotional investment is something that I struggled with while writing Thursday’s Kingdom. As the political aspect became more complex, I found I was using dialogue to provide exposition, rather than to develop the characters. This resulted in an extensive rewrite, particularly in the third and fourth chapters. While some world-building was lost during this process, specifically a lengthy explanation of the difficulties of timekeeping in a multi-planetary Empire, the revised chapters provided a better insight to the motivations of Connor and Victoria. The narrative benefitted greatly from this intervention.


While it has been argued that ‘the political philosophy of sf is essentially liberal’
, the Galaxy of Thursday’s Kingdom is more conservative than liberal, and this is never shown as a bad thing. The power structures are rigidly hierarchical, and the society itself is staunchly capitalist. Despite its liberal application of eugenics, the Ascendancy’s leadership – the self-proclaimed Parliament of Humanity – places strict controls over many other aspects of their citizens’ lives, to the point that the centre of bureaucracy on each of their worlds is not even permitted a name, being known simply as the Capital – an example of what Kerslake calls ‘the power of a physical imperial presence’
. A reminder that no matter how far onto the periphery you are, the Empire you belong to is still watching you. 


I consider myself an apolitical person, leaning towards conservatism. Much of modern SF is indeed essentially liberal, as evidenced by the portrayals of conservative Empires in the works of Jack Campbell
 and James S. A. Corey
. Perhaps the apex of liberal SF is the post-scarcity universe of Iain M Banks’ Culture novels
. The conservative Empires described in these works are usually antagonistic, and frequently seen as less-than when compared to more liberal Galactic powers, perhaps redeemed by a few noble individuals. In writing Thursday’s Kingdom, I consciously looked back to the more conservative works of the past. The readership of works such as mine are likely to be liberal, given the general philosophy of the genre, but it ultimately the more conservative reader that will find the Galaxy inhabited by Thursday and his associates to be a comforting one – not that I seek to be comforting. Liberalism and conservatism are not absolutes, they are ends of a sliding scale, and I firmly believe there is room in the science fiction genre for both extremes, and for everything in between.

BIBLIOGRAPHY

20th Century SF Literature

Asimov, Isaac, Forward the Foundation (Bantam: London, 1994)

Asimov, Isaac, Foundation (Granada: London, 1960)

Asimov, Isaac, Foundation and Earth (Harper: London, 1994)

Asimov, Isaac, Foundation and Empire (Harper: London, 1994)

Asimov, Isaac, Foundation’s Edge (Harper: London, 1994)

Asimov, Isaac, Prelude to Foundation (Harper: London, 1994)

Asimov, Isaac, Second Foundation (Harper: London, 1994)

Banks, Iain M., Player of Games (Orbit: London, 2008)

Smith, E.E ‘Doc’, E.E. 'Doc' Smith SF Gateway Omnibus: The Skylark of Space, Skylark Three, Skylark of Valeron, Skylark DuQuesne (Gateway: London, 2013)

Herbert, Frank, Dune: 50th Anniversary Edition (Hodder: London, 2016)

Herbert, Frank, Dune Messiah (Hodder: London, 2017)

Herbert, Frank, Children of Dune (Gollancz: London, 2003)

Herbert, Frank, God Emperor of Dune (Gollancz: London, 2003)

Herbert, Frank, Heretics of Dune (Gollancz: London, 2003)

Herbert, Frank, Chapterhouse: Dune (Gollancz: London, 2003)

21st Century SF Literature

Anderson, Kevin J., A Forest of Stars (Simon & Schuster: London, 2003)

Anderson, Kevin J., Hidden Empire (Simon & Schuster: London, 2002)

Anderson, Kevin J., Horizon Storms (Simon & Schuster: London, 2004)

Anderson, Kevin J., Metal Swarm (Simon & Schuster: London, 2007)
Anderson, Kevin J., Of Fire and Night (Simon & Schuster: London, 2006)
Anderson, Kevin J., Scattered Suns (Simon & Schuster: London, 2005)
Anderson, Kevin J., The Ashes Of Worlds (Simon & Schuster: London, 2008)
Campbell, Jack, Imperfect Sword (Titan: London, 2014)

Campbell, Jack, Perilous Shield (Titan: London, 2013)
Campbell, Jack, Shattered Spear (Titan: London, 2016)

Campbell, Jack, Tarnished Knight (Titan: London, 2012)

Corey, James S. A., Babylon’s Ashes (Orbit: London, 2016)

Corey, James S. A., Nemesis Games (Orbit: London, 2015)

Corey, James S. A., Persepolis Rising (Orbit: London, 2017)

Herbert, Brian and Kevin J. Anderson, Hunters of Dune (Hodder: London, 2007)

Herbert, Brian and Kevin J. Anderson, Navigators of Dune (Tor: New York, 2016)

Herbert, Brian and Kevin J. Anderson, Sandworms of Dune (Hodder: London, 2008)

Critical Sources

Asimov, Isaac, Gold (Harper: London, 1993)

Bacon Smith, Camille, Science Fiction Culture (University of Pennsylvania Press: Philadelphia, 2000)

Hassler, Donald M., and Clyde Wilcox ed., Political Science Fiction (University of South Carolina: Columbia, 1997)

James, Edward and Farah Mendlesohn, ed., The Cambridge Companion to Science Fiction (Cambridge University Press: Cambridge, 2003)

Kerslake, Patricia, Science Fiction and Empire (University of Liverpool Press: Liverpool, 2007)

Roberts, Adam, Science Fiction (Routledge: London, 2000)
� Patricia Kerslake, Science Fiction and Empire (University of Liverpool Press: Liverpool, 2007) p171.


� Kevin J. Anderson, Hidden Empire (Simon & Schuster: London, 2002)


� James S. A. Corey, Babylon’s Ashes (Orbit: London, 2016)


� Isaac Asimov, Foundation (Granada: London, 1960)


� Isaac Asimov, Gold (Harper: London, 1993) p242.


� Asimov would later include an in-universe reason for the lack of non-human intelligent life, in Foundation novels written and published long after Campbell’s death.


� Isaac Asimov, Foundation (Granada: London, 1960) p15.


� Isaac Asimov, Second Foundation (Harper: London, 2016)


� ed. Donald M. Hassler and Clyde Wilcox, Political Science Fiction (University of South Carolina: Columbia, 1997) p144.


� Patricia Kerslake, Science Fiction and Empire (University of Liverpool Press: Liverpool, 2007) p132.


� Isaac Asimov, Foundation and Earth (Harper: London, 1994)


� Isaac Asimov, Prelude to Foundation (Harper: London, 1994)


� Frank Herbert, Dune: 50th Anniversary Edition (Hodder, London, 2016)


� Adam Roberts, Science Fiction (Routledge: London, 2000) p45.


� ed. Donald M. Hassler and Clyde Wilcox, Political Science Fiction (University of South Carolina: Columbia, 1997) p143.


� In a very literal sense


� Later books, written in partnership between Herbert’s son Brian and prolific sf writer Kevin J. Anderson, make it clear that Leto was preparing the Empire for an invasion that only he could foresee.


� Navigators of Dune, Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson (Tor: New York, 2016) p105.


� Dune: 50th Anniversary Edition, Frank Herbert (Hodder: London, 2016) p422.


� ASI is the accepted abbreviation for Artificial Super Intelligence – A step up from AI.


� Frank Herbert, God Emperor of Dune (Gollancz: London, 1981)


� Isaac Asimov, Foundation (Granada: London, 1960) p141.


� Science Fiction, Adam Roberts (Routledge: London, 2000) p65.


� The final, Sheridan-lacking, edit of Thursday’s Kingdom has no true antagonist, but rival sets of protagonists.


� The Cambridge Companion to Science Fiction, ed by Edward James and Farah Mendlesohn (Cambridge University Press, Cambridge, 2003) p231.


� Patricia Kerslake, Science Fiction and Empire (University of Liverpool Press: Liverpool, 2007) p66.


� Jack Campbell, Tarnished Knight (Titan: London, 2012)


� James S. A. Corey, Persepolis Rising (Orbit: London, 2017)


� Iain M. Banks, Player of Games (Orbit: London, 2008)





2

