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THE GOOD SHIP XILLI
I am trying to write these words, a history, maybe an explanation, for those who eventually find me, this craft, my parrot, my world, in who knows what century because, this time, I don’t see any way of my making it out alive.
When my mother bought our homeship, a Xi Conqueror Mark 6, it was already considered vintage. Nobody wanted a forty year old craft that had never been further than to the moon and back, but still had two light years logged, so she could just about afford it out of the tiny warrior survivor’s pension that so many damaged and disabled troops were stuck with after the war Fourth World War.	Comment by Paul Wright: good	Comment by Paul Wright: Even with the conceit of a journal (where explanation to future readers might be permissible) she might refer differently to things she knows.

Or maybe hold off altogether so that the realisation of how much death mum is responsible for is only revealed later.
She loaded her daughter Billi, a three year old me, two Maine Coon cats called Milli and Cilli, a Scotty dog called Dilli, and Patti, a foul-mouthed second hand African Grey parrot, onboard. Without looking back and too stubborn to plan where we were gonna end up, she headed us away from Earth as fast as the wreck would stand.
The first memories I have of my home for the last thirty years is the smell of cat piss and my mother singing folk songs to and with Patti. It was cramped – mum and I shared one sleep pod, and the other pod was always called the zoo. These days, it’s just me and the parrot, who sings to me in an approximation of my mother’s voice. She seems particularly fond of singing “Like a Virgin”, as was mum.
The smell of cat piss has never gone, but then cleaning filters was never one of mum’s things. Which is why the place still stinks of skunk weed, twelve years after mum died and got recycled, with the same made up kiddies’ ceremony that Milli, Cilli and Dilli got. Never threw anything away, my mum, and being a botanist and soil scientist before she murdered a thousand enemy strangers, I have never known hunger until now or eaten anything that didn’t take like shit since I was a bairn.
The twelve and thirty years thing is a guess, based on mum’s stoned record keeping and the frequency with which she turned the wheels on the rolling perpetual calendar that had belonged to my great-great-great grandfather. Her only treasured, inanimate, possession. Time is an Earth construct and, like everything to do with Earth, it was very low on mum’s list of priorities. As was answering any communications from passing ships, planets, or anyone who suggested they had authority over us. As a result, I have never met another living creature.
I’ve seen precisely eight sentient, non-human beings through a misted porthole, the one time mum was forced to dock at a spaceport to barter for spare parts, and the other time we accidentally landed on a planet she never knew the name of and took off again, but not before acidic surface sludge had eaten the feet off our landing gear.
I haven’t put a foot on any surface outside this flying toilet since we left Earth. Mum was always too afraid that I would be taken from her to risk it, and I’m now so used to my own company that I can’t see the point in bothering. Anyway, the fusion drive is cold and unfixable, and I’ve donated as much of my brain tissue to keeping the quantum neural network alive as I dare, but still we’re pretty much running dark, with the air recycling at an unsurvivable trickle and the solar sail in tatters and wrapped round the escape pod and air lock outer panel. Making new chums is the least of my fucking worries and anyway I still wear one of mum’s faded grey combat t shirts with the slogan  A STRANGER IS JUST AN ENEMY I HAVEN’T KILLED YET!	Comment by Paul Wright: Excellent.

This could be built into the fabric of the writing perhaps: she repeats herself, sections break off?
I sit here in the almost dark and will tap these words until I pass out. I have just fed the last nourishment grains to Patti, who is happily preening her feathers while making the buzzing sound of mum’s sextoy, and I’m
PS, final entry, WTXF: Before I lost consciousness, I set the proximity alarm to full alert mode. The screaming sirens and electric shocks were enough to rouse me, probably for the last time. The only working display hologram shows an oxygen rich planet twelve hours away. We have drifted into its gravitational field and are on a descending orbit. That’s the good news. Badness is provided by having only four hours of breathable air left and no way of slowing that descent to the planet’s surface, so we’ll be dead before we get piledriven. Probably, that the best I could have hoped for.
Still, Patti is singing, “I made it through the wilderness! Somehow I made it through-ooh-ooh!!!”, in my mother’s voice and head-banging like we three used to do.	Comment by Paul Wright: Make the persistence of Madona into part of the myth making of the world building here?
I suppose you’re right you smelly, crazy fucker.
--------------
I am hoping to expand this piece but would like your thoughts on whether it works as a journal.

