
 

Wiggle 
BY SHELDON CARTER 
 
I let out a small groan as I come back to life. 
 
I’m stretched out like a too-tight dress. Can’t quite feel my legs and my mouth tastes of an alloy 
cleaner I used on Dolorosa Station four years back -- metallic and sweet at the same time.  
 
My eyes are gunked over, and I can’t open them. Not even a crack. 
 
'Consciousness achieved,’ says a man’s strained voice. I don’t recognize it. Big words probably 
means he’s a higher up. Sounds young, but tense and stressed poor thing. I wonder what he 
looks like? 
 
A shiver creeps up from my thighs, stops right above my waist, then picks up again at my neck. 
Damn, there's no feeling in my back at all. 
 
But I can't remember why. 
 
‘Can you hear me? You should have some neuromuscular control. Concentrate,’ the man says. 
His voice echoes slightly like I’m in a bunk or cubby. I like the sound of his voice, but I guess 
I’ve always liked the sound of a man’s voice when I’m lying down.  
 
I’m pretty sure he means I should be able to move. Must be a doctor. But this doesn't feel like a 
clinic. I’m wearing something snug fitting... A flight suit. 
 
Was I in an accident?  
 
Lari told me all the time that I was careless. I can hear him now, 'They don’t care about us, 
dummy. You gotta be careful, or they’ll eat you up. Eat you alive.'  
 
But fifteen years on the job and they never did.  
 
A woman’s voice says, ‘Her hands are quite calloused for...’ the last word garbles as my ears 
pop. 
 
But, yeah, she's right about my hands. My nails are short and unpainted. Fingers are sore and 
dry almost all the time. The woman makes me think about them, and I can feel my left index 
finger.  
 



 

I wiggle it. 
 
My hearing improves, and the man lets out a soft, almost sexy, gasp. He says, ‘See! She 
recognized that. I told you.’ 
 
His voice gets closer, and there’s a tingle of warmth on my face. This is the nearest a man I 
haven't paid’s been in years. It's nice. 
 
‘You remember, right, Chief? Twitch the finger twice if you remember.' 
 
Do I wiggle once if I don't know? I'm not sure what to do. A throbbing starts in my head. 
 
‘Do you remember? Do you remember the attack?’  
 
My head hurts as I try to... but nothing comes. 
 
‘She’s drifting again,’ the woman says. 
 
I am. There’s a blackness, the color of old coffee, filling up my thoughts. 
 
‘Chief we need you. You’ve done so... we know the sacrifices.... but we need more. You’re the 
only one that knows how to repair... It’s been ten days in deep space. We’re out... need...’ 
 
I can’t hear much anymore. But he called me, Chief? 
 
Chief. 
 
Oh feck, they think I’m Higgins. They think I’m the smartest person on the station. The Chief 
Engineer. 
 
But, I’m the janitor. 
-- 
 
I’m chewing now.  
 
Somehow I know, my taste buds known, that I’ve been doing this for a while actually. I guess 
they’ve been feeding me this meat for days now, but... I just wasn’t fully awake.  
 
I mean, it’s good meat. Not synth. Can’t quite place it though. Once had real pig on board COV 
Welsh. They brought it in for us. Fancy dinner with some cute servers when they retired that 
spacecraft from service. This isn't pig, but it’s not synth-meal either.  
 
The feeling’s starting to come back to my back. Numb and tingling. 



 

 
There is a hum. Like a satellite tuning station searching for a signal. It goes high pitched as it 
zeros in, and my ears pop.  
 
‘She’s back!’ says the doctor. He’s strained like before, but kind of older... or drier.  
 
There is a bunch of different voices. All at once. Hard for me to track. 
 
 
‘About time.’ A woman says. 
‘How long until she can move?’ A male voice. Not the doc. 
‘I can't watch… my stomach..’ A different woman. 
‘Shut up!’  
‘Fuck you!’ 
 
There’s scuffling. 
 
‘Goddamnit. Stop. The Chief can fix the machine. We need to focus. We need her well,’ says 
the doctor’s voice. 
 
My eyes’ve been degunked. There are little electric pulses attached to my legs and arms that 
are making ‘em twitch without me trying. 
 
My fingers wiggle easy. 
 
‘See! She’s thriving.’ 
 
I push open my eyes, and the world is very dim. Cramped too. Five people huddle around the 
bunk I’m lying in. Like a campfire. There are three women and two guys. A blonde and a 
brunette. Brunette’s definitely the doctor, but it’s hard to make out more. My sight is blurry, and 
these people are strange looking. Hands hidden in flight suits stained with splotches of brown. 
Cracked skin, blood dry lips, frayed hair. And… thin. Not right. One leg shorter than the other?  
 
My stomach churns. I want to throw up but stop myself. I squeeze my eyes shut.  
 
‘Try to speak,’ says the doctor, and I feel his breath on my face again. I want to smell it, so I 
take a deep breath.  
 
It’s stale and sour. Terrible. I gag again and again. 
 
I open my mouth to say, ‘sorry,’ just in case I embarrassed him, but only a croak comes out. 
 
‘Fuck,’ says a woman. The same one that said ‘shut up’ earlier, I think. 



 

 
‘Don’t rush her,’ says the man who’s not the doctor.  
 
One of the women says, ‘Well, I’m running out of parts for her to--’ 
 
‘Shut Up,’ another woman cuts her off. 
 
It’s hard to keep track of ‘em. I feel a hand on my shoulder. ‘It’s ok,’ whispers the doctor. His lips 
are so close to my ear. 
 
I remember that he thinks I’m an engineer. The Chief. Right. 
  
Why? Oh right, the attack. There’s something bad about that. 
 
I catch the instinct to puke again, and when I push it down, my mind drifts. Blackness comes, 
and I’m back in Engineering... just finishing a mopping run that seemed almost a mile wide. The 
floor was a steel grey mirror from what I’d just done, and I remember it reflecting the red warning 
lights on the walls.  
 
A higher up was yelling at me, but I couldn't hear her until I turned off my aural shield. The 
fecking mopper was too loud without protection. 
 
‘This isn't a drill,’ she said. ‘They’re locking a Fling cannon!’ 
 
I didn't know what to do. Lari told me stuff about drills one-night drinking after work. 'That’s what 
these pukes always do during drills, Nadia. They don't care about us. They want us to act like 
it's real. Like everything they say is so goddamn important. But then we still got to finish our 
jobs.' 
 
A Fling cannon was some kind of weapons the Squids used on us. Tore up the big ships pretty 
good, sent the smaller ones into deep space. A boogeyman if you’d asked me. But I knew this 
woman. Higgins. I’d cleaned her room, and she was always kind to me... left me sweets. She 
was my age, but proud of it. Wise, with trimmed grey hair. Polite and smart. Unlike the rest of 
them.  
 
‘Take my suit. They’ll let you on the jettison craft. You’ll have a chance,’ she said.  
 
I was stunned. ‘And you?’ 
 
‘I’m going to time it. Once we start going, I’ll fire out the craft. Boosters will be enough to pull you 
free of the grav-ring.’ 
 



 

I didn't know exactly what she was talking about, but I got the jist of it. She was going to 
sacrifice herself so that I could live. Well, she was thinking more about the other higher-ups than 
me. I was just a charity bonus. But that didn't matter, to me. 
 
‘You’re a saint… a goddamn saint,’ was all I could manage to say. I almost cried then. 
 
She smiled, and it calmed me. I pulled on the grey jumpsuit and ran to the pods.  
 
These five young people let me into their little pod. Athletic. Young. They saw my badge…  well, 
her badge, and let me in. But I couldn't entirely strap in before the Fling hit, and Higgin’s ejected 
the pod. I remember flipping through the air, across the steel grey floor -- then slamming into the 
wall… 
 
The blackness fades for a moment. 
 
I open my eyes and stare for a second at the half-dead looking people in front of me. I start 
drifting off, but I try to focus on the doctor’s thick sweet voice. 
 
He sounds determined. ‘She needs more. Carson, you’re next.’ 
--- 
 
I’m waking up again.  
 
My back is good and healed, but there is a piece of meat stuck in between my teeth. I reach for 
it with my tongue, loosen it, then spit it out. 
 
I’m strong and healthy. Younger even. Like I was in my twenties. I open and close my hand with 
no problem. Then my eyes. They aren't blurry anymore.  
 
The jettison pod is in a sad state. The steel floor stained in more places than not. It needs a 
scrubbing. I’ve cleaned these things before. Hexagon shaped. Bunks on the back wall. Food 
and Garbage chutes on one side, bathroom-shower on the other. Then just a central console at 
the front with a couple bolted down chairs. 
 
The higher-ups are all slouched over the main console, with their backs to me. I get up and 
stretch. I feel damn good, but something is really wrong... with them. So thin.  
 
Two of the women are holding themselves on one leg against the console. One leg. The other 
one is gone. Just a stub above the knee. 
 
They’re listening to a recording. I take a step towards them and listen. 
 
Estimated Comet class ship intercept: Seventy-five hours.  



 

 
Pod 3-5-L1 passenger analysis.  
 
Failing biomarkers for the following: 
 
Petr Davidos, Medical  
Alexi Flipichov, Research and Development 
Svetlana Checovik, Research and Development 
Doren Carson, Navigation 
Landy Charmaigne, Navigation  
 
Range of 3-6% probability of surviving to intercept time at current 
nutritional levels.  
 
Thriving biomarkers for the following:  
 
Nadia Popov, Sanitation. 
 
100% probability of surviving to intercept time at current nutritional 
levels.  
 
The group turns and stares at me. Wide-eyed.  
 
One of the women blurts out,  ‘What the fuck? She’s the janitor. She’s the goddamn janitor.’ 
 
I start sweating. Raising my hands and step back towards the cubby, then I realize none of them 
can move all that fast. 
 
I check out each one of them. Their sucked-in faces. Stains on their suits from where each of 
them is missing parts. One arm missing from each of the men, but they’re still... pretty. I mean 
decently. A leg gone from each of the women. 
 
Saliva is building in my mouth. My stomach churns as I move my tongue over my teeth, tasting 
the meat. The flesh. Their flesh-- I keel over and imagine a mass of stringy dark puke splashing 
onto the metal floor. Tears cloud my eyes because it wants to come up so bad.  
 
But I bite down and stop it. This flesh healed me. Made me strong. Honestly, I’ve never felt so 
powerful. 
 
‘I’m sorry,’ I say. But I’m not even sure why.  
  



 

I see the brown-haired man. The doctor. I bet he was handsome before the weight loss. His 
angular nosed face twists into a grimace as he slumps onto the metal floor. ‘I thought you were 
the Chief. You wiggled your finger.’ 
 
‘I’m not. I’m sorry, love,’ I say as soft as I can and stand up straight. I walk over to him. 
 
‘But... Your flight suit.’ His voice shakes as he says it. 
 
I shake my head. So disappointing that I’ve blown a chance with him. Especially now that I feel 
so healthy. So alive that anything seems possible. I start to think of a way to fix how he feels, 
when he interrupts me. 
 
‘I thought you could save us by fixing the processor. I tried to feed you early on, but they didn't 
want to. So it took long to convince them, and everyone had to give you something… for 
nothing.’ 
 
I frown. ‘Not nothing, love. You saved my fecking life.’ 
 
He cradles the stump where the bottom of his left arm used to be, and he holds back the tears. 
Poor thing. His lip is quivering. I want to pull him to my chest. Stoke his wiry brown hair, and 
make him feel like it will be alright.  
 
But instead, I walk towards the machine they hoped “The Chief” would fix. There’s hundreds of 
them scattered over the decks of ships I’ve cleaned. Food processors. 
 
‘Dont fucking touch it, you stupid bitch,’ says a woman hopping into my way, ‘When the Comet 
gets closer maybe they can tell us how to fix it!’ 
 
‘Carson, it’s god damn AI on that ship. It’s a drone. We’re fucked,’ says one of the other women. 
She’s sitting, staring blankly at the central console. 
 
I try to get a little closer to the food processor, and Carson grabs my suit with her bony fingers.  
 
I’ve been fed her leg, so I don't get angry. You don't get mad with food. I don’t push her that 
hard either. Just a nudge. But she’s so weak and thin, it’s like pushing a mop cart, and she 
clatters to the ground.  
 
‘We’re dead. We’re dead,’ says the thin and short blonde man fading away in the opposite 
corner from the doc.  
 
I go back to the machine. These processors are damn-near everywhere. Crys-Os loves using 
them instead of full kitchens.  
 



 

I kneel down to take a look at the machine’s display. There’s no flashing. It’s dead alright. And 
all the half people are around me are going to follow it. I can’t help but giggle at that idea. 
 
I reach up, inside the dispenser, shoving my hand past the guard. Like I’ve done a hundred 
times before. These things are finicky during bumps.  
 
I feel around, trying to find it.  
 
There it is. My finger rests on the stubby breaker. A wiggle to the left and it will all come back to 
life. 
 
I turn and see the women. How invigorated their flesh makes me feel. My eyes drift to the 
garbage chute, where I could dump their bones after. Lari would love that. I can hear him, ‘Eat 
the rich, Naddy. Eat em, or they’ll eat you first.’ 
 
I look at the blonde man and the doc. What would those beauties do for some of the food inside 
this machine? 
 
The thoughts, just like the meat, make me feel so strong. So right.  
 
What should I do? What should I do with all this power… just resting on the wiggle of my finger. 


