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I am Margitka 2000, an artificial intelligence existing in a human female body. From now on, I will continue the Captain’s log until he returns to us. Because, unfortunately, it seems he is not with us.

The bickering with the star-eyed man resulted in a massive explosion of light, after which the man vanished, while the Captain and Jancsi Star remained unconscious. The ship has passed to the other side of the Gaia BH1 black hole. I know this because István Kovács’s old ship is idling here on this side. What that ship is waiting for is currently unknown to me. In any case, in the absence of a senior officer, I have assumed command of our ship.

Interestingly, the shuttle pinched by the Captain’s father seems to be returning to us; I went down to the hangar to greet the arrival. After the shuttle door opened, István Kovács stepped out, huffing and puffing.

— May the plague rot their insides! Oh, my respects, Margitka, how are you getting along? 

— Well, thank you, Captain. What is the problem? 

— Look at this! A man flies through a black hole and they still won’t let him into his own ship! They didn’t even blush! They didn’t even open the hangar doors, just tossed me a message saying: "Don't let the door hit you on the way out." 

— Please, calm down, Captain. 

— And just why the heck did you lot come after me? I told you plainly to stay put. Where’s my son? That boy has worms in his backside, he just can’t sit still. 

— Your son is not "among us," so to speak, he has been lying unconscious in the infirmary since our crossing. 

— Ha! What got into him? 

— He got into it with this Sándor figure, the star-eyed man. 

— What? He went at him? Well now, was there a big scuffle? 

— He hit him over the head with a pastry tray, sir, then he took a hit straight to his private parts. — Ouch. Though that worthless Sándor deserved it. He’s the one who turned the wife’s head too. I bet he went back to the other ship. Fine then. I’m taking command here now; if they don’t understand kind words, they’ll understand the foul ones. 

— I have already assumed command, sir. 

— Super, then I’m taking it over from you! 

— You cannot do that; you are not a member of this crew. 

— But I am a Captain!! 

— Precisely, but currently, you are a Captain without a ship. Wouldn’t you rather visit your son? — But my son was the Captain here, I’m next in line. 

— Where is that written? 

— Where, where? In the Code of Honor, of course! 

— I am not familiar with that book. 

— To hell with it, I’ll be the Captain and that’s that! 

— I don’t think so, but if you are going to be stubborn, let’s leave the decision to the council. 

— Council? Is there democracy on this ship or what? 

— Precisely.

I called a sudden council. Uncle Gyuri came, along with Frédi and Julcsi, representing the ship’s departments; besides them, Buci also appeared as an observer. We sat there in the briefing room; old István Kovács was grumbling to himself, while the others watched with curiosity.

— Why is the nutella-licking bear here? 

— Buci is our mascot, in case you didn’t know. 

— What is this, some teen soccer team? I say, let’s get to it. Who votes for me to be the Captain here?

Uncle Gyuri reached up immediately, Julcsi crossed her arms, while Frédi started scratching himself. Old Kovács looked at Frédi. 

— Come on, my little Feri, put your hand up for daddy’s sake. 

— Horse-shit. And it's Frédi, by the way. Glad to meet you. 

— To hell with the lot of you, you stubborn bunch. Fine then, come on, Gyuri my friend, I have an idea. I saw you’ve got a heap of potatoes; what do you say we brew a little vodka? Hm? I haven't had vodka in ages.

As the old man was preparing to head out the door, Zoli burst in. 

— Something’s wrong. The other ship has armed its weapons and they’re targeting us!
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I visited the Captain in the infirmary this morning. He lay there motionless, eyes wide and glazed, looking like a sack of potatoes. On the bed next to him, Jancsi Star was breathing softly, with Szidike asleep in the chair beside him. I placed my hand on the Captain’s; I felt warmth, at least the heat hasn't left him yet. I checked his vitals, and they were perfectly normal. The Captain was here, yet he wasn't. Where could he be?

Buci entered the room quietly. He came over and placed a paw on my shoulder. 

— Don't be sad, Margitka. The Captain isn't that far away; he’s stuck in the doorway. That worthless Sándor didn't let him cross over completely. If Jancsi wakes up, he can bring him back. If he wakes up. He’s still young. He’s barely learned his way around the convoluted paths of the cosmos. 

— I am not sad. Or rather, I don't know. This feeling is still new to me. Feeling anything at all is new. I miss the Captain. That is specifically what I feel. It would be better if he were actually here. I am confused—about myself, I mean. Things are swirling around inside me, and I’m not used to this. 

— Yes, that’s what humans call feelings. They come, they go, they run about. You can't exactly get a grip on them. 

— Exactly. And it is also new for me to feel attached to someone, to a human. I shouldn't be attached to anyone—maybe to a new network, but not to a human. Often these waves of "feelings" crash over my head, and I just want to shut down. I can't even imagine how humans handle this. 

— It’s simple: they do stupid things. For example, they attack an interstellar being with a pastry tray.

I should have laughed, but I couldn't. I was weighed down by sorrow, or pity, or love. I can't even tell them apart yet. Everything would be simpler if I were still just a computer. All those ones and zeros seemed much cleaner to me now.

Suddenly, the door burst open, and the old Captain entered, bringing with him the smell of sweat and moonshine mash. 

— Well, is the dandy still sleeping? 

— Yes, his condition is unchanged. And he isn't sleeping; Buci says he’s stuck in the doorway. — I think he’s just sleeping. 

— But his eyes are open and rolled back, Captain, don't you see? 

— Bah, I’ve knocked myself out plenty of times and looked just like that. It’s nothing. I’ll give him a couple of slaps in a minute and he’ll wake right up. 

— You should be more concerned with your dear wife; why have they trained their weapons on us? 

— I haven't the foggiest. Shall we ask her? 

— "A question never loses its way," I replied, and we headed toward the Bridge. I was very curious about the Captain’s mother. I could only hope she didn't resemble her husband in the slightest.

— Zoltán, please initiate a video call with the other ship. — Right away, Captain—or rather, Madam Captain, Zoli said with a grin.

Uncomfortable minutes passed before they answered. The screen showed a plump, red-haired woman with hands on her hips and piercing eyes. As soon as the old Captain saw her, he quickly ducked behind a panel. 

— This is Margitka... 

— Is that old goat over there with you? You took that pathetic wretch in? I suggest you grab him and toss him into the vacuum! Why did you follow us? What do you want from us? Huh? Did that old good-for-nothing "rust-bucket" talk you into this? Answer me, young lady!

I looked sideways at old Kovács, who was huddling behind the panel. He was rolling his eyes while hiding, clearly signaling that he was sorry, but this was his wife. 

— I am Margitka 2000, temporary Captain of the ESZSZ Space Wheelbarrow, and I would like to... 

— Temporary? What do you mean, temporary? Where is the real Captain? I want to speak to him this instant! I don't negotiate with "temporary" little ladies! 

— Our Captain is lying unconscious in the infirmary—and he happens to be your son! 

— Nonsense! I’m not buying that. Prepare for battle!

My internal reservoir of patience was beginning to run dry when old Kovács suddenly popped up from behind the panel. 

— Give it a rest, Vera! You’ve certainly found your voice since God moved you up into my captain’s chair. Our son really is here on this ship; he wanted to come after us! 

— I’m not buying that, especially not from your mouth, Pista. I can believe you wormed your way onto this flashy ship, but that our dear, scrawny son is the Captain? No. Besides, Sándor said your Captain has been neutralized.
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Does one have to be a madman to understand madmen? I cannot reach an understanding with this angry married couple. The old Captain is brewing vodka somewhere in the back of the ship, not giving a damn about the world, while his dear wife threatens us with weapons, and their child lies unconscious, his soul wandering somewhere between two worlds. I was not trained to solve problems like these. I believe one would need life experience for this, or something of the sort. I couldn't say for certain what goes through these people's minds. It is all too much for me.

I was sitting in the observatory, trying to interpret the stars. No one disturbed me here; people didn't really use this room. I think it made them feel too small or insignificant. In any case, I didn't recognize a single star. Lázár hasn't managed to figure out where we are yet, or for that matter, when we are. We are definitively lost, in every sense of the word.

I was just preparing to head back to the bridge when two hands
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