
THE DEFECTOR

A Drift Novel
Copyright © 2026 Aiden Rush
All rights reserved.
Previously published as SOUTH WIND: THE DERELICT.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information
storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher,
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

1. The Derelict

2. The Cristobol

3. The Hawk

4. The New World

The Drift series continues in Book Three, coming in 2026

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1. The Derelict
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What if it’s an alien space station?

The derelict’s surface was perfect—porcelain-smooth under the glow of Hawk’s op lamps—and Ensign Scott’s skin prickled at the sight. Nothing marred it. No markings. No designations. No bays, nodes, racks—just an endless expanse of white and a soft tone from the ship’s computer that sped up as they closed.

The thing filled his flight deck windows: a gently curving, colorless wall. For a moment, he forgot where he was.

He nudged the reaction stick and guided the inverted craft forward, careful not to drift too close. His eyes flicked from the windows to his instruments and back, but the numbers barely helped. He was still hundreds of meters out. He could’ve been a thousand meters out, or ten, and it would’ve looked the same.

As he neared what must’ve been an edge, the white simply ended, as if cleaved clean with a hatchet. Then, drifting along the boundary, he caught a tiny circle hashed in faded red and yellow.

The tone in his Hawk’s cabin sharpened—faster now, familiar, and impossible. Scott worked the controls in small, careful taps, slowing. The knot in his stomach tightened.

Dead center, he spotted a porthole... and, near it, a tiny red light that winked to life as he inched closer. A light that shouldn’t be there.

It blinked in perfect rhythm with the tone.

He drew a slow breath.

Captain Regis’s voice hit the cockpit like a klaxon.

“Hawk C-Seven, Cristobol Actual. Stand by for new orders.”

Petty Officer Faten swore under his breath. Scott had been so locked in he’d almost forgotten the man sat in the copilot seat. He popped and pulled the stick, stopping the ship’s motion relative to the derelict.

“Roger,” Scott said. “Standing by.”

A moment later, Regis returned.

“Initial observation suggests we’re looking at a docking ring. Do you concur?”

“Yes, sir,” Scott said, already bracing for what came next.

“Hawk C-Seven, you are to attempt dock ops with that vessel. If successful, stand by for further instructions. How copy?”

“Loud and clear, sir,” Scott said—wondering why the captain used the word vessel for this thing.

It felt less like a ship and more like a permanent living structure—some cosmic habitat built for an entire species. His fingertips were slick. He wiped them on his flight suit and took the stick again.

“Here we go,” he said.

“No pressure,” Faten replied.

At thirty meters, the red light steadied and the tone dropped out. At ten, hidden panels slid back with silent precision, revealing recessed clamps. Scott feathered the joystick, brought Hawk around, and extended the collar with a flick of a console switch.

IRIS took over—silent, efficient—and locked them in. Mechanical noises rang through the cabin behind them. Scott watched the last seconds on the monitor as the light turned green, held for a beat, and then went dark.

They were attached.

“Got a feeling we’re spelunking,” Faten said with a broad grin. “How’s this for your first solo, sir?”

“Terrifying,” Scott admitted.

“Don’t worry,” Faten said. “I’ve been into half a dozen derelicts. Follow procedure and we’ll be fine.”

“Derelicts,” Scott said. “Like this?”

“Nothing like this. Biggest was Essex Station.”

“You saw the Essex?” Scott asked, suddenly aware that Faten had stood in places Scott had only studied in training.

“That was my first tasking,” Faten said. “Four-hour pressure slide in-flight so we could get aboard fast. Five-man salvage team. And there I was, the wide-eyed boot.”

“How’d you recover after seeing that?”

“I still think about it,” Faten said, and the grin thinned. “But back then I was in the moment. You’ve got to be. When we get home—back to Cristobol—it’ll feel like coming back from a long run to another hub. Like... really home.”

“I doubt that.”

“The food will taste better,” Faten said. “You’ll notice new faces that cycled in. Familiar faces you didn’t know you missed. And that stale butt-sweat air will feel like a welcoming embrace.”

“C’mon.”

“I’m serious,” Faten said. “You tell me Fried Friday in chow doesn’t hit different.”

Scott tilted his head, forcing his focus back into the work. 

“I need to call us in.”

“Roger that.”

“Cristobol Actual, Hawk C-Seven,” Scott said into the mic, hoping Faten’s energy was excitement and not nerves. Faten was supposed to be the rock—the tether. “Dock ops successful. Standing by.”

He glanced at the docking engagement screen and felt his stomach drop.

“Faten... do you see this?” Scott said. “IRIS is showing nominal pressure on the other side. She linked with it.”

“No shit?”

“Copy,” Regis interrupted. “Intel assesses the vessel may have strategic importance. Your orders are to breach the target. Collect as much data as possible without compromising the primary mission’s security. In and out. Leave no trace. Secure the area, report back with anything unusual, and be prepared for the unknown. I will be observing via op stream. How copy?”

“Loud and clear,” Scott said, trading a quick look with Faten.

They suited up.

Scott’s helmet lamp flickered, died, then sputtered back as he tapped it. His standard utility crew suit should’ve been one hundred percent before he climbed into it, but there was a reason the suit’s acronym was a running joke in the fleet. Formfitting dull white, burnt-orange accents—sterile with a touch of warmth.

He controlled his breathing and silently cursed the tech who’d last serviced his gear.

At least he had Faten. Cool—almost mechanical—with more than a decade in the black. Armed only with service knives, but armed. And Faten could handle himself.

Still, Scott couldn’t stop picturing something waiting in the dark once they opened the hatch.

“What do you make of this?” he asked, needing the older man to say it out loud. “And don’t try to de-escalate my nerves. Be honest.”

“We should have backup,” Faten said behind him, voice tinny through the helmet speaker.

“Not what I asked.”

“I’m qual’d in survey and mining feasibility. Search and rescue. This isn’t those,” Faten said. “I’m nervous, sir. We should’ve docked with a Condor and a company of Marines.”

Scott swallowed. He was in charge. He had to look steady even if his insides weren’t.

Breaching wasn’t in their CLO. Regis was safe aboard Cristobol, millions of kilometers away. But Faten was right—Scott would’ve felt better with trained fighters leading the way.

Scott tried to logic it into something manageable.

“IRIS linked with the docking system and pulled data,” he said. “The ring responded to our proximity. It was built for human compatibility. But there’s no life support. No life support means no life. We should be safe, yeah?”

“Could be in a suit,” Faten said.

“Come again?”

“I’ve seen some shit, sir,” Faten said. “Treacherous terrain where one bad step, one failing boot, one outgassing event can send you tumbling into the deep. Rocks sharp enough to slice a suit with a graze. Micrometeor swarms that come out of nowhere and punch through you like knives through paper.”

He paused, and the pause did more than the words.

“I operate with fear on purpose,” Faten continued. “It keeps the senses sharp. That’s survey. But derelicts—search and rescue—are different. There is no greater danger than a stranded sailor with IP.”

“IP?”

“Isolation psychosis,” Faten said. “Take all the dangers outside and funnel them through a sick mind. You become a target, and the weapon is intelligent and unpredictable. This craft talks to our hardware. That suggests human origin, or human modification. Which means someone could be aboard. In a suit. With IP.”

Scott felt his throat tighten.

“You think we built it?”

“No way,” Faten said. “But it was built—or modified—for a human docking. Doesn’t make a damn bit of sense.”

“Agreed,” Scott muttered. He turned his head slightly toward Hawk’s cabin. “IRIS—submit a chit for Engineering to PM our SUCS units after we return to Cristobol. Engage sentry mode.”

A soft tone answered in an affirmative from the cabin behind them.

Faten shifted at Scott’s back. Scott heard the tiny pistons in the suction pads: pop, hiss, pop—each boot anchoring to Hawk’s deck plates, breaking free, anchoring again. Scott wished he’d stop moving. It made the gap feel smaller. Made the white hatch feel closer.

Inches away, the dark porthole set into the bleach-white skin stared back like an eye.

“Do you remember primary school?” Scott asked. “Colonization history?”

“Of course.”

“The Westwind,” Scott said. “Said it held thousands of people, that our ancestors... do you think—”

“Do I think this thing is Westwind?” Faten cut in. “Resurrected, rebuilt, cruising around unmanned, and just happened to show up in our quad empty?”

Scott didn’t answer.

“They scuttled it after the settlers arrived,” Faten said. “Tore it down to the frame and sent it into the ice cap. If you fly close enough, you can see the bones when the ice recedes. Just a pile of corroding scrap.” He exhaled. “Anyway, this thing’s too big.”
“You’ve seen it?”
“More than once—what’s left.”
“Are there pics?”
“I’m not sure,” Faten admitted. “If so, they were probably lost to the Idalia Corruption three hundred years ago.” 
Scott stared at the hatch, trying not to think about why Regis had picked him.

He was a pilot. His job was hauling engineers to rocks and comets, docking with known ships and stations, transporting sailors and marines. Not leading a hands-on mission into an unidentified behemoth—not this early in his career. There were half a dozen pilots aboard Cristobol more qualified than him, men and women with combat defense training and real-world skills.

Why him?

He pushed the spiral away and rested a gloved hand on the metal lever set into the hatch panel. Perfectly machined. As if it had been waiting for him.

“Sir?” Faten said—quiet.

Scott forced words past the tightness in his chest.

“This ship—if it is a ship—isn’t broadcasting anything,” he said. “No identifiers. There’s no heat inside. No life support signatures. IRIS reads trace CO₂ and background electromagnetics. That’s it. If it ever had atmosphere, it was purged. But it’s powered, and there’s pressure behind this hatch. It’s in motion, using a propulsion system we don’t recognize.”

He remembered the briefing: Captain Regis said the target was decelerating. That meant it intended to be here. It wasn’t just passing through.

“How could he know that?” Scott said aloud.

“Sir?”

No nav beacons to track its trajectory. But Cristobol had eyes—the JW-7 telescope, maybe. It searched for NEOs. They could’ve caught this thing the same way.

He shook it off.

“Fourteen psi,” Scott said. “We don’t need to inflate the boot or our suits. No wasted hours pre-breathing. Just a minor adjustment. We could walk aboard in our blues if the air was breathable.”

Faten hesitated, then lowered his voice as if the shadows might listen.

“What if it’s... from there?”

“Stow the chatter,” Regis snapped.

Even with the radio delay, Scott wondered how long the captain had been listening. Regis’s voice came through like it was projected down a tube—cold and sure, the tone of a man who believed he owned whatever he looked at.

“Exercise caution,” Regis continued. “Perform safety checks. Take it slow. Drop a relay every thirty meters and at corners. We don’t know if radio will penetrate the hull, and I want to maintain eyes-on.”

“Yes, sir,” Scott said.

Scott wouldn’t admit the thought had crossed his mind, too—that this ship might be from there. But nothing came from there. Not in hundreds of years. It was a dead planet. A rocky corpse. The reason they lived here and not there.

And besides—it was gliding in from an opposing trajectory.

“What do you make of the docking hardware?” Faten asked. “It’s old school, but perfect.”

“Stand by,” Scott said, listening for IRIS to confirm Hawk’s atmospheric recovery.

The handles and dials might’ve once carried labels, but time and exposure had erased whatever was printed there. Still, the linkage—the locks, the extending boot—everything engaged like a hard key into a lock.

Perfect fit.

But the craft itself was enormous, a cylinder stretched longer than a kilometer. Smooth. Even. Like a massive food tin left drifting in the dark.

What the hell was it doing here?

A soft tone sounded from Hawk’s cabin, and a cue lit in his visor.

LS gases recovered.

The only thing between them and the inside of the derelict was the hatch.

“Let’s go,” Scott said as Faten came up behind him.

He drew a sharp breath, held it, and mashed the manual lever down.

The exterior hatch popped and swung inward. Inside, ladder rungs extended away from the opening at his feet, terminating at a second sealed door in the ceiling a few meters away.

An airlock—on its side.

Scott glided forward, boots hissing as they found purchase on the bulkhead. Faten followed, murmuring something under his breath that came through as static.

The second hatch opened easily. Scott poked his head through and found it integrated into the floor of the next space—built for foot traffic.

It was as if Hawk had anchored to the ship’s underbelly, and if gravity were present they’d have climbed up through the airlock.

Bizarre.

He rocked on his heels to disengage his boots, floated through, reoriented, and planted them to the deck.

“Bizarre,” Faten echoed. “Should I secure the hatches?”

“Negative.” Scott fished a relay from a pocket, peeled the backing, and stuck it to the bulkhead. “I want open egress. I don’t intend to be trapped here.”

“You trust the seal to hold?”

“It’ll hold,” Scott said—without conviction.

Even if the boot tore, it was reinforced with carbon strapping. His Hawk wasn’t going anywhere. The risk was worth the seconds they’d gain if they had to escape.

Scott pulled a foot free with a pop, and soon they were creeping in step down a dark corridor, their op lamps painting the way in hard streaks. The hiss-pop of the boots and the swish of fabric made a steady, foreboding cadence.

“Sir,” Faten said.

Scott ignored him, focused on his breathing, on the soft angles ahead, on the gentle sweep of floor and ceiling as the corridor followed the hull’s curve. Every few steps, a hiss would miss and he’d have to drive his heel back down—another reminder his gear needed service.

“Sir,” Faten repeated.

Scott wondered where the bridge would be. Where, in a perfect cylinder, did a pilot sit to command something this large?

Ten meters from the airlock they reached the first door: a simple rectangle with rounded corners and a flaking chrome handle inset at waist height. A deep, rough X had been gouged beside the handle, half the width of the door.

Scott gave it a cautious push. It bowed under his glove—flimsy.

As he swept his lamp down the passageway, he saw more doors like it, dotting the bulkheads before the shadows swallowed them. None of the others had an X.

No evidence of seals. Not a critical space. And yet Scott’s unease sharpened.

A berth. Storage. Equipment. Or something worse.

But it was closest to the airlock—close enough to matter.

And the X...

Someone had carved it to draw attention. To warn. To mark.

“Sir,” Faten said, tight now.

Scott’s HUD had flickered with a passive scan: latticework saucers at the cylinder’s ends—part of the propulsion, maybe—though the design made no sense. And now this ordinary door in a passageway sized for humans, the black writing scrawled above a framed rectangle at eye level, well above the X.

AVERY.

Inside the rectangle, deep scratches obscured whatever else might have been printed there.

“The hell?” Scott breathed.

“Sir,” Faten said softly, “that’s standard alphabet—it’s everywhere.”

He swallowed, lamp steady on the word.

“It’s a name.”

The flight control node was colder than usual, and Captain Regis fought the urge to shiver. He studied the projected images in his tacti-glass wearable monitor, aware that Security Director Keenan was watching the same feed from his stateroom near the end of the truss. Keenan’s distant, secretive posturing had put Regis on edge the moment he boarded Cristobol—until he realized what he’d sent Ensign Scott after. Now that edge was a razor, and he was hanging on by his fingertips.

Strapped behind his terminal to keep the station properly oriented and maintain a clean signal, Lieutenant Danse knew only the mission’s coordinates—not its nature. He seemed to feel the tension anyway, and remained uncharacteristically quiet.

Regis hadn’t worn monitor glasses in years. He’d forgotten how uncomfortable—and how subtly disorienting—they were. But they were necessary. What he was witnessing through Scott’s encrypted broadcast wasn’t just classified; it carried the potential to loosen Command’s grip on its citizens.

What was she doing here?

“Captain,” Danse said behind him.

Annoyed at the intrusion, Regis forced his focus from the tight view inside Scott’s docking boot to his terminal and back before answering. “What is it?”

“I just received an HF warning on an unused frequency from the redundant comms package. Is Flight Two manned?”

“Negative,” Regis said, tearing his attention from the feed.

Cristobol’s redundant flight operations node was empty. He craned his neck to Danse’s screen.

“From Cristobol?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who sent it?”

Danse’s fingers danced across the touch panel. After a moment: “You, sir. Originating from a terminal showing your credentials. It’s registering in Flight Two, but—wait one.”

“Impossible,” Regis said, his stomach turning.

“Confirmed,” Danse said. “It’s still broadcasting.”

Regis pushed off his seat, caught a conduit run, and floated behind the young lieutenant. He read the figures by peering under his lenses instead of through them, suddenly feeling every year of his age. He noted the transmission duration and compared it to the waveform in the adjacent window.

“That’s a data packet,” he said, pulse quickening. “Kill it and put it on screen.”

Danse tried. “Locked out. I can’t stop it.” He swallowed. “One minute forty-two at a hundred megabits per second. That’s over a gig.”

Regis plucked the sound-powered phone from its cradle and flipped the selector to Flight Two, cranking the growler to alert whoever might be there.

No answer.

He clicked the selector back twice and rang the Master-at-Arms station.

“Brown here,” a small voice answered.

“Master Chief, it’s the captain,” Regis said—then caught himself, torn between sending the man on a fool’s errand and raising questions he didn’t want raised. “Never mind. Carry on.”

“Um... aye, sir,” Brown said.

Regis turned the dial to the 1MC, then stopped short of speaking into it. Instead, he asked Danse, “Transmitter orientation?”

Who aboard could hack a terminal, send an encrypted broadcast, and implicate him cleanly enough to leave his fingerprints all over it? The timing wasn’t coincidence.

“It’s directed at your mission coordinates,” Danse said. “Wait one— it’s fourteen-thirty back home. Colonies are facing the sun. I can reorient Cristobol and swing the infrared around.”

If infrared picked up the derelict, it would create another layer of recorded, exploitable data. Raw images of that ship—complete—as it traveled in-system. Had someone cracked Scott’s helmet cam? Naval encryption?

“Negative—stay the course,” Regis said, keeping his voice steady. “The signal was redirected. There’s another ship out there relaying it—something we aren’t seeing.”

“There’s nothing on radar,” Danse said, glancing at the green screen.

“Then it’s farther out,” Regis said, though the words tasted wrong.

What am I missing?

“Nav beacons can relay to the sat network back home,” Regis muttered, thinking aloud.

“More likely they relayed using Hawk C-Seven’s systems,” Danse said. “Simple subroutine into the NAVCOM. Something like that would hide a transfer to and from a ship. Roanoke’s done similar.” He looked up. “What’s going on out there, sir?”

“Stay on task,” Regis said. His jaw tightened. “And not a word of this. Not to anyone.”

A sharp alarm tone erupted. Cristobol shuddered—barely—but it was unmistakable. Then silence.

“The hell...” Regis said, guts tightening.

Danse’s hands flew. “Sir—missile away, missile away. Bearing two-six-zero relative. Elevation plus ten-point-five.” His fingers stopped. The color drained from his face. “It was the Trident Five.”

Regis forgot the feed in his tacti-glasses. He pushed to a portlight and peered into the black. The perpetual night was awash in starlight; if a missile was out there, it was lost in the glitter.

He snatched the sound-powered phone, flipped on the amp to broadcast over the station’s general announcements system, and thumbed the alarm tone.

Then he cut in, voice cool by force. “This is a drill. This is a drill. General quarters, general quarters, general quarters. Set condition Zebra throughout the station. All hands forward on starboard and aft on port. This is a drill.”

He repeated it once more, then pushed off and strapped into the seat beside Danse, taking control of an empty terminal. He searched for a change in weapons-node status—waiting for the telltale indicator to flash red, the sign the restricted space had been accessed.

The green light remained steady.

Launching anything from Cristobol required a manned node, but Regis was certain Flight Two was empty. If nothing else, the impromptu might force whomever was inside his systems into the open. It would also put trusted bodies into Flight Two and the weapons node—fast—under the cover of standard procedure.

“Azimuth correction,” Danse said. “Twenty-two degrees and holding. It’s on direct heading to your mission coordinates. Time to target, thirty-three minutes.” He glanced over. “What’s out there, sir?”

Jesus. Regis forgot how fast that platform accelerated. In three minutes it would burn stage one, leaving stage two for nav adjustments.

Scheduled EVAs were already secured. Unless someone happened to be staring out a portlight, no one would’ve seen the launch. Had anyone else felt the shudder? He needed this drill to hold.

Cristobol was a waypoint for mining and exploration crews, a launchpad for in-system work, a deterrent against Roanoke traitors. The missiles existed to redirect—or destroy—the occasional rock that wandered too close to home.

His crew had no idea the single most puzzling discovery of their time was being actively explored.

But someone did.

Someone was moving freely about his station and tearing at its systems, and it shook him to the bone.

Danse squinted at his screen. “Belay that,” he said. “Some fuckery here, sir.”

“Language,” Regis snapped, though he didn’t have breath to spare for it.

“Radar glitched and reset. It’s gone. Missile Control is showing a full blister. If the Trident’s out there, we can’t see it.” Danse looked up. “Orders?”

Regis’s fingers moved across his terminal—face tight, heart pounding. Behind him the growler rattled as departments tried to raise him and report Zebra set and standing by.

He entered his credentials and pulled the lockout submenu.

Flight Two. Missile Control.

He locked both down. Then he went further—disabled controls in the weapons node entirely, taking the system offline.

Thirty-three minutes. That was how long he had.

He pulled up the event log, searched for the firing solution to match Danse’s callout, and found a clean hole in the data—the moment Cristobol shuddered with the launch.

An icon flashed: a request for live comms from Director Keenan.

Regis ignored it. He wasn’t about to broadcast across the station—closed circuit or not. Anyone capable of hijacking a terminal could listen in.

He sent a tell instead: stand fast. He would come to Keenan in person.

The hub lay just out of the way, and the equipment node inside housed the physical lines tying one side of the station to the other. If he had a court-martial waiting, he could at least do one thing right: pull the plug on the telescope controls with his own hands.

Regis rose, grabbed the phone, and forced his voice over the 1MC again.

“This is a drill. This is a drill. Missile threat detected. Brace for impact.”

He hoped the lie would hold.

“I need you on double duty,” Regis said to Danse. “Stay on task. But in three minutes, call for fire-team response in the mess.”

“Wouldn’t a breach team be the call for missile impact?” Danse asked.

“I need some organized chaos,” Regis said. “If anything changes, you call me in the security director’s stateroom.”

“Yes, sir,” Danse said—understanding, and a little pale.

Before he could talk himself out of it, Ensign Scott drew the latch, pushed the door open, popped a boot off the smooth deck, and eased himself over the threshold. His op lamp spilled into a simple double stateroom—eerily like his own.

“Body!” Faten barked over his shoulder.

Scott froze. The shock of it locked his lungs for a beat.

It was human.

Clad in a faded blue jumpsuit stained darker in places, the corpse sat wedged in the corner as if someone had tucked her there and shut the door. She was female—long, steely hair floated in slow strands, frame slight even through the suit’s bulk.

A dried burst of brown stained the bulkhead behind her skull, telling the story in a single, brutal stroke: this is precisely where she was when the contents of her head had emptied.

An ancient weapon bore silent witness. A nickel-finished handgun, speckled with the same brown, still clenched in her floating fist.

Behind him, Faten muttered something that came through the comset as garbled static.

Scott swallowed hard. He fought the urge to back out, to pull the door shut and pretend he hadn’t seen her—as if she might reanimate at the slightest disturbance.

Instead, he took a careful step closer.

Fascination and horror braided tight in his chest.

“IRIS, thermal,” he said into his helmet.

His visor overlay shifted—projected lines and burned pixels superimposed over the room. The body and weapon glowed in blue gradients.

Minus two Celsius.

Consistent with everything they’d seen so far: a dead ship, no life support, no climate control.

What didn’t fit was the absence of frost. No ice from frozen vapor. No condensate in corners. No corrosion. Everything looked sealed, preserved—like a display behind glass.

Even the orbital trainer where he’d schooled collected frozen grime in hard-to-reach places, surface corrosion. This craft was either built absurdly well, or it had technology he didn’t understand.

“Sir,” Faten said from the hatch, leaning in. “What do you make of this?”

“I don’t know,” Scott admitted. “Captain Regis—are you seeing this?”

While he waited, Scott tore his eyes from the corpse and swept the room.

Bunk beds hugged the wall, straps floating loose, sleeping bags folded tight and secured at the foot of each mattress. A few personal items were tucked beneath the lower pad beside a pale green oxygen bottle.

At the back of the stateroom stood two side-by-side lockers—chifforobes with faux wood grain. One bore the same name as the door. The other name had been removed, leaving pale scuff marks in its place.

To his right: a small wooden desk and chair, both anchored to the deck. A lap belt strap lay clipped across the seat. The furniture looked old—veneer chipped at the corners, a roughly circular worn patch in the center of the desktop.

And perched on a short stick atop the desk was a faded rectangle of fabric: a dark square in one corner, scattered stars, and rows of red-and-white stripes.

He knew the symbol. He knew where it came from.

It wasn’t taught
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