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The Derelict Project is what you get when you don’t know whether you’ve wasted seven years of your life.

In 2013, when I wrote The Hyacinth Rescue’s first edition, I was an impoverished graduate student working on my Ph. D. in physics. I wasn’t sure if I was going to graduate, and I had just learned it was too late to meet the requirements for a Master’s degree. That’s just how it worked at the university I was at. I was quite literally at my wit’s end.

In the face of my potential failure, I needed somewhere else to turn. So I decided to spend some of my free time writing fiction. Being a scientist was my number one goal since I was eight years old, but writing was always something I wished I had more time for.

I spent my free time for six months playing around with writing. It gave my brain something to escape to so that my dire situation at university didn’t overwhelm me.

Of the several short stories and two novellas I wrote during those six months, I published only this one, The Hyacinth Rescue, my story of a group of plucky salvagers and their work to rescue a man and his crew, drifting aimlessly in hostile space.

The result is something I still enjoy to this day. The main ideas of this story are technical ingenuity, hard work, and independence. As far as it goes, these are pretty basic but positive. They give the world a hint of that frontier feel that I really enjoy.

However, the one thing I added to the story that I think was somewhat unique was the element of the murder mystery that unfolds in the second half. In today’s world, we expect crimes to be investigated, evidence to stack up, and criminals to be arrested. When that doesn’t happen, we all feel that justice hasn’t been served.

However, the way it unfolds here is different, and leads to what I consider a very interesting little bit of frontier flavor that is rare these days, and even maybe a little shocking.

I’ll leave it at that.

Suffice it to say that I didn’t fail out of grad school and I did manage to get my Ph. D. I spent seven years as an experimental physicist and had very little time to do any free time writing.

But it kept biting at me, in the back of my mind.

So, a couple of years ago, I started writing again in my spare time. Now, I’ve finished a few other short books, posted a variety of short stories to my blog, and am finishing up my first novel-length work.

I felt that such an occasion warranted my updating this, my original first book from 2013, made out of desperation and curiosity.

So, here it is.

This second edition is here to do two things: first, to replace the first edition’s amateur cover that I hand-drew in a couple of hours back in 2013 with something a little more attractive.

(Yes, I’ve included the old cover image in the back matter if you’re curious or want to point and laugh.)

Second, I want to connect this book with the next book in the series, Missed Contact, and also with the full-length novel Pursuit of the Heliotrope with these characters in this universe that is almost done, as of this writing.

No, I’m not going to change the actual story. I just recently read it over again and I like it how it was. I hope you enjoy it, too.

-Rudolph Kohn,

September 2025

The salvage business can be pretty dull whenever we're not out trying to find someone, especially for those of us who play by the rules.  Not only are there licenses, fees, inspections, and other red tape, but sometimes it means turning down a job when the guy can't prove who he is, and dealing with a lot of desperate people.  The rules to good salvage work aren't all written down, but I've been around long enough to learn quite a few of the unwritten ones.

It had been a typical off day in the office.  I was dealing with a particularly detailed report from an especially irritating inspector.  But the deadline for the report was still a ways off, so I was taking my time and not really working too hard on it.  I hadn't had any calls from prospective clients, and hadn't gotten any messages on the net, so I was a bit surprised when, around four in the afternoon, two sharp knocks rang out on the front door.  Not that I jumped or anything, but I did stop flipping through files and, after a moment's thought, resumed.  Unexpected visitors usually meant scams or particularly rough jobs.  Maybe if I waited a minute, they'd go away.

No luck.  It took a bit, maybe thirty seconds, but they came.  Three more knocks, about the same as the first two.  So I put down the files and went to answer the door.  I looked through the peephole.

Great.  A kid.  He couldn't have been more than seventeen or eighteen.  Blond-haired and trim, but with a more refined look than you usually see on kids his age.  Hair parted off on the right, and wearing a shirt and slacks that seemed to represent what “business casual” looks like to people who have no business using the word “casual.”  He had an oval face, and a small nose, and looked up at me as I opened the door.  Light green eyes.

I decided to try to discourage him a bit.

“Yeah?” I tried to make it sound as curt as possible.  I think it wasn't what he was expecting, because he seemed to flinch a little.

“My name is Colton Trauvent.  You are Mr. Misevelin?”

I paused for a moment and admitted it.  “Yeah.  Aric Misevelin, of Misevelin Salvage.”

“May I come in?  I have a job for you.”

Well, damn.  I guess I wasn't going to scare him off.  And I had a vague feeling as though I had heard his name before.  “Sure.  Come in and have a seat.”

He followed me over to my desk, an old oak relic that I picked up for a song at a garage sale.  I stepped behind and sat as he dusted off the red leather number I keep for clients.  Not that it needed dusting; it looked like some kind of habit to me.

“You said your name is Colton Trauvent?  What's this job?”

He had a very textbook-proper way of sitting, slightly forward with his fists resting just behind his knees.  But it didn't seem natural, more like how someone trying to look polite overcompensates.  Not a good sign.  You would usually get this kind of performance from scam artists.

“My father's ship... we... I...” he stopped, gulping visibly.  “We lost contact with them, suddenly, a few hours ago.  We've been unable to reach them, and I want you to go find them before something happens.”

“You were in constant communication?”

“No, but they were cut off in the middle of a message, and it sounded like something happened, right at the end.  I'm not going to waste any time.”

Probably a quarter, maybe more, of the really desperate-sounding people that visit me leave unhappy.  Not that I don't care, but I've seen enough scams and hopeless missions to know them.  So it wasn't looking good for young Colton, who had already made me suspicious enough that I was going to need some pretty good proof that he was who he said and had a real job for me.

I decided to break it to him.  “Look.  I get a lot of people coming to me, wanting swift and decisive action, and they're usually disappointed.  I'm not like a lot of salvagers, and I'm not going to run out to the middle of nowhere on a desperate plea from a stranger.”

“I know you're not.  You're probably the most experienced private salvager in this system.”

Just what I didn't need.  A wheedler.

He continued.  “But I didn't go out looking for someone who might be able to help.  I went out for someone who can help.  Whatever you need from me, I'll...”  He got a confused look on his face, and trailed off.  After a moment, he muttered what sounded like, “Stranger?”

“I'll need all the information you have, to start.  I've got two people on call, I'll get them here to help.  We'll need to check on a few things, too.”

He nodded.  I picked up my phone and clicked through my contacts.  After one ring, a familiar voice came through.  “What's up?”

“Bill.  I need you to call Lew and both of you need to come to the office.  It looks like we may have a client.  I'll need your help.”

“Gotcha.  Be there in a bit.”  And a click.  I put down the phone.

“All right.  Let's get started.  They'll be here in a little while.”

Colton had been fiddling with his own telephone while I was on the line.  Now he looked up.  “I've got the recording of the last message received, as well as information about their flight plan, ship, and crew.  I'll put them all up for you to look at.”

I gave him the info he needed to transfer the data to my computer, and started looking over the documents.  The ship was a fairly high-end transport shuttle, the crew dossiers looked normal, if a bit overqualified, and nothing obviously unusual about the flight plan jumped out at me.

“We'll have to run an identity check of some sort,” I began to explain to him, when I heard a knock at the door.  “That must be Bill and Lew,” I explained.  “Come on in.”  In walked Bill and Lew.  And Colton's jaw fell for a few seconds before he realized it.

I always enjoy watching people's reactions to meeting Bill for the first time.  See, Bill is a nickname... and so a lot of people have a tendency to gape a bit when they find out that Bill is a woman, a couple inches under six feet, with very well-kept long blonde hair, a trim, athletic figure, and a cute face, to boot.  Once, she admitted to me, in private, that she kind of likes the surprised reactions, too, after I had called her “Verene” in front of a prospective client.

But what doesn't usually happen is that Bill's jaw also drops... so I'll admit everything kind of came to a halt in the office until she said, with plenty of emphasis, “What is the heir to Trauvent Financial doing here?”

I knew his name had been familiar.  Lew, standing in the doorway, cracked a huge grin.  Leave it to Bill to know the future heads of financial conglomerates on sight.  Not that her reaction meant we shouldn't be cautious, but that at least cleared up how we were going to be paid, I hoped.  It took a couple of minutes, but eventually everyone got into the office and found seats.  It was time to get down to business.

I should probably explain who Bill and Lew are.  Bill is, for lack of a better word, a wizard with any kind of calculation.  She managed to leverage this talent into an uncanny knack for tracking and finding lost ships, but she first started dealing with ships as an accountant for Cerulean, a fairly large local shipping company.  That's where her nickname came from.  Lew looks like he might be the muscle of the team, but he's actually an accomplished ship's engineer.  While the rest of his high school classmates were studying history and literature, he got bored and ran away—to college.  Actually, he enrolled in an engineering program at Marselles Planetary University a couple of years before he should
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