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A WARBLING TONE ROUSED me from a stupor.

Something wrapped itself tightly around my arms and legs.

Where was I?

"Hello? Who’s there? Please, someone, help me."

I struggled against zippers and Velcro until I floated free.

A hand-sized pad, tethered to my wrist, flickered to life. "Good morning. I know you're confused, buddy, but listen. You can trust me because I'm you. You're me."

Dark smudges deepened the eye sockets of the man on the screen. Stubble shadowed a face under a tangle of dark hair.

I rubbed fingertips through my own short beard.

"We're on a spaceship, and you've suffered some bad luck. Really bad. Let me explain."

As he talked, memories seeped into my mind.

I'd been torquing bolts in the recycling system, running late for supper, when radiation alarms blared. A supernova exploded eons ago, ejecting mass and energy into space. In a billion to one chance, now, a million years later, the wave hit our solar system.

I hugged the nearest tank - water was a shield, but which direction was the radiation coming from?

Eventually, the alarms quieted, leaving an empty throb in my ears, and I swam forward and found all three of my crewmates floating in the galley - dead.

It's a bad idea to cry in zero-g. Water doesn't drift away in pretty balls, but rather crawls over the skin like a living creature. I'd rubbed a sleeve across my cheeks and kicked off to the command deck.

Everything mechanical had survived the blast, and I found the old-fashioned wiring intact. But the screens were blank - the ship's main computer as dead as my crewmates. Artificial intelligence, comms, navigation, external cameras - all dead.

In my only piece of good luck, we'd completed our final course correction a week before. The ship might be a dumb rock hurtling through space, but it was a dumb rock aimed at Mars.

I'd begun to feel sick as I tapped futility at the controls. I hadn't escaped the radiation entirely. The cells lining my gut were dying, sloughing off. I puked blood for three days - thank God for our supply of IV fluids. And trash bags.

The memories flooded back as I clung to my sleeping bag, wishing I could forget.

My recorded voice droned on. "I stowed the bodies in airlock two - don't look in there. Don't worry about our friends on Earth - mag fields and atmosphere protected them from the supernova burst. The burst may not have hit Mars, but no more than half of the settlers are allowed outside the habitats at any one time, so the colony must have survived."

The man claiming to be me on the pad continued. "It wasn't just our gut that got hit. My synapses were fried, and dendrites are dying. I'm starting to forget what the ship’s controls are for. We've got space dementia, you and me, and it's gonna get worse.

"I created this recording to play
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