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. W they had been young. Half your age, and they
get w?égg Sﬁtagg'theiﬁ first medical survey expedltion. And 1
Tt's always the same odds. Among the hundreds of planets,
you will probably die like they dids thousands of light years
from home, with a kligat or similar weapon siX inches deep in
your lower chest, :

And you're buried three feet under because the alien soil
doesn't yield to much diggin', and so you remain. A promising
young surgeon, post-humously decorated for “service above angd
beyond the call of duty."
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And someday, if you're still alive, if you've beaten the
odds and still fight for your existence’among the stars---
maybe you'll come back to those Planets and try to look at
them freshly. ObJECthely. Perhaps then youlll be able to
accept the fact that these people did not understand your
mission...that because of your alienness, they resorted to
instinctual behavior and killed three of your friends.

But if you do not successfully forget, then you seek out
the god-forsaken graves blown flat by years of wind and in-
clement weather. And you sink to your knees in the dirt and
wish futilely for a flower or any uisible symbol to show that
the nameless ones were remembered today.




