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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.
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