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	The Edge 
J. R. Cox
 
Captain's Log, December 24, 2481.  Captain Herschel L. Walker reporting on the status of the USS Gery, its crew, and the mission assigned thereto.  This is my final entry.  The fuel reserves are low; our task is almost complete.  I must first say that it has been a privilege and honor to serve with the fine crew of the 'Ger these past five years.  The ones who knew what they were signing up for when accepting this mission should be doubly commended.  Do not forget their sacrifice.  I never had the heart to tell the rest of the crew.
 
Speaking of which, the aforementioned crew wishes to submit a formal complaint, separated, for your convenience, into the following categories:
 
1)     Food – I mentioned before that there were a few of us who knew what we were signing up for when we accepted this mission.  I am forced to amend that statement to exclude knowledge of the gastronomical suicide planned for us by the “brightest” young dieticians of our time.  Salisbury steak every Thursday?  Vegetarian Salisbury steak?  Did any of you even look at the menu before cutting us off from humanity for all eternity?
2)     Medicine – I understand the need for some form of medication during deep-space travel. Bone density, anxiety, and all that.  But having one half of the crew walk around like half-eaten zombies and the other half nearly comatose leaves the ship quarter-manned, by my estimation.  We would have spaced the drugs years ago if it weren't for those infernal “service” robots forcing them down our gullets.
3)     The Robots – Oh, the robots.  Our humble servants.  We told you from the beginning we didn't need them, and they quickly became the bane of our existence.  NO, I do not need help going to the restroom.  YES, I took my meds.  Then, the minute I need to, say, take a spacewalk to replace a broken radio transceiver, are they there?  No.  And don't bother asking them for help when they are around.  “I am currently performing routine duties and am unable to assist you at this time.  Please wait for the next available robot.” Next available robot, my foot.
4)     Ventilation – This ship stinks.  It stunk before we got here, and it will stink when the last atomic bomb turns the last particle of breathable air into monatomic gas.  Come to think of it, it will probably continue to stink after that.  Like stale piss and wet cat.  
 
To tell you the truth, it's not about our ability to endure the awful stench, but the simple fact that the stench is there at all.  By the time you get this message we'll be dead.  You knew that was how it would happen.  You should have done better by us.  You should have sent us off on a pleasure cruise.  Instead, you abandoned us.  In fact, you abandoned us before we ever left.  Oh, we'll be remembered as heroes; maybe even get a holiday or something, for all the good that does us.  Shame on you.  Shame on you...
 
“Shame on you, what are you doing in here at this hour?”
 
“Oh, he's been like that all afternoon, ever since he took his mid-day medication.”
 
“You mean he hasn't moved from his wheelchair all afternoon?”
 
“Nope, he's just been sitting there, staring into space, and drooling some.”
 
“Well, we gotta get you out of here, Mr. Herschel.  It's dinner time, and I know how much you love that Salisbury steak!”
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