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Three days ago I started itching. I hoped it was just a rash but part of me 
knew. I had seen the symptoms too often to fool myself. Everyone thinks it is 
just a rash. No one knows where it came from though. The first cases started to 
appear in our system. The Venusians  blamed the Martians, the Martians blamed 
the Plutonians, and the Plutonians blamed the Solites. It was a domino effect. 
Old rivalries and prejudices came to the forefront as Venus refused to let the 
Martians planet-side. Mars responded by banning both Venusians and 
Plutonians, while the Pluto called for total destruction of the station orbiting the 
sun. Terrans blamed everyone, retreating into solitude shooting down any ship 
the came within 100 million kilometers. 

The chaos spread from our system to other as tourists and diplomats returned 
home with three faint blue lines etched into their skin. When I woke up 
yesterday with the marks I wasn’t surprised. I had been in close contact with the 
infected for too long. I didn’t tell anyone, just made sure my shirt covered my 
elbows and went to work. 

I have worked a multitude of disasters: one interplanetary war, a few minor 
skirmishes, the total destruction of mercury, the return of the black death, space 
herpes, an unknown and uncured parasite that devoured people from the inside 
and took control over their bodies and their lives, mad cod disease, and polio. 
Each of these disasters had their own difficulties. I watch thousands die in 
refuge camps and medical wards. I have done everything I can to help. I’ve held 
children as their insides liquified and watched as the sun burned an entire planet 
along with the millions who lived there. I have treated the laser burns and 
pustules and boils. I have been sick along with my patients. I have been lucky to 
live where so many have died. But I never once thought about stopping. I knew 
I was doing what was right. But when this was released into our galaxy my 
nerves shook. 

Three days was all it took to unravel seven centuries of work. The galactic 
president and the collected world leaders gathered to released a statement. On 
live broadcast throughout the galaxy they presented an action plan restricting all 
planetary movement until further notice. The president was half way through 
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the intricacies of the plan when he started to cough. The coughs shuddered forth 
from him like a bull elephant rutting. Each one brought wave after wave of 
agony across his face. Then, in front of everyone in the entire galaxy, he started 
to glow. Beginning at his elbows, his clothes vaporized as blue light poured out 
of the three slashes at each elbow. They pulse growing larger and larger until 
each slash ran from his eye sockets down to his genitals. With one final pulse the 
president of the galaxy exploded in fire and blood and guts. Before the feed cut 
out the entire galaxy watched as each of the world leaders and their entire staff 
was covered in puréed  president. The leadership of our great empire crumbled 
three nights later.

We tried to pull it together. Doctors Without Boarders had responded to 
millions of terrible situations. We could handle plagues and famines. But we 
couldn’t handle this. I have never seen a camp more hopeless. We tried to isolate 
the sick. They tried to find a cure or even a cause for this. But nothing would 
help. The bull elephants would roar and not much latter their would be 
explosions of bodily fluid that would cover miles. There was not a safe spot on 
the planet to avoid the bloodied rain. The most we could do was try and ease the 
pain.

Many people took the easy way out. Drownings, shootings…suicides were 
common place. It was normal now to walk into a room and have to cut down a 
body before turning on the lights. We burned the bodies. Unnamed, unmarked, 
unmourned. The piers grew higher and higher with each passing hour. At some 
point I stopped being a doctor and started being a mortician. There were no 
people to help anymore. No way to help those who were left. All I could do was 
add fuel to the fire. 

When I woke up with the marks it almost came as a relief. This was it, I 
wouldn’t have to help anymore. There would be no more burning, no more 
sickness, no more terror. It would all be over. I didn’t necessarily want to go out 
this way. It was painful. I couldn’t shake the look of visceral pain on the 
president’s face before he tore apart. Nor could I shake the look on everyone 
else’s face. Each one looked worse the the last. Each elephant cough sounded 
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deeper, more terrifying, as if there was something inside of the victim. And when 
the trumpets came to me that is exactly how it felt. As if something bigger than 
the planet was trying to rip its way out through my throat. Each cough 
shuddered through every millimeter of my body. Every hair particle burned with 
the tearing that was coming from my throat. 

And suddenly the tearing became real. I could see the blue slits begin to 
widen. But instead of the never-ending pain I expected I felt totally calm, as if 
submerged in a warm bath. Then I heard the whisper, “Come join us on the 
other side.”

I tried to speak but no part of my body was working. The blue gashes tore 
higher but all I could think was: “other side of what?”

“The other side of life,” came a reply to my thought. “We are hear to 
shepherd you across. This is only the staging ground for what is to come. There 
is more to this existence than you could ever image. Come with us now and you 
will see an end to all suffering.”

Were they angels? Was this really the final proof that heaven existed? As the 
blue light pulsed from me the rips in my skin reached my eye sockets. I could see 
them. They were not angels. They were not devils. They were not even human. 
As I felt my corporeal body explode, I found myself surrounded by little green 
men with rounded heads and big black eyes. I had found life amongst the stars 
after all. The thing an entire empire had failed to do was achieved in our final 
moments.


