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 Earlier, the Watering Trough had been filled to overflowing, but now, Harv and his group of three dirty space hands were the only customers left.  They sat around the table with feet, and other appendages, propped comfortably on the cluttered surface.  It was 4:30 in the morning, and the only reason the owner hadn't thrown them all out was because Harv had continued to buy drinks for his friends.  Each time he ordered Grego another Torpedo, or Fran another Dam Buster, or worst of all, Pical another Jungle Screamer with its thrashing vines, he knew he would regret it when the tab came due.  But, he did it without complaint, because for once, the disparate group of aliens was talking without reservation in his presence.


Fran was the first to bring up the subject of the old human holiday of Thanksgiving.  His overpowering alien demeanor made the question sound like an accusation. 


“So, you backwater humans still allow your minds to be ruled by religious superstition, I see.  Which of your many gods demands this thanksgiving...this worship?  Certainly not Apollo, the god of War!  Now there is a god worthy of worship.”


Harv took a sip of his synthetic brew, shook his head in mock disgust and said, “Fran, you big ape, Thanksgiving is not a religious holiday. If anything, its a...”


Grego cut him off.  “Yous all know what I's thankful for?  Do ya?” 


Grego had three legs and three arms, but unfortunately, probably only a third of a brain.   Each of his arms gyrated like rattlesnakes as he hissed, popped and spit out the words used in the common spacer tongue.  He downed another Torpedo, and said, “I is very thankful that I doesn't have to give worship to any gods.  We's not allowed by the Overseers.”  A visible shiver rippled across his leathery hide at the mention of Overseers.


Pical cleared his throat and spoke in an even, measured rhythm.  He always reminded Harv of his first physics professor going on about electrons, protons, and neutrons.



“Well said, friend Grego.  Speaking for myself, I must admit that I am thankful that I was not forced into making the decision of what would be my vocation.  Of course, if forced to, I would have been able to do so, but it would have taken several of your  lifetimes.  Space Hand suits me just fine.”


Harv's eyes widened as he drank.  “You were assigned to be a space hand?  I thought it was because you flunked out of school or something.”


Pical shook his flat topped head. “No, quite the contrary, friend Harv.  I was first in my class of one thousand, nine hundred and fifteen students.”


“What did you study,” asked Fran, “Sanitation engineering?”  He snorted his alien laugh and winked at Harv, who was gulping down more brew, but Pical was absorbed in thought and Grego immediately gave up thinking about the question as soon as he heard the word 'engineering'.  


“Hausdorff Drive sub-space engineering and mechanics” said Pical in his metronome style delivery.


Harv nearly spit his drink across his companions.  “What!  You accepted a job as a lowly space hand when you were first in your class?  Hausdorff Drive sub-space engineers can land a job anywhere in the galaxy, making a hundred times what you're making now.”


Pical nodded slowly.  “This is true, Harv.  But my species is so interested in so many topics and subjects, that if we had to make the decision as to what we would do for our lives work, we would be dead by the time we chose.  So, a computer randomly chooses for us, based of course on the amount of workers needed in a particular field of work.”


The bartender brought another round of refreshment for the spacers.  “This is it,” he said, brushing off the Jungle Screamer's vines from his hairy forearm.  “I gotta get home to the old woman, or she'll think I've run out on her.”  He gathered up several of the mugs, glasses and cups on the table, then made his way back to the bar.


“What are you thankful for, Fran?” asked Harv.


“I am thankful that my time of demise is set in stone, as you would say.”


Harv looked askew at Fran.  “How's that?”


The big alien drained half his Dam Buster, began to speak, looked sadly at his now half-empty mug, then downed the rest.  “Each of our species is injected with a type of nano-organism at birth.  When a certain number of clock cycles has passed, the nano-organisms systematically destroy our internal organs and neuro-systems.  We die a quick death.”


Harv, Pical and Grego said nothing, only stared in quiet unbelief.


“What?” asked Fran.  “It is better this way.  We do not have to worry about old age, as you humans call it.  We do not waste funds, or time, on caring for those who are past their useful time in the galaxy.  We are not forced to look forward with dread to the time when our bodies and minds slow and decay and atrophy to the point where we would wish for death to take us.  It is better this way.”


The friends each finished his drink, then slowly, wobbly stood.  The bartender asked, “Do you want me to put that on your tab, Harv?  I trust you for it.”


“No, I got it now.”  Harv tossed down a two hundred credit bill.  “Keep the change.”


Pical, his flat head turning a deeper shade of red as he stood, asked, “What about you Harv?  It  was the human holiday that started this conversation.  What are you thankful for?”


Harv walked towards the exit.  


“Friends and choices.” he said, and walked out into the growing light of the morning sun.

