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         I was a child on the day when the sky vanished. I remember looking at the sun as my mother clutched me. Klaxons blared around us and the hum of the fusion generators revved to a fever pitch so intense that the vibrations from the floor made by feet numb. 



I heard her crying. Sobbing into my bright yellow jumper as her arms threatened to squeeze the air from my lungs. Words were meaningless to her and my questions went unanswered. Her own shaking joined by the world around us.



Colonists were rushing in every direction throughout the square. Some carried bags loaded down with possessions, others had tool boxes filled with wires and devices emitting their own piercing shrieks. They were all yelling, screaming at each other to move or run or come help. One man was staring up at the sky and laughing, tears streaming down his face.  



Above us the sky had darkened from a light sapphire blue to a deep aquamarine as emitters around the perimeter of the city shone like miniature suns. The tower in the middle sending an unbroken beam of light to connect to the dome and as I watched pulses emanating from it made the dome thicken and darken.



The world slowly dimmed, leaving only lamp posts that themselves began flickering. Until only the dome with it’s effusive glow stood to hold back the growing blackness that rose up against it. 



Beyond the sky I knew there rose a dark seething tide that stretched past the horizon. It reached upwards with a haze so dense that the sun and moon disappeared into its inky depths. I watched as small glowing specs shot out from its surface. Some flew upwards, others burned out, and one grew larger and larger until it smashed itself across the dome before us in a blazing spectacle of ash and dust.



My mother, freed from her stupor, dragged me to the side and huddled behind a raised garden bed as everything resounded from the impacts against the dome. With one hand she clutched me to her chest while the other tapped a disk mounted at her waist. A pale blue bubble spread around us and the cacophony dulled as it hardened and died the world a pale blue.



We stayed like that for what seemed like an eternity, she clutching me while I watched all light bleed out of the sky until only the dome’s dim light illuminated anything. Strikes against the dome had tapered off from a constant pounding to a distant rumble and I could see the brown earth that covered it, shifting slowly and glowing in places. 



When at last everything was quiet my mother raised her head. The brilliant beam in the city’s center had shrunk to little more than a flickering thread and in the far distance areas of the city were flickering with orange flames. When she dropped the shield the air smelled sulfurous and burned, the breath in my lungs suddenly felt thin and I began coughing.



She began speaking to me, reassuring me as forms began moving all around us. But I didn’t pay attention. My eyes were still fixed on the sky. On the point beyond the dome where the sun had been. Where the light had gone out forever.
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