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A Silent Refrain
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The lights were bright as they beamed down on her. Two drones hovered, to her left and to her right. Little balls with a singular blue eye that seemed to glow expectantly. Around her was a darkened room, with green walls on which swam a myriad of holographic images, glinting and glimmering. They were of smiling faces. Soldiers posing in trenches and on battleships, their eyes wide with excitement, as if they were on an adventure. How typical. Sophia wrinkled her nose. People didn’t want to know that behind every one of those smiles was a ghost. A specter that came back, screaming, to remind them of that adventure they were so happy to depict. It was all a lie. Their happy moments in that war didn’t exist. There were just moments where everyone agreed they could forget about it for a bit and move on.

Sophia Trotsky, the richest thorium tycoon this side of the Union border, took a deep breath, and stared into her interviewer’s eye. The deep blue gaze was attached to an astoundingly beautiful woman, with a bright face, gleaming red hair, and that disgusting expression. That look of awe when fans of the Great War met her. She hated it with every fiber of her being because it meant they didn’t understand. They would never understand. Sophia was a lucky one, she’d escaped that howling dark storm of fury and rage–and so they considered her a hero. Fucking idiots. The lot of them.

“So, tell me about the Battle of Arcadia.” The woman asked. Emily was her name; or was it Esther?

After Sophia passed her one hundred and fiftieth birthday, she figured she wasn’t required to remember this crap anymore. The Battle of Arcadia? Why? That was hardly the most crucial battle. It was famous for one simple reason. She’d stormed into the system guarding those cargo ships and barged through the black zone. It was where she did what no other commander had done–where Sophia Trotsky had become a household name.
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:“The war never-ends for the soldier.
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