
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



​Xavier Vandus, on Idilenya


Idilenya

[ih-duh-lane-yah]

Adjective, Amharic


●  Lucky.



Noun


●  A rocky planet neighboring Hntia, and home to the Fervorous training facility.
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I jump through the broken window to the fanfare of shattering glass and blaring alarms. The clock starts ticking down. I have exactly one minute to reach the adobe city in the distance, and no more. All Echoes practice drills to ensure they can neutralize runaways in only a minute. If I can cross the rocky plain in time, I can hide there. I can throw them off my trail. I can keep going, just like I planned.

But until then, the arid expanse still separates me from it. The distance is 50 meters- all Echoes training facilities are located exactly 50 meters from the nearest urban center.

I can already hear soldiers rushing to the window.

I need to run.

––––––––
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Wind and heat. Parched earth beneath my feet. Laser bolts connect with burns and shocks. The whole world is buried in flashes of lightning. My feet stamp on the ground in quick, blunt pulses. Through blurry eyes fighting against darkness, I can see the buildings shaking closer. Closer. Furied shouts fly behind, marred by the grip of rushing wind. My speed tears their seething words past comprehension. Reality is buried in adrenaline and pain. I run.

50 meters becomes 30. Then 10. With less distance, the details of the city become visible. Sprawling, rocky streets are dotted by the occasional passerby. I knew there would be few witnesses at this hour. Rough adobe buildings create dusty alleyways, just as I’d hoped. That’s where I’ll hide. A worn sign recalls the humble city’s name: Adisi Dire Dawa. I have arrived.

I have no time to celebrate before another bolt unleashes a raging burn on my back. I keep running, darting into an alleyway and then out into a new street. I see what looks like a bunker a couple meters away, with its shutter door wide open and a lean, dark-skinned man inside. That’s my only hope. 

I dive into the bunker, much to the surprise of the man. I point an aching finger toward the door and blurt out my panicked questions before he gets the chance to stammer his. “Is this military-grade?” My Amharic is heavily accented, but still intelligible.

“It... is,” he replies, slowly. His voice is light but imbued with purpose.

“It’ll hold them,” I mumble, briefly slipping into Greek. He leans in to hear me better, confused. “Close it!” I shout.

“Wait, wait- who are you?!”

“Fugitive.” I dart to the control panel, my eyes wildly scanning across the buttons. “Which one closes it?”

The man puts a hand on my shoulder. “Hold on- this is a storm shelter. You can’t hide from them here.”

I’m still focusing on the buttons as he speaks. Emergency Lockdown, Door Timer, Secure Mode... Close Door! There it is! I break free from his grasp and throw my hand on the button. Immediately, the door crashes onto the ground with a hefty thunk.

I’m safe. I’m finally safe. My hand drops from the control panel as I breathe a heavy sigh of relief. I slide down to the metal floor, slumping my back against the wall. I did it. I’m... safe...

The man turns his head to look at me, shocked and confused. “What... what did you just do?”

I smile, well aware of the achievement. “Escaped,” I reply. My breath is still heavy and fast, but is gradually slowing.

“Oh- the Echo training facility? The F-”

“Fervorous,” I completed, continuing to recite the Fervorous pledge. Each training facility has a unique pledge, each in English. The Fervorous makes their recruits recite theirs at every meal. The words were burned into my brain: “Where the recruited become rec-”

“Recruiters, I know, I know,” he finishes. “We hear it every parade.” He eyes the door, worried. “So they’re coming after you? And me, now?”

Suddenly, there’s furious banging from the other side of the door. 

We both turn our heads in surprise. “Yes,” I confirm, meekly.

Whatever displeasure he had at my choices was suddenly replaced with concern. “Come,” he says, grabbing my hand, trying to pull me deeper into the building.

Immediately, I break free of his grasp, the sudden searing pain making me lurch back to my spot with a yelp.

The man rushes to my side, concerned and hands ready. “Are you okay?”

“No.” The pain stifles my grammar. “Burns,” I tell him, showing him my open hand. “I got hit a lot.”

He gently brings my hand closer to inspect it. The flesh is pinkish-red and thin. “Bad burns,” he comments. He uses a local phrase the Echoes didn’t teach us. I can make out “very bad.” He pauses, but eventually looks into my eyes with a conflicted stare. He decides, “Do you want me to help?”
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