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​The Silence Above Ashfall

When the sky goes quiet, humanity becomes the echo

Edward M Green



The first thing anyone noticed was the silence.

Not the kind that settles over a sleeping city at midnight, or the hushed stillness before a storm breaks. This was something deeper—an absence so complete it felt wrong, like a missing heartbeat in the chest of the world. Birds froze mid-flight, then veered off in erratic spirals. Dogs stopped barking, their ears pressed flat as they whimpered toward unseen threats. Even the wind seemed to hesitate, as though the air itself had forgotten how to move.

Ashfall, Oregon, had always been a town defined by sound. The distant hum of logging trucks rolling along the highway. The murmur of voices drifting from the diner on Main Street. The soft rustle of pine trees breathing with the mountain air. But now, all of it had been swallowed whole.

Elias Varn stood at the edge of the forest, gripping the strap of his weathered pack, and tried to convince himself it was nothing.

Just a trick of the weather.

Just the mountains holding their breath.

But the hairs on his arms refused to settle, standing rigid beneath his jacket as though charged with static. He inhaled deeply, expecting the sharp, clean scent of pine and earth. Instead, he caught something else—something metallic, like overheated wires and distant ozone.

A storm without clouds.

He turned his gaze upward.

The sky was wrong.

At first glance, it appeared clear, a flawless stretch of pale blue unmarred by cloud or contrail. But the longer he stared, the more it seemed to ripple, as if something vast and invisible was shifting just beyond the limits of sight. The light itself felt distorted, bending at angles that made his eyes ache.

Elias blinked hard.

The distortion remained.

“Don’t do this,” he muttered under his breath. “Not again.”

He had seen things before—shadows where none should exist, movements that slipped away the moment he tried to focus. Ever since the accident, the world had felt slightly misaligned, like a photograph printed just a fraction off-center. Doctors called it trauma. Stress. Residual hallucinations.

But this—

This felt different.

A low vibration began to build, too deep to hear, yet impossible to ignore. Elias felt it in his bones first, a subtle tremor that crawled up his spine and settled behind his eyes. His vision blurred at the edges, the forest warping as though seen through heat haze.

Then came the pressure.

It descended without warning, pressing down from above like an invisible weight. Elias staggered, dropping to one knee as his ears popped violently. For a moment, he thought he might black out. The world tilted, the horizon bending in ways that made no sense.

And then—

A crack.

Not a sound, exactly. More like the idea of one. A fracture in reality that his mind struggled to interpret. The sky split—not open, but apart, as though two layers had been pulled slightly out of alignment.

Through that fracture, something moved.

Elias couldn’t make sense of it. His brain rebelled, trying to reshape what he saw into something familiar, something safe. But there was no safe interpretation.

It was too large.

Too wrong.

A shape that seemed to stretch beyond the limits of perspective, its edges folding in on themselves in impossible geometries. It wasn’t descending or approaching—it simply was, occupying a space that hadn’t existed a moment before.

And it was watching.

Elias felt it as surely as if a hand had closed around his throat. An awareness vast and indifferent, brushing against his mind like the shadow of a passing storm. He gasped, clutching his head as a spike of pain lanced through his skull.

Images flooded him.

Cities reduced to skeletal remains, their streets choked with ash. Oceans boiling beneath a sky that no longer held a sun. Shapes moving through the ruins—silent, methodical, unstoppable.

Then the images were gone.

The pressure lifted.

The sky snapped back into place with a violent shudder, as though reality itself had exhaled.

Sound returned in a rush.

The wind surged through the trees, rattling branches with frantic urgency. Birds erupted from the forest canopy, their cries sharp and panicked. Somewhere in the distance, a car alarm began to wail, its shrill tone cutting through the lingering haze of silence.

Elias collapsed onto his hands, dragging in ragged breaths. His heart hammered against his ribs, each beat echoing in his ears.

“Jesus...” he whispered.

For a long moment, he didn’t move. He just stayed there, staring at the ground, trying to steady himself. The forest floor looked normal. Pine needles. Dirt. Small stones scattered like forgotten thoughts.

Nothing out of place.

Except everything was.

Slowly, he pushed himself to his feet. His legs felt unsteady, like they no longer trusted the ground beneath them. He glanced back toward the sky, half-expecting to see that impossible fracture again.

But it was gone.

Clear.

Empty.

Lying.

A distant roar broke the fragile calm.

Elias turned toward the sound, his pulse quickening. It came from the direction of town—a low, rising thunder that didn’t belong to any natural storm. Smoke began to curl upward beyond the treeline, a dark smear against the pale sky.

“No,” he breathed.

Ashfall.

He didn’t think. He just ran.

Branches clawed at his jacket as he tore through the forest, his boots pounding against the uneven terrain. The familiar trails blurred together, his mind struggling to keep pace with the surge of adrenaline flooding his system.

Another roar split the air, louder this time.
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