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Content Note

This issue contains depictions of violence, war, drug use, sexualized situations, abuse of power, psychological distress, and harm involving children.
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Resonance 2: Heroes Nobody Wants to See

𐰃𐰏𐰀𐰂 𐰎𐰀𐰉𐰃𐰕𐰀𐰈 𐰁𐰉𐰑𐰁𐰎𐰀𐰐 𐰁𐰛 ,𐰉𐰃Ğ𐰁𐰒

𐰀𐰉𐰀𐰎𐰉𐰀𐰑𐰃𐰀𐰖 𐰎𐰃𐰉𐰃𐰛𐰀

𐰁𐰔 ,𐰋𐰁𐰒𐰋𐰃𐰛𐰃 𐰋𐰀𐰖𐰁𐰌 𐰃𐰍𐰃𐰈

𐰃𐰆𐰁𐰋 𐰁𐰒𐰃𐰎𐰁𐰇 𐰃𐰋𐰃𐰇𐰃𐰑𐰈𐰀𐰎𐰃𐰂 𐰎𐰃𐰒𐰃𐰉𐰁𐰊𐰉𐰃𐰂

“Some doors do not open through courage,

but through memory.

And whoever steps through

must know what they leave behind.”


[image: Fragment image]

Fragment I: Morning in Radanor

[image: Splinter 1: Waking, Body, Clothes]

Splinter 1: Waking, Body, Clothes

Location: Radanor – Level 2, Quarter A, Room 50-A

Time: 06:24

The dream returned. The same one as last night, only the ending had tilted: Yilly D stood barefoot in the dust again. But this time, no shove followed. He asked that one question that stayed stuck like dirt under fingernails.

“Should we kill them?” he wanted to know.

Zesi shot upright, soaked in sweat, as if someone had dragged him out of a basin. The dream still clung to him.

Morning smelled of rust, damp concrete, Kex, smoke, and metal: two beds, one dresser per man, one wardrobe for both of them. The sleeping zone was the actual room. The alarm clock did nothing except stand crooked in the corner.

“Bro… you twitched again,” Yilly D said, without pity. “Like a squirrel on acceleration powder.”

“Shut the fuck up,” Zesi forced out, blinking through his dicyanin glasses. Around Yilly D, the base field lay violet, but along the edges it flickered pink.

“Your frequency’s burning again. Smoke less Kex, D.”

Yilly D grinned, took another drag with extra show, and blew the smoke up at an angle.

“Then don’t look so close, bro. Ain’t my fault you can see everything now.”

He yawned so wide it looked as if he wanted to throw the taste of night out of his head.

“House arrest’s killing me, bro.”

“House arrest makes me tired.”

The three questions still hung in Zesi’s head. As he slowly sat up, the mattress rasped beneath him. Behind the transparent field panel, he stepped under the shower. Water struck skin, washing sweat, smoke, and the rest of Mirehda from his pores. The dream remained, but it no longer clung quite as thickly.

When he came back, he dressed like someone who was not holding a discussion. Shirt, pants, pocket check. He left the jacket over the stool.

Meanwhile, Yilly D studied his shirt with the holes under the arm, the ones he had cut in with Ebru, wearing a serious expression. He pushed one hand through and nodded, as if some piece of engineering genius sat inside the frayed opening.

Then he lifted the chain for a moment. Crystal-clear. Clear enough to catch every tired scrap of light. After that, he let it fall again.

His pants hung low, side straps loose, as if he were conducting an experiment on gravity. The flip-flops went back on his feet, scrubbed clean so the sewers would not come walking through the base with him. The boots stood beside them, offended and silent.

“I feel the floor better like this,” he said, then shuffled once across the room as a test. The sound was a soft slap to the ear.

“You don’t feel the floor,” Zesi muttered. “You want the floor to feel you. Only problem is, for you there’s no resonance.”

He listened to the slight vibration running through the walls, that deep in-between sound Radanor had when it breathed.

He took in the smell of heating shaft, filtered sweat, machine oil, and the last of the night, weighed it, and set it aside. The blade stayed on the wall beneath the frequency clock. The pistol stayed in its compartment.

They did not speak much. They smoothed the blankets flat, as if they had to show them who here still meant order, and stepped out.

In the corridor, the light was dimmed enough that even their shoes still moved through shadow. Behind them, the frame filled in again. Above it, pink twitched. Codes ran from top to bottom. The surface sealed without a sound.

And the questions in Zesi’s head went with him.

Not as thoughts.

More like weight settling into the body.
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Splinter 2: Taste of House Arrest

Location: Radanor – Level 2, End of Corridor C (Canteen)

Time: 06:57–07:12

The corridor laid out a band of tired light for them. Edge strips glowed along the corners so nobody would trip.

The air carried a faint metallic bite, as if it were holding micro-shavings. Along the walls were places where hands had brushed over them again and again. That was where the gravity of exhaustion ran.

The outer distribution ring toward the canteen was lightly populated, but when Jasur and Rahim came around the corner with Arlen trailing behind them, still too young for a Zephyros, the air seemed to drop cold in a single hit. Jasur and Rahim looked torn up. Their mechs had clearly taken a beating on Θ/5.

“There it is,” Rahim called, loud enough that the people nearby stopped for a second. He did not look at Yilly D; he stared past him, as if Yilly were dirt on a lens. “The monster’s kid.”

Yilly D went stiff. Zesi set a warning hand on his forearm, but Jasur was already stepping into their space.

“We saw what your old man did out there,” Jasur hissed. He smelled of burned metal and stress-sweat. “Nothing but devastation. We went after him to limit the damage and pull intel, but against that kind of madness? Barely a chance. Makes you wonder whether the apple falls far from the tree. Guess that’s where you got your temper, Mr. House Arrest.”

Yilly D forced himself into a smile that never reached his eyes.

“Showed up late, Jasur? Damn, that’s a fresh twist. You little cowards got scared of my father’s footprints, didn’t you?”

“What did you say?” Rahim growled and took a threatening step forward.

Zesi moved between them, calm but firm. He did not tower over Rahim, but his presence sat there like a sealed bulkhead. Arlen looked overwhelmed by the whole situation, glancing back and forth while they threw insults at each other. Zesi saw their frequencies shift from purple into dirty yellow.

“You showed up late because you can’t read sensors. Killy Z is one thing. Your slow-ass incompetence is another. Don’t dump your frustration on us just because all you saw outside were the monster’s taillights.”

Jasur gave a hollow laugh and looked Zesi straight in the eyes.

“So you’re still covering him? Because of him, you’ve got house arrest. And as for Melek…”

He turned back toward Yilly D.

“Put her name in your mouth one more time and I’ll kill you.”

Yilly D’s jaw worked.

“Then tell her the monster at least got his job done. Can’t say that about two pilots who spend hours lagging behind him and then come crying in front of the canteen. Tonight I was supposed to take over her watch and let her relax a little.”

Rahim tried to swing, but Jasur held him back at the last second when two Faith Guards appeared at the end of the corridor.

“Leave it,” Jasur spat. “He’ll lose his appetite soon enough. This station gets damn tight for people with his manners.”

They shoved Yilly D and Zesi roughly aside and stamped into the canteen.

Zesi looked at Yilly D from the side.

“Don’t let ’em bait you, D. They’re just mad because they had to eat the dust Onk kicked up.”
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They kept walking.

Above the canteen entrance, pink twitched. Codes ran downward and released the passage. Inside, the room was fuller than it was loud. Chairs scraped without really moving, and the clink of spoons was the clearest sign that people still wanted to eat. Through his dicyanin glasses, gray frequencies shimmered, mixed with pale green.

On the serving side stood Else in an apron that carried more stains than any flag, and today her face was a flat stone. She handed out porridge, egg, and black tea. With Zesi, the spoon lingered a tick longer in the bowl. A little more porridge, as if by accident. The serving bowl sounded dull every time the spoon struck it. Trays with edges that looked like they had seen more fights than plenty of the people carrying them.

“My sweet little honeybun… I heard what happened. Did he get you in trouble again?”

Else showed pity while Zesi took his food and threw Yilly D a death stare.

“Love you too, gorgeous,” Yilly D answered. His grin filled almost everything between his ears as he took his tray.

Else only managed to look even grimmer.

The room smelled of cheap fat and boiled egg.

Between the tables sat people whose eyes had not quite let go of the night. An officer held a protocol on his screen and pretended to read, but his pupils were stuck on a point that was not there. Two children worked on a clasp whose spring quietly gave up. A woman with a bandage over one ear sat against the wall and drank her tea as if it were a task.

At the table diagonally behind them sat Mikal Ma’anes, Johones’ son, calm over his bowl, as if the canteen noise had nothing to do with him. Beside him, Jonkal Ma’anes still looked too new for the room’s exhaustion: helmet under his arm, back too straight, eyes already in the hangar instead of at breakfast. Zesi noticed them first; Yilly D followed his gaze.

“I’ve been twenty for four days,” Jonkal said, his voice too bright for real calm. “Three days of scouting only. I finally wanna see something that looks like deployment.”

Mikal lifted his head only slightly.

“Be glad you’ve only seen scouting so far,” he said. “A deployment always has an X factor. And X factor turns into danger fast, usually before you even realize it’s already there.”

Yilly D lifted only one corner of his mouth. Zesi said nothing. Both of them heard the impatience in the boy immediately.

Zesi and Yilly D sat down at the place that was not much except habit: a table with a notch in the edge, old enough that nobody remembered what had made it.

Eventually Zasi drifted up to their table without a tray, hood low, oil and adhesive still clinging to his fingers. He did not stop like someone with time. He stopped like someone already on his way out again.

“Ey… good morning.”

“Good morning to you too,” Zesi said.

Yilly D only winked beneath his glasses and gave him a grin back.

“Ey… tell me something. Do you even sleep anymore? You were twitching again like a maniac.”

He pulled something out from under his hoodie and placed it on the table in front of Zesi: a multi-smart glove.

“Ey… here. For you.”

Zesi looked at the glove first, then at Zasi.

“You made one for me too?”

Zasi shrugged with both shoulders, as if it were nothing.

“Ey… yeah. This’ll probably help you. Keeps everything in view, and an EMP in your hand is always useful.”

Zesi took it, weighed the thing for a second, turned it once.

“Sick. Thanks, little brother.”

A small nod followed.

Yilly D leaned over, his eyes flashing briefly beneath the glasses.

“Where’s mine?”

Zasi looked at him as if Yilly D had just asked whether air could be shared.

“Ey… y’all are together anyway. One’s enough.”

Yilly D leaned back, grinning wide, like he had made the point himself.

“Just playin’. I don’t need one. I’m enough all by myself.”

Zesi pulled the glove closer, as if otherwise it might vanish again.

“D… imagine the combo. Us in Tiamat. You feeling what I see, with the glove backing us up on the tech.”

“Then nothing stops me. Let us out, tear down the ONG. Fuck house arrest.”

Zasi’s whole pride was written across his face.

“And when are you fixing the damn bathroom passage?” Zesi asked.

Zasi did not move a muscle.

“Ey… later.”

Zesi snorted softly.

Zasi raised his hands as if quietly slipping out of responsibility, then focused on his own glove again.

“Ey… the data’s empty.”

He tapped twice. Nothing.

“Ey… no data. No history. Like the whole grid got swept clean.”

Zesi’s gaze caught on that. Not long. Just long enough to make clear: this was not normal.

Yilly D gave a crooked grin.

“No way. You dropped off the shield core? Does anything in here still work, then? Don’t go kicking off an alarm or something.”

Zasi breathed out once, short and hard.

“Since when?” Zesi wanted to know.

“Ey… no idea. Since just now?”

He tapped Zesi on the shoulder, nodded to Yilly D, and was already on his way back toward the exit.

“Ey… I’m out again. Medical section. Frequency stabilization with the kids. I’m running a twenty-four-hour analysis on the missing soul fragments, cross-check with yesterday. We’ll see why the logs are empty.”

Zesi ate the porridge like someone who had eaten worse. The egg went down in one bite.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and left his eyes on Yilly D’s tray.

“Don’t stare. You already got more than others, you gluttonous pig.”

Zesi lifted the corners of his mouth by the smallest amount.

“Pigs bathe in their own filth. I don’t.”

Yilly D swallowed without taking his eyes off him.

“You went to bed dirty yesterday and only showered this morning.”

“Touché.”

Yilly D stirred through his porridge like it was a crime scene.

“I was so wired. Spent the whole night just staring at the ceiling. Zero skin. Zero closeness. Historic love deprivation. And voluntary, too. Only because I was all messed up about the kids,” he whispered dramatically.

“That’s called longing under responsibility,” Zesi murmured.

“Diagnosis: surface-world poisoning. Too many pyramid brochures, too much glitter advertising, three-minute happiness on stream.”

“I need calories, not a diagnosis.”

Zesi put on a preacher’s voice and parodied the wall slogans.

“Then read the canteen ethics: Chastity Wins, wall bulletin 4B, bold print. Pairs nicely with your tea of choice.”

“That wall bulletin got spelling issues.”

“No problem… today at 18:00 in the Indoctrination Lounge for New Arrivals: Desire Is Imported, Order Is Home. With clap-along exercise and a certificate to stick on your helmet.”

“I’m about to put a lid on somebody.”

“Go ahead. After that, Reflection Booth Level 2: I Feel Disordered Since I Started Having Feelings. Bonus video: The Seven Dangers of Longing, presented by the Department of Values & Wiping.”

“Wiping?”

“Obviously. Tears are operating fluid and leave stains.”

“And the tea?”

“Tastes like virtue. They cook it here by the bucket.”

“Speaking of virtue, Mr. Prayer Leader,” Yilly D said, “how long do we have house arrest? Are we running shuttle duty like Johones soon?”

“Until the next problem,” Zesi replied.

“So until…”

“…the next trouble?” Yilly D slid in.

“Service mindset,” Zesi said.

“When there’s an alarm, Radanor brings the key with it.”

“House arrest in Radanor means you’re never more than two airlocks away from trouble.”

The speakers issued an instruction: all Zephyros pilots were to report to the hangar immediately. Heads lifted, cutlery paused, and the air started calculating exits. Zesi set down his spoon, not for theater, but for calculation, and held his breath until the echo spread into the walls.

A few heads rose. The children looked at the woman with the bandage and then toward the passages. The tea was too hot and tasted bitterly of metal. Yilly D drank anyway, hissed once through his teeth, then acted like that was normal. A table neighbor pulled his jacket tighter without getting up. Unease had the shape of a hand: first resting lightly on the neck, then waiting to see who twitched.

At the same time, Ziso had already been on his feet. Prayer first, family next, then prayer again.

He was on his way to the canteen when his status field pinged. It was a short notice, marked red. He turned off toward the training hall. When he arrived, he stopped at the door: Alert Readiness 1/Red. The instructor ID hung from its band; the operations badge kept blinking. He wrote a notice: “Training cancelled today – Operations Desk,” and pinned it to the board.
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