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  Symphony




  by Douglas Smith




  FAST FORWARD: Third Movement, Danse Macabre (Staccato)




  They had named the planet Aurora for the beauty that danced above them in its ever dark skies. At least, it had seemed beautiful at the time. Now Gar Franck wasn’t so sure.




  Gar huddled on the floor, shielding his two-year-old son, Anton, from the panicked colonists stampeding past them in the newly constructed pod link.




  “Damn you, Franck! When will you make it stop?” a man cried from across the corridor. A woman lay in the man’s arms, convulsing as her seizure peaked. She was dying, but to Gar’s numbed mind her moans harmonized with the screams of the mob into a musical score for his private nightmare.




  Anton sat on the floor, a broken comm-unit held before his blank face. The child let it drop to strike the metal surface with a dissonant clang. More people fled by. The child ignored them. With morbid fascination, Gar watched Anton repeat the scene. Pick up the comm-unit, let it drop. Pick it up, drop it. Again. Each clang as it struck the floor was more chilling to Gar than any cry from the dying.




  This attack had blown the colony power grid. The only light now came through the crysteel roof. Gar looked up. The aurora blazed and writhed in the night sky, a parody of the chaos below. Greens, reds and purples shimmered strobe-like over the corridor, turning each person’s frenzied flight into a macabre dance.




  “God no!” the man cried. The woman stiffened then fell limp. “No!” The man pulled her to him, sobbing.




  The rainbow lights of the aurora dimmed and the flickering slowed. The screaming died. Gar stood and looked around, dazed. People were shaking their heads, helping up ones who had fallen, poking at bodies. The man still sat holding the dead woman, his eyes hard on Gar. Other colonists stared at Gar, too.




  Gar swallowed. Picking up Anton, he walked past accusing faces toward their dorm pod. Anton squirmed in his arms. The child didn’t like to be touched, let alone held.




  Someone whispered as he passed. “How will he talk to this thing when he can’t even talk with his own son.” Gar pulled Anton closer, smothering his sobbing in the child’s sleeve.
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