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CHAPTER ONE

––––––––

The height of the landing pad unnerved her. Bleary-eyed she squinted overhead as the solar glare filtering through the anti-UV glass dome pricked her eyes. Even with the accelerated cooling systems, the crowd glistened like roasted pigeons at the reunion dinner table on Chú xì; the eve of Chinese New Year. God only knew what the temperature was. The meteorologists were surely lying when they said it was 60 Cel. It had to be at least 80 Cel by now.  Maybe it was better this way - no good came from second guessing state media. Trudging through the masses, she found her seat in the middle of Section C8 Row 2 next to her beaming parents.

None of the landing pads in Singapore could rival the one stationed at Marina Bay with its special marching ground leading to the stadium, and a height mirroring that of the sky base training centers afforded to countless batches of National Servicemen in the country’s conscript army. 

Of course its height was not without purpose - serving as a reminder to parents, siblings, lovers and friends alike of the grueling training sessions each NSman endured at high altitudes of 30,000 feet. Altitude sickness, heat stroke and various ozone diseases were the new common cold.

While each family was only provided with three tickets, the number of people that showed up for a recruit sometimes filled up the entire row of 12 seats. Somehow, there was always room for everyone without complaint.

Reminiscent of a weekend market, the dome echoed decibels and tones of the restless chatter amongst friends and family that attended as guests. There was always a sense of relief that lingered between the familiar spaces of these strangers, held together by the common experience as parents of ‘lost’ sons, and now waiting with bated breath the joy of their return home. 

Of amusement to Lily was that the area still went by the name Marina Bay when they were up in the sky. The bay was more of a sea really, ever since the start of the First Civil War when a devastating attack destroyed most of the landmass in south Singapore.

It took 20 years to recover and rebuild from the attack but with the influx of foreign scholars and advancing technology, the event was but a spot in the annals of history. Having lived through World War II and the separation from Malaysia, fear was not something to be bounded by. Great countries lived through war all the time with great leaders surpassing each crisis point. Eventually, everyone reflected upon the First Civil War as just another period in time of struggles and survivals. One of those struggles being the adaptation to living in Temasek Air City. 

Setting her thoughts and heat aside, Lily caught sight of the opening dome ceiling. It was the only signal she needed. Today was the day she would get her brother back after five years.
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