
After a quick inspection, he climbed into the cockpit and fired up the engines. He guided the 

skiff out of the hanger and waited. When he was cleared, he jammed the thrusters into overdrive 

and shot skyward. 

Soon he was circling over the Hydra 7. From his vantage, he could see the surrounding area 

better. The alleyways behind the shops emitted jetties of steam. Off in the distance stretched a 

pitted field and beyond was an abandoned factory. The setting sun turned the air around the 

factory to a deep shade of red. 

Jet piloted the skiff to a designated landing area, which was mostly vacant, and walked 

down an empty alleyway towards the café. He recognized the confident strides of Professor 

Sylvant and waved at her. But something caught his attention in the shadows of the fountain. He 

stopped in the middle of the roundabout, mesmerized by the shape he saw. Sylvant walked over 

to him. 

“Jet?” she asked. “Everything okay?” 

He didn’t respond, still gazing in the direction of the fountain. She snapped her fingers in 

front of his face to gain his attention. 

He blinked and looked at her. “Sylvant, over there next to the fountain... do you see it?” 

It was the heat mirage again. It shifted around the base of the fountain, blurry and 

transparent. But it was too cool for a heat mirage, though it looked exactly like the ones he’d 

seen on hot and humid days. 

She glanced in the fountain’s direction while pulling him out of the street. She shook her 

head. “No, I don’t see anything. Are you sure you’re okay?” 

Jet looked at her defensively. “I’m fine, thanks.” He walked towards the fountain with the 

mirage in his sight. Sylvant followed, the heels of her shoes clicking across the vacant 

intersection. Jet stepped up to the fountain’s basin for a look around, but the mirage was gone. 

“I swear… it was here,” he said. 

“What was here? What are you talking about?” she asked. 

“There was a… a shape, or something like a mirage here, just now.” 

Sylvant cleared her throat. “Why don’t we go inside. We need to talk about this.” She 

flashed her sister’s journal in front of his face. 

Jet hesitated. He wanted to understand what he’d just seen as much as he wanted to hear 

about the journal. 

The shape suddenly reemerged near one of the alleyways, steam momentarily cloaking it. 

Then, the sunlight dimmed and turned everything a shade of rust. 

“There. It’s there!” he hissed at her. “You can’t see that?” 

She peered toward the alleyway. “Jet. You’re starting to worry me.” 

“You don’t believe me, do you?” 

“Jet, I’m trying to understand, but I don’t know what to say.” 

“I’m going after it,” Jet said. “I want to prove to you—” 

“Whatever it is, let it go!” Sylvant looked down the dark alley and back at him. “We can talk 

about it inside the café, alright? My first concern is your safety.” 

Jet could see the uneasiness in her expression. “Sylvant, I’m asking for your help, not your 

protection.” 

It was growing darker, and an unsettling stillness seemed to descend around them. Sylvant 

recovered her composure. “As a professor to a student, it’s my responsibility to look after you. 

You need to come with me.” 



Jet watched the mirage move down the alleyway and vanish into the steam. “I can take care 

of myself. I’ll call you later, Sylvant. I promise.” He sprinted down the alleyway, leaving her 

behind. 

Plumes of steam gushed from the buildings lining the alley and hid the fleeing mirage. The 

sunlight was nearly gone, making it difficult to see. Jet had to stop a few times to see where he 

was. 

The chase came to an abrupt halt when the alley ended at a brick wall. The mirage was gone. 

Jet backtracked, looking for signs of it. He noticed a ladder on one building and climbed up three 

stories and onto the rooftop. He skirted the parapet and stopped to regain his bearings. 

The sunlight flickered and dimmed, like someone sliding a gossamer drape in front of it. Jet 

looked at his watch, surprised to see there should still be half an hour of daylight left. What 

happened next made the hair on his arms stand up. One of the system’s outer belts crossed 

slowly in front of the sun, casting a long shadow over the cityscape beyond. The eclipse’s 

shadow inched eerily across each building, engulfing the city in darkness. Jet had read an article 

about the event, something called a skylight eclipse. 

His skin grew cold as the eclipse overtook him. From the rooftop, he watched the leading 

edge of it creep doggedly across the pitted field and towards the dimly lit factory in the distance. 

Fleeing just ahead of the eclipse was the shimmering mirage. 

Jet leapt over the building’s parapet and onto an adjacent rooftop. He scrambled across a 

metal bridge spanning the alleyway and sprinted across the field. 

He entered the abandoned factory minutes later and slowed to a halt, kneeling against a 

storage tank to catch his breath. He could hear equipment running in the distance, which seemed 

odd since the factory appeared to be vacant. A rust-colored smog from old chemicals still 

lingered in the air. Rogue weeds grew up through cracked concrete, and above him, a maze of 

catwalks and pipes cast a kaleidoscope of patterns onto the pavement. 

He crept further into the factory, searching for the mirage. The ground below his feet 

quivered, and the sound of equipment grew louder. Tremors accompanied a dull scraping noise 

that sounded like metal grinding on metal. Something big moved below the surface. He placed 

his hand on a storage tank and felt it vibrating rapidly. 

Jet followed the thrumming for several minutes before stumbling upon a vast clearing. 

Rusted sheet metal walls rose up to create a circular pit. Sand and dirt covered the ground, and 

tumbleweeds piled along one end like skeletal remains. In the center stood an oddly shaped 

contraption that resembled the smokestack of a ship. Its bow pointed skyward like a steel 

chimney with steam spewing from it. 

An uneasy feeling settled over him as he hid in the shadows. He was in the middle of 

nowhere and chasing a mirage. It was getting late, and the eclipse had him on edge. 

 


