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This volume was first published in 2012. As of 2026, I included the story, Joseph Abraham. I have not edited the other stories except for the character The Final Rays of the Sun, which has no gender. For them, I have utilized they/them pronouns to reflect current social standards. The rest of the stories remain in their original format to document my growth as a writer and demonstrate the varied nature of my writing style.
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From the first day I set pen to paper, my stories contained elements of the apocalypse. I don't know why, but the concept has always fascinated me, and over the years, regardless of my own desire, it continues to seep into my consciousness with a will of its own. 

Most people believe that the apocalypse is the end of all things or is dark and dreary, but I don't agree. To me, it represents change, a chance for a new opportunity to emerge, a symbolic rebirth like the Phoenix rising from the ashes. 

I hope that after reading this collection of short stories, you will gain a new perspective on things that are stereotypically thought of as dark or negative.

Welcome to a new awakening!

Dan Baram
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The Final Rays of the Sun


TEN
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My earliest memories are not my own. I know that sounds strange, but it’s true. My father once told me a story about the last of the great ships to leave Earth, and this, this memory, is my earliest recollection of life. He said that he had watched it on TV. 

“Antares Seven ascends into the heavens on a journey that carries with it the hopes of humanity.” That’s what the reporter said, or at least how he remembered it. I asked him why the reporter got up that morning and went to work while the rest of the world, I’m sure, was worried about their impending doom, but he didn’t have an answer. I know that’s not relevant to the story; just something I used to ask him.

He said that he watched the interstellar transport on TV, but the images he shared with me have become tangible—something solid, a part of who I am today, and in my memories, it’s me standing below Antares Seven, staring up at its massive girth, squinting at the sunlight shimmering off the giant silver bulkheads. The entire ship looks like it was dipped in gold. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life, and I think that somehow the reflection burned the image into my mind because even now I can’t stop thinking about it, and every night for the past month, I’ve seen it in my dreams. Sometimes I even stare up at the sky thinking it might reappear, but I know that’s never going to happen. 

When my father was a child, the sun had already become what the scientists back then called a Red Giant. They said it would destroy all life on Earth and eventually burn itself out. Like God switching off the lights—poof, and it’s gone. No, I’m sure that’s not the way it will be in the end, but the analogy works fine for me.

I don’t know why I’m writing this. Maybe I desire to maintain the fading memories of my father, or soothe my restless thoughts at night, or maybe just a way to provide a history of who I was. Who knows, but one thing’s for sure, these pages will be here long after I’m gone, and maybe some little green men might find them. Ha! Maybe not, but the one thing I do know is that no human ever will. We’re a dying race. The sun will turn to dust, and with it every living thing on this planet. That was drummed into my head long before my father watched Antares Seven fly off into the heavens, long before the sun began to die, and long before I wrote down the words that you’re reading right now.
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Ian Small rose from bed and gazed out the window at the red-orange glow of morning. As he watched the sunrise and felt the warmth of the day brush his cheeks, he thought about what his father had said to him as a child. It was half the size when I was your age. There was something else he had said, something about how its fire had changed. Yellow or bright white; that’s the way he described it, but the sun of Ian Small’s adulthood was quite different from what his father had known.

Ian shook the thought from his head, put on his pants, and walked downstairs to the kitchen, where Malosi had a pot of coffee waiting on the breakfast table.

“Morning, boss,” the giant man said with a bright smile.

“Mmmm,” Ian grunted as he poured himself a cup.

“Auntie was here last night looking for you, but I said you were sleeping.”

“Yeah, what did she want?”

“She was looking for Kawika. I told her I hadn’t seen um. She seemed sad, but I don’t know why. I didn’t mean to make her sad.”

“I’m sure you did nothing wrong, Malo. I’ll talk to her today.”

“Tanks, boss. Ya wonna come see da fishes wit me?”

“No thanks. You go have fun, and I’ll see you when you get back.”

Malosi finished his cup with a loud slurp before he said "thanks" one last time and ducked under the doorframe to the outside.

Ian poured himself another cup, peeled a banana while he stood by the sink, and gazed out the window just in time to see Noelani walking up the dirt path past the horse stables and vegetable gardens that lined the walkway. Quickly, he grabbed a few more fruits, sliced them into bite-sized chunks, and prepared two bowls drizzled with honey. When Noelani greeted him at the screen door, his breakfast creation was complete with a topping of carefully placed mint leaves.

“Aloha, Mr. Small. Do you mind if I come in?”

“Sure, Noe. I just prepared some fruit,” he said as he slid the bowl onto the table and motioned for her to take the empty seat across from him. “Malosi said you were here last night, something about Kawika. Is everything okay?”

“David never came home last night,” she responded as she sat down and reached for the bowl. “I’m afraid that something has happened.”

“I’m sure he’s all right,” Ian said, knowing full well that no one just stayed away from home all night without a good reason. There were too many dangers on the island, too many things that could go wrong, but saying so would only bring more concern to the table. “Would you like some coffee?”

“No, thank you, Mr. Small. I actually came here to ask for your help.”

“Sure, Noe, you name it. What can I do for you?”

“David said he was going to the pools to fish when he left. I was wondering if you could go and see if he’s still there. Maybe you can find him.”

“No worries! I have a few chores to do on the farm this morning, and when I’m done, I’ll head out to check.”

“Please, Mr. Small. I will do your chores. I need your help.”
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Natiri followed the trickle of water where the river once ran free. The flutter in their heart told them they were close. The feeling was unsettling the first time they experienced it, yet over the years, they had grown to appreciate the sensation. Up ahead, the damp earth collected in a large pool of mud surrounded by a large gathering of agitated animals.

A small band of monkeys waited among the diverse herds that fretted around the edge of the precious moisture, stealing a sip from the filthy pool at the risk of becoming a hearty meal for the crocs that wallowed at its center. The largest and eldest of the reptiles knew that their thirst would push them past their fear, and no matter what, they would survive the drought. The ancient crock had experienced the cycle for several generations. Wait, rest, and when night comes, they will not see me, and then I will feast.

Natiri felt the great beast’s wisdom as well as the overwhelming terror of the other animals. A sudden wind roused them from their thoughts, and the flutter in their heart increased. Leaves tumbled over the dry earth as the hint of moisture infused the parched air. Pausing for a moment, Natiri took a deep breath, then ran into the wind. When they reached the bottom of a small incline, they were forced to climb hand over foot, causing sand and other debris to slither between the jagged red rocks. Within a few
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