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    For the children of the new morning.
May you inherit a world where the sun is never a stranger,and the sky is a gift you never have to steal.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "We spent our lives trying to master the light,only to realize we were merely guests in its warmth.In the end, the stars did not leave us.We simply forgot how to look up."
— From the Journals of the Silent Winter

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: Too Much Gold
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The world was too bright. It had been bright for a very long time. In the city of Mumbai, the air did not feel like air anymore. It felt like a heavy, wet blanket that had been pulled straight out of a boiling pot of water. Amara stood by her window and looked out at the street. The sun was a giant, angry eye in the sky. It did not move. It did not rest. It only burned.

Amara was a woman who studied the weather. She had spent years looking at charts and numbers. The numbers told a scary story. The earth was tired of the heat. The oceans were rising, and the trees were turning brown. People were tired, too. They stayed inside their homes with machines that tried to keep them cool. But the machines were tired, too. Sometimes the power would go out, and then the silence was the scariest part of all.

On this morning, the sky was a deep, painful gold. There were no clouds. There had not been a cloud for months. Amara touched the glass of her window. She pulled her hand back quickly. The glass was hot enough to sting.

"It is getting worse," a voice said behind her.

Amara turned. It was Lukas. He was a man with kind eyes and hands that knew how to fix anything. He had come from a cold country in the north many years ago, but now he lived here, helping Amara with her work. He looked pale and thin. The heat took something away from everyone. It took their energy and their smiles.

"The sensors are saying the same thing," Lukas continued. He held a small tablet in his hand. "The temperature will reach fifty degrees before noon. We cannot live like this, Amara. No one can."

Amara sighed. She looked back at the street. A small dog was huddling in the tiny shadow of a parked car. The dog looked thirsty. Amara felt a deep sadness in her chest. It was not just about the people. It was about everything that lived. The birds had stopped singing. The flowers had curled up and died.

"The Council is meeting today," Amara said softly. "They are going to ask for the solution."

Lukas looked worried. He rubbed his neck. "The solution is dangerous. We have talked about this. We do not know what will happen if we change the sky. It is not a toy. It is the only sky we have."

"I know," Amara replied. "But look at the world, Lukas. It is already breaking. If we do nothing, the heat will eat us all. We are desperate. And desperate people do not always make the best choices. They just want the pain to stop."

Lukas walked over to her. He did not touch the glass. He stood close enough that she could feel the warmth of his presence. Even in this heat, his presence felt different. It felt safe. "I just worry that we are trying to fix a fire by throwing a blanket over it," he said. "What if the blanket is too heavy?"

"We have to try," Amara said. Her voice was a whisper. "We have to give the children a world where they can walk outside again. I want to see a cloud. I want to feel a drop of rain that does not feel like a tear."

In the distance, a siren began to wail. It was the heat warning. It told everyone to stay inside. It told them that the sun was now their enemy. Amara watched the street. The dog under the car tucked its nose into its paws. The gold light seemed to get thicker. It felt like the world was a piece of metal being held in a forge.

Amara thought about her mother’s stories. Her mother had talked about a time when the monsoon rains lasted for weeks. She had talked about the sound of water hitting the roof and the smell of wet earth. Amara had not smelled wet earth in a very long time. She only smelled dust and hot pavement.

"We are going to the laboratory now," Amara said. She picked up her bag. "The scientists from the other countries will be waiting on the screen. We have to decide if we are going to dim the sun."

Lukas nodded. He looked at the golden sky one last time. "I hope we know what we are doing," he said.

They walked out of the room. The air conditioning in the hallway hummed, but it sounded weak. It sounded like it was gasping for breath. As they walked, Amara felt a strange shiver. It was not from the cold. It was from the feeling that everything was about to change. She did not know if the change would be good or bad. She only knew that the gold light was too much to bear.

Outside, the world waited. The trees stood still, their leaves dry and brittle. The birds were silent. The earth was waiting for a relief that had been promised for a decade. It was waiting for a shadow.

Amara and Lukas entered the elevator. As the doors closed, the bright light of the sun was cut off. For a moment, they were in the dark. It was the only place where the heat did not feel like it was trying to win.

"Are you afraid?" Lukas asked in the quiet of the elevator.

Amara looked at her hands. "I am afraid of the heat," she said. "And I am afraid of what we might do to stop it. But mostly, I am afraid of doing nothing."

The elevator stopped. The doors opened into a room filled with screens and blinking lights. This was where the world would decide its future. This was where they would try to turn down the heat of the world.

Amara walked toward the center of the room. She could see faces on the screens from all over the globe. There were people from Nairobi, from Tokyo, from Rio de Janeiro, and from New York. Everyone looked the same. They looked tired. They looked hot. They looked like they were waiting for a miracle.

Amara took a deep breath. She looked at the giant map of the world on the main screen. It was covered in red and orange. There was no blue left.

"Let us begin," she said to the room.

The world was a furnace, and they were about to try and close the door.
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Chapter 2: The Glass Ceiling

[image: ]


The laboratory was a place of quiet humming and cool air. It was a stark contrast to the world outside the thick, reinforced walls. Inside, the air was filtered and chilled, but even here, the heat seemed to press against the windows like a physical weight. On the giant walls of the room, dozens of screens flickered to life. Each one showed a different face from a different part of the world. These were the members of the International Weather Council.

Amara stood in the center of the room. She felt very small under the gaze of so many powerful people. Lukas stood behind her, his arms crossed over his chest. He was her shadow, her silent support.

“Can everyone hear me?” Amara asked. Her voice was steady, but her heart was racing.

A chorus of nods and soft “yeses” came from the screens. On one screen, a woman named Sana spoke. She was in Nairobi. Behind her, the sky was a hazy, dusty brown. “We can hear you, Amara,” Sana said. “But we cannot wait much longer. The water in our reservoirs is almost gone. The earth is cracking. We are losing people every day to the fever of the air.”

On another screen, a man named Ivan from Moscow looked equally grim. Even in the north, where it should have been cool, the forests were burning. “The smoke is everywhere,” Ivan said. “The world is a tinderbox. We are ready to move forward. We have the fleet ready. We have the materials. We only need the final word.”

Amara looked at the map on the main screen. It was a deep, angry crimson. It showed the temperature of the planet. It looked like a world that was bleeding.

“The plan is called The Silver Shield,” Amara began. She used simple words. She wanted everyone to understand, not just the scientists. “We have developed a way to spray a very fine mist into the upper layer of our atmosphere. It is made of tiny particles that are smaller than a grain of dust. These particles will act like a giant, invisible mirror. They will sit high above the clouds and reflect the sun’s harshest rays back into space.”

She paused, taking a breath of the recycled air. “It will be like putting a pair of sunglasses on the planet. It will not make the world dark, but it will dim the sun just enough. We estimate the temperature will drop by ten degrees within the first week. By the end of the month, we could have a world that is cool enough for the rain to fall again.”

A silence followed her words. It was a heavy silence. Everyone knew the risks. They were talking about changing the very nature of the sky.

“What if it is too much?” a voice asked. It was a man from Rio de Janeiro. His name was Rafael. “What if we cannot turn it off? We are playing with the balance of the entire world.”

Amara looked at Lukas. He gave her a small, encouraging nod.

“We have run the models a thousand times, Rafael,” Amara replied softly. “The mist is designed to stay in the air for exactly two years. After that, it will naturally fall and dissolve. It is a temporary fix. It gives us time to fix the real problems. It gives us a chance to breathe. If we do nothing, there will be no one left to worry about the balance in two years.”

Sana spoke again from Nairobi. “In my village, the children do not know what it is like to play outside. They live in the dark during the day because the sun is a killer. I vote for The Silver Shield. I choose the mist over the fire.”

One by one, the voices began to join in.

“Moscow votes yes,” Ivan said.

“Tokyo votes yes,” said a woman named Hana.

“Paris votes yes,” added a man named Marc.

Amara watched as the icons on her screen turned from red to green. It was a wave of green light moving across the map of the world. It was a beautiful sight, but it also felt like a heavy stone being placed on her shoulders. She was the lead scientist. She was the one who had designed the mist. If this went wrong, the world would remember her name as the woman who broke the sky.

“It is decided,” Amara said. Her voice caught for a moment. “The Silver Shield will be deployed tomorrow at dawn.”

The screens began to fade to black as the meeting ended. The leaders went back to their cooling stations and their worried cities. Amara was left in the quiet room with Lukas. The hum of the computers felt louder now.

“You did well,” Lukas said. He walked over and put a hand on her shoulder. His hand was warm and steady. “You gave them hope. That is a rare thing these days.”

“I don’t want to give them hope if it’s a lie, Lukas,” Amara said. She walked over to the window and looked up. The sky was still that terrible, bright gold. “I keep thinking about the birds. What will they think when the sky changes? Will they still know how to fly?”

Lukas stood beside her. “The birds are tough. They want to survive, just like us. They will adapt. We all will.”

Amara leaned her head against the cool glass. “I keep having this dream. I am standing in a field of tall green grass. The air is cool, and there is a soft wind. I can feel the sun on my skin, but it doesn't burn. It just feels like a hug. I want that world back, Lukas. I want it for the children who have never seen a puddle.”

“We are bringing it back,” Lukas promised. “Tomorrow, we start the cooling.”

They spent the rest of the day checking the equipment. There were hundreds of balloons and high-altitude planes stationed all around the world. They were filled with the silver mist. At the push of a button, they would rise into the sky and release their cargo.

As the sun began to set, it turned the sky into a bruised purple and orange. It was beautiful, but it was the beauty of a fever. Amara went to the small room where she slept in the lab. She couldn't go home. She needed to be here for the launch.

She lay on the small bed and closed her eyes. She thought about her niece, Zoya. Zoya was only five years old. She lived in a city further south. Amara had sent her a picture book once. It was a book about snow. Zoya had asked if snow was made of sugar. Amara had cried when she heard that. She wanted Zoya to know that snow was real. She wanted her to feel the magic of a winter day.

In the middle of the night, Amara woke up. The lab was dark, except for the blue lights of the monitors. She walked out to the main hall. Lukas was there, sitting at a desk. He was looking at a small wooden carving of a bird.

“You couldn't sleep either?” she asked.

Lukas looked up and smiled. “Just thinking. In my home country, we used to have a festival for the first day of spring. We would burn a straw doll to say goodbye to winter. I never thought I would be part of a plan to bring winter back.”

“It’s not winter we’re bringing,” Amara reminded him. “Just a break. Just a little shade.”

“I hope so,” Lukas said. He put the wooden bird in his pocket. “The world is very fragile, Amara. We think we are the masters of it, but we are just guests.”

The hours crawled by. Finally, the clocks showed five in the morning. The sky outside was starting to turn that familiar, dusty yellow. Amara and Lukas took their places at the main control panel.

The screens showed the launch sites. In the desert of Australia, in the plains of Kansas, in the frozen lands of Siberia, and the high plateaus of Tibet. The planes were idling on the runways. The giant silver balloons were swaying in the heat.

“All systems are ready,” a computer voice said. It was a calm, robotic voice that did not understand the weight of the moment.

Amara looked at the screen. She saw the countdown.

Ten.

Nine.

Eight.

She thought of the cracked earth.

Seven.

Six.

Five.

She thought of the children in the dark rooms.

Four.

Three.

Two.

One.

“Launch,” Amara whispered.

On the screens, the planes took off. They looked like tiny silver needles piercing the yellow sky. The balloons rose quickly, disappearing into the haze. It was a coordinated dance of technology. Thousands of machines were heading for the edge of space.

Amara watched the data. She saw the altitude climbing. Thirty thousand feet. Fifty thousand feet. Eighty thousand feet.

“They are reaching the release zone,” Lukas said. His voice was tense.

“Begin release,” Amara commanded.

The sensors showed the mist spreading. It wasn't something you could see clearly with the naked eye from the ground, but the satellites showed it. A thin, shimmering veil began to spread around the curve of the Earth. It looked like a spiderweb made of light. It grew and grew, stretching across the continents.

Amara held her breath. The veil was supposed to be thin. It was supposed to let some light through.

“Look at the temperature,” Lukas said, pointing to a graph.

The red line, which had been climbing for years, stopped. It stayed flat for a few seconds. Then, very slowly, it began to tick downward.

Forty-nine point nine degrees.

Forty-nine point eight.

Forty-nine point seven.

A cheer broke out in the lab from the few technicians who were there. Amara felt a rush of relief so strong she had to sit down. Tears pricked her eyes.

“It’s working,” she whispered. “Lukas, it’s working.”

They watched the screens for hours. The temperature continued to drop. The sun, when it reached its highest point in the sky, looked different. It was no longer a sharp, white-hot needle. It was a soft, pale disc. It looked like it was being seen through a thin sheet of paper.

The world seemed to grow quiet. The harsh glare on the buildings outside softened. For the first time in years, the shadows were long and cool.

By the afternoon, the temperature in Mumbai had dropped to thirty-five degrees. It was still warm, but it felt like a miracle. People were stepping out of their homes. Amara saw them on the street cameras. They were looking up at the sky. Some were laughing. Some were falling to their knees.

“We did it,” Lukas said. He looked exhausted but happy.

Amara smiled. She felt like a weight had been lifted. But then, she looked back at the screen. The temperature was still dropping.

Thirty-four degrees.

Thirty-three degrees.

Thirty-two.

“It’s falling fast,” Amara noted. “Faster than the models predicted.”

“Maybe the atmosphere was more ready for it than we thought,” Lukas suggested. “It will probably level off soon.”

But it didn't level off.

Thirty degrees.

Twenty-eight.

Twenty-five.

Amara stood up and moved closer to the screen. She began to type quickly, checking the density of the mist. The sensors were sending back strange data. The particles were not spreading out as planned. They were clumping together. They were getting thicker.

“Lukas,” Amara said. Her voice was no longer happy. It was sharp with fear. “The mist is reacting with the remaining moisture in the upper air. It’s creating a secondary layer. It’s not a veil anymore.”

Lukas looked at the satellite feed. The shimmering spiderweb was no longer thin. It was becoming a solid, grey sheet. It was wrapping around the world like a thick wool blanket.

“What does that mean?” Lukas asked.

Amara looked at the temperature gauge.

Twenty degrees.

Fifteen.

Ten.

Outside the window, the pale sun was disappearing. The sky wasn't becoming blue. It was becoming a dark, heavy grey. The light was fading. It felt like an early evening, even though it was only three in the afternoon.

Then, something happened that Amara had not seen in Mumbai in her entire life.

A small, white flake drifted past the window. Then another. And another.

“Is that... dust?” Lukas asked, his voice trembling.

Amara touched the glass. It was no longer hot. It was ice-cold.

“No,” she whispered. “It’s snow.”

The temperature gauge hit zero. And it kept going down.

Amara looked at the screens. The entire world was turning from red to blue. The green was gone. The heat was gone. But the sun was gone, too.

“What have we done?” Lukas asked.

The lab lights flickered. The power grid, designed to handle heat, was suddenly struggling with the cold.

Amara looked out the window at the falling white flakes. The people on the street were no longer laughing. They were running. They were looking at the sky with a new kind of terror.

The sun was dimmed. But then, the world went dark.

Would the sun ever come back?
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