The Dark 





By Mike Quesnel


It had been a bright, warm, July day when Marcia Keneally and her five year-old son left for the park.  They walked the four blocks hand-in-hand, and chatted affectionately.  It was just when they entered the park through the gate that Marcia noticed that the sky was darkening.


“Looks like we might get rained-on,” she said to her rugged little guy.


“But, Mom,” said Brandon.  “I don’t see any clouds.”


Marcia searched the skies.  She first thought of how Brandon was now calling her “Mom” and not “Mommy” anymore, and she felt a pang of emotional longing that only a Mother can fully comprehend.  Then she found that there was not a cloud in the sky, just as he had.  Not even the smallest puff in the vast space above her.


Her mind told her that she could not look at the sun, but her eyes were not resisting; the usual blinding glare seemed to have reduced significantly.  She looked directly at the Sun, and did not so much as blink.  And then the first of many profound thoughts went through her head.


The Sun was fading.


‘Going out, like a doused flame,’ she thought, but then reconsidered.  ‘No, not like that at all.’  Her mind tried to rationalize, and Brandon adopted the same confused look that currently his Mother had on her face.


“I don’t see any clouds either, honey,” she told the child.  “It must be an eclipse or something.  I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about.”


Brandon was only five and he didn’t know what an eclipse was, but he knew that something very strange was beginning, and he became frightened in spite of his Mother’s words of reassurance.


“That’s what it is,” said Marcia.  “It’s gotta be.”  She was trying to convince herself as well as her son at the same time.


“Uh-uh,” Brandon said, quietly.  His Mother did not hear him.


Marcia tried to make nothing of it, though the sky was definitely getting progressively darker.  The ride on the teeter-totter was not as much of a distraction as she’d hoped.  He kept looking up at the sky and his eyes were wide.  She thought he looked pale as well.


“Honey, are you Ok?” she asked, genuinely concerned that he may be coming down with something.


Brandon just kept looking at the sky.  He had seen and looked into the Sun just as his Mother had, but, for whatever reason, he understood more clearly than her, the true nature of what was happening with it.  He thought of his Father at the head of the dinner table, speaking loudly and stuffing food into his mouth.  His Father did not bother to stop talking when his mouth was full.  Brandon remembered one Easter dinner, not long ago really, when his Father had been in a particularly good mood.  His Mother had placed candles that smelled of lavender on the table and lit them with a long match.  The flame had flickered, then went out.  His mother had said that the wick must have been wet.  But, though the candle flame was not unlike the Sun itself, Brandon knew that what was happening now was not like his Mother’s scented candle.


She had touched a cloth to the wick and tried again, and this time the flame took.  The scent soon filled the air, and Brandon’s Father was clearly pleased.


“Hey, buddy, why don’t you go dim the lights a bit?” he asked his son.


“Ok, Daddy,” Brandon replied, but his Mother beat him to it.


“He doesn’t know how to do it,” she said.  “He’s only four.”


He had been just four at the time, but his Mother had been wrong.  He knew full well how to dim the light.  He was familiar with the dimmer switch on the wall and the way the light slowly disappeared when you turned it.


That was more like it.


Only he knew that when the Sun dimmed, it wouldn’t brighten up again.  It was going to go out completely, and no switch or button was going to make it come back on again.  It was dimming, and the atmosphere was becoming darker by the minute.  Soon it would burn out completely, and then…


“Brandon?” Marcia called.  “Honey, talk to Mommy, are you alright?”


Brandon looked into his Mother’s eyes and she saw that he did indeed look pale.  Pale and also very tired.


“I wanna go home,” he said.


“Are you sure, sweetie?  We just got here.  Don’t you want to go down the slide, or-“


“I wanna go home,” Brandon repeated.  “It’s going to be dark soon.”


And though it was only two o’clock in the afternoon, Marcia and her son left the park because it was getting dark.  To Brandon it seemed that as soon as they passed through the gate, the sky began to darken more quickly, so that by the time they got home, it was dark as night.  No streetlights had come on, and the darkness was unlike the usual evening.  This was a new darkness; one that had never been experienced before by humankind.


“My goodness, but it’s become dark,” said Marcia Keneally as she fit her key into the lock of the front door of her house.


“Yes,” Brandon agreed.


She turned the key and opened the door.  “Let’s get inside,” she said to her son.  “The temperature’s really dropping.  It’s getting chilly out here.”


At that moment, neither she, nor the vast majority of the remainder of the human population on the planet Earth, knew just how cold it was about to become.  But there was, in fact, one person that had a pretty good idea.


A child.


A five year-old boy.


The cold was coming, and Brandon Keneally knew it.

The End.

