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As Will took his evening walk through the experimental plots, a
passenger jet flew across the sky. The planes, Will thought, are
getting fewer. Growing up, the sky always seemed filled with
contrails tracking up an endless blue sky. They didn’t fly out of
Parker but they certainly flew over it. And of course the crop
dusters were gone. First the fuel got expensive and then people
stopped planting. Not that he ever liked the idea of spraying
pesticides all over the place but he loved the pilots and planes.
Chunky yellow planes with stout wings, prominent propellers, loud
noises, and pilots who stuck up in their canopies like proud and
careless rock stars.



The jet plane above was the first one Will had seen since he’d come
back to the farm four months ago and the sight of it reinvigorated
his premonitions of doom. Not that Will partook of supernatural
beliefs. Far from it. But the times were transitional and the
feeling of bad things to come is natural in such situations.
Instability breeds tragedy and all animals have systems of some
kind for detecting it. For Will, the reminder that people have
stopped flying, or wondering what happened to all those duster
pilots, triggers the response. Even walking the plots, his favorite
place, he knew everything he’d come home to was existing on a
shrinking island of time. Soon, he’d have to gather his plants and
go find where it was that all the pilots had gone.
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