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Fluke (flook) 1. A stroke of good luck

2. A chance occurrence; an accident

3. A barb or barbed head, as on a harpoon

4. Either of the two horizontdly flattened divisons of thetall of awhae

PART ONE
The Song

An ocean without its

unnamed monsters would be like a
completely dreamless sleep.

-- JOHN STEINBECK

The scientific method is nothing
mor e than a system of rules to keep us
fromlying to each other.

- KEN NORRIS

CHAPTER ONE
Bigand Wet
Next Question?

Amy called the whae punkin.

He wasfifty feet long, wider than a city bus, and weighed eighty thousand pounds. One well-placed
dap of hisgreat tail would reduce the boat to fiberglass splinters and its occupants to red stains drifting in
the blue Hawaiian waters. Amy leaned over the side of the boat and lowered the hydrophone down on
the whde. "Good morning, punkin,” she said.

Nathan Quinn shook his head and tried not to upchuck from the cuteness of it, of her, while
surreptitioudy snesking alook at her bottom and fedling alittle deazy about it. Science can be complex.
Nate was ascientist. Amy was a scientist, too, but shelooked fantastic in apair of khaki hiking shorts,
scientificaly spesking.

Below, the whale sang on, the boat vibrated with each note. The stainlessrail at the bow began to
buzz. Nate could fed the deeper notes resonate in hisrib cage. The whale wasinto a section of the song
they caled the"green" themes, along series of whoops that sounded like an ambulance driving through



pudding. A lesstrained listener might have thought that the whale was rejoicing, celebrating, shouting
howdy to the world to let everyone and everything know that he was dive and fedling good, but Nate
was atrained listener, perhaps the most trained listener in the world, and to his expert ears the whale was
saying -- Well, he had no ideawhat in the hell the whale was saying, did he? That'swhy they were out
there floating in that sapphire channd off Maui in asmall speedboat, doshing their breskfasts around at
seven in the morning: No one knew why the humpbacks sang. Nate had been listening to them, observing
them, photographing them, and poking them with sticks for twenty-five years, and he ill had no idea
why, exactly, they sang.

"He'sinto hisribbits™ Amy said, identifying asection of the whae's song that usualy cameright before
the anima was about to surface. The scientific term for this noise was "ribbits' because that's what they
sounded like. Science can be smple.

Nate peeked over the side and looked at the whale that was suspended head down in the water
about fifty feet below them. Hisflukes and pectora finswere white and described a crystal-blue chevron
in the deep blue water. So gtill wasthe great beast that he might have been floating in space, thelast
beacon of some long-dead space-traveling race -- except that he was making croaky noises that would
have sounded more appropriate coming out of atwo-inch tree frog than the archaic remnant of a
superrace. Nate smiled. He liked ribbits. The whale flicked histail once and shot out of Nate'sfield of
vison. "He'scoming up," Nate said.

Amy tore off her headphones and picked up the motorized Nikon with the three-hundred-millimeter
lens. Nate quickly pulled up the hydrophone, alowing the wet cord to spool into acoil at hisfeet, then
turned to the console and started the engine. Then they waited.

There was ablast of air from behind them and they both spun around to see the column of water
vapor hanging intheair, but it wasfar, perhaps three hundred meters behind them -- too far away to be
their whale. That was the problem with the channel between Maui and Lanai where they worked: There
were SO many whalesthat you often had a hard time distinguishing the one you were studying from the
hundreds of others. The abundance of animalswas aboth ablessng and acurse. "That our guy?' Amy
asked. All the singerswere guys. Asfar asthey knew anyway. The DNA tests had proven that.

"Nope."

There was another blow to their left, this one much closer. Nate could see the white flukes or blades
of histail under the water, even from a hundred meters awvay. Amy hit the stop button on her watch.
Nate pushed the throttle forward and they were off. Amy braced a knee against the console to steady
hersdlf, keeping the camera pointed toward the whale as the boat bounced along. He would blow three,
maybe four times, then fluke and dive. Amy had to be ready when the whale dove to get a clear shot of
his flukes so he could be identified and cataloged. When they were within thirty yards of thewhade, Nate
backed the throttle down and held them in position. The whale blew again, and they were close enough
to catch some of the mist. There was none of the dead fish and massive morning-mouth smell that they
would have encountered in Alaska. Humpbacks didn't feed while they werein Hawaii.

Thewhae fluked and Amy fired off two quick frameswith the Nikon.

"Good boy," Amy said to the whale. She hit the lgp timer button on her watch.

Nate cut the engine and the speedboat settled into the gentle swell. He threw the hydrophone
overboard, then hit the record button on the recorder that was bungee-corded to the console. Amy set
the cameraon the seat in front of the console, then snatched their notebook out of awaterproof pouch.

"He's right on sixteen minutes," Amy said, checking the time and recording it in the notebook. She
wrote the time and the frame numbers of the film she had just shot. Nate read her the footage number of f
the recorder, then the longitude and | atitude from the portable GPS (globa positioning system) device.
She put down the notebook, and they listened. They weren't right on top of the whale asthey had been
before, but they could hear him singing through the recorder's speaker. Nate put on the headphones and
sat back to listen.

That's how field research was. Moments of frantic activity followed by long periods of waiting.
(Natesfirst ex-wife had once commented that their sex life could be described in exactly the same way,
but that was after they had separated, and she was just being snotty.) Actudly, thewait herein Maui



wasn't bad -- ten, fifteen minutes at athrow. When held been studying right whalesin the North Atlantic,
Nate had sometimes waited weeks before he found awhae to study. Usudly he liked to use the
downtime (literally, the time the whale was down) to think about how he should've gotten aredl job, one
where you made real money and had weekends off, or at least gotten into abranch of the field where the
results of hiswork were more papable, like sinking whaling ships-- apirate. Y ou know, security.

Today Nate was actively trying not to watch Amy put on sunscreen. Amy was asnowflake in the land
of the tanned. Most whal e researchers spent agreat deal of time outdoors, a sea. They were, for the
most part, an intrepid, outdoorsy bunch who wore wind- and sunburn like battle scars, and there were
few who didn't sport a semipermanent sunglasses raccoon tan and sun-bleached hair or ascaly bald
spot. Amy, on the other hand, had milk-white skin and straight, short black hair so dark that the highlights
appeared blue in the Hawaiian sun. She was wearing maroon lipstick, which was so wildly inappropriate
and out of character for this setting that it approached the comica and made her seem like the goth geek
of the Pacific, which was, in fact, one of the reasons her presence so disturbed Nate. (He reasoned: A
well-formed bottom hanging in spaceis just awel-formed bottom, but you hook up awell-formed
bottom to a whip-smart woman and apply a dash of the awkward and what you've got yoursdlf is... well,
trouble.)

Nate did not watch her rub the SPF50 on her legs, over her ankles and feet. He did not watch her
rip to her bikini top and apply the sunscreen over her chest and shoulders. (Tropica sun can fry you
even through ashirt.) Nate especidly did not notice when she grabbed his hand, squirted lotion into it,
then turned, indicating that he should apply it to her back, which he did -- not noticing anything about her
in the process. Professional courtesy. He was working. He was a scientist. He was listening to the song
of Megaptera novaeangliae ("big wingsof New England,” ascientist had named the wha e, thus proving
that scientists drink), and he was not intrigued by her intriguing bottom because he had encountered and
andyzed smilar datain the past. According to Nate's analys's, research assistants with intriguing bottoms
turned into wives 66.666 percent of the time, and wives turned into ex-wives exactly 100 percent of the
time -- plus or minus 5 percent factored for post-divorce comfort sex.)

"Want meto do you?' Amy asked, holding out her preferred sunscreen-dathering hand.

You just don't go there, thought Nate, not even in ajoke. Oneincorrect response to aline like that
and you could lose your university postion, if you had one, which Nate didn't, but till... Y ou don't even
think about it.

"No thanks, this shirt has UV protection woven in," he said, thinking about what it would be liketo
have Amy do him.

Amy looked suspicioudy at hisfaded WE LIKE WHALES CONFERENCE "89 T-shirt and wiped
the remaining sunscreen on her leg. "'Kay," shesaid.

"Y ou know, | surewish | could figure out why these guyssing,” Nate said, the hummingbird of his
mind having tasted al the flowersin the garden to return to that one plastic daisy that would just not give
up the nectar.

"No kidding?' Amy said, deadpan, smiling. "But if you figureit out, what would we do tomorrow?"

"Show off," Nate said, grinning.

"I'd betyping al day, andyzing research, matching photographs, filing song tapes--"

"Bringing us doughnuts," Nate added, trying to help.

Amy continued, counting down the list on her fingers, "--picking up blank tapes, washing down the
trucks and the boats, running to the photo lab--"

"Not so fast,” Nate interrupted.

"What, you're going to deprive me the joy of running to the photo lab while you bask in scientific
glory?’

"No, you can till go to the photo lab, but Clay hired a guy to wash the trucks and boats."

A ddlicate hand went to her forehead as she swooned, the southern belle in hiking shorts, taken with
thevapors. "If | faint and fall overboard, don't let me drown.”

"Y ou know, Amy," Nate said as he undressed the crossbow, "1 don't know how it was at Boston
doing survey, but in behavior, research assstants are only supposed to bitch about the humiliating grunt



work and lowly statusto other research assistants. It was that way when | was doing it, it was that way
going back centuries, it has dways been that way. Darwin himself had someone on the Beagle tofile
deed birds and sort index cards.”

"Hedid not. I've never read anything about that.”

"Of course you didn't. Nobody writes about research assistants.” Nate grinned again, celebration for
asmall victory. Heredized he wasn't working up to standards on managing this research assstant. His
partner, Clay, had hired her dmost two weeks ago, and by now he should have had her terrorized.
Instead she was working him like a Starbucks froth dave.

"Ten minutes," Amy said, checking the timer on her watch. ™Y ou going to shoot him?"

"Unlessyou want to?' Nate notched the arrow into the crossbow. He tucked the windbreaker they
used to "dress" the crossbow under the console. It was very politically incorrect to carry aweapon for
shooting whaes through the crowded Lahaina harbor, so they carried it inside the windbreaker, making it
appear that they had ajacket on ahanger.

Amy shook her head violently. "I'll drive the boat."

"You should learnto do it."

"I'll drivethe boat,” Amy said.

"No one drivesthe boat.” No one but Nate drove the boat. Granted, the Constantly Baffled was
only atwenty-three-foot Mako speedboat, and an agile four-year-old could pilot it on acam day like
today. Still, no one e se drove the boat. 1t was aman thing, being inherently uncomfortable with the
thought of awoman operating aboat or atelevison remote control.

"Up sounds," Nate said. They had arecording of the full sixteen-minute cycle of the song now -- dll
the way through twice, in fact. He stopped the recorder and pulled up the hydrophone, then started the
engine

"There," Amy said, pointing to the white fins and flukes moving under the water. The whale blew only
twenty yards off the bow. Nate buried the throttle. Amy was wrenched off her feet and just caught
hersdlf on therailing next to the whedl console as the boat shot forward. Nate pulled up on theright side
of the whale, no more than ten yards away as the whale came up for the second time. He steadied the
whed with his hip, pulled up the crossbow, and fired. The bolt bounced off the whal€'s rubbery back, the
hollow surgica sted arrowhead taking out a cookie-cutter plug of skin and blubber the sze of a pencil
eraser before the wide plagtic tip stopped the penetration.

Thewhdelifted histail out of the water and snapped it in the air, making a sound like agiant knuckle
cracking as the massive tail muscles contracted.

"He's pissed,” Nate said. "L et's go for ameasurement.”

"Now?' Amy questioned. Normdly they would wait for another dive cycle. Obvioudy Nate thought
that because of their taking the skin sample the whae might start traveling. They could lose him before
getting ameasuremen.

"Now. I'll shoot, you work the rangefinder.”

Nate backed off the throttle a bit, so he would be able to catch the entire tail fluke in the camera
frame when the whale dove. Amy grabbed the laser rangefinder, which looked very much like apair of
binoculars made for acyclops. By taking a distance measurement from the animal’stail with the
rangefinder and comparing the Size of thetail in the frame of the picture, they could measure the rlative
sze of the entire animal. Nate had come up with an agorithm that, so far, gave them the length of awhae
with 98 percent accuracy. Just afew years ago they would've had to have been in an aircraft to measure
the length of awhae.

"Ready," Amy said.

The whale blew and arched its back into a high hump as he readied for the dive (the reason whalers
had named them humpbacksin thefirgt place). Amy fixed the rangefinder on the whae's back; Nate
trained the camera's telephoto on the same spot, and the autofocus motors made tiny adjustments with
the movement of the boat.

Thewhdefluked, rasing itstail highintheair, and there, instead of the distinct pattern of
black-and-white markings by which al humpbacks were identified, were -- spelled out in foot-high black



|etters across the white -- the words BITE ME!

Nate hit the shutter button. Shocked, he fdl into the captain's chair, pulling back the throttle as he
dumped. Helet the Nikon sag in hislap.

"Holy shit!" Nate said. "Did you see that?"

"Seewhat?| got seventy-threefeet,” Amy said, pulling down the rangefinder. "' Probably seventy-six
from where you are. What were your frame numbers?' She was reaching for the notebook as she looked
back at Nate. "Are you okay?'

"Fine. Frame twenty-six, but | missed it," helied. His mind was shuffling though ahuge stack of index
cards, searching amillion article abstracts he had read to find some explanation for what he'd just seen. It
couldn't possibly have been red. Thefilm would show it. ™Y ou didn't see any unusua markings when you
did the 1D photo?"

"No, did you?"'

"No, never mind."

"Don't swest it, Nate. Well get it next time he comesup,” Amy said.

"Let'sgoin.”

"Y ou don't want to try again for ameasurement?' To make the data sample complete, they needed an
ID photo, arecording of at least afull cycle of the song, askin sample for DNA and toxin figures, and a
measurement. The morning was wasted without the measurement.

"Let'sgo back to Lahaina," Nate said, staring down at the camerain hislap. Y ou drive."

CHAPTER TWO
Maui No Ka Oi (Maui Isthe Best)

At firg it wasthat old trickster Maui who cast hisfishing line from his canoe and pulled the idands up
from the bottom of the sea. When he was done fishing, he looked at those idands he had pulled up, and
smack in the middle of the chain was one that was made up of two big volcanoes, Sitting there together
like thefriendly, lopsided bosoms of the sea. Between them was a deep valley that Maui thought looked
very much like cleavage, which he very much liked. And o, to that bumpy-bitsidand Maui gave his
name, and its nickname became "The Cleavage Idand,” which it stayed until Some missonaries came
aong and renamed it "The Vdley Idand” (because if theré's anything missionaries do well, it's seek out
and destroy fun). Then Maui landed his canoe at acalm little beach on the west coast of hisnew idand
and said to himsdlf, "1 could do with afew cocktails and some nookie. | shal go into Lahainaand get
some.”

Wi, time passed and some whaers came to theidand, bringing stedl tools and syphilis and other
wonders from the West, and before anyone knew what was happening, they, too, were thinking that they
wouldn't mind afew cocktails and ameasure of nookie. So rather than sail back around the Horn to
Nantucket to hoist noggins of grog and the skirts of the odd Hester, Millicent, or Prudence (so fast the
dear woman would think sheld falen down achimney and landed on azucchini), they pulled into Lahaing,
drawn by the drunken sex magic of old Maui. They didn't come to Maui for the whaes, they came for
the party.

And so0 Lahainabecame awhding town. Theirony of it was that even though the humpbacks had
garting coming to birth their calves and sing their songs only afew years earlier, and in those daysthe
Hawaiian channds were teeming with the big-winged singers, it was not for the humpbacks that the
whalers came. Humpbacks, like their other rorqual brothers -- the streamlined blue, fin, sai, minke, and
Bryde'swhales -- were just too fast to catch in sailing ships and man-powered whaling boats. No, the
whaers cameto Lahainato rest and recreate aong their way to Japanese waters where they hunted the
great sperm whale, who would literdly float there like abig, dumb log while you rowed up to it and stuck



aharpoon initshead. It would take the advent of steamships and the decimation of the big, floaty-fat
right whaes (so named because they did float when dead and therefore were the "right" whaesto kill)
before the hunters would turn their harpoons on the humpbacks.

Following the whaers came the missionaries, the sugar farmers, the Chinese, Japanese, Filipinos, and
Portuguese who dl worked the sugar plantations, and Mark Twain. Mark Twain went home. Everyone
else stayed. In the meantime, King Kamehameha | united the idands through the clever application of
firearms againgt wooden spears and moved Hawaii's capital to Lahaina. Sometime after that Amy came
cruising into the Lahaina harbor at the whedl of atwenty-three-foot Mako speedboat with atall,
stunned-looking Ph.D. sprawled across the bow sedt.

Theradio chirped. Amy picked it up and keyed the mike. "Go ahead, Clay."

"Something wrong?' Clay Demodocus was obvioudy in the harbor and could see them coming in. It
wasn't even eight in the morning. He was probably still preparing his boat to go out.

"I'm not sure. Nate just decided to call it aday. I'll ask himwhy." To Nate she said, "Clay wantsto
know why."

"Anomalous data," Nate said.

"Anomaous data," Amy repegted into the radio.

Therewas apause. Then Clay said, "Uh, right, understood. That stuff getsinto everything.”

The harbor at Lahainais not large. Only ahundred or so vessals can dock behind her breskwater.
Mogt are sizable, fifty- to saventy-foot cruisers and catamarans, boats full of sunscreen-basted tourists
out on the water for anything from dinner cruisesto sport fishing to snorkeling at the half-sunken crater of
Molokini to, of course, whae watching. Jet-skiing, parasailing, and waterskiing were dl banned from
December until April, while the humpbacks werein these waters, so many of the smaller boats that
would normaly be used to terrorize marine life in the name of recreation were leased by whae
researchersfor the season. On any given winter morning down at the harbor a Lahaina, you couldn't
throw a coconut without conking a Ph.D. in cetacean biology (and you stood a good chance of winging
two Masters of Science working on dissertations with the rebound).

Clay Demodocus was engaged in abit of research liars poker with aPh.D. and anava officer when
Amy backed the Mako into the dip they shared with three tender zodiacs from sailing yachts anchored
outside the breakwater, a thirty-two-foot motor-sailor, and the Maui Whale Research Foundation's other
boat (Clay's boat), the Always Confused, abrand-new twenty-two-foot Grady White Fisherman, center
console. (Slipswere hard to come by in Lahaing, and circumstances this season had dictated that the
Maui Whale Research Foundation -- Nate and Clay -- perform anautical dog pile with six other smdll
craft every day. Y ou do what you haveto do if you want to poke whales.)

"Shame," Clay said as Amy threw him the stern line. "Nice cdm day, too."

"We got everything but ameasurement on one singer,” Amy said.

The scientist and the naval officer on the dock behind Clay nodded asif they understood completely.
Clifford Hyland, agrizzled, gray-haired whale researcher from lowa stood next to the young,
razor-creased, snowy-white-uniformed Captain L. J. Tarwater, who was there to see that Hyland spent
the navy's money appropriately. Hyland looked alittle embarrassed at the whole thing and wouldn't make
eye contact with Amy or Nate. Money was money, and a researcher took it where he could get it, but
navy money, it was S0... SO nasty.

"Morning Amy," said Tarwater, dazzling a perfectly even, perfectly white smile. He waslean and dark
and frighteningly efficient-looking. Next to him, Clay and the scientists looked asif they'd been run
through the dryer with abag of lavarock.

"Good morning, Captain. Morning Cliff."

"Hey, Amy," Cliff Hyland said. "Hey, Nate."

Nathan Quinn shook off his confusion like aretriever who had just heard his name uttered in context
with food. "What? What? Oh, hi, Cliff. What?"

Hyland and Quinn had both been part of agroup of thirteen scientistswho had first cometo Lahaina
inthe seventies ("TheKiller Elite" Clay 4ill cdled them, asthey had al gone on to distinguish themsdlves
asleadersinther fields). Actualy, the origina intention hadn't been for them to be agroup, but they



neverthel ess became one early on when they dl redlized that the only way they could afford to stay on the
idand wasif they pooled their resources and lived together. So for years thirteen of them -- and
sometimes moreif they could afford assistants, wives, or girlfriends-- lived every seasonina
two-bedroom house they rented in Lahaina. Hyland understood Quinn's tendency to submerge himsdlf in
his research to the point of oblivion, so he wasn't surprised that once again the rangy researcher had
spaced out.

"Anomalous data, huh?' Cliff asked, figuring that was what had sent Nate into the ozone.

"Uh, nothing | can be sure of. | mean, actually, the recorder isn't working right. Something dragging.
Probably just needs to be cleaned.”

And everyone, including Amy, looked a Quinn for amoment asif to say, Well, you lying satchel of
walrus spit, that is the weakest story I've ever heard, and you're not fooling anyone.

"Shame," Clay said. "Nice day to miss out on the water. Maybe you can get back with the other
recorder and get out again before the wind comes up.” Clay knew something was up with Nate, but he
aso trusted his judgment enough not to pressit. Nate would tell him when he thought he should know.

"Speaking of that," Hyland said, "we'd better get going.” He headed down the dock toward his own
boat. Tarwater stared a Nate just long enough to convey disgust before turning on his heel and marching
after Hyland.

When they were gone, Amy said, "Tarwater isacreep.”

"He'sdl right. HEsgot ajob to doisdl," Clay sad. "What's with the recorder?”

"Therecorder isfine," Nate said.

"Then what gives? It'sa perfect day.” Clay liked to Sate the obvious when it was positive. It was
sunny, cam, with no wind, and the underwater visibility wastwo hundred feet. It was a perfect day to
research whales.

Nate started handing waterproof cases of equipment to Clay. "'l don't know. | may have seen
something out there, Clay. | have to think about it and see the pictures. I'm going to drop some film off at
thelab, then go back to Papa Lani and write up some research until the film'sready."

Clay flinched, just atad. It was Amy'sjob to drop off film and write up research. "Okay. How 'bout
you, kiddo?' Clay said to Amy. "My new guy doesn't ook like he's going to show, and | need someone
topsdewhile I'm under."

Amy looked to Nate for some kind of approval, but when he smply kept unloading cases without a
reaction, she just shrugged. "Sure, I'd loveto.”

Clay suddenly became self-conscious and shuffled in hisflip-flops, looking for asecond morelikea
five-year-old kid than a barrel-chested, fifty-year-old man. "By caling you 'kiddo' | didn't mean to
dimmish you by age or anything, you know."

"l know," Amy said.

"And | wasn't making any sort of comment on your competency either.”

"l understand, Clay."

Clay cleared histhroat unnecessarily. "Okay," he said.

"Okay," Amy said. She grabbed two Pelican cases full of equipment, stepped up onto the dock, and
started schlepping the stuff to the parking areaso it could be loaded into Nate's pickup. Over her
shoulder she said, "Y ou guys both so need to get laid.”

"I think that's reverse harassment,” Clay said to Nate.

"1 may be having hdlucinations" said Nate.

"No, sheredly said that," Clay said.

After Quinn had left, Amy climbed into the Always Confused and began untying the stern line. She
glanced over her shoulder to look at the forty-foot cabin cruiser where Captain Tarwater posed on the
bow looking like an advertisement for aparticularly rigid laundry detergent -- Bumstick Go-Be-Bright,

perhaps.



"Clay, you ever heard of auniformed nava officer accompanying aresearcher into the field before?”

Clay looked up from doing a battery check on the GPS. "Not unless the researcher was working
from anavy vessd. Once | was along on adestroyer for astudy on the effects of high explosiveson
resident populations of southern seallionsin the Falkland Idands. They wanted to see what would
happen if you set off aten-thousand-pound charge in proximity to asealion colony. Therewasa
uniformed officer in charge of that.”

Amy cast the line back to the dock and turned to face Clay. "What was the effect?"

"Well, it blew them the fuck up, didn't it?1 mean, that'salot of explosives.

"They let you film that for National Science?'

"Just fills" Clay said. "'l don't think they anticipated it going the way it did. | got some great shots of it
raining seal meat." Clay Sarted the engine.

"Yuck." Amy untied the bumpers and pulled them into the boat. "But you've never seen auniformed
officer working here? Before now, | mean.”

"Nowhere else," Clay said. He pulled down the gear lever. There was athump, and the boat began to
creep forward.

Amy pushed them away from the surrounding boats with a padded boat hook. "What do you think
they're doing?"

"l wastrying to find out this morning when you guys camein. They loaded an awfully big case before
you got here. | asked what it was, and Tarwater got al sketchy. Cliff said it was some acoustics stuff.”

"Directiona array?' Amy asked. Researchers sometimes towed large arrays of hydrophones that
could, unlike a single hydrophone, detect the direction from which sound was traveling.

"Could be," Clay said. "Except they don't have awinch on their boat.

"A wench? What are you trying to say, Clay?' Amy feigned being offended. "Areyou calingmea
wench?'

Clay grinned a her. "Amy, | am old and have agirlfriend, and therefore | am immune to your hotness.
P ease cease your useless attempts to make me uncomfortable.”

"Let'sfollow them.”

"They've been working on the lee sde of Lanai. | don't want to take the Confused past thewind line."

"So you were trying to find out whet they're up to?"

" fished. No hites. Cliff'snot going to say anything with Tarwater standing there.”

"So let'sfollow them.”

"We actualy may get somework donetoday. It'sagood day, after dl, and we might not get a dozen
windless days all season here. We can't afford to lose aday, Amy. Which reminds me, what's up with
Nate? Not like him to blow off agood field day."

"You know, he'snuts," Amy said, asif it were understood. " Too much time thinking about whales.”

"Oh, right. | forgot." Asthey motored out of the harbor, Clay waved to agroup of researchers who
had gathered at the fuel station to buy coffee. Twenty universities and adozen foundations were
represented in that group. Clay was single-handedly responsible for making the scientists who worked
out of Lahainainto asocia community. He knew them al, and he couldn't help it -- he liked people who
worked with whales -- and hejust liked it when people got dong.

Hed started weekly meetings and presentations of papers at the Pacific Whae Sanctuary building in
Kihel, which brought al the scientists together to socidize, trade information, and, for some, to try to
wessal some useful data out of someone without the burden of field research.

Amy waved to the group, too, as she dug into one of the orange Pelican waterproof cases. “"Come
on, Clay, let'sfollow Tarwater and see what he'sup to." She pulled ahuge pair of twenty-power
binoculars out of the case and showed them to Clay. "We can watch from a distance.”

"Y ou might want to go up in the bow and look for whales, Amy."

"Whales? They're big and wet. What else do you need to know?"

"Y ou scientists never cease to amaze me," Clay said. "Come hold the whed while | get a pencil to
write that down."

"Let'sfollow Tarwater.”



CHAPTER THREE
A Little Razor Wire Around Heaven

The gate to the Papa Lani compound was hanging open when Nate drove up. Not good. Clay was
adamant about their ways replacing the big Masterlock on the gate when they |eft the compound.

Papa Lani was a group of wood-frame buildings on two acres northeast of Lahainainthe middle of a
half dozen sugarcane fields that had been donated to Maui Whale by awedthy woman Clay and Nate
affectionately referred to asthe "Old Broad.” The property consisted of six small bungalowsthat had
once been used to board plantation workers but had long since been converted to housing, laboratory,
and office space for Clay, Nate, and any assistants, researchers, or film crewswho might be working
with them for the season. Getting the compound had been agodsend for Maui Whale, given the cost of
housing and storage in Lahaina. Clay had named the compound Pgpa Lani (Hawaiian for "heaven™) in
honor of their good fortune, but someone had |eft the gate to heaven open, and from what Nate could tell
ashedrovein, theangd shit had hit the fan.

Before he even got out of the truck, Nate saw a beat-up green BMW parked in the compound and a
trail of papersleading out of the building they used for an office. He snatched afew of them up asheran
across the sand driveway and up the stepsinto the little bunga ow. Inside was chaos. drawerstorn out of
filing cabinets, toppled racks of cassette tape -- the tapes strewn across the room in greet streamers --
computers overturned, the sides of their cases open, trailing wires. Nate stood among the mess, not realy
knowing what to do or even what to look at, feeling violated and on the verge of throwing up. Even if
nothing was missing, alifetime of research had been typhooned around the room.

"Oh, Jah's sweet mercy,” came avoice from behind him. "Thisabit of fuckery most heinousfor sure,
Nate spun and dropped into amartia-arts stance, notwithstanding the fact that he didn't know any
martid arts and that he had loosed allittle-girl shriek in the process. The serpent-haired figure of agorgon
was S lhouetted in the doorway, and Nate would have screamed again if the figure hadn't stepped into the
light, revedling alean, bare-chested teenager in surfer shorts and flip-flops, sporting agiant tangle of

blond dreadl ocks and about six hundred noserings.

"Cool head main ting, brah, cool head,” the kid amost sang. There was pot and sted drumsin his
voice, bemusement and youth and two joints worth of separation from the rest of redlity.

Nate went from fear to confusion in an ingtant. "What the fuck are you talking about?'

"Relax, brah, no make li'dat. Konaand | come help out.”

Nate thought he might fed better if he Strangled thiskid -- just alittle frustration strangle to vent some
of the shock of the wrecked lab, not afull choke -- but instead he said, "Who are you, and what are you
doing here?'

"Kona," thekid said. "Dat boss name Clay hire me for the boats dat day before."

"You'rethekid Clay hired to work with us on the boats?"

"Shoots, mon, | just said that? What, you aninja, brah?"

Thekid nodded, his dreads sweeping around his shoulders, and Nate was about to scream at him
again when he redlized that he was till crouched into his pseudo combat stance and probably looked like
atotal loon.

He stood up, shrugged, then pretended to stretch his neck and roll his head in a cocky way he'd seen
boxersdo, asif he had just disarmed a very dangerous enemy or something. ™Y ou were supposed to
meet Clay down at the dock an hour ago."

"Some rippin' sets North Shore, they be callin' to me thismorning.” The kid shrugged. What could he
do? Rippin' setshad called to him.

Nate squinted at the surfer, redizing that the kid was speaking some mix of Rastatalk, pidgin,
surfspeak and... well, bullshit. " Stop talking that way, or you're fired right now."

"So you ichiban big wha e kahuna, like Clay say, hey?"



"Yeah," Nate said. "I'm the number-one whale kahuna. Y ou're fired."

"Bummah, mon," Thekid said. He shrugged again, turned, and started out the door. "Jah'sloveto ye,
brah. Cool runnings,”" he sang over his shoulder.

"Wait," Nate said.

The kid spun around, his dreads enveloping hisface like afurry octopus attacking a crab. He
spuittered adreadlock out of his mouth and was about to spesk.

Quinn held up afinger to signal silence. "Not aword of pidgin, Hawaiian, or Rastatalk, or you're
done."

"Okay." Thekid waited.

Quinn composed himsalf and looked around at the mess, then at the kid. "There are papers strewn
around al over outsde, hanging in the fences, in the bushes. | need you to gather them up and stack them
as negtly asyou can. Bring them here. Can you do that?"

The kid nodded.

"Excellent. I'm Nathan Quinn." Nate extended his hand to shake.

The kid moved across the room and caught Nate's hand in a powerful grip. The scientist almost
winced but instead returned the pressure and tried to smile.

"Pelekekona," said thekid. "Cal me Kona"

"Welcome aboard, Kona."

Thekid looked around now, looking asif by giving his name he had relinquished some of his power
and was suddenly weak, despite the muscles that rippled across his chest and abdomen. "Who did this?*

"No idea." Nate picked up a cassette tape that had been pulled out of the spools and wadded into a
bird'snest of brown plastic. Y ou go get those papers. I'm going to call the police. That a problem?’

Konashook his head. "Why would it be?

"No reason. Grab those papers now. Nothing istrash until | look at it, en?’

"Overstood, brah," Kona said, grinning back at Nate as he headed out into sun. Once outside, he
turned and called, "Hey, Kahuna Quinn."

"What?'

"How come them humpiessing like dat?"

"What do you think?' Nate asked, and in the asking there was hope. Despite the fact that the kid was
young and irritating and probably stoned, the biologist truly hoped that Kona -- unburdened by too much
knowledge -- would give him the answer. He didn't care where it came from or how it came (and it
would till have to be proved); hejust wanted to know, which iswhat set him apart from the hacks, the
wannabes, the backstabbers, and the ego jockeysin the field. Nate just wanted to know.

"I think they trying to shout down Babylon, maybe."

"You'l haveto explain to me what that means.”

"Wefix thisfuckery, then wefire up aspliff and think over it, brah.”

* * %

Five hourslater Clay came through the door talking. "We got some amazing stuff today, Nate. Some
of the best cow/cdf stuff I've ever shot." Clay was till so excited he almost skipped into the room.

"Okay," Nate said with azombidike lack of enthusasm. He sat in front of his patched-together
computer at one of the desks. The office was mostly put back in order, but the open computer case
sitting on the desk with wires spread out to a diaspora of refugee drive unitstold atae of data gone wild.
"Someone broke in. Tore gpart the office."

Clay didn't want to be concerned. He had grest videotape to edit. Suddenly, looking at the fans and
wires, it occurred to him that someone might have broken his editing setup. He whirled around to see his
forty-two-inch flat-panel monitor leaning against the wall, along diagonal crack bisected the glass. "Oh,"
hesad. "Oh, jeez."

Amy waked in smiling, "Nate you won't believe the--" She pulled up, saw Clay staring at his broken
monitor, the computer scattered over Nate's desk, files stacked here and there where they shouldn't be.



"Oh," shesad.

"Someone brokein," Clay said forlornly.

She put her hand on Clay's shoulder. "Today? In broad daylight?’

Nate swiveled around in his chair. "They went through our living quarters, too. The police have
aready been here." He saw Clay staring at his monitor. "Oh, and that. Sorry, Clay."

"Y ou guys have insurance, right?" Amy said.

Clay didn't look away from his broken monitor. "Dr. Quinn, did you pay the insurance?' Clay called
Nate "doctor" only when he wanted to remind him of just how officid and absolutely professona they
redlly ought to be.

"Last week. Went out with the boat insurance.”

"Widll, then, we're okay," Amy said, jostling Clay, squeezing his shoulder, punching hisarm, pinching
his butt. "We can order anew monitor tonight, ya big palooka." she chirped, looking like agoth version
of the bluebird of happiness.

"Hey!" Clay grinned, "Y eah, we're okay." He turned to Nate, smiling. "Anything el se broken?
Anything missng?'

Nate pointed to the wastebasket where avirtua haystack of audiotape was spilling over in tangles.
"That was spread al over the compound along with dl thefiles. Welost most of the tape, going back two
years."

Amy stopped being cheerful and looked appropriately concerned. "What about the digitals?' She
elbowed Clay, who was till grinning, and he joined her in gravity. They frowned. (Nate recorded al the
audio on anadog tape, then transferred it to the computer for analysis. Theoreticdly, there should be
digita copiesof everything.)

"These hard drives have been erased. | can't pull up anything from them.” Nate took a deep bresath,
sghed, then spun back around in his chair and let hisforehead fal againgt the desk with athud that shook
the whole bungalow.

Amy and Clay winced. There were alot of screws on that desk. Clay said, "Wdll, it couldn't have
been that bad, Nate. Y ou got it al cleaned up pretty quickly.”

"The guy you hired showed up late and helped me." Nate was speaking into the desk, hisface right
whereit had landed.

"Kona? Whereishe?'

"l sent himto thelab. | had some film | want to seeright away."

"l knew he wouldn't stand us up on hisfirst day."

"Clay, | need to talk to you. Amy, could you excuse us aminute, please?"

"Sure Amy said. "I'll go seeif anything's missing from my cabin." Sheleft.

Clay said, "Y ou going to look up? Or should | get down on thefloor so | can see your face?!

"Could you grab the firgt-aid kit while we talk?"

"Screws embedded in your forehead?”

"Fedslikefour, maybefive"

"They're small, though, those little drive-mount screws.”

"Clay, you're dways trying to cheer me up."

"Itswho | am," Clay said.

CHAPTER FOUR
Whale M en of Maui

Who Clay was, was aguy who liked things -- liked people, liked animals, liked cars, liked boats --
who had an dmost supernaturd ability to spot the likability in dmost anyone or anything. When he
walked down the streets of Lahaina, he would nod and say hello to sunburned tourist couplesin matching
alohawear (people generdly considered to be awaste of humanity by most locals), but by the same
token he would trade a backhanded hang-loose shaka (thumb and fingers extended, three middle fingers



tucked, dways backhand if you're alocal) with acrash of native bruddahsin the parking lot of the ABC
Store and get no scowls or pidgin curses, as would most haoles. People could sensethat Clay liked
them, as could animals, which was probably why Clay was iill dive. Twenty-five yearsin the water with
hunters and giants, and the worst hed come out of it wasto get a close tail-wash from a southern right
whale that tumbled him like a cartoon into the idling prop of aZodiac. (Oh, there were the two times he
was drowned and the hypothermia, but that stuff wasn't caused by the animals; that was the sea, and
shéll kill you whether you liked her or not, which Clay did.) Doing what he wanted to do and his
boundless affinity for everything made Clay Demodocus a happy guy, but he was aso shrewd enough not
to be too open about his happiness. Animals might put up with that smiley shit, but people will eventudly
kill you for it.

"How'sthe new kid?' Clay said, trying to distract from the iodine he was applying to Nate's forehead
while smultaneoudy cd culating the time to ship his new monitor over to Maui from the discount housein
Sedttle. Clay liked gadgets.

"He'sacrimina," Nate said.

"Hell come around. Hesawater guy.” For Clay thissaid it al. Y ou were awater guy or you werent.
If you weren't... well, you were pretty much useless, weren't you?

"He was an hour late, and he showed up in the wrong place.”

"He'sanative. HEll help us ded with thewhae cops.”

"He's not anative, he's blond, Clay. He's more of a haole than you are, for Christ's sake.”

"Hell come around. | wasright about Amy, wasn't 1?7* Clay said. He liked the new kid, Kona, despite
the employment interview, which had gonelikethis

Clay sat with the forty-two-inch monitor a his back, his world-famous photographs of whaes and
pinnipeds playing in adide show behind him. Since he was conducting ajob interview, he had put on his
very best $5.99 ABC Storeflip-flops. Konastood in the middle of the office wearing sunglasses, his
baggies, and, since he was applying for ajob, ared-dirt-dyed shirt.

"Y our application saysthat your nameis Pelke -- ah, PelekekonaKe--" Clay threw hishandsupin
surrender.

"1 be called Pelekekona Keohokalole -- dawarrior kine -- Lion of Zion, brah.”

"Can| cdl you Pele?!

"Kona," Konasad.

"It sayson your driver's license that your nameis Preston Applebaum and you're from New Jersey.”

"l be one hundred percent Hawaiian. Konathe best boat hand in the Idand, yeah. | figgal be
number-one good man for to keep track haole science bosssisms and skisms while he out oppressing
the native bruddahs and stealing our land and the best wahines. Sovereignty now, but after abruddah
make hisrent, don't you know?"

Clay grinned at the blond kid. "Y ou're just amess, aren't you?"

Konalost his Rastafarian, laid-backness. "L ook, | was born here when my parents were on vacation.
| really am Hawaiian, kinda, and | really need thisjob. I'm going to lose my placeto liveif | don't make
some money thisweek. | can't live on the beach in Paiaagain. All my shit got solen last time.”

"It says here that you last worked as aforensic caligrapher. What's that, handwriting andysis?’

"Uh, no, actually, it was abusiness| started where | would write peopl€'s suicide notes for them.”
Not ahint of pidgin in his gpeech, not a skankin' smidgen of reggee. "It didn't do that well. No one wants
to kill himsdlf in Hawaii. | think if I'd started it back in New Jersey, or maybe Portland, it would have
goneover redly well. Y ou know business: location, location, location.”

"I thought that wasred estate. Clay actudly felt atwinge of missed opportunity, here, for dthough he
had spent hislife having adventures, doing exactly what he wanted to do, and dthough he often felt like
the dumbest guy in the room (because he'd surrounded himsdlf with scientists), now, talking to Kona, he
redlized that he had never redlized hisfull potential as a self-deluded blockhead. Ahhh... wistful regrets.
Clay liked thiskid.

"Look, I'm awater guy," Konasaid. "l know boats, | know tides, | know waves, | love the ocean.”

"You afraid of it?" Clay asked.



"Terrified.”
"Good. Meet me at the dock tomorrow morning at eight-thirty."

* *x %

Now Nate rubbed at the crisscrrossed band-aids on his forehead as Clay went through the Pelican
cases of camera equipment under the table across the room. The bregk-in and subsequent shit storm of
activity had sdetracked him from what he'd seen thismorning. It Started to settle on him again like a
black cloud of self-doubt, and he wondered whether he should even mention what he saw to Clay. Inthe
world of behaviord biology, nothing existed until it was published. It didn't matter how much you knew --
itwasnt red if it didn't gppear in ascientific journd. But when it came to day-to-day life, publication was
secondary. If hetold Clay what held seen, it would suddenly become redl. Aswith his attraction for Amy
and the redlization that years worth of research was gone, he wasn't sure he wanted it to beredl.

"So why did you need to send Amy out?' Clay asked.

"Clay, | don't seethings| don't see, right? | mean, in dl the time we've worked together, | haven't
called something before the data backed it up, right?'

Clay looked up from hisinventory to see the expression of consternation on hisfriend'sface. "L ook,
Nate, if the kid bothers you that much, we can find someone e se--"

"It'snot the kid." Nate seemed to be weighing what he was going to say, not sureif he should say i,
then blurted out, "Clay, | think | saw writing on the tail flukes of that singer thismorning.”

"What, like apattern of scarsthat look like letters? I've seen that. | have a dolphin shot that shows
tooth rakings on the animal’s side that appear to spell out the word zap.™

"No it was different. Not scars. It said, 'Bite me.™

"Uh-huh," Clay said, trying not to make it sound asif he thought hisfriend was nuts. "Wdll, this
break-in, Nate, it's shaken usal up.”

"Thiswas before that. Oh, | don't know. Look, | think it'sonthefilm | shot. That'swhy | cameinto
takethefilmto thelab. Then | found thismess, so | sent the kid to the lab with my truck, even though I'm
pretty surehesacrimina. Let'stableit until he gets back with thefilm, okay?' Nate turned and stared at
the deskful of wiresand parts, asif held quickly floated off into his own thoughts.

Clay nodded. He'd spent whole days in the same twenty-three-foot boat with the lanky scientist, and
nothing more had passed between the two than the exchange of " Sandwich?' "Thanks."

When Nate was ready to tell him more, he would. In the meantime he would not press. Y ou don't
hurry athinker, and you don't talk to him when he'sthinking. It'sjust inconsderate.

"What are you thinking?' Clay asked. Okay, he could be inconsiderate sometimes. His giant monitor
was broken, and he was traumeati zed.

"I'm thinking that we're going to have to start over on alot of these studies. Every piece of magnetic
mediain this place has been scrambled, but asfar as| cantell, nothing is missng. Why would someone
do thet, Clay?'

"Kids" Clay said, ingpecting aNikon lensfor damage. "None of my stuff ismissing, and except for
the monitor it seems okay."

"Right, your stuff."

"Yegh, my suff.”

"Y our stuff isworth hundreds of thousands of dollars, Clay. Why wouldn't kids take your stuff? No
one doesn't know that Nikon equipment is expensive, and no one on the idand doesn't know that
underwater housings are expensive, so who would just destroy the tapes and disks and leave
everything?'

Clay put down the lens and stood up. "Wrong question.”

"How isthat the wrong question?’

"The question is, who could possibly care about our research other than us, the Old Broad, and a
dozen or so biologists and whae huggersin the entire world? Faceit, Nate, no one gives a damn about
sgnging whales. Therésno motive. The question is, who cares?'



Nate dumped in hischair. Clay wasright. No one did care. People, the world, cared about the
numbers of whales, so the survey guys, the whae counters, they actually collected data that people cared
about. Why? Becauseif you knew how many whales you had, you knew how many you could or could
not kill. People loved and understood and thought they could prove points and make money with the
numbers. Behavior... well, behavior was squishy stuff used to entertain fourth-graders on Cable in the
Classroom.

"Wewereredly close, Clay," Nate said. "There's something in the song that we're missing. But
without the tapes..."

Clay shrugged. "Y ou heard one song, you heard 'em dl." Which was aso true. All the males sang the
same song each season. The song might change from season to season, or even evolve through the
Season somewhat, but in any given population of humpbacks, they were all singing the same tune. No one
had figured out exactly why.

"WEell get new samples.”

"1'd dready cleaned up the spectrographs, filtered them, analyzed them. It was al on the hard disks.
That work was for specific samples.”

"WEell do it again, Nate. We have time. No oneiswaiting. No one cares.”

"Y ou don't have to keep saying that.”

"Wadll, it's starting to bother me, too, now," Clay said. "Who in the hell cares whether you figure out
what's going on with humpback song?'

A kicked-off flip-flop flew into the room followed by the singsong Rastaf arian-bruddah pomp of
Konareturning, "Irie, Clay, medready. | be bringing films and herb for the evening to welcometo Jah's
mercy, mon. Peace."

Konastood there, an envel ope of negatives and contact sheet in one hand, afilm can held high above
hishead in the other. Hewaslooking up to it asif it held the dixir of life.

"Y ou have any ideawhat he said?' Nate asked. He quickly crossed the room and snatched the
negatives away from Kona.

"| think it's from the ‘Jabberwocky,™ Clay replied. "Y ou gave him cash to get the film processed? Y ou
cant give him cash.”

"And thislondy stash can to fill with the sacred herb,” Konasaid. "I'll find me papers, and we can
take the ship hometo Zion, mon.”

"Y ou can't give him money and an empty film can, Nate. He seesit asardigious duty tofill it up.”

Nate had pulled the contact sheet out of the envelope and was examining it with aloupe. He checked
it twice, counting each frame, checking the registry numbers along the edge. Frame twenty-six wasn't
there. He held the plastic page of negatives up to the light, looked through the images twice and the
regisiry numbers on the edges three times before he threw them down, checked the earlier frames that
Amy had shot of the whaletail, then crossed the room and grabbed K ona by the shoulders. "Where's
frame twenty-sx, goddamn it? What did you do with it?"

"Thisjust likel get it, mon. | didn't do nothing."

"He'sacrimind, Clay," Nate said. Then he grabbed the phone and called the I ab.

All they could tell him was that the film had been processed normally and picked up from the binin
front. A machine cut the negatives before they went into the deeves -- perhaps it had snipped off the
frame. They'd be happy to give Nate afreshroll of film for histrouble.

* *x %

Two hours later Nate sat at the desk, holding a pen and looking at a sheet of paper. Just looking at it.
The room was dark except for the desk lamp, which reached out just far enough to leave darknessin al
the corners where the unknown could hide. There was a nightstand, the desk, the chair, and asingle bed
with atrunk set at its end, a blanket on top as a cushion. Nathan Quinn was atal man, and hisfeet hung
off the end of the bed. He found that if he removed the supporting trunk, he dreamed of foundering in
blue-water ocean and woke up gasping. The trunk was full of books, journas, and blankets, none of



which had ever been removed since held shipped them to theidand nine years ago. A centipede the size
of aPontiac had once lived in the bottom-right corner of the trunk but had long since moved on once he
redlized that no one was ever going to bother him, so he could stand up on his hind hundred feet, hisslike
apissed cat, and deliver adeadly bite to anaked foot. There was asmall television, aclock radio, a
gmall kitchenette with two burners and amicrowave, two full bookshelves under the window that |ooked
out onto the compound, and ayellowed print of two of Gauguin's Tahitian girls between the windows
over the bed. At one time, before the plantations had been automated, ten people probably dept in this
room. In grad school at UC Santa Cruz, Nathan Quinn had lived in quarters about this same size.
Progress.

The paper on Nate's desk was empty, the bottle of Myerss Dark Rum beside it half empty. The door
and windows were open, and Nate could hear the warm trades rattling the fronds of two tall coconut
palms out front. There was atap on the door, and Nate looked up to see Amy silhouetted in the
doorway. She stepped into the light.

"Nathan, can | comein?' She waswearing a T-shirt dressthat hit her about midthigh.

Nate put his hand over the paper, embarrassed that there was nothing written on it. "1 wasjust trying
to put a plan together for--" He looked past the paper to the bottle, then back at Amy. "Do you want a
drink?' He picked up the bottle, looked around for aglass, then just held the bottle out to her.

Amy shook her head. "Areyou al right?'

"| started thiswork when | wasyour age. | don't know if | have the energy to sart it al over again.”

"It'salot of work. I'm redlly sorry this happened.”

"Why?Youdidn't doit. | wasclose, Amy. There's something that I've been missing, but | wasclose."

"It will till bethere. Y ou know, we have the field notes from the last couple of years. I'll help you put
as much of it back together as| can.”

"I know you will, but Clay'sright. Nobody cares. | should have goneinto biochemistry or become an
ecowarrior or something.”

"I care

Nate looked at her feet to avoid looking her in the eye. "1 know you do. But without the recordings...
well -- then..." He shrugged and took asip from the rum bottle. Y ou can't drink, you know," he said,
now the professor, now the Ph.D., now the head researcher. "Y ou can't do anything or have anythingin
your lifethat getsin the way of researching whales.”

"Okay," Amy said. "'l just wanted to seeif you were okay."

"Yeah, I'm okay."

"Well get started putting it back together tomorrow. Good night, Nate." She backed out the door.

"Night, Amy." Nate noticed that she wasn't wearing anything under the T-shirt dress and felt deazy for
it. He turned his attention back to his blank piece of paper, and before he could figure out why, he wrote
BITE ME in big block letters and underlined it so hard that he ripped the page.

CHAPTERFIVE
Hey, Buddy, Why the Big Brain?

The next morning the four of them stood in arow on the front of the old Pioneer Hotel, looking across
the LahainaHarbor at the whitecaps in the channd. Wind was whipping the pam trees. Down by the
breskwater two little girls were trying to surf waves whose faces were bumpy with wind chop and whose
curlsblew back over the crests like the hair of a sprinter.

"It could calm down," Amy said. She was standing next to Kona, thinking, This guy's pecs are so cut
you could stick business cards under them and they'd stay. And my, is he tan. Where Amy came
from, no one was tan, and she hadn't been in Hawaii long enough to redlize that agood tan wasjust a
function of showing up.

"Supposed to stay like thisfor the next three days,” Nate said. As disappointed as he appeared to be,
he was extraordinarily relieved that they wouldn't be going out this morning. He had arogue hangover,



and his eyes were bloodred behind his sunglasses. Sdf-loathing had set in, and he thought, My life's
work is shit, and if we went out there today and | didn't spend the morning retching over the side,
I'd be tempted to drown myself. Hewould rather have been thinking about whales, which iswhat he
usually thought about. Then he noticed Amy sneaking glances at Kona's bare chest and felt even worse.

"Ya, mon. Konacan spark up aspliff and cam down that bumpy brinefor al me new science
dreadies. We can take the boat no matter what thewind be,” Konasaid. Hewasthinking, | have no
idea what the hell I'mtalking about, but | really want to get out there with the whales.

"Breskfast at Longee's, and then well see how it looks," Clay said. He wasthinking, We'll have
breakfast at Longee's, and then we'll see how it looks.

None of them moved. They just sood there, looking out at the blowout channel. Occasiondly a
whale would blow, and the mist would run over the water like afrightened ghost.

“I'm buying," Clay said.

And they dl headed up Front Street to Longee's restaurant, a two-story gray-and-white building,
donein aNew England architecture with shiplap siding and huge open windows that looked across Front
Street, over the stone seawall, and out onto the Au’ au Channdl. By way of ashirt, Konadipped ona
tattered Nautica windbreaker he'd had knotted around hiswai<t.

"You do alot of sailing?' Amy asked, nodding to the Nauticalogo. She intended the remark asdig, a
return for Konas saying, "And who be this snowy biscuit?' when they'd first met. At thetime Amy had
just introduced herself, but in retrospect she redlized that she should probably have taken some offenseto
being called both snowy and abiscuit -- those things were objectifying, right?

"Shark bait kit, me Snowy Biscuit," Konaanswered, meaning that the windbreaker had come from a
tourist. The Paia surfing community on the North Shore, from which Konahad recently come, had an
economy based entirely on petty theft, mostly smash-and-grabs from rentd cars.

Asthe host led them through the crowded dining room to atable by the windows, Clay leaned over
Amy's shoulder and whispered, "A biscuit isagood thing."

"I knew that,” Amy whispered back. "Like atomato, right?

"Heads up,” Clay said, just as Amy plowed into akhaki package of balding ambition known as Jon
Thomas Fuller, CEO of Hawaii Whale Inc., anonprofit corporation with assetsin the tens of millionsthat
disguised itsdlf as aresearch organization. Fuller had pushed his chair back to intercept Amy.

"Jon Thomas!" Clay smiled and reached around the flustered Amy to shake Fuller'shand. Fuller
ignored Clay and took Amy by the waist, steadying her. "Hey, hey, there," Fuller said. "If you wanted to
meet me, al you had to do was introduce yoursdlf."

Amy grabbed hiswrists and guided his handsto the tablein front of him, then stepped back. "Hi, I'm
Amy Earhart.”

"l know who you are," said Fuller, slanding now. Hewas only alittletaler than Amy, very tan and
very lean, with ahawk nose and areceding hairline like aknife. "What | don't know iswhy you haven't
come to see me about ajob."

Meanwhile, Nate, who had been thinking about whale song, had taken his seet, opened a menu,
ordered coffee, and completely missed the fact that he was adone at the table. He looked up to see Jon
Thomas Fuller holding his assistant by the waist. He dropped his menu and headed back to the site of the
intercept.

"Wdll, partly”" -- Amy smiled at the three young women sitting at Fuller'stable -- "partly because |
have some salf-respect” -- she curtsied -- "and partly because you're alouse and ajamoke.”

Fuller's dazzling grin dropped aleve of magnitude. Thewomen at histable, dl dressed in khaki safari
wear to gpproximate the Discovery Channdl idedl of what ascientist should look like, made great shows
of looking €lsewhere, wiping their mouths, Sipping water -- not noticing their boss getting verbaly
bitch-dapped by avicious research pixie.

"Nate," Fuller said, noticing that Nate had joined the group, "I heard about the break-in at your place.
Nothing important missing, | hope.”

"Werefine. Lost somerecordings,” Nate said.

"Ah, well, good. A lot of lowlifeson thisidand now." Fuller looked at Kona



The surfer grinned. " Shoots, brah, you make me blush.”

Fuller grinned. "How you doing, Kona?"

"All cool runnings, brah. Bwana Fuller got hisevil on?'

There were neck-snapping double takes all around. Fuller nodded, then looked back a Quinn.
"Anything we can do, Nate? There arealot of our song recordings for salein the shops, if those will help
out. Y ou guys get professiond discount. Weredl in thistogether.”

"Thanks," Nate said just as Fuller sat down, then turned his back on al of them and resumed eating
his breskfast, dismissing them. The women at the table looked embarrassed.

"Breakfast?' Clay said. He herded histeam to their table.

They ordered and drank coffee in silence, each looking out across the street to the ocean, avoiding
eye contact until Fuller and his group had left.

Nateturned to Amy. "A jamoke? What are you, living in a Cagney movie?'

"Whoisthat guy?' Amy asked. She snapped the corner off apiece of toast with more violence than
wasredly necessary.

"What's ajamoke?' Kona asked.

"It'saflavor of ice cream, right?' Clay said.

Nate looked at Kona. "How do you know Fuller?* Nate held up hisringer and shot a cautionary
glare, the now understood signd for no Rastal/pidgin/bullshit.

"1 worked the Jet Ski concession for him at Kaanapali."

Nate looked to Clay, asif to say, You knew this?

"Who isthat guy?' Amy asked.

"He'sthe head of Hawaii Whale," Clay said. "Commerce masquerading as science. They usether
permit to get three sixty-five-foot tourist boats right up next to the whales.”

"That guy isascientig?'

"HehasaPh.D. in biology, but | wouldn't call him ascientist. Those women he waswith are his
naturaists. | guesstoday was even too windy for them to go out. HeE's got shops all over theidand --
sIswhale crap, nonprofit. Hawaii Whae was the only research group to oppose the Jet Ski ban during
whale season.”

"Because Fuller had money in the Jet Ski business," Nate added.

"1 made six bucks an hour,"” Kona said.

"Nate'swork was instrumenta in getting the Jet Ski parasail ban done," Clay said. "Fuller doesn't like
us”

"The sanctuary may take his research permit next," said Nate. "What science they do is bad science.”

"And he blamesyou for that?' Amy asked.

"| -- we have done the most behaviord stuff asit relates to sound in these waters. The sanctuary gave
us some money to find out if the high-frequency noise from Jet Skisand parasail boats affected the
behavior of thewhaes. We concluded that it did. Fuller didn't likeit. It cost him."

"He's going to build a dolphin swim park, up LaPerouse Bay way," Konasaid.

"What?' Nate said.

"What?" said Clay.

"A swim-with-the-dolphins park?' said Amy.

"Y a, mon. Let you come from Ohio and get in the water with them bottlenose fellahs for two hundred
dollar.”

"Y ou guysdidn't know about this?* Amy waslooking at Clay. He always seemed to know everything
that was going on in the whae world.

"First I've heard of it, but they're not going to let him do it without some studies.” He looked to Nate.
"Arethey?'

"It never happen if he loses hisresearch permit,” Nate said. "Therell beareview."

"And you'll be on the review board?' asked Amy.

"Nate's name would solidify it," Clay sad. "They'll ask him."

"Not you?' Kona asked.



"I'm just the photographer.” Clay looked out at the whitecapsin the channd. "Doesn't look like well
be getting out today. Finish your breakfast, and then well go pay your rent.”

Nate looked at Clay quizzically.

"l can't givehim money," Clay said. "H€ll just smokeit. I'm going to go pay hisrent.”

"Truth." Konanodded.

"You don't fill work for Fuller, do you, Kona?' Nate asked.

"Nate!" Amy admonished.

"Wédl, he wastherewhen | found the office ransacked.”

"Leave him done" Amy said. "He'stoo cute to be bad.”

"Truth," said Kona. "Sistah Biscuit speak nothin' but the truth. | be massive cute.”

Clay set astack of billson the table. "By the way, Nate, you have alecture at the sanctuary on
Tuesday. Four days. Y ou and Amy might want to use the downtime to put something together.”

Natefelt asif hed been smacked. "Four days? There's nothing there. It was dl on those hard drives."

"Likel said, you might want to use the downtime.”

CHAPTER SX
Whale Wahine

Asabiologist, Nate had a tendency to draw anal ogies between human behavior and anima behavior
-- probably alittle more often than was strictly healthy. For instance, as he considered his attraction to
Amy, hewondered why it had to be so complex. Why there had to be so many subtleties to the human
mating ritud. Why can't we be more like common squid? hethought. The male squid smply svimsup
to the female squid, hands her aneat package of sperm, she tucksit under her mantle at her leisure, and
they go on their separate ways, their duty to the species done. Simple, e egant, no nuance...

Nate held the paper cup out to Amy. "1 poured some coffee for you."

"I'm al coffeed out, thanks" said Amy.

Nate set the cup down on the desk next to his own. He sat in front of the computer. Amy was
perched on ahigh stoal to hisleft going through the hardbound field journas covering the last four years.
"Areyou going to be able to put together alecture out of this?' she asked.

Nate rubbed histemples. Despite a handful of aspirin and six cups of coffee, hishead was ill
throbbing. "A lecture? About what?'

"Wdll, what were you planning to do atak on before the office was ransacked? Maybe we can
recongtruct it from the field notes and memory.”

"l don't have that good amemory."

"Yesyou do, you just need some mnemonics, which we have herein thefield notes.”

Her expression was as open and hopeful asachild's. She waited for something from him, just aword
to set her searching for what he needed. The problem was, what he needed right now was not going to
be found in biology field notes. He needed answers of another kind. It bothered him that Fuller had
known about the break-in at the compound. It was too soon for him to have found out. It also bothered
him that anyone could hold him in the sort of disdain that Fuller obvioudy did. Nate had been born and
raised in British Columbia, and Canadians hate, above al things, to offend. It was part of the national
consciousness. "Be polite’ was an unwritten, ungpoken rule, but ingrained into the psyche of an entire
country. (Of course, aswith any rule, there were exceptions. parts of Quebec, where people maintained
the "dismissive to the point of confrontation, with subsequent surrender” mind-set of the French; and
hockey, in which any Canadian may, with impunity, dam, pummel, elbow, smack, punch, body-check,
and best the shit out of, with sticks, any other human being, punctuated by profanities, name-calling,
guestioning parentage, and accusations of begtidity, usudly -- coincidentaly -- in French.) Nate was
neither French-Canadian nor much of ahockey player, so theidea of having invoked enmity enoughin
someone to have that person ruin hisresearch... He was mortified by it.

"Amy," he said, having spaced out and returned to the room in amatter of seconds, he hoped, "is



there something that I'm missing about our work? |s there something in the data that I'm not seeing?*

Amy assumed the pose of Rodin's The Thinker on her stoal, her chin teed up on her hand, her brow
furrowed into moguls of earnest contemplation. "Well, Dr. Quinn, | would be ableto answer that if you
had shared the datawith me, but since| only know what 1've collected or what I've analyzed personaly,
I'd have to say, scientifically speaking, bests me.”

"Thanks," Nate said. He smiled in spite of himself.

"Y ou said there was something there that you were close to finding. In the song, | mean. What isit?"

"Wdll, if | knew that, it would be found, wouldn't it?"

"Y ou must suspect. Y ou haveto have atheory. Tel me, and let's apply the data to the theory. I'm
willing to do the work, reconstruct the data, but you've got to trust me.”

"No theory ever benefited by the gpplication of data, Amy. Datakillstheories. A theory has no better
time than when it's lying there naked, pure, unsullied by facts. Let'sjust keep it that way for awhile."

"So you don't redly have atheory?

"Cludess™

"Y ou lying bag of fish heads."

"l can fireyou, you know. Even if Clay wasthe onethat hired you, I'm not totally superfluousto this
operation yet. I'm kind of in charge. | can fire you. Then how will you live?!

"I'm not getting paid.”

"See, right there. Perfectly good concept ruined by the application of fact.”

"So fireme." No longer The Thinker, Amy had taken on the aspect of adark and evil df.

"| think they're communicating,” Nate said.

"Of course they're communicating, you maroon. Y ou think they're Snging because they like the sound
of their own voices?'

"Therédsmoreto it than that."

"Wadll, tdl me!™

"Who cdls someone amaroon? What the hell is maroon?"

"It'samook with aPh.D. Don't change the subject.”

"It doesn't matter. Without the acoustic datal can't even show you what | was thinking. Besides, I'm
not sure that my cognitive powers aren't breaking down."

"Meaning what?'

Meaning that I'm starting to see things, hethought. Meaning that despite the fact that you're
yelling at me, | really want to grab you and kiss you, hethought. Oh, | am so fucked, hethought.
"Meaning I'm il alittle hungover. I'm sorry. Let's see what we can put together from the notes.”

Amy dipped off the stool and gathered thefield journdsin her ams.

"Where are you going?' Nate said. Had he somehow offended her?

"We have four daysto put together alecture. I'm going to go to my cabinand do it.”

"How? On what?'

"I'm thinking, 'Humpbacks: Our Wet and Wondrous Pals of the Degp--"

"There'sgoing to be alot of researchersthere. Biologists-" Nate interrupted.

"'--and Why We Should Poke Them with Sticks.™

"Better," Nate said.

"I got it covered," she said, and she walked out.

For somereason hefelt hopeful . Excited. Just for asecond. Then, after he'd watched her walk out, a
wave of melancholy swept over him and for the thirtieth time that day he regretted that he hadn't just
become a pharmaci<, or acharter captain, or something that made you fed moredive, likeapirate.

* *x %

The old broad lived on a volcano and believed that the whales talked to her. She called about noon,
and Nate knew it was her before he even answered. He knew, because she always called when it was
too windy to go out.



"Nathan, why aren't you out in the channdl?" the Old Broad said.

"Hello, Elizabeth, how are you today?'

"Don't change the subject. They told me that they want to talk to you. Today. Why aren't you out
there?"

"Y ou know why I'm not out there, Elizabeth. 1t'stoo windy. Y ou can see the whitecaps aswell as|
can." From the dope of Haleskaa, the Old Broad watched the activity in the channd with a
two-hundred-power celestia telescope and apair of "big eyes' binoculars that |ooked like stereo
bazookas on precision mounts that were anchored into aton of concrete.

"Well, they're upset that you're not out there. That'swhy | called.”

"And | gppreciate your caling, Elizabeth, but I'min the middle of something.”

Nate hoped he didn't sound too rude. The Old Broad meant well. And they, in away, were dl at the
mercy of her generosity, for athough she had "donated” the Papa Lani compound, she hadn't exactly
sgned it over to them. They werein asort of permanent |lease Stuation. Elizabeth Robinson was,
however, very generous and very kindhearted indeed, even if shewasatotal loon.

"Nathan, | am not atotal loon," she said.

Oh yesyou are, hethought. "I know you'renot,” he said. "Buit | really have to get somework done
today."

"What are you working on?" Elizabeth asked. Nate could hear her tapping a pencil on her desk. She
took notes during their conversations. He didn't know what she did with the notes, but it bothered him.

"l have alecture a the sanctuary in four days." Why, why had he told her? Why? Now shed rattle
down the mountain in her ancient Mercedes that looked like aNazi taff car, Sit in the audience, and ask
al the questionsthat she knew in advance he couldn't answer.

"That shouldn't be hard. Y ou've done that before, what, twenty times?"

"Y es, but someone broke in to the compound yesterday, Elizabeth. All my notes, the tapes, the
andysis-- it'sal destroyed.”

There was slence on the line for amoment. Nate could hear the Old Broad breathing. Findly, "I'm
redlly sorry, Nathan. Iseveryonedl right?'

"Y es, it happened while we were out working."

"Isthere anything | can do? | mean, | can't send much, but if--"

"No, we'redl right. It'sjust alot of work that | haveto start over.” The Old Broad might have been
loaded at onetime, and she certainly would be again if she sold the land where Papa Lani stood, but
Nate didn't think that she had alot of money to spare after the last bear market. Even if shedid, this
wasn't aproblem that could be solved with cash.

"Wl then, you get back to work, but try to get out tomorrow. There's abig mae out there who told
me he wants you to bring him a hot pastrami on rye."

Nate grinned and dmost snorted into the phone. "Elizabeth, you know they don't eat whilethey'rein
these waters."

"I'm just relaying the message, Nathan. Don't you snicker at me. He'sabig male, broad, like he just
came down from Alaska -- frankly, | don't know why he'd be hungry, he's as big as ahouse. But
anyway, Swiss and hot English mustard, he was very clear about that. He has very unusua markingson
hisflukes. | couldn't see them from here, but he says you'll know him."

Nate felt hisface go numb with something approximating shock. "Elizabeth--"

"Cdll if you need anything, Nathan. My loveto Clay. Aloha."

Nathan Quinn let the phone dip from his fingers, then zombie-stumbled out of the office and back to
his own cabin, where he decided he was going to nap and keep napping until he woke up to aworld that
wasn't soirritatingly weird.

Right on the edge of adream where he was gleefully steering asixty-foot cabin cruiser up Second
Street in downtown Sesitle, plowing aside dow-moving vehicleswhile Amy, clad in asilver bikini and



looking uncharacteristicaly tan, stood in the bow and waved to people who had come to the windows of
their second-story officesto marve at the freedom and power of the Mighty Quinn -- right on the edge
of aperfect dream, Clay burst into the room. Talking.

"Konasmoving into cabin Six."

"Get somelinesinthewater, Amy," Nate said from the drears of morpheum opus. "We're coming up
on Pike's Place Market, and theres fish to be had.”

Clay waited, not quite smiling, not quite not, while Nate sat up and rubbed deep from hiseyes.
"Driving aboat on the street?' Clay said, nodding. All skippers had that dream.

"Seettle," said Nate. "The Zodiac livesin cabin Sx."

"We haven't used the Zodiac in ten years, it won't hold air." Clay went to the closet that acted asa
divider between the living/deeping area and the kitchen. He pulled down a stack of sheets, then towels.
"Y ou wouldn't believe how they had thiskid living, Nate. It wasatin industriad building, out by the
arport. Twenty, thirty of them, in little stallswith cots and not enough room to swing adead cat. The
wiring was extension cords draped over the tops of the stdls. Six hundred amonth for that.”

Nate shrugged. "So? We lived that way thefirst couple of years. It'swhat you do. We might need
cabin six for something. Storage or something.”

"Nope," said Clay. "That place was a sweat box and afire hazard. HE's not living there. He's our

"But Clay, he'sonly been with usfor aday. He's probably acrimina.”

"He'sour guy,” said Clay, and that was that. Clay had very strong views on loyadlty. If Clay had
decided that Konawastheir guy, he wastheir guy.

"Okay," said Nate, feding asif he had just invited the Medusain for asandwich. "The Old Broad
cdled.”

"How isshe?"

"Sill nuts™

"How're you?"'

"Getting there."

CHAPTER SEVEN
Sanctuary, Sanctuary, Cried the Humpback

When avigtor firgt drivesinto the Hawaiian 1dands Humpback Whale Sanctuary -- five baby blue
shiplap buildings trimmed out in cobalt, crouching on the edge of the huge Maalaea Bay and overlooking
the ruins of an ancient saltwater fish pond -- hisfirgt reaction isusudly "Hey, not much of a sanctuary.

Y ou could get maybe three whaesin those buildings, tops.” Soon, however, he redlizes that these
buildings are smply the offices and visitor centers. The sanctuary itself coversthe channdsthat run from
Molokal to the Big Idand of Hawaii, between Maui, Lanal, and Kahoolawe, aswell as the north shores
of Oahu and Kaual, in which thereis plenty of room for awhole bunch of whaes, which iswhy they are
kept there.

There were about a hundred people milling around outside the lecture hal when Nate and Amy pulled
into the parking lot in the pickup.

"Lookslikeagood turnout?' Amy said. Shed attended only one of the sanctuary's weekly lectures,
and that one had been given by Gilbert Box, an ill-tempered biologist doing survey work under agrant
for the International Whaling Commission, who droned through numbers and graphs until the ten people
in atendance would have killed awhde themsdaves just to shut him up.

"It's about average for us. Behavior always draws more than survey. Were the sexy ones,” Nate said
withagrin.

Amy snorted. "Oh, yeah, you guys are the Mae Wests of the nerd world."

"We're action nerds,” Nate said. "Adventure nerds. Nerds of romance.”

"Nerds" Amy said.



Nate could see the skeletal Gilbert Box standing off to the side of the crowd under a straw hat whose
brim was so wide it could have afforded shade for three additiona people and behind apair of enormous
wraparound sunglasses suitable for welding or asashied from nuclear flash. His gaunt face was il
smeared with residue of the white zinc oxide he used for sun protection when out on the water. He wore
along-deeved khaki shirt and trousers and leaned on awhite sun umbrellathat he was never seen
without. It was ahalf hour before sunset, awarm breeze was coming off Maaaea Bay, and Gilbert Box
looked like Degth out for his after-dinner stroll before abusy night of e-mailing heart attacks and tumors
to afew million lucky winners

Nate had given Box the nickname "the Count,” after the Sesame Street vampirewith the
obsessive-compulsive need to count things. (Nate had been too old for Sesame Street as a preschooler,
but hed watched it through grade ten while baby-sitting his younger brother, Sam.) People agreed that
the Count was the perfect name for asurvey guy with an aversion to water and sunlight, and the name
had caught on even outside Nate and Clay'simmediate sphere of influence.

Panic rattled up Nate's spine. "They're going to know we'refaking it. The Count will cal usonit the
first time| say something that we don't have the datato back up.”

"How's he going to know?Y ou had the data a week ago. Besides, what's this'we'? I'm just running
the projector.”

"Thanks."

"Therds Tarwater,” Amy said. "Who are those women he's talking to?"

"Probably just somewhale huggers,” Nate said, pretending that al of his menta faculties were
required for him to squeeze the pickup into the four adjacent empty parking spaces. The women
Tawater wastaking to were Margaret Painborne, Ph.D., and Elizabeth "Libby" Quinn, Ph.D. They
worked together with a couple of very butch young women studying cow/caf behavior and socid
vocdizations. They were doing good work, Nate thought, even if it appeared to have a gender-based
agenda. Margaret wasin her late forties, short and round, with long gray hair that she kept perpetually
tied back in abraid. Libby was aimost a decade younger, long-legged and lean, blond hair going gray,
cut short, and she had once, not too long ago, been Nathan Quinn'sthird wife. A second and totally
different wave of anxiety swept over Quinn. Thiswasthefirg time held encountered Libby snce Amy
joined the team.

"They don't look likewhae huggers” Amy said. "They look like researchers.”

"How isthat?"

"They look like action nerds." Amy snorted again and crawled out of the truck.

"That's not very professond,” Nate said, "that snorting-laugh thing you do.” But Amy had aready
walked off toward the lecture hall, acarousd of didesunder her arm.

Nate counted more than thirty researchersin the crowd as he walked up. And those were just the
ones he was acquainted with. New people would be coming back and forth from the mainland all season
-- grad students, film crews, reporters, National Fisheries people, patrons -- dl hitchhiking on the very
few research permitsthat were issued for the sanctuary.

For some reason Amy made a bedlinefor Cliff Hyland and his navy watchdog, Tarwater, who was
out of uniform in Dockers and a Tommy Bahamashirt, but till out of place because his clotheswere
ironed to razor creases -- his Topsiders had been spit-shined, and he stood as if there were a cold length
of rebar wired to hisspine.

"Hey, Amy," Cliff said. "Sorry to hear about the break-in. Bad?'

"WEell bedl right,” Amy said.

Nate strolled up behind Amy. "Hey, Cliff. Captain." He nodded to each.

"Sorry to hear about the break-in, Nate," Cliff said again. "Hope you guys didn't lose anything
important.”

"We're fucked," Nate said.

And Tarwater smiled -- for thefirst time ever, Nate thought.

"Werefine" Amy grinned and brandished her carousd of dideslike atalisman of power.

"I'm thinking about getting ajob at Starbucks," Nate said.



"Hey, Cliff, what are you guysworking on?' Amy asked, having somehow moved close enough into
Cliff Hyland's persona space to haveto look up a himwith big, girly-blue eyes and the aspect of a
fascinated child.

Nate cringed. It was... well, it was just not done. Y ou didn't ask, not outright like that.

"Just some stuff for the navy,” Cliff said, obvioudy wanting to back away from Amy, but knowing that
if hedid, somehow hed loseface.

Nate watched while Amy grated his friend's middle-aged irrelevance againg his mae ego merely by
stepping afoot closer. There, too, was areaction from Tarwater, as the younger man seemed to be
irritated by the fact that Amy was paying attention to Cliff. Or maybe hewasjudt irritated with Amy
because shewasirritating. Sometimes Nate had to remind himsdf not to think like abiologit.

"Y ou know, Cliff,"” Amy said, "l waslooking at amap the other day -- and | want you to brace
yoursdlf, because this may come as a shock -- but theres no coastlinein lowa. | mean, doesn't that get in
theway of sudying marine mammas?'

"Sure, now you bring that up,” Cliff said. "Where were you ten years ago when | accepted the
postion?"

"Middle school,” Amy said. "What'sin the big case on your boat? Sonar array? 'Y ou guys doing
another LFA study?'

Tarwater coughed.

"Amy," Nateinterrupted, "we'd better get set up.”

"Right," Amy said. "Nice seeing you guys."

She moved on. Nate grinned, just for asecond. " Sorry, you know how it is?"

"Yeah." Cliff Hyland smiled. "Weve got two grad students working with usthis season.”

"But we |eft our grommets at home, to analyze data," Tarwater added.

Nate and Cliff looked at each other like two old broken-toothed lionslong driven from the pride --
tired, but secure in the knowledge that if they teamed up, they could eat the younger mae dive. Cliff
shrugged, dmost imperceptibly, that smal gesture communicating, Sorry, Nate, | know he's an asshole,
but what am | going to do? It's funding.

"I'd better goin," Nate said, patting the notesin his shirt pocket. He passed a couple more
acquaintances, saying hello as he went by, then ingde the door ran right into aminor nightmare: Amy
talking to his ex-wife, Libby, and her partner, Margaret.

It had been like this: They'd met ten years ago, summer in Alaska, aremote lodge on Baranof Idand
on the Chatham Strait, where scientists were given access to acouple of rigid-hulled Zodiacs and dl the
canned beans, smoked salmon, and Russian vodka they could consume. Nate had come to observe the
feeding behavior of hisbeoved humpbacks and record socid soundsthat might help him to interpret the
song they sang when in Hawaii. Libby was doing biopsies on the population of resident (fish-eating) killer
whaesto provethat al the different pods were indeed part of one clan related by blood. He was two
years divorced from his second wife. Libby, at thirty, was two months from finishing her doctoral
dissertation in cetacean biology. Consequently, since high school she hadn't had time for anything but
research -- seasonal affairs with boat skippers, senior researchers, grad students, fishermen, and the
occasiona photographer or documentary filmmaker. She wasn't particularly promiscuous, but there was
asea of men you were set adrift in if you were going to study whaes, and if you didn't want to spend
your lifedone, you pulled into aconvenient, if scruffy, port from timeto time. The transience of the work
drove alot of women out of the field. On the other hand, Nate tried to solve the male side of the equation
by marrying other whale researchers, reasoning that only someone who was equally obsessed, distracted,
and single-minded would be able to tolerate those qualitiesin amate. That sort of reasoning, of course,
was testament to the victory of romanticism over reason, irony over rationdity, and pure foolishness over
common sense. The only thing that being married to another scientist had gotten Nate was areprieve
from being asked what he was thinking about while lying in bed in a postcoital cuddle. They knew what
he was thinking about, because they were thinking about the same thing: whales.

They were both lean and blond and weather-beaten, and one evening, asthey were portaging gear
from their respective Zodiacs, Libby unzipped her surviva suit and tied the deeves around her waist so



she could move more fredly. Nate said, "Y ou look good in that."

No one, absolutely no one, looks good in asurviva suit (unless a Day-Glo orange marshmalow man
isyour ideaof ahot date), but Libby didn't even make the effort to roll her eyes. "I have vodkaand a
shower inmy cabin," shesad.

"I have ashower in my cabin, too," Nate said.

Libby just shook her head and trudged up the path to the lodge. Over her shoulder she cdled, "Infive
minutes there's going to be a naked woman in my shower. Y ou got one of those?"

"Oh," said Nate.

They were both il lean, but no longer blond. Nate was completely gray, and Libby was getting
there. She smiled when he approached. "We heard about the break-in, Nate. | meant to cal you."

"That's okay," he said. "Not much you can do."

"That'swhat you think," Amy said. She was bouncing on the balls of her feet asif she were going to
explode or Tigger off across the room any second.

"I think these might mitigate theloss alittle," Libby said. She dung her day pack off her shoulder,
reached in, and came out with ahandful of CDsin paper deeves. "Y ou forgot about these, I'll bet? Y ou
loaned them to us last season so we could pull off any socia noisesin the background.”

"It'sall the Singer recordings from the last ten years,” Amy said. "lsan't that great!”

Natefelt asif he might faint. To loseten years work, then reconcile theloss, only to have it handed
back to him. He put his hand on Libby's shoulder to steady himself. "I don't know what to say. | thought
you gave those back."

"We made copies." Margaret stepped over to Quinn and in doing so got afoot between him and his
ex-wife. "You sad it would be okay. We were only using them for comparison to our own samples.”

"No, it'sokay," Nate said. He almost patted her shoulder, but as he moved in that direction she
flinched and helet hishand drop. "Thank you, Margaret.”

Margaret had interposed herself completely between Nate and Libby, making abarrier of her own
body (behavior she'd obvioudy picked up from her cow/caf studies -- ahumpback mother did the same
thing when boats or amorous males approached her cdf).

Amy snatched the handful of CDsfrom Libby. "I'd better go through these. | can probably come up
with afew rdevant samplesto play dong with thedidesif | hurry."

"Il gowithyou," Margaret said, eyeing Amy. "My handwriting on the catal og numbers leaves
something to be desired.”

And off they went toward the projection station in the middle of the hdll, leaving Nate standing with
Libby, wondering exactly what had just transpired.

"Sheredly does have an extraordinary ass, Nate," Libby said as she watched Amy walk away.

"Yep," Nate said, not wanting to have this conversation. " She's very bright, too."

Sometimein the last week atiny voicein his head had started asking, Could this get any weirder? In
two minutes he'd gone from anxiety to embarrassment to anxiety to relief to gratitude to scoping chicks
with hisex-wife. Oh, yes, little voice, it can always get weirder.

"I think Margaret may be on arecruiting mission,” Libby said. "I hope she checked our budget before
sheleft.”

"Amy'sworking for free," Nate said.

Libby leaned up on tiptoes and whispered, "1 believe that a starting position on the al-girl team has
just opened up.” Then she kissed his cheek. "Y ou knock ‘em dead tonight, Nate." And she was off after
Amy and Margaret.
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