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Year of the d oud
Ted Thomas and Kate W hel m
1970

February 28

Dr. Henry Spain | ooked up at the great barrel of the tel escope and shivered. There was a cold
danmpness in the observatory that even his heavy jacket could not keep out. He shook his head and
muttered to Charlie Porter, "One thing that should be abolished is the nonth of February. It's

m serabl e, does no good for anybody, a totally wasted nonth of the year, should be abolished." He
| ooked up at the doned roof and dreaded the nmonent when the great panels would open and the cold
February night air would rush in and nmake it colder than it was now.

Charlie Porter shivered too, but he was anxious for the panels to open. He would then be able to
| eave this frigid, barren roomand go to his warm darkroom and start nmaking the enl argenents of

| ast night's photographic plates. There were advantages in being far down in the hierarchy of the
observatory. As a darkroom technician, no one expected himto put up with the disconforts of

wi nter observing. He breathed in deeply and coughed a little; he did not like the nmusty snell of

nmouse excrenent that always seened to fill the air out here.

Dr. Peter Yudkin clunped up the metal, circular staircase and cane toward them Both Spain and
Porter turned to face himwith the deference that befitted a greeting of the Director. Both of
theminmrediately felt colder, for Yudkin was dressed in his usual business suit with the coat

j acket open and his stomach protruding, no vest, no sweater, no coat. Yudkin rubbed his hands
together, but it was not to warmthem He said, 'The seeing is good tonight. Sone good work we
will do. Let us to begin." Yudkin's accent was an unconscious fraud, assumed because he
instinctively felt that it inpressed visitors who al ways seened nore respectful of foreign
science. In nonents of stress he forgot the garbled syntax conpletely. An assistant threw a
swi tch, and the panels began to open. The cold night air swept down on themw th just enough
moi sture in it for maxi mum di sconfort. Yudkin threw back his head and sucked air noisily, while
the other nen shivered.

"Well," said Porter. "I guess |'d better go and get to work. You'll have sonme nore plates for me
before too long.™

Spai n nodded pl easantly at Porter and said, "Don't get overheated in that darkroom of yours now. "
And he turned to nount the platformw th Yudkin. Porter waved at hi mand headed for the circular
staircase

Porter left his jacket on when he entered his warm darkroom He began to lay out his trays and set
up his bottles of solutions, checking to nake sure there was enough in each. Wth his prelimnnary
chores done, he hung up his jacket and took down sone of the dried plates to | ook at them He held
themto the bright fluorescent plate to inspect them One after another he checked them out,

| ooki ng for mechanical flaws in the photographic plate.

Now, Porter had a sensitive eye and a fine sense of conposition. He came to a plate that did not
seemquite right. The flaw was so subtle that at first he could not detect it. He made hinself
rel ax, and he blinked his eyes and | ooked at the ceiling for a nonent. Then he carel essly | ooked
at the plate along its top, not straining, not trying to focus his eyes. He pursed his Iips and
blew air through them not quite whistling. He noved his eyes back and forth, vaguely focusing
them along the top of the plate. And in a noment he had it.

Bel ow the center of the plate and a little to the left was a faint blotch, so faint the eye could
not normally see it. "Damm it," said Porter to hinself. He snatched up the plate, turned on a
bright overhead light and held the plate up to it. He turned it various ways to catch the
reflected light fromthe face of the plate, trying to find the reason for the flaw. He turned it
over and did the sane with the back. "Not water spotting. No snmear. Miust be in the gelatin film
itself." He thought for a nmonent. He selected the two plates that had been exposed next to it, one
just ahead and the other just behind. A careful check showed the sanme blotch on each

Porter rubbed his chin and reflected. By this tine his eye was accustoned to seeing the blotch
and he was certain it was a trifle nore pronounced on the last plate. The tray containing the
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entire series of plates was on the table in front of him and he went right to the very | ast
plate. It, too, had the faint blotch, perhaps a little nore discernible than the blotch on the
earlier plates. Now he knew that the canmeras had actually photographed sonething. Porter was
reasonably certain the astrononers had not been looking for it. Perhaps it was a hitherto unknown
conmet. He grinned as he thought it. Photographers' assistants did not nornmally study astronom cal
pl ates, so maybe he was the first of his profession to discover a celestial object. He could see
it now, the banquet hall, the head table, the bright Bghts, the speaker saying, "And it gives ne
great pleasure to present this honorary doctorate to Charlie Porter, discoverer of the greatest
conet of themall, now known as Porter's Conet."

Porter shook hinself back to reality and wondered what to do next. Wth the plates all replaced in
their tray, he shrugged into his jacket and went to find Dr. Spain. Spain and Yudkin were quietly
engrossed in their work. Porter said, "Dr. Spain, | think |I've found something on the plates you
took last night. Could | trouble you to cone take a quick |ook at then?" He spoke softly.

Spai n said, "Wy, yes, Charlie. Wait for about ten minutes and we'll have a breaki ng point here
for a fewnminutes. I'lIl be down then."

Porter went back down and busi ed hinsel f doing sone nore chores until he heard the knock on the
door. When he opened it, both Spain and Yudkin were there.

Yudki n pushed his way in and said, "Were are these plates with something on them we took | ast
night? I want to see them"

Sonething in his voice irritated Porter, so he deliberately handed Yudkin the faintest of the

pl ates without comment. Yudkin held it in front of the viewer and scanned it. He bent over it and
ti pped his head back to bring his bifocals into focus. He seenmed to be stabbing the photograph
with his chin as he pored over it.

Then he straightened and said, "I see nothing. Wiat is it here you think you see?"

Porter had just begun to regret his inpulse in trying to make Yudkin | ook foolish, when Yudkin's
cutting voice made himmad all over again. He did sonmething he should not have done. He tried to
use Spain to nake Yudkin | ook even nore foolish. Porter said as he took the plate from Yudkin's
hand, "I'"msure Dr. Spain can see it." He held it so the light struck the plate at the right angle
for Spain, and he pointed to the area on the plate. "See it there, Dr. Spain?"

Spai n was enbarrassed, but his eye caught the faint blotch and he said, "Wy, yes." He took the
plate and held it for Yudldn and pointed. "Wth the light like this. See it?"

Yudkin | eaned forward, saw it, nodded and said, "lIs it anything? Let nme see the rest of the
series."

One at a tine Porter handed Yudl dn the rest of the plates while Spain peered over Yudkin's
shoul der, both of them growi ng nore excited as they inspected plate after plate.

Yudkin finally al nost shouted, "W discovered sonething |last night. W nust study it sone nore."
Yudkin turned and rushed out of the darkroom The other two followed him

In the control room Yudkin gave the conputer technician directions to retake some of the pictures,
and in six mnutes the coordinates were fed into the tel escope controls and the great structure
began to swing. Porter went with themto the domed room and he was too excited to mnd the chill
Yudki n snapped at him "W do not need you here, M. Porter. Wiy don't you finish your work in the
dar kr oon®?"

Porter, nonmentarily taken aback, stared at Yudkin angrily for a nonent, and then said, "I want to
make sure the photographic end of this session is handled as best as it can be. |I'll see to it
that our highest quality plates are used. | want to use a coarser grain and a faster plate to

bring out nore brightness in the object.”

Yudkin flushed and began to retort, when Spain said, "Let's try it in the short infrared, perhaps
in the ultraviolet. Mght give us nore information right off the bat."
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Yudki n nodded vi gorously, quickly lost in consideration of the problem 'Yes. W will run a
spectrographic analysis, too. Let us organize." And he turned and began shouting orders to the
vari ous people scattered around the done. Porter personally took over the chores of selecting the
plates, and he laid out for later use the IR and UV plates and the strips for insertion into the
spect r ogr aph.

In half an hour the routine of the photographic procedures had settled, and the staff nenbers
hardly spoke to one another as they did their jobs. Porter took the exposed plates down to his
darkroom and set to work with fresh chemicals. In tw hours he was able to check the first plates,
and the blotch was there, dead center on the plates. He took themup to the done in a padded tray
and showed themto Spain.

"Fine. They are much clearer than last night's. W can position it now, naybe get an idea of the
distance. | think it's close; inside Mars' orbit. I'll take them" Spain took the tray and headed
for the conputer room The technicians there were ready, and soon the typewiters were clicking
away feeding the data necessary to fix the position of the object.

Porter at first started to go with Spain, reluctant to allow his precious plates out of his sight.
But the photography was continui ng, and he knew he was not needed on the floor of the observatory.
He was conmpletely imrersed in the routine again when Spain was back with the news.

"I't's in the path of the Earth," he said. "W're going to pass right through it. It seens to be a
transparent C oud of sone kind. Any information yet on the IR and UW? W' ve got to find out what
it is."

The others stared at him opennmout hed, except Yudkin. Yudkin turned cold and inpassive and turned
his back on the others while he thought out the situation, unaffected by the nounting excitenent.
Even Spain was caught in the unsettling tension, and he joined in the unproductive chatter
"Through it?" "Wat could it be?" "Dust, maybe. We'Il get meteor showers."

Yudki n turned around and said, "W nust call the National Cbservatory. We nmay be the first to see
this, and we nust warn them Dr. Spain, have you an estinate of the distance?"

"Not yet, Doctor. It should be ready in a few m nutes."

Yudki n nodded. "We will wait for it, then | will call. Meantinme, let us continue taking pictures.’
They all scattered back to work.

In fifteen m nutes Spain was back with the answer. "The Cloud is five days away fromus, and we

will pass through it dead center. It seenms to be about three tinmes larger than the Earth itself.
It's an inert dust, thin, transparent. That's all | know at the nonent."
Yudki n nodded. "It is enough. | will nake the call."

Spain and Porter followed himdown the stairs into the office and Iistened quietly while Yudkin
called the National Cbservatory and told the chief astronomer, "I have found a C oud of apparent
dust in the path of the Earth, five days away. You have noticed this?"

Porter shifted his weight unconfortably and | ooked at Spain. Spain shrugged while Yudkin continued
to talk. It was apparent fromthe conversati on that the other observatory had not found the C oud.
They heard Yudkin say, "Very good. W will wait. W will announce it not at this tinme." He hung
up. Porter gritted his teeth.

Spai n said, "Wat happened?"

"They will |ook and call us back. They want us to make no announcement at this tine. They are
afraid of a panic when people learn we will pass through a Coud. Wll, let us collect nore data."

They had been up on the observatory floor for a half hour when a call canme through fromthe

Nati onal Observatory. The people had been busy over there. "W're sending a copter over to pick
you up, Dr. Yudkin. NASA has a shoot ready to go in four hours to check the solar w nd, and they
can easily adapt it for sone tests on that C oud--take sanples, animal tests, things like that."
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"You have seen it already?" asked Yudkin.

"No. We pulled sone plates nmade a day or two ago, and we saw it on them It's pretty hard to spot;
you' ve got sharp eyes over there. Well, we'll pick you up in a few ninutes."

Spai n had been busy during the tel ephoning. He read off some figures to Yudkin. "The Coud is
roughly circular in appearance with a di aneter of about twenty-four thousand nmiles. As we estinmate
its mass, it runs about twenty-two tinmes ten to the twelfth power short tons, if it's spherical

So this works out to a concentration of matter of sonething on the order of one pound of dust per
seventy million cubic feet. That's pretty concentrated. No data yet on the conposition. Rocket
sanmpling should give us the best results. Are they all set over at National ?"

"Yes. The copter will be here in five minutes. You will continue the analytical procedures?"
"Yes, and we will keep you posted as we leamthings. Anything | can get for you to take with you?"

Yudki n shook his head gruffly; it was difficult for himto say a personal "thank you." He |istened
and said, "I hear the copter. | go now " He quickly shook hands with Spain and turned to trudge
off to get his things and board the copter. The nen he left behind slowy got back into their
routine.

The copter flew Dr. Yudkin directly to the rocket |aunching site. The | aunch nmanager was an

i ntense, young, bl ack-haired man naned Bensen. He had a habit of cocking his head when he was

t hi nking, and he cocked it at Yudkin and said, "Can you think of any other tests we can nake with
this rocket, Doctor? Mnd you, we have a pay load of only three hundred sixty pounds."

Yudkin had |istened to the explanation of the sanpling and anal ytical procedures that woul d take
pl ace when the rocket passed through the C oud. Yudkin rubbed his chin and said, "Infrared,
ultraviolet, flane spectrogram plus live animals and collecting bottles. TV canera. Ch, yes. Can
you send back the reaction of a sanple in air? W then will have sone idea if the Coud matter can
be exposed to air without reaction.”

The cocked head strai ghtened, and Bensen turned and snapped orders at the technicians at the
liquid oxygen punps. They ran to carry themout, and Bensen turned back to Yudkin and said, "Good
i dea, Doctor. | think we can do it and it will be a good idea to know in advance if the matter in
the Yudkin Cloud is reactive with our atnosphere. Ckay, let's get out of here. This bird s going
to fly soon.” He led the way to Central Control

On the way they passed a group of reporters, held fifty yards from Control by a fence manned by
guards. Bensen said, "I don't know how they do it. Those boys sense sonething special's up.
don't think NASA's going to be able to keep this one quiet very |long. The word's out that
sonething's up.”

They went on in, took over the pre-shoot chores and in an hour and a half the bird flew It was a
good shot, right through the wi ndow, and the crew sniled as they went about their nonitoring
chores.

Spain called in. "Dr. Yudkin, the Coud is receding fromus, but at a slowrate. I'd estinmate
we'll be in the Coud for about twentyfour hours--just time for one conplete revolution of the
Earth. Do you have any nore information about it?"

Yudki n absent - nmi ndedly shook his head over the phone, but Spain recognized what he was doi ng.
Spai n continued, "I've had sone phone calls here fromthe press asking if anything is going on
Have you made any announcenents over there?"

Yudki n shook his head again and said, "No, but they know sonething is up. Call later. Soon we wll
get some data." And without nore he hung up

Central Control took on a nore tense atnosphere as the tine for neasurenents neared. And when the
data began to cone in, there was no sound but the clack of spinning wheels, the whir of tapes, and
the humof the circuitry. Wien the prelimnary data were in, they sat back and | ooked at what they
had. They did not have rmuch. The animals were unharned. Infrared and ultraviolet were

i nconel usive. The matter in the Coud rested harmessly in air environment inside the collecting
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bottles.
Henry Ray, analytical chenist, |ooked at the traces of the several absorption spectra. "Wll," he
said, "seens to be |large nol ecul es, hydrocarbon noities, oxygen in the chain, like that. Can't get

the end groups yet, or any side groups. Looks al nost conpletely organic, though. Wat's that doing
out there?"

Bensen turned to one of the other chenists and said, "Wat did he say?"

The chemi st snorted. "He said he doesn't know what it is. W'll have to wait for the specinens to
arrive. Wien we get themon a |ab bench, we'll find out what's what."

A phone call came in fromthe Secretary of Defense, who wanted to be brought up to date

i mredi ately on the conet he had just |earned about. Wuld it cause any troubl e when they went
through it? He listened to all they had to say, and then enphasized the need for secrecy. In" half
an hour they had a simlar call fromthe Wite House, and they had to go through the whol e thing
again, with little nore infornmation than they had the first tine. The sw tchboard began to stay
lighted up fromthe flock of incoming calls. Nearby technical centers had heard that sonething big
was up, and they wanted to know what it was.

The rocket returned at the predicted spot and was flown to Central Control by copter and carefully
sterilized before it was opened. The mice, the pigeons, the two nonkeys were all alive and well
al t hough they had now been imersed in the Coud s material for several hours. The anal yses began

Ten hours |l ater Bensen pulled a neeting together. Yudkin was there. "Wll|," said Bensen
decent prelininary results?"

any

Henry Ray said, "Yes. By and large the Cloud material is a famliar material. Seens to be
particles of a polymer, a big one, nolecular weight on the order of ten million. I think | see
ethylene linkages in the infrared, and | know | see ether groups. The structure seens to fit a

pol ymeri c et hyl ene oxi de, but " He stopped.

"What's the matter?"

"Well, there's an occasional group along the chain that | can't identify. Cyclic, three-

di mensional. What's nore, | can't get at it very well. It conmes apart easily. |'ve got to cone up

with a new technique or sonething, at least | think so. The group doesn't seeminportant, but |
can't really say. It's there, or sonething's there."

Yudkin said, "This nmaterial in the Coud--the Yudkin Coud" --they all |ooked up at him-"have you
fed it to animal s?"

Bensen said, "I was comng to that What do the biol ogists say? Frank?"

F?ank Manner said, "No effects on any animals, so far. Mnd you, we only have a few m|ligrans of
the stuff to work with, so we're using mce, and we haven't seen anything yet. W've started
sacrificing the experinmental animals, too. Nothing shows on autopsy."

Yudki n said, "CGood. Those ampunts may be the sane as we will be exposed to. W have the tota
anount neasured, and a fraction of one percent is exposure rate." He nodded contentedly.

The chief of analytical summed it up: "Well, it doesn't look |like the O oud--oh, excuse nme, the
Yudkin Cloud--is going to cause nmuch of a problem It seens to be an inert material even though
it's organic, which is really the only strange part of it. So far, it seems to be harniess,
totally non-poi sonous. "

"What about that group we can't identify?"
"Doesn't seemto be a problembiologically, but we're following it."

They all sat quietly until Bensen said, "Ckay, |'Il go report this upstairs to see what they have
to say about all this. Wiy don't you all go to the cafeteria and have sone coffee for half an hour
while | get the word fromthe top." They nodded and the neeting broke up.
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Bensen expl ai ned to Headquarters what they had found and waited for twenty minutes while sone kind
of prelimnary decision was made. The deci sion was sinple. Keep studying the material fromthe

d oud, but nmake no announcenents of any kind to anybody. No sense in throwing the public into a
pani ¢ when it learns we are going to pass through a cloud of inert material that will do nothing
nore than produce a few gloriously col ored sunsets.

Bensen called a neeting and explained the edict. "The press already knows sonething is up so this
is going to be great trying to keep themout of this. But that's the word, so that's what we do
Keep after the dust, try to identify it down to the last atom That's all."

Despite a night's work, nothing new had conme out by norning. The Cloud matter was non-toxic in
concentrations fifty rinmes greater than predicted exposure when the Earth passed through the
Cloud. Yet the secrecy lid stayed clanped on tightly out of fear that a prenature announcenent
woul d start a panic. By 11 A M, E. S. T. the decision had been nmade that the President would nake a
TV appearance at 9 PPM, E.S.T, calmy to tell the people about the Coud. The tal k woul d
enphasi ze harm essness and tell about the lovely sunsets everyone coul d watch

But at twelve noon, one Charles L. Stephens, a gifted amateur astrononer, noticed the Coud on a
pl ate he had taken the night before and called the National Cbservatory to discuss it. He was at
first rudely brushed off, so he hung up and tal ked to another amateur friend of his who happened
to be an enpl oyee of the French Legation in Baltinore. The friend pronptly reported it to his
superiors, who pronptly called Paris. By the tine the people at the National Observatory called
St ephens back to take himinto their confidence, the damage was done. At 1:30 P.M, E. S.T., the
French Governnent announced the situation to the world.

There was no panic.

March 28

Sam Brooks and Charlie Frazier steered their Boston Waler into their slip, and Carl Louderm | ch
hail ed themfromthe end of the pier. "Kind of windy out there today, wasn't it? You dedi cated
scientist types always awe ne. Cone hell or high water, you got to take your neasurenents. Now ne
I"'mthe |azy type."

Louderm | ch had a fishing pole in one hand and a can of cold beer in the other. He was | eaning
against a piling in the warmsun. The wind was gentle in the shelter of the harbor, and it rippled
the brimof the great straw hat he wore. Loudermilch mght call hinmself the | azy type, but Frazier
saw that his notebook |ay al ongside himon the pier, and a pencil stuck out of the pages narking
where Loudernilch had made his last notation. Loudermnmilch was a science witer for the New York
Tinmes. He was a soft-spoken man who tal ked a | ot without seeming to. H s fund of information kept
the chemi sts and narine biologists running to the encycl opedias, and they had yet to catch himin
a mistake. But he was so nobdest a man that none of themresented what he had to say. Even Sam
Brooks, the dourest of themall, was able to snile and talk easily with Carl Loudermilch
Loudernilch was really in Nassau on a vacation, but the paper had assigned himto the marine
project in order to make it a paying vacation. Nobody expected himto do nmuch work and so he
constantly referred to hinself as a |azy nan.

Louderm | ch wat ched Brooks and Frazier unload their gear for a nonent, then he got up and went
over to help. Brooks handed himthe long line of little bottles containing the sanples of sea
water. Loudermilch held it up and said, "Darndest fish I ever saw. Can't you fellows ever do any
better than that?"

Br ooks stepped out of the boat and took the sanples. He said, "That's our bread and butter. And
with this project, it mght be your bread and butter too. If we have to rely on the oceans to feed
al | the people in the world, we'd better start |earning sonething about them" He | ooked at
Frazier and said, "Finish unloading, will you? I'll take these in to Kramer."

Louderni | ch wal ked with himas he headed in to the | aboratory. Just before going in, Loudermlch
turned to | ook out over the waters, of Coral Harbor. The hot sun beat down through the w nd, and
the sun and the wind felt good. Loudernmilch sighed. It was good to be alive in that place. He
turned and went in.
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Kraner was renoving the sanple bottles fromthe band that held them and he placed themall in a
row to get ready for the analysesj Loudernilch said, "You don't waste any tinme. Do they change
that fast?"

Kranmer was a short, stocky man with the barest fringe of hair around the back portion of his head.
He kept it cut so short he seened totally bald. In the hot weather of Nassau he wore nothing but a
pair of khaki shorts and rope sandals. Hi s sandals whispered On the linoleumfloor as he shuffled
around the lab doing his work. He wore tinted gl asses indoors and out. Loudernilch often came in
to watch hi mwork, fascinated at the way Kramer noved around the | ab. There was never a single
det ect abl e wasted notion. He could carry several beakers in his hands at once, and there was no
tinkle of glassware. He could place a |arge, heavy, liquid-filled flask down on the |ab bench, and
there was no thud. Hi s hands were exceedingly dexterous, and they darted bird-Iike over his

equi pment, never really seenming to touch it.

He snmiled at Louderm|lch and said, "COcean water begins to change as soon as you renove it fromits
environnent. That's why | tried to get a larger boat for this project; | wanted to anal yze the

wat er sanples within seconds after they were taken. But you know how it is to get noney fromthe
Howe Foundation. Perhaps in a few nmonths | can prove to their satisfaction that we really need a

| arger boat." Hi s voice was high, and he cut his words off short. He continued, "A ways provided,
of course, that we are still here in a few nonths. Any news on that C oud we went through?"

Loudermi | ch shook his head. "No. The trouble seens to be that they can't get a good speci nmen of
the material--too little of it. The Coud was very thin. But they ought to | earn sonething about
it any day now. They keep saying there is certainly nothing to worry about. The tests they've
been able to run indicate the material is harm ess. Sounds like they're still doing a | ot of
guessing to ne."

Kraner nodded. "They should have had the whol e answer days ago. The trouble is, it dropped between
the chairs--nobody had a clear-cut responsibility to go all out and find the answers we need.

Well, that's the government for you. Like anything big, it has trouble getting off its dead ass in
a hurry. At least it's real colorful when the sun goes down."

Sam Brooks cane in carrying the rest of his gear, and Kraner said, "Bad day out on the reef?"
"Yeah. Didn't get nuch done. Only one man diving, then the wind canme up. Nothing went right."

"Well, you did pretty well to get the sanples you did. March is a lousy tinme of year here for
di ving, anyway. Next nonth and the one after, we'll have things pretty good down here. You nmay
even get ne in the water then. Were's Frazier?"

"l don't know. Probably gone back to sleep to get ready for tonight. | hear there's a new act at
Sl oppy Joe's, and Frazier would never niss that."

Kranmer said, "Well, he can work hard when it is necessary, and he's a good nmarine biol ogist. Wen
we really shake down here, he'll be all right. You'll see.”

Louderm |l ch said to Brooks, "If Frazier won't be in shape to go out with you tonorrow, and if the
wind is not too bad, I'Il go with you."

"Thanks, Carl. | may hold you to that." And Brooks went into the adjoining roomto his desk to
make out his report of the day's work, such as it was.

Next norning Sam Brooks got up again at six o'clock and took a dip in the harbor off the end of
t he dock. When he swam back to the | adder, Loudernilch was waiting for him As Brooks dried

hi msel f, Loudermilch said, "Looks like |I'myour man. Frazier and Harnish both got in |ate [Iast
night, and fromthe uproar | heard, they won't be rolling out until noon."

"Thanks, Carl. I'll take you up on that. Wat do you say we get going early and see if we can
finish before the wind cones up."

"I"'mready now. | never eat breakfast, so whenever you're ready, | am
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Brooks said, "Good. Let ne get a light bite and sonme coffee. 1"l get some sandwi ches and beer
too, in case we stay out that long."

"Now you're talking. 1'll get my fishing gear and neet you at the slip."

In half an hour they were on their way out to Southwest Reef. It was a sharp clear norning, with
the brilliant, colored sky they were getting used to, and the ocean was as snooth as a nmirror
except for the long snooth rollers that swept by at twenty-second intervals. The sun was to their
left as they went out, and its reflection was bright on the sides of the rollers that flowed
toward them There was not the slightest trace of a wind. A school of six porpoises cut across
their path as they went out, ignoring them The porpoises slipped out of the surface and in again
so snmoothly that they left only the barest ripples behind them

In the distance, out near the reef, a notor sailer was at anchor, but it had noved from where they
had seen it the afternoon before. Brooks said, pointing at it, "Look, that boat has anchored right
along the line of our instrunments. | hope his anchor hasn't ruined any of them He was further out
yest erday. "

Loudernilch said, "He nust |like the sea. He spent a rough night out here yesterday. Wio is the
owner, do you know?"

"No. |'ve seen the boat around. It cones in once in a while, but | don't know who owns it. |'d
better tell himabout our work here and tell himto stay clear of it."

Louderm |l ch started to point out that it was a free ocean, but know ng Brooks, he said nothing. He
wat ched as they cane up to the vessel fromthe stem and they could read her name in | arge bl ack
| etters, Donado

Br ooks pointed up at the nasthead. A flag hung linply there, and as the vessel pitched gently in
the rollers, it opened nonentarily. It was a bright red flag with a diagonal white bar. "Look at
that," Brooks said, "a diver's flag. They've got divers down right now. " He cupped a hand around
his mouth and called across to the other boat, "Ahoy there." There was no answer so he tried
again. Still no answer. He said to Loudernilch, "Do you suppose they are down, |eaving nobody to
tend the boat? That's kind of stupid."

Louderni | ch had been | ooking around over the surface of the snpboth ocean. He stood up in the slow
nmovi ng boat to see better, and then he pointed out over the water to a spot two hundred yards
away. 'There are their bubbles. See thenf"

Br ooks stood up too and | ooked. "Yes,'
they've ruined anything, I'lIl see that they pay plenty for it. Those meddling ni nconmpoops.

he said, "and they are right on our line of equipnent. If

"Hold it," said Loudermilch, "we don't know that they've done anything yet. They're probably just
| ooki ng at your stuff; they've no reason to danage it. Wait until you get down there before you
start blasting them Your stuff will be all right."

Br ooks sat down, nuttering, gunned the notor, and headed for the surface buoy that nmarked the
start of the Iine of underwater buoys. He dropped the anchor, hurriedly put on his diving gear and
hung on his pieces of equipnent. Loudermnilch hel ped him As he went over the side Brooks caught
the line that held his canmera; it tightened and cut the back of his neck. The salt water stung the
cut, Brooks rubbed it. He flung his hand away from his neck in annoyance, and his hand hit the

vi sconmeter dangling fromanother string and broke it. "Damm those people," he snapped. "Get ne
anot her visconeter, under the seat."

Louderm | ch reached under the seat and haul ed out another one. He | ooked at Brooks with concern
noted his flushed face and petul ant manner. He al nbst suggested that Brooks cone back into the
boat for a few minutes, but he knew that Brooks would not do it, and that the suggestion would
only irritate himfurther. As he handed Brooks the viscometer he took particular care to | ook over
the gear that Brooks had on, |ooking for anything m ssing or anything wong. He saw not hi ng.
Brooks turned his head down into the water and flailed with his feet to drive hinself toward the
bottom Loudernmilch saw himstart down, suddenly stop, and then fling hinself up to the surface
again, shooting out of the water up to his waist, spitting out his nouthpiece and gasping a great
| ungful of air. Louderm|ch put both hands on the gunwal e of the boat ready to hop over the side
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and grab him but Brooks did not seemto need it. Brooks quickly kicked over to the boat and said,
"Turn on ny damed air, will you?"

Louderm | ch nodded, restraining a smle, and opened the air valve on Brooks' tank. It was the

ol dest blunder in the books, and he did not want to nmake a ki dding remark about it. He opened the
valve all the way, and then closed it a quarter turn. He tapped Brooks on top of the head and
said, "All set."

Brooks surface dived again with much splashing, and this time he went straight to the bottom
with only monentary stops to clear his ears. Loudernilch could see himsw mm ng al ong the bottom
with great streaners of bubbles behind him Brooks was puffing from physical strain and nenta
turmoil; he would never get an hour out of the tank

Brooks cane to the first submerged buoy and quickly took his sanple and his readings. At the next
buoy Brooks broke the point on the crayon as he marked his viscosity reading on the slate. He had
to stop and sharpen the point with his knife, kneeling on top of a brain coral twenty feet deep
Then he went on. He had a vague feeling that sonething was wong, but he was too upset to stop and
figure out what it was.

It was at the fifth buoy that he saw the two divers Iying notionless anong a mass of staghom
coral, with a great school of striped grunts clustered around them One of the divers was right
next to Brooks' buoyed equi pnent, and he kicked harder to get to it to chase themaway. At fifty
feet he saw what was happening. The diver near his equipment was a girl, and even in his anger
Brooks coul d see that she was a remarkable girl. She wore an abbreviated bikini that was coa
black; it was in sharp contrast to her tanned skin. Her hair was a light brown, just the color of
the staghom coral she lay in, and it was long and gathered with a silver clasp at the nape of her
neck in a kind of pony tail. The end of it trailed behind her and coiled around the end of a
coral. She |ooked as if she grew there. She was slim there was no trace of bulging Sesh at the
tight halter or briefs. She wore a black face mask and bl ack weight belt, and her tank was bl ack
Her face was near the instruments that dangled fromthe white nylon buoy line, and the school of
striped grunts surrounded her like a nantle.

The other diver was a nman, deeply tanned, hair sunburned white, and his long | ength was
intertwi ned anong the coral. He held a canera, and he was sighting through the view finder at the
girl. Even as he dove down on them Brooks realized that they nust have been in that position for a
long tine; striped grunt normally shied away from divers, yet now they swarnmed around the girl.

But when Brooks was fifteen feet away, the entire school suddenly zigzagged up and away, and the
pi cture was ruined.

The man came up out of the coral, and the girl lifted her head and | ooked at Brooks. He pulled up
right in front of themand waved themaway fromhis instrunents. Again and again he pointed first
at the instrunments, then at hinself, and then waved them away. H's nmeani ng was clear: these are

nm ne and you have no right here so go away.

The man shook his head at Brooks and pointed to his canera and the girl, and waved Brooks away.
Brooks |l ost his tenper and |lunged at the man to push himaway fromthe buoy. At the |last nonent
the man slipped sideways a bit and rolled on his side, grabbing Brooks' arns as he went by. He
twisted his body in a sonmersault that carried himfirst over and then under Brooks' body and then
he | aunched Brooks straight on in the direction he had been heading. It was five feet before

Br ooks coul d overcone his own nomentum and stop and enpty his mask and turn to face the other

di ver again. But Brooks was now cautious. He had felt the strength in those hands that had. turned
himand then thrown himthrough the water. He saw a bl ack snmear on the nan's ribs that had not
been there a nonent before. He recognized the snmear and grabbed up his slate to look at it. Al
the data he had witten on it with the black crayon were sneared out in an unrecogni zabl e bl ur
The slate had rubbed agai nst the other diver; Brooks' data were destroyed.

The fury rose in him but the menory of the hands kept himin check. For an instant Brooks
considered pulling his knife, but his conmon sense quickly took over. Instead he jerked his thunb
toward the surface in the diver's signal to surface. The other man | ooked toward the girl and then
he nodded to Brooks. Brooks shot for the surface and switched to his snorkle when he got there.
The other two canme up slowy and effortlessly, switching to their snorkles when they were stil
about ten feet deep, and then trailing a continuous row of bubbl es.
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As soon as their heads broke the surface Brooks began shouting, "Wat's the idea? Don't you know
Wwe are running sone very inportant experinments down there? Who do you think you are?"

Nei t her the man nor the girl answered. They both kept their faces in the water, breathing through
the snorkles, |ooking at Brooks through the water. The man rai sed a hand and poi nted behi nd Brooks
and then waved in that direction. Brooks turned and saw the notor sailer anchored fifty yards
away. The other two began to kick slowy toward the boat, so Brooks swamtoward it. He was the
first there, and he went up the boarding | adder with sonme difficulty, trying to keep all his
gear fromfouling the steps of the | adder. On deck he turned to watch the other two clinb up. He
heard the runbl e of an outboard engine and turned to see Loudernilch conming toward themin their
boat. Louderm|lch pulled up alongside just as the man and the girl clinbed into the cockpit.
Louderm | ch called, "May | cone aboard, skipper?"

"Conme ahead," said the man, and he stepped to the gunwhale to take the line that Loudernilch
threw. He nmade it fast and hel ped Loudernilch into the cockpit.

Loudernilch said, "Well, | guess you've all net. My nane's Carl Loudermilch." He stuck out his
hand.

"Hugh Wnthrop," said the man, "and this is Gail Cooper. No, we haven't net himyet." He nodded
t owar d Br ooks.

Brooks started to speak, but Loudermilch said to Gail, "I'mvery pleased to neet you, young | ady."
He | ooked at the canera still hanging around Wnthrop's neck, and continued, "Wth you as a nodel,
I would think M. Wnthrop here would be an internationally known photographer." He dropped

W nt hrop's hand and shook hers.

Gail smiled. Her teeth were even and stardingly white against her tan face, and her nouth was
broad and curved. "Thank you. Com ng fromas renowned a newspapernman as you, that is pleasant to
hear . "

W nthrop was staring at Brooks, waiting for Brooks to say sonething. Loudermilch stepped into the
tense silence. "Hugh Wnthrop, 1'd like you to neet Dr. Sanuel Brooks, marine biologist. He's been
running a series of experinments in these waters. They're trying to find optimum conditions for
fish life--may be useful in the future when the world needs nore food. You know, popul ation
explosion and all that."

Nei t her of the two men said anything, nor did they shake hands. The silence grew again.
Loudernil ch sighed and said, "Well, let's talk it out. \Wat happened under the water?"

Br ooks shapped, "He tried to ruin my neasurenents--disturbing buoy nunber five."

Wnthrop said nothing, nmerely | ooked at Brooks. It was Gail who said, "I don't understand, Dr.
Br ooks. W did not touch any of your things. We sinply used themas a setting for a photograph
How did we ruin anything?"

Br ooks al nost snapped at her, but he changed his m nd and said,

"Well, you were right in anbng ny equi pment, and your body heat m ght change the tenperature
readi ngs the recorder was maki ng. Al so, continued nmovenents right on the spot might change the
caldumion concentration, and that's one of the nost inportant paraneters we are | ooking for."

W nt hrop nodded and said, "Ch, | see. | guess | owe you an apology. | did not realize you were
measuring such fine points. I'Il clear with you in the future. That picture you broke up would
have been a beautiful one, and 1'd like to try it again soon. Can we arrange it?"

Brooks felt better, his anger was waning. He still felt disturbed at the ease with which Wnthrop
had avoi ded his rush and at the nmenory of the strength in those hands. But Loudermlch was
smling, and so was Gail, and Wnthrop no |longer had the attitude of quiet tautness. Brooks took a
deep breath and said, "Yes; in fact. 1'll take ny readings at the buoy we just left, and then you
can use it again. That'll give the station about twenty hours to settle down into normal anbient
condi tions."
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Gai |l rubbed her hand over the black smear on Wnthrop's ribs and then | ooked at her fingers.
"What ' s t hat ?"

Brooks resented the character of her touch; it was alnost a caress, right in front of them He
said, "That's black crayon fromthe slate | take nmy readings on. It smeared on himwhen | ... when
we . " He stopped and funbled for his slate to hold it up to show them Louderm | ch | ooked
quickly fromone to the other of the two nen, but neither one said anything nore.

And it was while he was still |ooking at the slate that Brooks suddenly renenbered the feeling of
wrongness that he had felt. The water viscosity. It had been anonal ously high. He frowned at the
slate, lost in the problem and he began chewing on his lower |inp.

"What's the matter, San?" said Louderm | ch

Br ooks shook his head and said, "I just realized that all the viscosity readings | had taken were
too high. 1'd better recalibrate ny instrunent."” He shook his head agai n.

Wnthrop was | ooking at him Wnthrop said, "Can you do it here? Perhaps | can help. |'ve been
wondering . " He stopped.

Louderm | ch | ooked around. The Donado was rolling slightly. The breeze was starting and the
gl assi ness of the ocean was gone. Wnd ripples were everywhere and snall waves were naking. He

said, "lI'"mjust an observer around here, but | suggest you wait until tonorrow. The wi nd's com ng
up. n

Brooks said, "Yes, let's wait. | want to check the viscometer and | have to do it in the lab
Let's go."

Wnthrop said, "If you're diving al one, perhaps we can go with you tonorrow. "

Br ooks hesitated, and Loudernilch said, "M ght be a good idea, Sam You're having a difficult tinme
getting any of your coll eagues out here."

Wnthrop said, "W can use the Doncido as a base if you wish. That way we could dive right on into
the afternoon, wind or not. I'lIl put into Coral Harbor tonight and we can | eave at dawn, if you
wi sh."

Brooks felt the rising wind and said, "All right."

Louderm | ch said, "If you're comng in now, stop over at the |aboratory |ater on and neet the rest
of the group. We'll buy you a beer. You too, please, Mss Cooper."

Louderni | ch hel ped Brooks out of his gear and tossed it into the Whaler. They clinbed in, cast
off, and the little boat turned and sped away.

Gail said, "Well, I"'ma little surprised at you, Hugh. Since when are you interested in furthering
the cause of science, particularly when it involves a neurotic |like Sam Brooks. | don't trust
him™"

W nt hrop shrugged and said, "He's a typical nut scientist, so Wapped up in his work he doesn't
have any comon sense. Did you see himdown there? He al nost went for his knife to attack ne. |
m ght have had to break his neck.”

Gail put her arms around his neck and pressed close to him "You haven't answered ny question. Wy
do you want to dive with hin®"

Wnthrop held her around the waist, but he | ooked out across the water toward the shore eight
mles away. He said, in a puzzled voice, "I don't really know But something is happening to the
wat er ; it doesn't . . . doesn't act the sanme. | don't understand it. Maybe | can | earn sonething
if I dive with this idiot tonmorrow. Now. " He pushed her away and swatted her gently. "Let's go
back down to that buoy and see if we can entice those grunt again."”

They adjusted their gear and dropped over the side. They gently | acked their way to the buoy
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station and Gail took up her position anong the staghom coral. Al nost notionless they waited for
hal f an hour, but no grunt collected. Finally Gail grew chilled, so they surfaced. After a
leisurely martini, they took the Donado into Coral Harbor and put her in her slip.

"Di nner aboard? Lobster tail?" said Gil.
"Fine," said Wnthrop. "Lobster tail and a salad."

She busi ed herself at the galley. Wnthrop watched her light the al cohol stoves and put the water
on to boil. She had changed to a bl ouse and shorts; the sun and the wind had dried her hair, and
she was beautiful to watch in the galley.

W nthrop strayed out on deck. Across the harbor he heard the | aughter of wonen having their
cocktails on the porch of the yacht club. The sounds seenmed |oud and shrill to him even nuted by
the wind. He shook his head and | ooked across the harbor to the linted area of the ocean he could
see fromtheir slip. The ocean reflected the gaudy sunset, with rosy froth on the waves, and
streaks of deep red in the troughs. The white caps had appeared in the | ate afternoon, and he felt
restl ess as he watched them He would nuch rather be at anchor out on Sout hwest Reef than tied up
here in a slip. The wind was salt and clean, and he loved the sounds it made in the rigging. It
was good to get up during the night and check the hold of the anchor and feel the surge of the
boat. And sonetines he would wake Gail, and they would put on their diving gear to roam beneath
the clear black waters, surprising the night-dwellers on the reef,

Gai| stepped to the compani onway to ask what he was doi ng about her gin and tonic, but she saw the
set of his body as he | ooked out over the strangely colored ocean, and she quietly returned to the
galley. In one sense she understood himas well as she understood hersel f; she knew his views on
peopl e and events and she understood his love of the water and she felt with himin his npods. A
stranger woul d | ook upon him as an irresponsible playboy, avoiding job, fam |y, and serious
function. He accepted without the slightest conmpunction the incone froma rather |arge trust set
up for himby his father; he used it to do exactly what he wi shed. He m ght have been a tennis
bum a golf bum a ski bum a diving bum and he was really a little of all of these. Gil did not
really understand him

They sat down to the folding table in the cabin and ate their |obster tail. Gail brushed the white
meat with butter touched with sage. They squeezed | enon over the | obster and di pped bite-size
chunks in hot nelted butter. It squeaked between their teeth in a way Maine |obster did not, but
it was delicious. They ate without tal king, |ooking at their food, sonetinmes |ooking out a
porthole, now snmiling at each other. They finished their salad and | eaned hack and sipped stearm ng
bl ack coffee; it tasted strong and clean, even in the heat. Neither one of them snoked. They took
a second cup of coffee up to the cockpit and drank it there, |ooking at the boats in the harbor
under the rai nbow sky, nodding to the occasi onal person who wal ked on the dock past their slip.
They did the dishes, and Gail changed into a scarlet skirt and white blouse. Then they wal ked t he
mle to the [aboratory.

"There you are," said Loudermlch as they came in the door. "W wonder ed what had happened to
you. Let ne show you around."

Brooks was just inside the next room exani ning equipnent, and he said "hello,” and went on with
his work. In the next room Louderm | ch introduced Kraner, who stopped tinkering with his

anal ytical apparatus to shake hands and stare admiringly at Gail for a few seconds before going
back to work. "You'll have to forgive the scientific types at work," said Loudernilch. "They don't
even stop for a beautiful woman. Except Frazier. He's not here at the nonent."

Wnthrop said, "I want to see Brooks for a few mnutes,” and he turned and went into the next room
where Brooks was. Gail and Loudermilch followed him Wnthrop said to
Br ooks, "Your equi pnent check out all right?"

"Seens to."
"Exactly what is it you' re measuring?"

"Well, it's pretty technical. | don't think you'd understand."”

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (12 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/K ate%20Wilhel m/K ate%20Wilhel m%6208& %20T ed%20Thomas%20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt
"Try nme."

"Wel | ," said Brooks, "we are trying to establish the conditions necessary for a reef to grow "

Br ooks unconsciously adopted a | ecture platformmanner. "New sources of food nust be found if nan
is to continue as a race. Therefore, if we can leamto grow coral reefs in regions where they do
not now grow, we will be able to bring in new food sources. Now'--he picked up a piece of coral--
"coral is ninety percent of a reef and it is conposed of calciumcarbonate, with alittle
magnesi um car bonat e and cal ci um phosphate, and a very snall anmpount of other inorganic salts. It is
our view that an understandi ng of the functioning of the calciumion will give us an understandi ng
of coral reef formation. Follow ne?"

"l think so. Are you neasuring calciumion in both organic and inorganic regi nes?"
Brooks | ooked at himin surprise and said, "Yes."

"Since you're interested in food production ultimately, | should think you'd have to trace
nitrogen, too. Have you seen the article by Goering and Dugdal e on the conversion of nitrates to
nitrogen in nmarine water? That's going the wong way, isn't it?"

As it happened, Brooks was famliar with the article, but he was astonished to | eamthat Wnthrop
knew of it. Yet he couldn't bring hinmself to ask any questions, or to conmplinent Wnthrop; to seem
surprised or pleased would in sone odd way nininize his own acconplishnents.

Brooks said, "Yes, we too are following the history of nitrates in sea water."
"Wul d you like me to take on the chore of taking the pictures?”
Brooks hesitated, and Gail said, "He's good, you know. Professional."

Brooks said, "Well, keep an eye on nme so you will take what | point out. We want photographs that
go with our other data, not just glanor pictures.” He | ooked pointedly at Gail.

Wnthrop said snmoothly, "That's all right. You' re the boss.” And that was exactly what Brooks had
been wanting to hear. He warned visibly and began tal ki ng about the rest of his equipnent.
Louderm | ch, who had joined themto guard agai nst Brooks' harshness, found he had nothing to do
but Iisten and drink beer. It was half an hour before Wnthrop pointed out that they were al
getting up early, so they'd better be getting to bed. He and Gail wal ked back to the Donado,

wat ched the wind for a few nonments, and then went to bed.

Dawn was qui et and warm and when Loudernilch and Brooks came to the Donado, Wnthrop and Gail had
I ong been up. The diesel and water tanks were full, there was plenty of ice aboard, and the |arder
was stocked with food and Heinekin. As soon as all the equi prent had been handed aboard, Gai
passed out cups of steam ng coffee. Loudermnilch sipped it standing up, then he said, "Now this is
my idea of a scientific expedition. Wiy can't all of thembe |ike this?" He sat down in the
cockpit.

Gail and Wnthrop noved about the ship without a word to each other, each doing the chores needed
to get the boat under way. At Wnthrop's touch, the diesel purred to life. Gail threw off the | ast
line, pulling the bow over to the piling and tossing the line over its top. Wnthrop pushed the
dutch forward, and the Donado eased out of her slip without touching a piling. It took them an
hour to get out to position at the buoy that marked the begi nning of the underwater |ine of

i nstruments.

When Gail began to put on her diving gear. Brooks said to her, "Are you goi ng?"
She | ooked at himin surprise. "Certainly. Any reason why | shoul dn't?"

He hesitated. "Well, | guess not." Brooks |ooked at Wnthrop, who paid no attention

When they were ready to hit the water, the sun was two hands high on the horizon. Wnthrop said,
"You two go first, please. | want to see sonething when you enter."

Brooks stepped to the gunwal e and waved at Loudermilch, who | ooked up froma fishing pole he was
rigging. Brooks splashed into the water on a feet-first entrance while Wnthrop stood over himto
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watch. Gail went in the sanme way. Wnthrop stared thoughtfully at the water until Loudermlch
said, "What's the natter?"

"I don't know." And Wnthrop entered.

Louderni |l ch watched the three of themswimthe twenty yards to the buoy and surface dive to the
bottom He saw the fam liar , splashing as Brooks flailed the water surface to drive hinmself down.
And he saw the tiny gurgle as Gail and Wnthrop sinply lifted their feet over their heads and slid
under. "Lovely," he nuttered to hinself, and he turned back to the chore of tying on the bait.

On the bottom Brooks turned to see that the others were with him They both were right beside him
and they gave himthe "okay" signal. As he swamto the buoy he pulled out the visconeter to take
his first reading. It was nuch too high, so he took it again with the sane results. Annoyed, he
wote down the results on his slate, took the tenperature recording, collected his sanple, and
started for the next buoy. Halfway there he turned to see the others, and for the first tine he
saw how Wnthrop and Gail noved through the water. He stopped and wat ched.

It was the |anguor of it that was so strange. They held their knees alnpbst stiff in the manner of
the racing free-style swimmer, and each kick was long and gentle. They rolled, a little to the
right as the right leg cane down, to the left as the left cane down. Their breathing was soft and
shal l ow and infrequent, and it was perfectly apparent they were not under the slightest stress.
Every now and then Wnthrop would drop a hand to the top of a brain coral or thick staghom cora
and give hinself a gentle push. Wnthrop and Gail fell a bit behind Brooks as they kept to their
| ei surely pace, but their air consunption was a bare mininum For the first rime Brooks was able
to see clearly what was required to nake a standard tank of air last for two hours at forty feet.
At the sane tine, their heads turned fromside to side as they swam | ooking at everything,

m ssing nothing. There was a feel about their novements beneath the water that denonstrated even
to the untrained eye that here were divers who bel onged beneath the water, people who were
perfectly at hone in this environnent. It showed in everything they did.

Br ooks turned back and swam nore slowly on to the next buoy. This time he renoved the tenperature
recording first and then he collected his sanple. He gestured for Wnthrop to take a picture of a
horde of wasses hovering near by, and then he neasured the viscosity. It again was way too high
so he took it again with the same results. Brooks becane infuriated with his instrunents and he
reared upright and snapped the visconeter back and forth through the water. Wnthrop swamup to
him and Brooks held up the visconeter with his right hand and shook his fist at it with his left.
Then he jerked his left thunb toward the surface and inmediately took off for it. Wnthrop stopped
to check with Gail--raising his thunb toward the surface--and on getting her nod he slowy kicked
his way up. Halfway there, he and Gail renoved their nouthpieces fromtheir nmouth and repl aced
themwi th their snorkles. So when they reached the surface they were al ready breathing through
their snorkles, and were not wasting air fromtheir tanks.

As soon as their heads breached the surface, Brooks pulled his nouthpiece fromhis nmouth and said,
"Dam visconeter's gone haywire. | keep getting readings that are off scale."

Wnthrop said, "How far off is it?"

"I't should read around nine point five mllipoises. I'moff scale by a factor of at |east a
hundred. This damm thing is worthless." He raised it to throwit away into the sea.

W nt hrop caught his arm "Don't toss it."

Agai n Brooks felt the power of his hands, and he felt cold. He said, "Wiat's the matter? We're
shot for the day again. This instrunent's no good."

"We've got to make the rest of the run and collect the rest of the data. It nay be inportant to
your work. | think the water viscosity is way up."

As soon as Wnthrop said it, Brooks recognized the need for continuing the run. The others would
not be convinced if he stopped part way. So he said, "All right," put his nouthpiece in place, and
drove hinmself to the bottom Wnthrop and Gail followed himdown, replacing their nputhpieces
hal f way down.

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (14 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:27 PM]



file:///F|/rah/K ate%20Wilhel m/K ate%20Wil hel m%6208& %20T ed%20Thomas%20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt

The rest of the run went w thout any difficulty. At all of the buoys save one the water viscosity
was too high to be measured. Brooks ran out of air before they came to the | ast buoy, so they all
went to the surface and slowy snorkled their way back to the Donado.

Brooks pulled his nask off and said, "What is going on?"

Louderm | ch had hooked a | arge ponpano, and he was playing the fish. He called over his shoul der
to Brooks, "Wiat's the matter? You all right?"

Brooks did not answer him Instead he | ooked at Wnthrop and said again, "What in the hell is
goi ng on?"
W nthrop pulled his nask down over his face and said, nostly to Gail, "Now, you watch ny splash as

| enter the water. You notice how different it |ooks. Watch it, now "

He stepped off the side deck of the Donado and dropped into the water. Even Loudermnilch backed
across the cockpit to see him The splash he made was different froma normal splash; it was thick
and low, and no snall droplets formed. It was as if Wnthrop had dropped into a pool of nolasses.
Louderm | ch | ooked at the others and said, "Wat's happened? The water's different."

W nt hrop surfaced and pulled hinself up the |adder to the deck. He said, "Did you see it?"
Br ooks nodded, and Gail said, "Wat causes it, Hugh?"

Wnthrop slipped out of his gear and said, "I don't know, but the viscosity of the water out here
has gone way up. Like sonebody's added a thickener."

There was a silence, and both Brooks and Loudermi|lch had the sanme idea at the sane tinme. They
| ooked at one another and said together, "The Yudkin d oud."

W nthrop said, "What? What cloud? Ch, that thing the Earth passed through a few weeks ago? Do you
think that we could . . ." He fell silent. They all stared at the water. Wnthrop backed down the
| adder and swi shed his hand in the water, rubbing it between his fingers, throwi ng handfuls of it
away fromthe boat, watching the splash. The others silently watched. Wnthrop cane back aboard
and said thoughtfully, "Let's cruise around out here and see if the rest of the water has

t hi ckened. There's no reason why we should finish the run on your |ine of buoys, is there?" He

| ooked at Brooks. Brooks shook his head, too stunned to talk.

Louderm | ch said, "You have a radio aboard, haven't you? Turn it on. See if this has been noticed
anywhere el se."

Gail tried several stations and found one giving the news. Nothing was said about thickened water.
At the end of the broadcast Wnthrop said, "Let's pull the anchor and nove around out here, Gail
will you stand by?"

Gail went up to the bow while Wnthrop started the engi ne. Then he ran up the anchor rope while
Gail pulled it aboard and piled it on the foredeck. Wen the line was straight up and down, Gi

qui ckly took a turn around the cleat and allowed the way of the boat to pull the anchor out of the
sand. Then she pulled it aboard and rejoined the rest in the cockpit. Wnthrop headed out over
Sout hwest Reef toward deeper water.

He asked Gail to take the tiller. He tied aline to aring life preserver, threwit over, and
towed it twenty feet behind the boat. It roiled the water, and they could see that the water
seenmed t hick and heavy. They watched the preserver as they noved out over deeper water

Br ooks said, 'That radio of yours. Wiy can't we call in to our lab and find out if they've heard
anyt hi ng?"

Wnthrop said, "W probably could get themon the ship-to-shore. But everybody who owns a radio
can listen in to what you say. Do we want everybody to |learn about this water at this tine?"

Loudernilch tugged at his lip. "Perhaps not. Let's collect sone nore information first. Put nme on
that radio in touch with our people in New York. I'Il soon find out if anything is happening."
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Wnthrop said, "Gail, please go beloww th Carl and get his paper on the phone."

Whil e they were bel ow, the Donado pushed through a sea of thick soup. The sun neared the zenith,
and the breeze began to stir.

They could feel the wind in their faces, but the sea remai ned gl assy snooth, greasy. The water
washi ng around the trailing preserver seened thicker, if anything.

They coul d hear voices frombelow as Gail placed the call with the narine operator. In five

m nutes they cane on deck. Louderm|lch said, "Well, they don't know of anything. | was pretty
guarded in ny questions, but old Jonesy is a shrewd guy; he knows sonmething is cooking down here,
but | put himoff by telling himwe didn't know anything yet. How s the water?"

"Thicker," said Brooks, his voice high-pitched.

The others | ooked at him surprised at the near panic in his voice. Brooks understood their | ooks.
He said, "Do you realize what this means? Qur whole series is ruined. This thickened water has
rui ned everything. W can't even start over. W just don't know where we are with this."

"I'f the Coud caused this," said Wnthrop, "why haven't other people noticed it?" He turned his
face into the increasing wind and said, "I suppose there is no reason why it should affect al

water on Earth at the sanme tinme. Maybe we happen to be in a position where it takes hold first."
He said it half aloud, to hinself. But the others |ooked out over the water as if to see what he
saw. There was nothing there but the water, yet they nodded, each to hinself. Wnthrop said, "Here
on Sout hwest Reef is where it hit first. That's all there is toit. It may be spreading on al
sides of us as we sail along." His voice grew | ouder, less reSective. "Let's go in. W can cone
out tonmorrow and see how far it has spread." He pushed the tiller and headed the boat toward Cora
Har bor. Loudernilch quietly produced a bottle of Heinekin for everyone.

Hal f an hour later, a slow noving school of porpoise slanted across their bow. Wnthrop changed
course slightly to parallel them One porpoise left the school and swam cl oser to the Donado. It
moved slowy, shaking its head fromside to side, stopping in the water as if | ooking for

sonmet hing. Wnthrop watched it for a nonent, and then said to Gail, "Take the helmfor a few
mnutes. | want to go in and see what it's doing."

He quickly put on mask, fins, and snorkle, and stepped to the rail. Gail said, "Hugh, is it safe
to go in that water?"

He smiled at her, stepped over the rail, and entered the water with a sodden splash. He did not
conme up i mediately and even the two men | eaned over the rail in concern. But when the bubbles
had cleared they could see that he had sinply started for the porpoise under water, with a | ong,
sl ow ki ck. The porpoise paid no attention as Wnthrop cane near it.

W nt hrop wat ched the porpoise dive in the twenty-feet-deep water. A school of gray snappers

swar ned over the bottom They panicked as the porpoise descended to them but they did not scatter
with the speed that Wnthrop had seen in the past. They struggled in the thickened water, flailing
nmore than nornal. The porpoise too was handi capped, but it did not fight the water. It took its
time and easily overtook many of the snappers and gobbled themup. To Wnthrop's eye, the porpoise
was noving in a manner different fromnormal. Its slowed notions nmade it seem nore graceful than
usual . Then, near the bottom it began to nove with its accustomed qui ckness. The snappers, too,
moved nore quickly. Wnthrop took a deep breath and dived to the bottom There was no doubt that
the water near the bottomwas nore fluid than that near the top. Wnthrop rubbed his hands

toget her right above the coral sand, and there was a noticeable difference. He rose to the surface
and rubbed his hands again. Yes, the water was thicker there, nore slinmy. He swam back to the boat
and said, "Let's goin."

April 14
Gail lay on a straw mat and listened to Hugh's voice on the radi o bel ow decks. The air was
pl easantly warm on her skin, and from her position she couldn't see the ocean at all, just the sky

over head, turning peach-colored in the sunset. She w shed the sunsets didn't turn the entire sky
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red, or peach, or |enon yellow The rhythm of Hugh's voice paused, and she heard the plop, plop of
the strange waves agai nst the hull. Suddenly she shivered and sat upright. She rubbed her arns
briskly for a nmonment, then stood up and gathered together her mat, towel, and hairbrush, and went
bel ow to join Hugh

He snmiled at her without speaking, and she went past himto the galley where she nmade cof fee. \Wen
Hugh signed off, she brought a tray with cups and coffee and put it within his reach

"Thanks, honey. Don't go. That finishes it. Sane thing just about everywhere."
"Carelli too?"

"Yes. The water is changing off Madagascar, as it is here. He's been in touch with a buddy of his
on the Mediterranean, and it's the sane story there." He sipped his coffee, his eyes renaining on
Gail, but not seeing her at the nonent. Finally he said, "Let's go find Loudernilch and see what's
been happening."

She nodded in relief. They had been out for three days now, sailing around the islands, observing
the water on the reefs, and then the deeper water away fromthem She felt an unease that she
never had known before on the notor sailer. It was the sound of the waves, and the way the fish
barely cleared the water now when there was a flash of silver sail, or the sheen of porpoise back
It was the thought of the Gulf Streamcarrying the thick water out into the ocean, crossing the
ocean, spreading.

"I wonder what the scientists are doing?" she said.

"So do I. Too bad they suddenly got stuffy about having an unauthorized civilian around. Too bad,
we were just getting to be friends." Gail |ooked at himw th anusenment and he grinned back. Hugh
and Brooks woul d never be friends, and Hugh had passed the worst judgnent on Sam Brooks that he
could give to another man. He had said that Brooks was not the man you woul d want to have al ong on
a dive if there was an energency. Brooks had sensed this and resented it, probably nore so because
he knew it was a thoughtful assessment of his ability in the water.

Hugh stood up and drained his cup. "Let's go," he said. "Loudermilch will know what they've been
up to."

Gail returned the coffee tray to the galley, then went up to help take the Donado back to Cora

Har bor. The sky was nore vivid than before, casting a flush of color on Hugh's deeply sunburned
face, making himlook like an Indian with bright blue eyes and white hair. It was |ike technicolor
gone crazy, she thought, staring at him

When they were noving again, Hugh put her on the tiller and went below to place a ship-to-shore
call to Loudermilch. Waiting for the nmarine operator, he called to Gail, "Feel |ike partying
tonight? Let's gather as many of that crew as we can and wine and dine 'em

"You bet," Gil answered, and she wondered why. Hugh was not easy to know, he avoided parties with
strangers, and while npbst people were attracted to him there were very few who ever got behind
his polite facade. Hugh returned then and took the tiller from her; he put his free arm around
her shoul ders draw ng her close and she rested her head contentedly on his shoul der

"I reached Loudermlch," he said. "They're all staying at the Prince George, so he suggested that
we neet at Sloppy Joe's. He'll place the reservation, and guarantees only his own presence. It
seens that our scientists have been exceedi ngly busy and di straught this past week."

"Reasonabl e," Gil murnmured. The light was fading quickly now, and soon there woul d be darkness
all about them She liked sailing at night with the sound of the sea, and its snell, and the sway
of the boat, and the glow of the running lights, and the sky ablaze with stars. She sighed deeply,
and Hugh's arm about her tightened. They stood side by side, swaying, not speaking again unti

they came into sight of Coral Harbor

Wth the Donado docked, and the electricity on, they went bel ow 32
Year of the dozid to shower and change. Hugh, finished first, watched as Gail did things to her
hair, brushing it hard, then winding coils high on her head and pinning themthere. She was
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dressed in a pale green silk sheath, and with her shining hair and the deep gol den sunburn, she
| ooked very lovely. "I should bring you in and show you off nore often," he said. Gail nerely
snmled, and he smled back, very glad that she didn't seemto want to cone ashore any nore often
than he did.

They took a cab to the Prince George Inn; they were both struck by the noticeable lack of tourists
on the streets. "It's started,” Hugh said softly. "In a couple of weeks there'll be only us
natives and fish."

"Good evening," Hugh said to the doorman. "Looks |ike Septenber already."

"Evenin' M. Wnthrop. Evenin', Mss. | wish it were Septenber, man. We'd know that in just a few
weeks it would be October, but this . . ." He shook his head and they passed himand went inside
the restaurant. They saw Loudernilch on the far side of the roomwaving to them There were |ess
than half the usual custoners. The Lonely Islanders were playing softly, their nmusic stirred
echoes of |oneliness and restless waves. That piece ended as Hugh and Gail crossed the room and
the cal ypso nusi c sounded | ouder and gayer. A baritone voice carried above it wthout effort, and
there were sly words about the girl who waited for the fisherman to return, but didn't get too

| onesonme while she waited.

"M ss Cooper, how beautiful you look!" Louderm|lch kissed her cheek suddenly, and seened as
surprised as she at the action. He shook Hugh's hand and notioned themto the table. It was set
for five. "Sam Brooks and Stan Kraner will be here, when they get through at the lab," he said.
"Drinks?"

They ordered and |istened to the singer while they waited. He was very good, a tall man built |ike
a welterweight fighter, with close-cropped hair and gl eami ng white teeth. There was an
irresistible good-natured grin on his face as he sang his songs that bordered on indecency wi thout
ever going too far

As soon as their drinks had arrived, and they'd had time to taste them Loudermlch |eaned on the
table, his face very serious. "Now that the anenities have been handl ed," he said, "you want to
know what's goi ng on? Right?" Wnthrop nodded, and he said, "I don't know. The research team has
been recalled, and they are dismantling their equi pment now, | think. If not tonight, then

t onorr ow. " He waved toward the door and stood up again. "Here they are now. Let themtel

all of us."

Kranmer and Brooks noved purposefully across the room not even noticing the singer. Brooks had an
ugly look on his face, as it they had been arguing and he had | ost. He nodded to Gail and Wnthrop
wi t hout speaki ng and snapped up the nenu. Kraner shook Wnthrop's hand, bowed to Gail slightly,
then sat down with a tired sigh

"I want two martinis, on the rocks, w thout vernmputh. Fast," Kranmer said. Louderm | ch nptioned the

wai ter back and gave the order

"Scotch and water," Brooks said brusquely. He continued to study the menu.

"Tr oubl e?" Louderm | ch asked.

"We asked to have one of our teamleft here to carry on as nuch as possible, and we were turned
down, " Kranmer said, after one quick glance at Gail and Hugh, and an evi dent decision that it
didn't natter any longer if they knew what was going on. "No nore funds will be forthconing. | am
to close out the account we opened here, dismantle the equi pnment, store it in readi ness for
shipping it back home, and | eave by the eighteenth. W are due back at Howe Institute on the

ni neteenth. This new thing has taken precedence over everything else. As it should."

"But they can't study these effects back on dry |land," Brooks said bitterly. "What they want is
for soneone to open a book and say, hey, here it is and here's what we do about it. And that's
just what won't happen.”

"That isn't exactly what they have in nind," Kramer said gently. "W will have to consolidate our
efforts, however, and that does take planning. No doubt some of us will be sent back here."
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"Not sent back," Brooks said. "Stay." The waiter arrived with their drinks, [ooked inquiringly at
Wnthrop for dinner orders, and |left again when no one paid any attention to him

"What does that nean?" Kranmer asked.

"It means that | quit." Brooks picked up his scotch and water and took a long drink of it. Wth a
grimace he put it down again, and pushed it slightly away from him

"You can't just quit and remain here. What good would that do?"

"I can't just quit and go back hone," Brooks said. He leaned to ward Kranmer and said earnestly,
"Tell me, Stan, don't you see how inportant it is that one of us at |least remain here? This is
where it started, where the changes were first noticed and reported. This is the place to be now,
not back there.”

"I see it," Kraner adnitted after a nonment. "But, now you tell me what you hope to acconplish
wi t hout equi prent and funds."

"I don't know. | can rent a rowboat, or a fishing snack, or sonething, and | can dive and keep ny
eyes open. |'Il let you know when the next change occurs."

Kraner stared at himfor another norment hel plessly, then raised his martini and drank nost of it.
"Let's forget it now, and have sone dinner," he said. "I won't accept your resignation tonight, so
let's forget it."

Brooks started to reply, hut Wnthrop spoke first. "Let's think about it a mnute, Stan. How much
equi prent do you have to store? And do you have a place yet for it? | just happen to own a little
shed that isn't being used right now. And | have a boat that is designed for diving, as you know.
Wiy not |et Sam have a | eave of absence in lieu of an assignment for the tine being?"

Gail | ooked quickly at Hugh, but his face told her nothing. She turned her gaze to Sam Brooks and
saw the light that flared in his eyes. Kraner |ooked fromone to the other of them and shrugged.

"I ama starving man, aching from hunger, and you two want to talk, talk, talk. |I don't care if
you stay, Sam 1'Ill clear it. If the directors bitch about it, we'll have to put it down as a
|l eave, but I'lIl try to get you assigned here for the present. Now can we pl ease order sone food?"

As they ate, Hugh told about the swing he and Gail had taken around the islands, and of his radio
contact with-friends scattered around the world. "Right now," he said, "it appears to be nostly in
warmwaters, but in all or nost of them™

Louderni | ch nodded, as if to hinmself, and there was a thoughtful |ook on his face through the neal
and the rest of the evening. Brooks and Wnthrop di scussed | ab space, and a schedul e for diving,
and nade an appointment for the followi ng nmorning to start the packing of the |aboratory

equi pnent. Kraner pretended not to know that nost of the equi prment would not be packed up at that
tinme, but would sinmply be noved and reassenbl ed.

As soon as he finished eating, Kraner left them and Loudernilch al so stood up. He held out his

hand to Wnthrop saying, "l guess this is good-by, Hugh. It's been a pleasure. I'll be in touch by
radi o. "

"Are you | eaving too?" Gail asked. "I w sh you weren't."

He snmiled down at her and said, "I do and | don't. | have a story to cover now, and although |
agree with Samthat this is where it started, this isn't where decisions will be nade in the

com ng days and weeks. That's where | belong now. But | amsorry to be leaving, and I'll be back."
To Hugh he said, "I have your call nunber. Is there a tine that is best?"

"Seven, eight in the evening,"” Wnthrop said.

"Ckay. I'lIl be in touch by mail until . . . Anyway, |I'Il keep in touch. I'lIl want to know about
what you're doing here." He pressed Gail's hand warmy, said good-by to Brooks, just as warmy,
and then |eft.

Gail watched until he was out of sight, and again she wi shed he hadn't |eft them "Hugh," she
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asked, "do you think that things like the mail will be disrupted because of this . . . this .
?ll
Hugh si ghed and covered her hand with his gently. "I think that things are going to get very

di srupted very soon if this keeps spreadi ng and worsening."

She was glad that he didn't try to lull her, but irrationally she didn't want to hear this, didn't
want to think about it. She nodded and w thdrew her hand fromhis, picking up her coffee, which
had grown cold. She put it down, however, w thout drinking any of it. And she knew it was her

i magi nati on that was responsible for the way the cof fee suddenly | ooked slightly thickened,
slightly viscous.

The next day Carl Loudernilch was anong the reporters who gathered at the Wod's Hol e
Cceanographic Institute for a press conference. The director, Lawence Buchanan, had a printed
statenment that he read to themin a nonotone, never raising his gaze fromthe paper until he was
finished. Loudermilch didn't bother to nake notes; the statement would be circulated later. The
director | ooked up expectantly: he had said nothing that wasn't already known. There was a
substance that had fallen on Earth, that was responsible tor the slight thickening of the water
The effect was believed to be tenporary. The Yudkin C oud had been | eft behind | ong ago, and what
little of the dust remained in the upper atnosphere was believed to be too scant to add to the

ef fects already noted. Louderm|ch pursed his lips and listened as the other reporters started
in with questioning.

Q

Have any fish been found dead yet fromthe stuff?

A

Not that | have heard.

Q

Are ships bothered by it? Are they able to attain normal speed?
A

Absolutely. This is a very minor effect, gentlenen. Very mnor
Q

Is it true that it had been reported fromall over the world?
A

I wouldn't say that. No, | don't believe that is so.

Q

Is it in fresh water?

A

No, it seems to react only with salt water.

Loudermlch left with the others. H's request to have a private interview had been turned down,
and there seenmed to be no point in asking questions if their attitude was still one of "say

not hing that they can't find out anywhere else." Late that afternoon he was in the office of the
United States Public Health Service talking to an old friend, Manfried Friedman, special assistant
to the Secretary of Health.

"What is it, Manny? | just spent half an hour with our friend, Buchanan, who isn't talking yet.
Gve." They were in Manny's office where Loudernilch stood at a wi de wi ndow wat chi ng cl ouds
scuttle across the sky.

Manny sat at his desk. He shook his head slowy. "Not for release yet, Carl. Too many | oose ends
still."

Loudermi | ch held up his hand with his fingers outspread and ticked themoff as he talked. "One, it
can be dangerous to humans. Two, it mixes readily with fresh water. Three, fish aren't show ng

much effect yet, but they will in time, and they will die off when the water gets too thick for
themto swimthrough. Four, it is spreading and thickening where it already has been found. Five,
the upper atnosphere is lousy with the dust still. Take a | ook at a sunset if you doubt that." He

| ooked at his hand and seened surprised to find no nore fingers. He held up the Ieft hand then
but Manny stopped him

"Hold it, Carl. So you' ve been in on sonething or other. So that doesn't nean that | can give you
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anyt hi ng yet.

I"lI'l hold until you give the word," Louderm |ch said, crossing before the desk, seating hinself
opposite it.

Manny knew he would hold the story if he said he woul d. He shrugged. "Wy tantalize yourself that
way ?"

Tm nosy, that's all."
"Ckay. But not for release yet. I'll tell you when."
Louder m | ch nodded once.

Manny still hesitated, however. He | ooked suspiciously at Loudermilch and said, "You don't seem at
all surprised that | amwilling to | evel with you. Wiy not?"

"I knew when you agreed to see ne that you wanted to talk to someone."

"Yeah. That is God's own truth. We identified the dust last nonth as a pol yet hyl eneoxi de, a stable
pol ynmer with repeating -CHaChgQunits. You can also call it pol yoxyethylene. So we have a stable,
thin gel fornming in the water where the dust falls."

"How st abl e?" Louderm | ch asked

Manny grinned nmirthlessly. "Very. In the lab they found that the solution is relatively
insensitive to electrolytes and other types of dissolved matters normally found in ocean water,
and seldomif ever found in fresh water." He | ooked about helplessly as if seeking sonmething to
denonstrate his point. "You can reduce it by distillation, but sone of it always cones over. So
you can't get it all out. It is a colloidal suspension, by the way, not actually dissolved in the
wat er . "

"What viscosities can we expect?" Loudernilch asked after a nonent.

"Hi gh. Very high," Manny said tonel essly. Louderm|ch whistled between his teeth, and the two nen
stared at one another for several seconds.

"What is the dosage to thicken water to, oh, say the consistency of light oil?"

Manny t hought for a nonent, then said, "So far they haven't reached the lower lints of the stuff.
It seens that any anpunt they use thickens the liquid to a certain extent. A solution of 0.005
percent gives a centipoise viscosity of sixteen thousand. But the nol ecul ar weight of the dust is
heavi er than we can account for, in the range of twenty mllion. There's sonething el se, a side
chai n that they haven't identified yet. Wienever we try to examine it, it degrades to carbon

di oxi de and anmmoni a. "

Louderni |l ch watched his friend' s face for several seconds then, and finally when Manny vol unt eer ed
not hi ng el se, he asked, "And the npbst inportant thing, Manny? The thing that nade you agree to
talk to me?"

Manny | ooked at himbitterly. "You should have been a God damed head shrinker," he said. "Yes,
there's nore. The pol yet hyi eneoxi de pol ynmer goes right through inpermeabl e nenbranes, along with
fluids like |ynph, glandul ar secretions. " He | eaned back in his chair then and said very
quietly, "That's it, Carl. Al of it. Let's go get drunk."

Louderni |l ch was | ooki ng past him out the wi ndow, and Manny turned also. It was raining and from
the | edge above the wi ndow the drops gathered and fell, not singly as rain, but sheeting together
to formenlarged droplets, globs of transparent, jellylike liquid. Loudernilch | ooked down at the
not ebook on his knee where he had witten a nane for the stuff, polyoxyethyl ene, and he added
after that, PCE Jelly.

They didn't go out to get drunk, but sat talking quietly for several hours, now and then | apsing
into silence to watch the newrain that was falling on Earth.
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April 28
Sam Brooks kicked hinself through the water nore easily than he had two weeks earlier. He felt the
di fference, and knew that even though he was nore efficient now, he still was no match for the

girl and the man who both seened at times to nove by will rather than by any physical act. He saw
Gail at her station, alnost invisible against the brain coral behind her. She noved one hand very
slightly acknow edgi ng his presence. He searched for Hugh Wnthrop and finally spotted hi m al nost
directly across fromGail. Wnthrop was as notionl ess, and as canoufl aged as Gail. Not
canouf | aged, he corrected hinself. Both of themwore ordinary bathing suits; both had the bl ack
masks and flippers. It was their stillness that conceal ed them They could hold their breaths for
surprising periods. He took up his spot, then notioned to Wnthrop with a hand over hand rolling
notion that he could start the camera.

The area they had selected for the filmlooked like an artificially cleared circle surrounded by
brain coral. The bed was snow white and nothing stirred at the nonent on its exposed surface, but
the walls of coral were alive with fish, with waving white-armed anenones that | ooked |ike prize
dahlias in notion, and there was a small butterfly ray gliding up and down the wall, |ike a w nged
wi ndow washer inspecting his work. Spotted along the base of the wall were small fish traps, and
one by one Brooks pulled the nylon |l eads to them opening themto release the reef fish. The tiny
fish left the traps sluggishly and headed toward the conceal nent of the upper reef in slow notion
The ray swooped, also in slow notion. From nowhere a pair of anberjacks appeared, and Brooks
realized that they had been there all the time, waiting for a norsel such as they now had found.
Their notions were so effortless that he couldn't tell if they were noving at a nornmal rate or

not. He doubted that Wnthrop actually had been able to tell fromwatching themthat they were
slowing down. Like all his ideas, this one was based on nothing nore than a hunch. Wnthrop's idea
of scientific research seened to confine itself to sitting on the ocean floor as |ong as possible
wi t hout noving. Brooks pulled the Iast trap open, and then caught his breath as a | arge shadow
crossed the clearing. He resisted the tenptation to raise his head, waiting for it to conme down

i nstead. For four days a tiger shark had dogged their work, and even Brooks had had to adnit that
it gave the appearance of being in trouble somehow. He had seen sharks before, shy, elusive,
avoi di ng man whenever possible, and racing off if man came too near nost of the time, but this one
was different.

It circled down within his line of sight, and it appeared to be centering in on the jacks. One of
them darted away, but again its notion was not that of a frantic fish. The shark nmade a pass at it
and m ssed. The ot her anberjack swamcloser to the coral wall, but the shark got it. Brooks
suddenly expelled his breath, and a snall expl osion of bubbles broke through the water. The shark
left, swimmng faster, but not as fast as it nornmally woul d. When Brooks again turned his gaze
toward the wall, there was no life to be seen

Wnthrop signaled that it was over and began to dismantle the canera. Gail floated toward him
keeping to the side of the clearing as the fish did. Angrily Brooks started to cross it, Kkicking
hard. The shadow returned, this time over him and he turned on his side and thrashed his arms
about and bl ew out bubbles. The shark | eft again, and Brooks joined Gail and Wnthrop. He pointed
to his watch and indicated fifteen minutes, then started to gather his traps. Let themgo in now
That was the way they worked. All Wnthrop wanted to do was sit and | ook, and now and then take a
few pictures. Brooks finished collecting his traps and | ooked again for Gail and Wnthrop, but
they were swimming lazily toward the shadow of the ship. He set the traps carefully and hauled in
the three that he still had left with marine Iife in them Tow ng them behind himhe started
toward the Donado.

Wnthrop was holding a bottle of Heinekin fromhis apparently inexhaustible supply when Brooks
clinmbed aboard. Gail was toweling her hair. She had tossed a short terry robe over her shoul ders,
her feet were still bare.

"Beer, SanP" Wnthrop asked, but not noving. He knew the answer woul d be no. He was | ooki ng past
Brooks at the ocean, and there was a thoughtful expression on his face. He pulled at the bottle
and continued to stare out over the sea as Brooks took his catch to his makeshift lab in the
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galley and started to exanmine the creatures he had caught. Going back on deck he rel eased a couple
of shrinp and surrendered a large |lobster to Gail, who accepted it matter of factly and placed it
in a pail of water until tine to cook dinner. Brooks knew that |ater, after they were finished
with the galley for the evening, Wnthrop would develop the filnms he had taken, but it annoyed him
to see the other nan sprawl ed out so indolently while he was still hard at work. He dissected a
fish without noticing what kind it was and coll ected the bl ood. He dropped the internal organs
into formalin for later study and prepared a slide of the blood for inmediate usage. The nore
refined tests that he woul d Uke to nake were inpossible aboard the Donado, but since they did go
back to Coral Harbor every other day, that was no real hardship. Wen he got back to the full Iab
he woul d have several days' worth of work ahead of him and neanwhile he could make a cursory

exam nation for any new anomaly. He pursed his lips over the blood. . . . He was startled by the
appearance of Wnthrop at his el bow

" Anyt hi ng?"

"I don't know yet. | think the blood m ght be thickening a bit, but it's a guess only at this
poi nt."

"How much you want to bet it is?"

Br ooks gl anced at himw th annoyance. "It isn't enough to think it is, Hugh. I have to know, and
can't say | know unless | have made the proper tests. ..."

"1 know," Wnthrop said. "I don't need a test tube to tell nme. | can see how they're acting. And
know how thick their blood will get, too. As thick as the water they're in."

Br ooks shrugged and turned again to his work.

"I'mtaking the boat back tonight,"
first?"

W nthrop said. "Anything underwater that should be picked up

"But we're supposed to stay out until tonorrow night," Brooks said, and hearing the peevish note
in his voice, he felt a surge of anger at Wnthrop. He said, "Wat's wong, bored already by the
scientific method?"

"Wong. Take a | ook at the ocean. Feel the air, and wind. . . ."

"There isn't a breath of w nd.
"Yeah, and that's wong. It's a painted ocean, and that's w ong.

There's the snell of a stormcomng, and that's wong. It's the snmell of a hurricane, or major
storm and that's wong for April."

"For CGod's sake," Brooks said, "now you are the weat her prophet too? There wasn't a storm warning
as late as last night."

"I know. Gail is checking now But we're heading back."

Br ooks continued to stare at the slide in the microscope field, but he wasn't seeing it. "You're
the captain," he said in a tightly controlled voice. "It's your boat."

"Yep," Wnthrop said pleasantly, and Brooks could hear himnoving away. There was the soft sound
of his voice mngling with Gail's then, and presently the sounds they made when they were both
working to get under way. Wordl essly Brooks pulled on his gear again, adjusted his air, and junped
back into the ocean to collect the rest of his traps, and the equi prent he woul d need back at the
| aboratory. He decided to discontinue the relationship with Wnthrop and his girl friend.

Wien they docked at Coral Harbor the oninous calmwas still with them Heat that felt heavy and
thick seenmed to snother the island, and the boats at dock were notionless. Hugh stood at the rail
and stared seaward as Brooks gathered his sanples and specinens. The rented car that Hugh had
parked at the dock was ready to go.

"Storm conin, Hugh," one of the dock boys said sinply, [
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"Ckay, Cal," Hugh said. "Gve us a hand with this stuff to the car, will you?" Cal nodded and the
three of them | oaded the car. Watching fromthe deck of the Donado Gail shivered. Hugh woul d have
to go with Sam This work, all the equipment, it couldn't be risked now. Ten mles across the
island, ten miles back, half an hour to unload the car at the lab. . . . She would be alone on the
Donado for the next hour. She turned her face toward the sea, but the air was not stirring yet;
the stormwas holding off, holding its breath for the nonent.

"Gail, would you rather cone al ong?" Hugh asked. It was rhetoric only, and both of them knew it.
The car was too |loaded to allow for another passenger. She shook her head, snmiling slightly. Hugh
ki ssed her quickly and sprinted away, and she wondered if he would be able to get back before the
storm began. Watching the car scream around the conmer at the end of the dock drive, she knew t hat
he was wondering the sane thing.

O her boat owners were arriving by then, and the dock was alive with purposeful activities: nen
boardi ng boats, untying restraining |lines, gunning notors, sone shouting, sonme whistling, and now
and then a boat pulling away, |eaving the dangerous area for nore open water where each pitch
woul dn't result in a grinding of boat against inmmovable dock. Gail did all the prelimnary things
that she could do, and then she could only wait.

Sam Brooks braced hinself as the car squealed its way around the |ast curve before the straight
narrow road that ended at the cottage where he had set up his lab. Early in the fantastic ride he
had said bitterly, "You should have stayed back there on the boat."

"I know | should have," Hugh had answer ed.

Br ooks wondered noodily if he had done one dammed thing right since first neeting Hugh W nt hrop,
and he knew that the answer was no. As soon as the car canme to a whiplash stop, he was out of it,
running toward the cottage, the key in his hand. He propped open the door and returned to the car
where Wnthrop had the trunk opened and was unl oadi ng one of the covered tubs. The trunk was wet
and snelled of the sea. Brooks started to say that the speci mens probably had been bashed to death
al ong the way, but he held his tongue and | eaned over to haul out the second of the tubs. Wen he
straightened, a blast of wind hit himin the face, and tor a nmonment he thought Wnthrop was being
cute and throwi ng something at him Then he realized that it was hail, driving against his face
and chest. Wnthrop yanked out the last tub and set it on the ground, then began to pull stuff out
of the back seat. Brooks opened the other door and quickly they got the car unloaded, and as they
finished, the wind velocity increased, and the hail stones were larger, hurting now where they hit
W nt hrop pushed the |ast of the boxes fromthe car and sl anmed the door. He was around it and
behi nd the wheel so fast that Brooks hardly had time to realize that he was | eaving agai n when the
nmot or roared above the sounds of the pounding hail and the wi nd.

W nt hrop waved one hand and was backing out of the drive then; the tires screamed as he nade his
stop and reversed his direction, heading back toward the dock. The hail was so thick that Brooks
couldn't see the car fifty yards away, and he turned again to his equi pnent and speci nens. A
shadow appeared at his side and he could nake out the grinning features of Tonmy Alton, the teen-
aged son of a retired British publisher.

"Need a hand, sir?" Tommy asked.
Faintly there was a squeal of tires and suddenly Brooks asked, "Tonmy, can | borrow your car?"
Tomy hesitated, a worried pucker appearing on his forehead.

"Il buy you a new one if it's danaged," Brooks said recklessly. "I have to go help M. Wnthrop
get his boat off the dock."

Tomy's reply was lost in the wind, but he held out his keys, and with many noti ons and flouri shes
i ndi cated that he woul d take the equipnent inside the cottage. Brooks ran across the yards to
where the ancient Ford was parked and within nonents he was on the road followi ng Wnthrop.

The wi nd rocked the car, and where the hail stones had piled up, the car skidded precariously,
al rost going out of control into a row of shops. Brooks fought with the car and got it righted
again, but didn't slacken his speed. Wth the wind driving the hail against the windshield there
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were stretches where he couldn't see the road at all, but he drove on know ng the road was
straight here. He finally arrived at the dock and left the car on the run. O her boat owners were
there al so, and here near the ocean the wind was blowi ng the hail alnbst horizontally. The boats
at the docks groaned and grated together, hit the dock with resoundi ng crashes of noises. Waves
wer e washing up over the dock, and the pounding of the sea added to the other noises of the storm
was deafening. The dock flooring was veryslippery and he ran, slipping and sliding to the Donado
It hadn't occurred to himthat the boat night have gone already; he sinply had gone back to it and
it was there. He had a few bad minutes until he got aboard. The boat kept heaving up and down, and
it swung around to crash into the yacht on the left, then rebounded to strike the finger pier on
its right, then straight into the dock prow first, and all the while it plunged up and down
violently.

Wnthrop thrust a life jacket at Brooks then, and he tried to push it aside thinking he was being
treated like a tourist, but he saw that Gail had one on, and there was a third one on Wnthrop's
arm and he realized that they mght |ose the Donado. Hastily he pulled the life jacket on and
tied it, one armlooped around the rail to hold himsteady enough so that he could nanage it. Gai
and Wnthrop wasted no tinme, and w thout speaking or even | ooking at each other they worked

qui ckly, clinging to the boat when it pitched particularly hard, but getting the dock lines off
and tree, getting the notor started. Brooks didn't try to help with any of those chores; he knew
he woul d be in the way, but he stayed close to Gail and once when she slipped and slithered across
the deck, he was there to grab her and pull her upright before she crashed into the rail. He held
her until that flurry was over, then let her go again. She returned to the task she had been doing
wit hout a backward [ook. He realized with a start that she was why he had returned. They ran into
the wind, and for the next seven hours Wnthrop held the Donado straight in the wind. The ship
lifted and dropped and took on a | ayer a foot deep of hail stones, and pitched and tossed and
yawed, but she stayed head on into the wind until the wi nd dropped. The hail stopped abruptly

wi thout ever turning to rain. One mnute they were being bonbarded and the next mnute there was
only the sound of the maniacal wind. It died just as abruptly, blow ng hard one second and gone
the next. The skies were |eaden still, and it took | onger for the sea to snmooth itself again, but
the storm was over.

The three of themstood at the tiller and | ooked at each other w thout speaking for a | ong nonent.
Wnthrop held out his hand to Sam Brooks and they cl asped hands for what seened to Gail to be at

| east a mnute. Neither of them said anything. Wen the | ong handshake was over she ki ssed Brooks
on the cheek. "Just thanks," she said. Then she started to shiver

"Ckay, inside," Hugh ordered. "Coffee and dry clothes, now." He helped Gail with the life jacket
and her shaking increased until she could only stand hel plessly and | et hi mnanage the ties. She
was very pale. Wnthrop | ed her inside.

"You take care of her," Brooks said. "I'Il get coffee going." He got out of his preserver quickly
and, whistling, started to make the coffee. He hadn't felt so good in a long tine.

Later they inspected the boat, and found that where the hail had nelted there was a trace of
crystalline substance, |ike powdered gl ass. Brooks gathered sone of it and added it to a gl ass of
wat er and shook it slightly. Al nbst inmediately the water changed and soon the water was so thick
that it no | onger poured at all, but oozed like slightly heated tar

Gail stared at the gelatinous water fixedly. "Is it going to keep on falling?" she asked. "How
much can the oceans take? How nuch is up there?"

W nt hrop shrugged and it was Brooks who answered her. "They keep changing the data," he said. "At
first, you know, they said that all the danage that woul d be done had been done, that there was no
nmore of the dust. Now they are saying that it doesn't matter how nuch of it there is, it causes no

damage anyway. | hope they are out when that stormhits the coast. | hope they see how nuch dust
there still is. "
W nthrop was staring toward the west and he said, "I hope no one is standing on any wooden piers

when it hits. They haven't had nuch experience with the thickened water yet, and it could cone as
a surprise to them"

The storm noved westward at a rate of eighteen miles an hour. The weat her bureau kept track of it,
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i ssuing bulletins every half hour. Small craft and gale warnings fluttered in a stiffening breeze.

At Honmestead, Florida, the stormtouched the nmainland. Wnds were clocked at forty-five nmiles an
hour, but nountai nous waves belied the wind speed. The waves didn't break out in the water anpbng
the sand bars; they grew heavier and deeper and wi der and they roared toward the |and |ike express
trains. There was no spray, only solid water until the waves accumul ated in shall ow water and
broke their backs there. They crashed w th expl osive sounds, thundering and piling up to ten feet,
then twelve, fifteen feet high. They continued to nount, crashing higher onto the beaches, hurling
t hensel ves agai nst sea walls and piers. Boats at dock churned hel pl essly under their nass, and
here and there docks swayed, righted, swayed again, and finally collapsed. The hail, |ike nachine
gun fire, kept up a steady barrage; the walls of waves were |ike cannon bl asts agai nst the |and
and the things nan had built there. The sea poured over the sea walls and it raced down the
streets and entered the boarded-up stores and hotels and hones. It floated cars along with it and
snmashed t hem agai nst pol es and buil dings and each other. Wndows that were not boarded up agai nst
the freakish, out-of-season stormwere snmashed by the driven hail. Hail collected on the flat
roof s of houses and caved themin. G een water poured through the town swirling at the corners,
and where it was trapped between buildings, it gouged out the sandy | awns, and underm ned the
streets and sonme of the buildings, and there were great stretches or roadway that sagged | ower and
|l ower and fell in.

When the storm passed, the town counted its dead and estinmated its danage and the gri mword was
announced on airways throughout the world. One hundred twenty of the popul ation had succunbed to
the storm one-third of the buildings had been destroyed, Up the coast the rest of Florida braced
for a simlar blow. And in the British Isles worried nmeteorol ogists tracked a squall line that was
still hundreds of mles out at sea, but was headed north, northeast. The squall |ine was seven
hundred mles | ong, and contained winds of fifty niles an hour, with seas running twenty feet

hi gh. On the evening newscast, BBC announced: "It is feared that the occurrence of this storm
front will coincide with the spring tide, in which event there will be severe flooding of

| oWl ands. The governnent is hastening its efforts to transport sand to those areas that can expect
hi gh water. Please stay tuned in tor further announcenents.”

From Normandy to Bergen, Norway, the coast was assaulted by the storms. The English Channe

swel l ed and went inland through the lowlying I ands on both sides of it. Belgium the Netherl ands,
Ger many, Engl and, Denmark, all suffered fromstorns that raged for a week. The Channel |Isl ands
were swept repeatedly, as was the land surrounding the Irish Sea, and the North Sea. Di kes and
flood wal | s gave way to the pounding seas and the water swept across fields and valleys claimng
them As far south as Bayonne, France, the ocean invaded the |land, and where it entered,
unrestrained, it destroyed: farms, villages, roads, all the structures of man were threatened, and
often obliterated. Then it was over, and for another week the skies remained sullenly gray and
threateni ng, now and then opening to torrential rains, but w thout the devastating w nds and
crashing seas, and slowy the ocean retreated once nore. It left behind it traces of a powdery
crystalline substance that coated the ruined | and and the buildings. The powder and salt and silt
and the detritus of the sea discolored the earth and the trees that lay in heaps, uprooted,
splintered. It covered the swollen bodies of |ivestock, and, sonetinmes, the swollen bodies of
peopl e. The survivors, dazed and unbelieving, listened to their radios and heard of storns that
were raking the Earth, fromeast to west, fromnorth to south. There was no pl ace where the storns
did not strike with furious strength, with awesone results.

Aboard the Donddo, Gail and Hugh listened to the radio while Sam Brooks studied a slide under the
m croscope. Al three were tired. Twice during the week they had battled storns, and they had

wat ched the sea thicken daily, and had seen boats capsize and sink, sonetines rel easing bobbing
humans, sonetines not. Gail was thinking of Charles WIllis at the nmonent. Charles worked on the
dock at Coral Harbor. He was tall and thin and wore a smle out of habit, but this week he was not
smling.

"I't's no good, Mss," he said. "The smacks don't dance on the water now. They wallow |ike old

| adi es who grow fat after too many children. The fish, the conch, they change; the turtle no

| onger fights when he feels the net. The stornms conme too early and send the seas too high, as if
they want back the land, and all of us poor ones onit. It's no good at all."

Wnthrop turned off the radio and | eaned back against the rail of the boat staring over Gail's
head at the oily ocean. It was unnoving, gray under a gray sky. It |ooked inpenetrable.
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"Same thing everywhere," he said. "They'll have to renake every damm map."

Gail visualized the map they had pored over the night before, and again saw the bl ack |ines Hugh
had penciled on it, show ng where the sea had reclained | oW ands, here fifty feet, there half a

mle, another place two miles. . . . She was |ooking toward New Provi dence and the island was
there, a dark bl ob against the gray that was both sea and air. "The islands are so unchanged, and
yet the shores all over the world suffered so nuch danage," she said. "It seenms as if the islands

shoul d be the first to go, not the other way."

"The beaches are a ness,"” Wnthrop said, "but they' Il cone back. It's where there is soil and sand
inland that the ocean takes it all away, not where there's only rock."

She knew he was thinking of the Quter Banks of North Carolina that had been virtually erased by
the seas. She said nothing. After a nonent Brooks joined them

"About what we expected,"” he said sourly. "There's practically no nobility below the size of a
brine shrinp. But they'll probably adapt in time. If they have tine. They're still reproducing.”
He | ooked at Wnthrop with respect. "You hit it right that tine," he said.

"So we have a static diatomworld now," Wnthrop said thoughtfully. "It isn't rising and sinking
like it used to every day. It has settled at about the fifteen-foot level and there is little
movenent within that world. Those little one-celled bodies can't get through the thick water. A
| ot of creatures are going to have to change their habits if they expect to keep eating."

Gail thought of the endl ess food chain, with each creature eating smaller ones, being eaten by
| arger ones, each indispensable for the continuation of marine life. "Wiat do you think wll
happen?" she asked.

"Probably a lot of fish will have to | eave the deeps to find food. W may see some very strange
fellows out there fromnow on."

Brooks waited but when Wnthrop didn't add anything el se, he said, very precisely, "Mre than
that, Gail. The rise and fall of the diatomlevel helped distribute heat, and now, if this is
correct, that will be ended. The upper layer will be hotter and the | ower depths will be col der
W thout the noderating influence of heat distribution, the weather probably will undergo stil
further changes. Warner, wetter, nore storns, nore snow in northern |atitudes, nore of the dust
falling out of the atnosphere."

"And the water will keep on getting thicker and thicker," she said, when he stopped. She stood up
then. "Are you through in the galley for a while? I'll start naking dinner."

Brooks started to protest, but he caught a warning novenent from Wnthrop, and he let her go
Wi t hout saying anything. Wnthrop notioned himto the rail and when Brooks joined himthere, he
said in a lowvoice, "She is very frightened, but she has to face it. W're all frightened."

"She doesn't have to face it al one," Brooks said, keeping his voice as low as Wnthrop's. "You
aren't even trying to help her understand what's going on."

"Because | don't know what the hell is going on. And neither do you."

"At least | can interpret sone of the results for her, let her know that we're aware of the
changes that are taking place."

"Don't you think she's aware of the changes? She has eyes, and a damm good brain. Don't
underestimate her. Don't treat her like a child. She won't appreciate that after she's had a
chance to think about it."

Brooks turned away fromhim Wnthrop was still staring out over the water that | ooked |ike wet
cenent, and for a nonment Brooks wondered if Wnthrop was warning himaway fromhis girl.

Inside the galley Gail gripped the faucet handle tightly and cl osed her eyes hard, praying that
when she turned it on the water woul d not be thick, would be Iight and sparkling and pure. Wy
weren't they doing sonething about it? They nust be able to do sonething. They could al ways do
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sonet hi ng. She opened her eyes and saw the nicroscope Sam had | eft on the counter, and she
thought: At least he is trying. Very carefully she noved the instrunent and she felt glad that

t hey had Sam Brooks aboard. Wen she returned to the faucet to fill the coffee pot, she didn't
hesitate, but turned it on full and let the water splash into the pot without examining it first,
wi t hout repeating her prayer.

Sam Brooks | ooked out over the undul ating surface of the water and said, "W've fallen a | ong way
to come down to this." There was disgust in his voice.

Gail did not answer; she continued spreading the blankets on the rocky shore. Hugh dropped a scuba
tank on each coner of a blanket as soon as Gail pressed it to the sand. The tanks held the
bl ankets down in the wi nd. Hugh | ooked at Sam and said, "There's nothing wong with working in

shal | ow water of f the beach. |I'mnot taking the Donado out in these stornms, not until | understand
them better. Even the conch fishernen aren't out, and those boys know as much about small boat
handling in these waters as anyone ever will. W all have to | eam how to take the new waves in a

sea; they're different; boats don't behave the same. Wiy do you keep fighting it? Relax and do the
best you can."

Brooks turned his back on the strangely heaving bay and | ooked at the sea wall that separated the
narrow beach fromthe | and. The coconut pal ns bent back and forth in mgjestic sweeps as the wi nd
swel | ed and subsided. "I know, " said Brooks, "but somehow diving off Cable Beach is not ny idea of
acconpl i shing anything. Look at us, blankets and all. W |ook just |ike that bunch down there." He
waved at a group of four people lying on the sand in front of the club a quarter nile down the
beach. The two girls in ribbon-narrow bikinis were draped over the two nen while they poured
drinks into their nouths.

Gail said, "W don't look quite like that, now do we?"

"Wel |, perhaps not. But it |ooks as if we are getting ready for the sane thing." Brooks | ooked
significantly at the two cases of Heinekin that held down the front of one of the bl ankets.

"Sam" said Wnthrop, "I'ma little surprised that a man of your intelligence hasn't yet figured
out this beer-drinking business. You see, when you drink beer, you don't have to drink water.
Sinple as that."

Brooks turned to him "You nean all this beer drinking is to avoid drinking thick water? For god's
sakes, why didn't you tell nme?"

"You didn't ask. Well, let's get to work. W won't need scuba for a while, just mask, fins, and
snorkle. This bay doesn't usually have much marine life in it, but |I suspect fish may be noving
in. W want to see if we can spot any changes in any of the snaller aninals. What we see here wll
tell us what will happen in the weeks ahead in the rest of the world. W've got a head start." He
slipped into a shorty suit and strapped on a weight belt. He picked up his mask, fins, and
snorkle. "I think I'lIl start out without a canera. |I'lIl cruise around those grassy areas," he
waved at the black patches fifty yards fromshore, "and see if anything unusual is happening.

Com ng Gail ?"

She nodded and picked up her gear and the two of them stepped to the water's edge, waded out a few
yards, and conpleted putting on their gear. Even though the water was up only to their knees, they
lay down in it and noved toward the shall ow grass. They rose and fell in the waves, and the water
flowed greasily over their backs. Wen they cleared their snorkles, the water shot three feet into
the air in a single gob, alnost retaining its cylindrical shape, and then dropped back with a
sodden plop. Their fins made no splash, and the sound of a hollow clunmp, clunp, clunp was easy to
hear as the water caved in on the depression nmade by the downstroke of each fin. Sam Brooks shook
hi s head and pi cked up his sanpling gear and his nmask, fins, and snorkle. He did not wear a shorty
suit or jacket. He entered the water and worked his way out a hundred yards to where the water was
just slightly over his head.

Hugh and Gail hovered over the swaying grass and watched the marine life that surged back and
forth under the effect of the waves. A snall pipefish hung upended in its usual position and a

cl oud of gobi es swarned nearby. Hugh pointed to a juvenile sergeant major, and Gail stared at it.
She could not see anything wong with it; she | ooked over at Hugh questioningly. He did not return
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her glance, but continued to stare at the tiny fish intently. Gail relaxed, bobbing up and down in
the sticky waves, watching the baby fish, and gradually she began to see that sonething was
strange about it. It noved in its customary flittery nmanner, jerking ahead in snmall darts, then
hangi ng notionless. But as it hung notionless, it would start to turn on its side, then it would
recover and lunge forward three or four inches. As she watched, the fish nore and nore often began
to turn on its side, as it noved spasnodically anong the grasses. There cane a tinme after a few
nmnutes when it did not lunge forward. It slowy rolled over on its side, then on its back; it
hung in the water and slowmy began to sink. It was dead. Only then did Hugh | ook over at Gail. He
pointed to the dead fish, nodded, then slowy noved away | ooking at other marine life. Gai
followed him wondering all over again at his ability to detect behavior that departed ever so
slightly fromthe normal. She | ooked around as she swam but particularly she watched Hugh to see
the things that he paid close attention to. It was a fan wormthat attracted hi m next.

The wavi ng fronds of the wormdid not disappear into the sand as Hugh swam over it, and he stopped
to watch. The nornally alert animal was no |l onger alert. Its tans dropped and finally settled on
the sand like fallen | eaves. It was dead, Hugh noved on. Twi ce nore he watched tiny marine animals
in their death throes, then he headed for the beach. Gil foll owed.

Sam Brooks saw t hem wadi ng out of the shallow water. At first he decided to ignore them and
continue with his work, then he reconsidered. There was always a reason when Hugh Wnthrop did
sonet hi ng out of the ordinary. This time Hugh had planned on staying in the water a while unless
he saw somnet hing worth phot ographi ng. Brooks grunted in the water and swamtoward the beach

hi nsel f. When he arrived at the bl ankets Hugh was sitting on the edge drinking a Heinekin, staring
out over the oily waves, and naking no effort to pick up his canera gear. Brooks said
sarcastically, "Through for the day?"

W nt hr op nodded wi t hout | ooking at him

"What's the matter with you, nan? W got work to do, sonething besides sitting here and drinking
beer."

"Beer tastes pretty good," said Wnthrop.
"How much of that stuff have you got, anyway?"

Wnthrop turned to look at him "Beer? Wll, about a five-year supply, sonething |ike twenty-five
hundred cases of Heinekin, so there's enough. Have a few "

Br ooks' jaw dropped. "You nean you bought.

Gail smoothly interrupted. "It's an old colonial trick-safer than drinking the water. There's
not hing sinister about it. I'meven drinking sone beer now."
Br ooks thought about it a nonent, and then shook his head. "Well, |I'm going back to work. | cane

out because | thought you had found sonething."
"I did," said Wnthrop.

Brooks hesitated, afraid to ask for fear of getting a wisecrack in reply. He | ooked at Wnthrop
and waited. Wnthrop had gone back to staring out over the slick waves. Finally Brooks said, "What
did you find?"

W nt hrop nodded his head, still |ooking out over the waves, then he said, "People are going to
die. MIlions of people are going to die. It we can't find an answer to the thick water, nost if
not all the people on the face of the Earth are going to die. That's what | found out." He turned
and | ooked up at Brooks.

Brooks stared back at him eyes wi de, nouth open. He started to ask Wnthrop if he was serious,
but it was clear that he was. He said, "Wat makes you think that?"

"l saw the small narine organisns dying strange deaths, one after the other. It can only be due to
the thick water. I know of no reason why whatever is killing them shouldn't happen to nen, after a
suitable delay. It we don't get with it, we will follow the worns." And he swung back to stare out
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over the water again.

Br ooks shook his head, dunbfounded. "You nean to say that because a few nminor marine organi sns
di e—which they do all the time, | would rem nd you—you go and draw a wild concl usion |ike that?"

"Yup. "

"But where's your evidence? You haven't tried cause and effect. You can't possibly draw such a
concl usion. ™"

"I just did."

"Not scientifically, you didn't. Your conclusion is worthless.
wat er .

He turned to go back into the

Wnthrop said, "Just a minute, Sam" He spoke mldly, and Gail was surprised that he even bothered
to continue the conversation. "Let ne put it to you this way. | watched a series of marine

organi sns die in an unusual place under unusual circunmstances in an unusual nanner. At the sane
time there has been a drastic change in their environnent, one that we thought might slowy Kil
themin some manner. So when the thing we hal f expected happens, it is entirely reasonable to
concl ude that the environmental change is responsible.

Now, wait a minute." Brooks had started to talk. "I amonly saying that nmy conclusion is entirely
reasonable. It satisfies ne, and it will satisfy many reasonabl e people. It is not scientific
proof by the scientific nethod, but it'll do until your scientific method conmes up with sonething
different. Well, that's all." And he turned to stare out over the slick waves again. Gai

continued to ook at him it had been a | ong speech for Wnthrop.

Brooks said slowmy, "On such an inportant matter, reasonable conclusions are not good enough

W' ve got to know. Where the lives of people may be in the bal ance, only the utnost proof is
enough." He started to say nore, but realized Wnthrop was not really listening. Brooks turned and
slowy went back into the water.

W nt hrop wat ched hi m go, not so much | ooking at himas thinking. "You know," he said to Gail, "we
ought to let people know that the fish are dying here. | suppose nost of themare going to react
i ke Brooks; they won't believe it, or they won't believe what it neans. But we ought to let them
know anyway. "

Gail said, "Yes. | think that's the right thing to do. Better to warn them and have themignore it
than never to warn themat all."

Wnthrop snmiled at her. "You sound sonething |ike Whrrdsworth. Well, the next question is to decide
how best to do it. It isn't the easiest thing in the world to reach two hundred million people.”
He turned to | ook out over the water. Brooks plopped face down into the oily water

Gail said, "Carl Loudermlch?"

W nt hrop nodded slowy. "Yes, | think that's our best bet. W can explain it to himand he will
understand the inportance of it and do what is best to see that everybody leans of it. | think
I"1l go call himnow " He got up and headed for the stairs up through the sea wall. He called
back. "want to come?"

Gail | ooked out at Brooks in the water and said, "Maybe we shouldn't | eave himhere al one."
"Ch, he probably won't drown. Conme on and say hello to Carl."

Gail shrugged her shoul ders and foll owed Wnthrop up the stairs, through a passageway to the phone
at the Cable Beach Manor foyer. It took ten minutes to get Loudernilch on the phone, another ten
mnutes to explain in detail the things they had seen in the shallow water that norning. Then

W nthrop went on to explain the conclusions he drew fromthe dying fish. Louderm|ch said, "And
you think that will begin happening to people?"

"Yes, | do. You seen the logic of it. W're getting a kind of preview down here. It may take a
year for nen to be exposed to enough PCE Jelly to die fromit. Maybe |onger. These fish are
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getting it first and strong, and they're dying fromit." The two nen were quiet over the phone for
a few seconds, thinking.

Louderm | ch said, "I suppose you're telling ne all this so | can do what | can to |let the proper
peopl e know. "

"That's the idea, Carl. Oh, | ought to tell you that Brooks doesn't agree with ne. He says we
don't yet have proper scientific proof, so he's not buying it."

"Yes, | can see where he'd say that. He has a point, but we ought to nove as soon as we can. It's
Iike the lung cancer-cigarette snoking thing. The connection |ooks quite possible, and it's your
lungs you're fooling with, so you' d better believe it. Unscientific, perhaps, but sensible.
Forgi ve ny thinking out |oud, Hugh, but these are phrases | may use in ny piece. How s Gl ?"

"She's right here to talk to you." He put Gail on, and Loudermilch and Gail talked for a noment.
Gail asked himto come back to Nassau and Loudermilch said he'd try.

Gail said, "I think Hugh's right about this place. W will get advance notice here of the things
that are going to happen el sewhere. It all starts here."

Louderm lch fell silent, and Gail said, "What's the matter, Carl?"

"You know? | think you re right about that. I1'mgoing to check in with you nore often, about twce
a week. | have a friend nanmed Manfried Friedman in the U S. Public Health Service. Between us, we
may be able to get the word around as you leamit down there. Ask Hugh what he thinks of that."

Gail turned and explained it to Wnthrop. Wnthrop took the phone and said, "I'mnot sure that's
enough, Carl. W ought to do everything we can to |l et people know what's going to happen to them
Can't you do sonething to get another team down here to speed up Brooks' work?"

"1"I'l try, Hugh, but I don't think much will conme of it. But we've got to do what we can. | told
Gail | would be checking in with you nore often.”

"All right. We're going to leamnore all the time, and | think nmost of it will be bad. Ckay, Carl.
Good | uck."

"Good- by, Hugh. Say good-by to Gail." And as Loudernilch hung up, the words that stood out dearly
in his mnd were the words, "nmost of it will be bad."
May 21

The Donado heaved through the short, stiff waves on the way out to Sout hwest Reef. The viol ent
stornms had subsided, and the weather was al nbst back to normal. Hugh Wnthrop | ooked up at the sky
and said, "The Yudkin Coud may be all out of the atnosphere now, all down on the surface, all in
the water and on the | and. Maybe our weather patterns will go back to normal. WII the warmair
pi ck up as much noisture fromthe stiff water as it did fromnornal water?" He directed the
guestion to Sam Brooks, who was sitting in the forward part of the cockpit.

"Interesting question. Now, let ne see." Brooks fell quiet, thinking out the problem

Wnthrop said, "Yes it will. The partial pressure of the water isn't changed much by its ge
content, so the air'll pick it up as it always did."

"How do you know t hat ?"
"Just stands to reason."”

Br ooks shook his head and said, "Wien will you stop | eaping to unwarranted concl usions? You're
going to get a lot of people into trouble with this predisposition of yours to go off halfcocked.
Louderni |l ch believes everything you tell him and he's passing it on as if it's scientific
conclusion. | tell you, you're going to make a |l ot of trouble for soneone. You' ve got to start.

" Hi s voice trailed off as he | ooked at Wnthrop. Wnthrop was | ooking out over the oily waves,
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not listening to him

Suddenly Wnthrop snapped his fingers and said, "My god." He stood up at the hel mand | ooked out
over the water nore intently. Brooks junped up to see what he had seen. There was not hing there.
"Well," said Wnthrop, "I think that answers ny first question. The weather on this fair planet is
going to be a nmess. It will not be the sane."

Brooks | ooked wildly out over the roiling waves. "Wiat is it? | don't see anything."

W nt hrop nodded and waved Gail up out of the compani onway where she had been standi ng | ooking at
him He said, "See any difference in those waves?"

She | ooked and said, "Well, they're steeper, closer together than they should be in this w nd, but
that's-- Wait, there's no foam no froth."

Wnthrop nodded grimy. "That's right. No foam no little water droplets in the air. No nore salt
nucl ei . "

They | ooked at him and Brooks understood first. He | ooked back at the waves, and his nouth
opened, but he didn't say anything. Wnthrop said to Gail, "Raindrops formin the air on a nucl eus
of some kind. Wthout a nucleus, they don't form Snoke supplies a |ot of the nuclei; but nost of
the nuclei are tiny salt crystals that get into the air fromthe salt spray of the sea. No spray,
no nuclei. No nuclei, no rain."

Brooks said, "Interesting theory. | don't know offhand how we can prove it. Do you?"

"No, but | think we won't have to wait very long to tell. Look. The noisture keeps going into the

air at the same old rate, but it doesn't fall out as rain. So the air beconmes supersaturated. You

can then nmake it rain by discharging your own nuclei into the atnosphere. Silver iodide. Been done
for years. Only now when sonebody does it after a dry spell, he should get a real cloudburst. This
could be a disaster if it isn't controlled. I'd better call Loudermlch. Take the helm Gail."

"Wait a minute," said Brooks. "You can't call himon this; it's just an idea you have. There's no
proof . "

"I'f we wait, it may be too late. At least we'll |et himpass the idea around where it may do sone
good. Look, by adding our own nuclei, for the first tine naybe we can control the weather. Maybe
sonme good will come out of this Yudkin Cloud after all." He went down the conpani onway to nake his

call, not listening to Brooks* protests. Then he cane up and took the helmfrom Gil. They were a
mle from Sout hwest Reef.

As Wnthrop worked the Donado over the waves, he kept an eye to w ndward, watching the waves as
they devel oped and sl ammed at the boat. "You know what's happened?" he said. "The ocean waves are
now | i ke the waves on the Del aware Bay--they're steep and cl ose together instead of being |Iong and
rolling. Qut here on the open ocean you have to handle the boat as if we were in some of those
shal |l ow areas. That's what stiff water has done tor us." He worked hard on the tiller, dropping
the bow of the Donado back into the trough beyond each wave that was bi g enough to cause the boat
to pound. It was an effective technic, but it was hard work, and by the time they reached the spot
where they wanted to anchor, Wnthrop was covered with a fine sweat. As soon as the anchor was
set, Wnthrop stepped up on the gunwal e and dropped overboard. Gail hung the boarding |adder while
he lay in the water and cool ed off. Then he clinbed aboard and began | ayi ng out diving gear

Br ooks strai ghtened from hel ping him |ooked out over the water, and said, "There's a big shark
comng this way." Brooks stepped up to the side deck and swung out over the water, one foot on the
gunwal e, one hand hol ding the side stay, |ooking at the great fin slicing the water. Wnthrop
joined him Brooks said, "I wonder if it's a man-eater."

W nthrop said, "Wy don't you check it out?" and he casually knocked Brooks' hand off the side
stay. Brooks wildly flailed his arms and contorted his body in an effort to stay on the boat, but
it didn't help. He splashed into the water and instantly was back on the surface thrashing his way
to the boarding |adder and throwing, his way up it as if he were sprinting on dry |land. He
stunmbl ed into the cockpit and turned on Wnthrop. "You gone crazy or sonething? What's the matter
with you? That thing could have killed ne." He flung an armtoward the great animal in the water
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al ongsi de the boat. "I've never been exposed to anything so stupid in nmy life. | just can't ... |
don't . . ." He choked on rage and stood staring at Wnthrop, his chest heaving, his breathing
comng in sobs

Wnthrop was mildly surprised at his violent reaction, he stared back at Brooks. Then wi thout a
word he stepped to the gunwal e and dropped into the water within ten feet of the great shark. The
fin lurched as Wnthrop hit the water, and then it turned toward him Wnthrop lay with his face
in the water, gently kicking his feet and paddling with his hands, |ooking at the shark under

wat er. The shark swept past himand turned back and circled himin a graceful, |eisurely nmanner,
seeming to touch himas it passed between himand the boat. Then it continued beyond hi m out past
the bow of the boat and on out toward the deep ocean, it's fin periodically disappearing as waves
broke over its back.

Wnthrop swamto the boarding |adder, clinbed up it into the cockpit and bent over his diving gear
wi t hout sayi ng anything. Brooks stared down at his back, he started to speak, but thought better
of it. He picked up a towel and began drying hinmself while he wal ked to the bow and stood I ooking
out over the water

Gail, in the conpanionway, said softly to Wnthrop, "Wy were you so harsh?"

W nt hrop shrugged. "Seened like a good way to denonstrate ny kind of proof. Sharks in these waters
are harm ess. Not scientific naybe, but. . ." He shrugged again.

Gai | cane out and began putting on her scuba gear. She called up to Brooks, "Going to take sone
speci nens? W're going down in a mnute."

Br ooks had brought hinmsel f under control. He nodded to Gail and cane down the port side deck and
began putting on a tank. Wnthrop finished dressing first. He | ooked around and reached over and
pl aced Brooks' slurp gun near him and laid a sanple bag on top of it. Brooks recognized the
gesture as a kind of apology, and he said "Thanks." Gail and Wnthrop waited until he was finished
and had all his gear hanging on him Then, one after another, they all stepped overboard.

On the bottom Wnthrop headed in a southerly direction, out toward deeper water. They went past
the anchor where it was caught in a coral head, and Wnthrop stopped to examne it and nmake sure
it was fast. Then he | ed them on

Brooks nmoved along last, behind Gail, who swamto one side and just a little behind Wnthrop.

Br ooks noved nore slowy than he once had, taking |onger strokes with his legs. He had reached the
poi nt where he could get al nbst an hour out of a tank at forty feet. He was a better diver by far
than he had been when he had first met Wnthrop, and he knew it.

They crossed a patch of white sand. A school of yellow tail snapper swamin front of them The one
nearest Wnthrop suddenly darted out of the way. It swamthrough the school to get away fromhim
Hal fway through it stopped sw nm ng and hovered notionless and then slowy turned on its side and
began to sink. Wnthrop swamto it and picked it out of the water as the rest of the school parted
to let himthrough. Wnthrop turned and handed the dead fish to Brooks, signaling that Brooks was
to put it in his sanple bag. Brooks nodded and slipped the fish in, and they went on

They reached a depth of sixty feet and Wnthrop reared up and settled to his knees on the sandy
bottom The other two knew he had seen sonething, so they stopped and watched in the direction

W nt hrop was | ooking. In a noment a school of porpoise canme by, changing their direction to pass
close to the three divers. The porpoi se noved slowy, with none of the wiggling exuberance that
usual |y characterized their swinmmng. There were fifteen of them five of themswimnng in pairs.
Three of the femal es had young, and the baby porpoises swamin the sane |eisurely manner as the
parents. Wnthrop nodded his head in an exaggerated nanner as he watched the porpoise. Gil, at

| east, knew that he meant he understood sonething, and she felt he understood the new manner of

swi mm ng. The porpoise |lingered near them rising slowy to blow and breathe then returning. Wile
they were on the surface they remained | onger than normal, spending nore tinme to take in air.

W nthrop had his canmera up and was rapidly taking flash shots of the closer aninmals, and nornal
Iight shots at a distance. A porpoise followed one of Wnthrop's used flash bulbs as it bobbed its
way to the surface. The porpoise flipped it with its head and then cane down to the bottom In a
nmoment, as if at a signal, they all turned and swam out of sigh}:. The divers noved on
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Near the edge of a long stand of coral was a | arge school of striped grunt, and cl ouds of reef
fish swam nearby. Wnthrop swam over and settled down to watch. The other two settled near him
Three or four mnutes passed, and then a grunt died. Another two minutes and then a nud-belly

di ed. Brooks collected themin each case. Gail saw a trunmpet fish she thought was acting
strangely, so she slowy backed away from her spot and swam down the coral toward the trunpet
fish. Before she reached it a great |assitude overcane her. She stopped swiming and drifted to
the bottom Her vision blurred and the things about her took on a gray hue. Her body felt |ight,
and she tried to nove her legs to turn back. She feebly kicked herself to face in the direction
fromwhi ch she had conme, and through a blurred haze she could see Wnthrop and Brooks. Vaguely she
saw Wnthrop rumhis head toward her. She gritted her teeth and painfully raised a hand to her
head and noved a forefinger in a circular notion around her ear. It was the diver's signal for
di zzi ness. She saw Wnthrop lunge fromhis position and drive toward her, and then she fainted.

She regai ned consci ousness al ongsi de the Donado. Wnthrop was supporting her and handi ng her tank
up to Brooks, who was standing in the cockpit. She said, "Wat happened?"

"Wl cone back," said Wnthrop. "You passed out down there. | thought we were going to have to
hoi st you back aboard, but naybe we won't have to. How s your strength?"

She nmoved her arns and |legs. The light feeling was gone. "Fine, | think. What do you suppose
happened? |'ve never done that before."

"l don't know. Can you clinmb up?"

"I"'msure | can." Gail swarmed up the boarding ladder with no difficulty and stepped into the
cockpit. Brooks took her arm as she came over the gunwal e, but she did not need it. She sniled her
t hanks at hi m anyway, and Brooks felt a tightening in his throat.

W nt hrop cane aboard and said to Brooks, "WII| you check these specinens and see if there is any
change in the viscosity of their blood?" He held up the specinmen bag that Brooks had been
carrying. Gail shook her head ruefully. Even in the emergency involving her life Wnthrop had
thought to make certain the speci mens were safe.

For a nonent Brooks hesitated as he | ooked doubtfully at Gail, but she said to him "Go ahead." He
took the specinen bag and went below with it to make the tests.

Wnthrop nade Gail sit down and relax, and when she wanted a gl ass of water he insisted she drink
a bottle of Heinekin instead. They sat quietly, |looking at the short chop on the ocean, unti

Br ooks stuck his head out the conpani onway and said, "CGot it on two of them Thirty percent above
normal in viscosity, all other properties normal. | think that's what killed themall right,

al t hough we haven't really proved it yet."

Wnthrop said, "I would like to know if the viscosity of the blood of those porpoises has gone up
I"msure it has, but I'd like to know. "

"Want to get one and try it?"
Wnthrop said, "Let's think about that. Maybe in a week or so would be better."
Br ooks paused, staring reflectively at Gail, then he said slowy,

"I wonder how Gail's blood is nmaking out. Maybe we ought to test it. Maybe we ought to test all of
our bl ood."

W nt hrop shook his head and said, "No need, not yet. You don't have sterile equi pment now anyway.
Look, let's head in. W' ve done all we're going to do out here today. You can take nore precise
measur enents ashore than aboard. You finish your ;work and then we'll check in with Louderm|lch
Gail, will you stand by the anchor?" And he watched her closely as she went up the side deck to
the bow. The trip back to Coral Harbor went snoothly.

They secured the Donado in her slip and Brooks collected his specinens and anal yti cal gear and
| oaded theminto the car. He waved and said, "See you in a couple of hours." He drove off.
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W nt hrop went down into the cabin and sat down on the | ounge, Stretching his long | egs out across
the cabin. Gail cane down and said, "Coffee?" He shook his head. "Heinekin?" He nodded, so she
opened two of them and handed hi mone. She stood nearly in front of himand tilted her head and
took a long drink. She said, "I don't think I'Il ever get used to drinking out of a bottle. How do
men do it so easily?"

Wnthrop smled up at her and said. Two things wonen never |earn; how to drink out of a bottle,
and how to spit. | don't know why."

"Well, | only plan on learning one of those." She turned to go. He foll owed her up on deck, and

t hey watched the wind come up over the harbor. A forty-five-foot cruiser went by too fast, and its
wake rolled the Donado. Gail put her hand on Wnthrop's armto steady herself. Wen the Donado
stopped rolling, Wnthrop said, "I think I'Il check the bow lines. A wake |like that and a good

wi nd could shake a line |oose." He put down the bottle and went forward to the bow Gail sipped
her beer and | ooked at the ruffled water in the harbor. She heard a | oud "damm" from W nt hr op,

foll owed by a splash. She stepped to the side of the cockpit and bent over to | ook forward.
Wnthrop floated in the water

She woul d have | aughed at him but the splash had been a sharp, hard one, made by a body hitting
flat on the water. Even in a fall Wnthrop would not have hit the water |like that; he was agile
enough to twist in the air to avoid hitting flat.

He floated near a piling, face down in the water. Gail caught her breath. "Hugh," she called, but
he did not nove. She dropped her beer and junped to the side deck. She ran forward, junped into
the water next to himand rolled himto his back. She held his face out of the water and | ooked at
him H's eyes were closed, but there were no marks on his face or forehead. She pulled himto the
stern and grabbed the slack line that held the Donado to a piling. She raised Wnthrop's arnms and
hooked them over the line while she held them He hung on the line, head lolling forward, his face
out of the water.

Gail clung to himthere, panting fromher exertion, wondering what to do next. There was no one in
sight, so she called as |oud as she could, "Can anyone hear me?" There was no answer. She called
agai n--no answer. Sonething kept her from scream ng. She considered it, but she found the thought
repugnant, undignified. She placed her ear next to Wnthrop's nmouth and could hear his shall ow
breat hi ng. She | ooked around to see what to do next.

The stern of the Donado was near the piling; a tinber fastened the piling to the next one. She
twisted the nooring line around the tinber so she could stand on it and work her way back into the
cockpit while she supported Wnthrop. Wien she got her breath back she tried to |lift himhigher

He groaned and opened his eyes and said, "Wat happened?"

She hel ped hi m aboard and then | eaned back and dosed her eyes to rest. He said, "You all right?"
He sat up anxiously.

"I"'mfine. You' re the one who's supposed to be injured. What happened to you?"

He shrugged his shoul ders. "Beats nme." He got up lightly and picked up his bottle of beer and took
a long swig. He grinned at her

She stepped up to himand said, "Hugh Wnthrop, you tell ne what's going on." She turned his face
back to her when he tried to turn away.

"Well," he said finally, "you fainted today and | was worried about you. | had to be sure your

bl ood wasn't thickening, and | didn't want you to know about it. Wll, you're in good shape or you
woul d have fainted again now with all that exertion." She stepped back. "You nean . . . you dared
to ... how could you?" She grew nore angry as she spoke. She stal ked away from hi mand went bel ow
sl anm ng doors. He could hear her arrange the shower curtain.

He called out to her, "I had to know, and | didn't want you to worry, too."

She didn't answer, but the shower rmade her feel better. When she canme out she said, "It was ny
fainting on the dive that worried you? Wiy did | faint then?"
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"Soneti nes happens. Too tired, too cold, head down too nuch. Could have been nmany things. At |east
we know it wasn't thick blood."
She | ooked out over the harbor. "It was a dirty trick, worrying nme like that."

"Yes, but alittle test now and then never hurt anybody. 1'll take ny shower now " He picked up a
towel, went into the head, and showered and shaved. \Wen he canme out, Gail had poured two
Hei nekins. Wnthrop settled back on the |ounge and put his feet up on the table. He said, "I

wonder where it will lead. If people begin acting like the fish, the human race will change
Everything sl owi ng down, on penalty of death. People rolling over dead if they exert thenselves
too hard. | wonder how you'll know where your limt is. One man night be able to run up twelve

flights of stairs, but the next man will drop dead after two. The strong man might die, and the
weak man might live. W could have a survival of the fittest situation in reverse. Survival may be
a matter of pure chance. That will be great for the human race."” He took a long drink of Heinekin

They were still discussing it when Brooks cane back
Gail said, "What did you find out about the fish?"

"Well, the blood viscosity was high, averaging about thirty percent high, and the bl ood was
deficient in oxygen. Vital organs were oxygen starved. The aninals died of anoxia."

W nt hrop considered a nonent, then he said, "How about the blood pressure? Any signs of heart
strain, if you'll forgive the inelegant expression? What | nean is, how does the heart act while
punpi ng such hi gh viscosity fluid?"

Br ooks nodded. "I know what you nmean. Too soon to tell, but there should be sone kind of cardiac
breakdown. | haven't been able to ook as yet." Both Wnthrop and Gail recognized that what Brooks
really neant was that he had not thought to | ook; he had been so involved in blood viscosity
not hi ng el se had occurred to him

"Well," said Wnthrop, getting up, "time to check in with Louderm|lch." He turned on the radio and
warned up the transmitter tube.

The mari ne operator by this time recognized Wnthrop and knew the stature of Louderm | ch. She put
the call through quickly, and Wnthrop tal ked to Loudermnilch for fifteen ninutes.

Louderm | ch said, "You think this is going to happen to peopl e,
Hugh?"

"I don't see why not, Carl. Marine animals are getting it now, and they're nore strongly exposed
than we are. | don't know why we won't be next, unless we do sonething. O fhand, | don't know what
to do, except avoid exposure, and that's al nost inpossible."

Loudermi | ch whistled softly. "I've got sone work to do, sone people to warn. Wsh ne luck on this
one. |'mgoing to need it"
June 8

On Kyushu, Japan, the rain fell and lay on the ground like a six inch layer of translucent snow.
The droplets were globular and if held in the hand, they nelted, but on the ground they

accunul ated. Under the mass of the fallen rain globules pale green shoots were doubl ed over and
mashed to the ground. Yoshi kara Hirooka stared at the tiered fields in bew |l dernent as he drove
his daughter's MG from Fukuoka to his farmslightly beyond the | ast recogni zabl e subdivision. H s
daughter and her child, his wife, and his four other children waited for himat his home. They
waited for himto bring word about how to subdue the wild rain, howto make it conformto nature
and run in the streams and through the pipes, and soak into the ground. At the farnmers' union
meeti ng which he had attended there had been only teeth gnashing and wailing, but no hel pfu
hints, no governnent decree, no hope for better things on the norrow.

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (36 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/K ate%20Wilhel m/K ate%20Wil hel m%6208& %20T ed%20Thomas%20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt

Yoshi kara Hirooka did not relish the greetings of the frantic females with which his life had been
cursed. A wife and five daughters! He groaned to hinself slightly as his own house came into view
through the rain. And his daughter's daughter

"Ai," he said soberly, parking the small car with great, overel aborate care, and taking his tine
about leaving it for the house entrance. He | ooked accusingly at the treacherous skies that |oosed
rain devils, but not rain; fromthere he | ooked, no | ess accusingly, at his own neat rows of
tiered fields, only then taking on the overcoating of globules. H's shoul ders sagging, he started
toward the house, but a gaggle of voices stopped him and instead he ran to the fields, kicking at
the of fending rain-that-was-not-rain and shrieking at it.

Under his furious kicking, the gl obules broke up, and released the water and let it run into the
ground. Laughing like a wild nan he continued to run up and down the aisles between rows of rice
shoots, kicking and screamning, and the ground was taking the water in very neekly now He turned
and dashed to his house where the wonen net himin the manner of wonmen greeting a nman whose senses
have departed to the gods.

"Qut! Al of you, out to the fields. W nust beat the rain into the ground!

Hi s second daughter, dressed in coarse Anerican WIld Wst pants and a shirt that not even her
father woul d wear, turned fromthe door disdainfully, and his slender hand caught her backside in
a slap that was as satisfying as had been his kicking of the rain nonents before. The second
daughter wail ed, and would have run to the room she shared with the third daughter, but again his
hand caught her where it did the nbst good, and this tine she turned toward the door and the rain.
Yoshi kara Hirooka did not smle, but his wife caught his eye, and he thought he saw the ghost of a
snile in her own. Very neekly she bowed and went outside and presently the farmer and his wife and
his five daughters were all nmarching up and down the rows of new, green shoots, kicking and
stonping the rain into the ground where it bel onged.

In his Manhattan apartnent Carl Loudermlch turned off his television with a sigh. In his mnds
eye he could see the ground of Asia blacken with human beings out driving the rain into the
ground. Were radi o had reached themthe farnmers knew that was the only way to save their crops,
and where the radios failed to reach, they were finding out the hard way. But they were finding
out. He adnired farmers for several seconds, then shrugged and wal ked to the w de w ndows

overl ooki ng the Hudson. It gleanmed, solid, black, oily |ooking. Behind himthe apartnent felt
strangely enpty, as it had felt four years before when he came back to it the first time after
Myra's death. He turned and | ooked about the room but nothing was different there. The difference
| ay deep inside him He was missing her now nore than he had for the past year or longer. At first
t here had been the constant pain that her absence meant, but it had eased so gradually that he
wasn't aware of when the change had cone about, when the tine cane first that he had been able to
think of her wi thout the ache that tightened his throat, Through the first year he hadn't been
able to consider |leaving this apartnment where her presence lingered | ong after she was gone; then
it had seenmed that he thought constantly about noving, |eaving the ghost of things gone and
starting over sonmewhere else. That had passed al so. He had been gone four nonths, and on
returning, he had wel coned the old apartment and had found confort in the photographs she had
arranged here and there, and the Picasso she had bought before Picasso had becone the one to buy,
and the disarray of books and magazi nes that she used to sigh over, but never rearranged.

He snmiled bleakly at the roomand slowmy went through it to the kitchen, where he got ice cubes
out and mixed a drink. He wanted sonmeone he could talk to the way he had been able to talk to
Myra, without fear of revealing his fears, or his ignorance, or his cupidity, or whatever it was
that made hi m who he was. She had understood and accepted all of it and with her there had been
tal k, but not since. Not since, except perhaps for his friends in Nassau. Hugh and Gail, now there
was a pair. He drank deeply and put down the half full glass and forgot it. Again he wandered to

t he wi ndow and stared at the river that |ooked normal but wasn't. He had a colum to do. He had
been handed the | atest news releases at the office late that afternoon, but he still hadn't read
them They were all alnost alike, the usual officialese. Nothing new today, but prom se of a break-
through for tonorrow. Meanwhile don't panic, don't be alarned. Nothing to be afraid of, and anyone
who says there is, is a Conmi e dupe, or a troubl emaker, or a fool

The shrill of the phone startled him nmaking himjerk, and he cursed hinself briefly. "Loudernilch
here," he said. It was Tatum the night editor
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"Can you cone in, Carl? Things are breaking tonight for sone reason. Fighting upstate over a
coupl e of dans. Farners are patrolling them not letting anyone in to open the gates. And there
have been a couple of reports about trouble here in town. Sone of the punps are in trouble.

Carl Louderm | ch was whistling tunel essly when he | eft the apartnment. The attack of |ethargy that
had overcone hi mwas gone, and he wal ked briskly to the subway and thought it was a lovely, mld
June night, at that.

Throughout the city there were half a dozen private utility conpanies, all with small plants, with
equi pnment that was barely sufficient to do the work required of it, understaffed for the nost

part, forgotten or unknown by nost of the popul ace. One such conpany serviced an area that was
twenty bl ocks wide and fifty-two blocks Iong, in the Bronx. Although the water wasn't noticeably

t hi ckened as long as it nmoved, the punping plant had becone inactivated because the water

thi ckened al nbst to a gel when it stopped noving.

End of report.

Louderm | ch read the news itemthoughtfully, and he knew that this was the beginning of a
breakdown that woul d nake the bl ackouts of the past look |like a lark. The night editor had called
aleg man to follow up the story. He handed the second news itemto Loudernilch. "That's from an
A.P. man in Kingston," he said.

"Tonight a band of farners, nunbering fifty to sixty, closed the gates on the damon the Neversink
Reservoir, thus cutting off the flow of water to the Del aware River, and areas downstream

i ncluding Trenton, and New York City. The governor has promised to investigate, and if necessary,
to take action."”

Thr oughout the night the stories continued to come in. There were gun fights at three separate dam
sites, and two nore of the independent water conpanies adnmtted to having trouble with their
punping facilities. By 1:30 AAM the state police had renoved the farmers, and were guarding the
dans.

Later that night Loudermilch wote his colum, outlining what the thick gel fromvery slow noving
wat er would do to machi nery, punps, filtration systens, the various settling basins, sewage
systems. . . . \Wen he finished and reread the columm he had witten he was frowning deeply. Just
what no one wanted right now, he thought. This m ght do the danage that the governnent had been
trying so hard to avoid. But they had to know, had to start nmking preparati ons now, not when the
systens stopped functioning conpletely. Those who could | eave should, now. |If they had deep wells
or spring fed wells sonmewhere away fromthe city, that was the place to be.

He thought of the deep wells and wondered if they were being affected, and he renenbered his
friend Corlie Jackson. He started to phone, renenbered the tine, it was three in the norning, and
he wi thdrew his hand. Actually Corlie lived only an hour's drive fromthe city. He decided to wait
until nmorning and drive out to see him He shuffled together the pages of typescript, about ten
times as long as his usual columm, he thought weighing it, but not counting pages then. But this
needed that nmuch space, maybe nore.

Tat um gl anced through the copy hurriedly, then | ooked at Loudernilch with a startled expression
"You | eveling?"

"Dead serious," Loudernilch said. He sat on the edge of the desk while Tatum ski mmed the materi al

"You really think the pipes will get clogged all the way?" "It will be a nore conplicated process
than that," he said. "First there will be the thick gel in the dead spots in the piping system
and it will grow. As the water slows, the gel will spread through everything. Sooner or |later
there will be whole | engths of pipes maybe where the stuff will coagulate to such a degree that it
won't be budged by the ordinary force of the running water. As nore water stands w thout novenent,
more of the gel will collect and the water will continue to thicken. Nothing is going to nove in
those pipes before long. As far as the punps thensel ves are concerned, they may just spin

usel essly. The nane of such fluid behavior is 'thixotropic.""

"Can't they just hose it out?"
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"What with? Distilled water?" Louderm | ch |aughed, but it was a grimsound. "It may help for a
while, but they'll wind up the sane way."

Tatum | ooked fromhimto the copy and back. "I just don't know about running this. They aren't
giving out anything quite like it yet, you know Scary as hell, the way you put it here, Carl."”

"Yeah. That just about describes the way | feel. Scared as hell." Loudermlch hitched hinself from
the desk and waved nonchal antly toward the colum. "I don't give a damm what you do with it. I'm
going to get sone sleep. 1'mgoing to make sone phone calls and get sone sleep.”

Loudermlch settled into a chair and pulled his address book out of his pocket. First he called
Dr. Peter Yudkin at Palomar. "Dr. Yudkin, | think the country is in serious trouble. The problem
of distributing water is going to get far, far worse.” He went on to explain what woul d be
happeni ng.

At the end of his explanation Yudkin said, "That is not the way the governnment tells it. | think
you are exaggerating."

Loudernil ch tal ked another few nonents with him trying to persuade him but he could not. He hung
up and called Parker at Ames, and this rinme he was believed. Wien Louderm | ch hung up he had the
satisfaction of know ng a hi gh-ranki ng NASA chem st believed him But Hoyle of Wod' s Hol e reacted
as had Yudkin. Wtman at Chicago wasn't so certain, but he nentioned that Spain was now
presidential adviser. On the call to Dr. Henry Spain, Loudernmilch ran into politics.

Spain said, "I think | agree with you, M. Loudernilch, but as a matter of policy, the President
has decided not to alarmthe people into a panic.” They tal ked about the effect this policy mght
have, but it was not a fruitful discussion as far as Loudermilch was concerned. At |east he had
the satisfaction of knowing his warning had fallen on intelligent and understanding ears.

The last call went to Sanford at Austin, who agreed whol eheartedly with him Louderm|ch
gratefully dropped on a couch and imedi ately fell asleep

By nine the next norning the water conpany had flushed out its equiprment and had it functioning
again. But the water that came fromfaucets in the affected area had picked up iron deposits
overnight, and it was thick. It looked like dirty laundry water that was starting to gel. Angry
housewi ves picketed the mayor's office throughout the day, and a group of teen-agers overturned a
wat er conpany truck that was left parked at a curb while the workmen had | unch

Loudernmi | ch drove out of town thankfully. There was an air that he didn't like, a feeling that if
nore of the water turned bad during the day, there might be real trouble. Thank God it wasn't
raining again. Every time it rained the water worsened. On the other hand, if the drought resuned
this year and the upstate reservoirs got too | ow the polymer would be nore noticeable faster
There were no answers, he thought. Only tine. And how much tine would a city of ten nillion have
when the water becanme undrinkable? If a smart politician ran on a platformof a still for every
hone, he would be a shoo-in.

Corlie Jackson lived on a fifty-seven acre farmin Orange County, New York. He had boasted often
in Louderm|ch's presence that his cattle drank water that was nmillions of years old, five, ten
maybe even fifteen mllion. The water had been put down, covered over by fol ding nountains, and

| eft there untouched until he tapped it and up cane a geyser of pure water. He had capped the
artesian well and the natural pressure was enough to run water through his three-story house, his
barns and outbuildings, and to run irrigation hoses through his truck garden

When Loudermi |l ch approached the private road that led to Corlie's house, he was stopped by a | og
barrier on chains with sone sort of pulley affair. Atall man carrying a rifle stepped out from
the side of the road and, w thout getting closer than fifteen feet to the car, shouted:

"What's your business, nister?"
"I want to see Corlie Jackson. What's going on?"

"Just tell your name, nmister, and |'ll see if Corlie knows you."
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Louderm | ch saw that he had a wal kie-talkie attached to his belt. Both hands continued to hold the
rifle. He gave his nane and lighted a cigarette while the man spoke into the wal ki e-tal ki e, never
taking his eyes from Louderm|lch. Finally he nodded and stepped back to the side of the road where
he pulled the chain that raised the | og out of the way. Loudernilch drove through and the nan

repl aced the | og.

Corlie net himat the drive before his house. He had a revol ver strapped to his hip. Corlie was
not yet fifty, but that norning he appeared sixty or even nore. He was pathetically happy to see
Louderni | ch.

"Carl, we're in trouble. Real trouble," he said, |eading Louderm|ch inside the old frane house
that sparkled under new paint. "Can't let the cattle out to graze, have to butcher half the herd.
| have enough water to keep a small pasture green, but | have to divert the rain fromit. "

"Carl, this is a wonderful surprise." Janet, Corlie's wife, kissed Loudernilch and, ignoring her
husband's continuing ranbling voice, she led Carl to the table in the kitchen and poured coffee
for him also talking. Loudernilch had forgotten how hard it was to listen in that house where
everyone tal ked at the sane tinme.

Henry, my brother, and his wife and their three children are here.

show you the m Ik after while, and the calves. Never saw anything like it before.

Bethie is a big help. She's fourteen now, you know. So she keeps the little ones in line.

Wth all this canning, and curing. | think Corlie was the first one to know what to expect. "
" three times in the last nonth. Wth trucks | oaded with tubs and tanks. They'll be back with
nore men, but Janet's other brother is coming inin a week or two, and of course. WII| is comng

with his famly. "

Loudermi | ch | ooked fromone to the other and wondered if either knew the other was tal king. He
stood up and said in a very loud voice, over both of theirs, "Corlie, are you telling me that you
are gathering all of your family here, turning this place into an arned fort?"

Corlie | ooked surprised. "Haven't you been listening at all? What else do you think we been
tal ki ng about ?"

"Ckay," Loudermlch said, nore quietly, seating hinself again. "Corlie, what is this about the
grass?" Janet started to speak and he said, "Janet, you're next." She grinned at himand refilled
his cup.

"The grass,"” Corlie said. "Yes. It isn't right. It looks all right, but you try to break it, you
know the way grass should break, only it doesn't. It pulls like taffy, or something, long, thin
rubbery bits of it pull and pull, but it doesn't want to break. | left half a dozen of the herd
out to graze, but | kept the rest of "emin the barn, or in the pasture | water nyself. The ones
that ate the grass dropped their calves all right, but the onmery little things- You'll just have
to see them what's left of 'em anyway. Four of the six died right off. I'"'mletting the other two
go just to see what they do. Nothing good, I'll tell you that. Orery little things. ..."

Loudernilch turned to Janet. "Now, why is Bethie here with the other children? School isn't out
here yet, is it?"

"Nope, " Janet said. "Wasn't out when we yanked the kids out of it either, back around the first of
May. The water they were giving then was |ike soup, Carl. It wasn't fit for people to drink. I
told themto let ny kids have the [unches | packed for them and not to give themany of the mlk,
but you know what they are like, the fools that run the schools. 'No discrimnation. W have to
furnish lunch for the kids or we lose the lunch allowance fromthe state.' Same with nilk. They
have to furnish it, or lose noney. So | took themout. They've sent half a dozen peopl e around,
but Corlie won't let themin. The sheriff is next, | guess. But we won't let himin either. You
think they'll call out the National Guard?" There was an inpish twinkle in her blue eyes.

Later Loudermilch wal ked around the farmw th Corlie and he saw the cal ves that nade the farnmer
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shake his head. The cal ves were bl oated-1ooking and spindly. They stumbled and fell often, and
when they did nove about it was awkwardly, as if gravity had been increased greatly and they were
having trouble pulling their small bodies about. Corlie muttered sonething and turned fromthem
abruptly.

"l have the one pasture that | can water," Corlie said a few noments later. "That's enough for

four or five mlk cows, and that's all | intend to keep. W' ve butchered the rest and canned and
froze the neat. That, and the garden. . . . W'Ill get by here. Wn't use neat, produce, nothing
that the thick water gets to. W' ve got plenty of gasoline for power. But we can't |et them others
inwith their trucks and tanks. | told thema hundred tinmes that there was water, good water in
those hills, and they wouldn't bother. Plenty of surface water they said. Wll, |let them have
their surface water. 1'll fight themto keep them out of here now "

Louderm | ch stayed for the rest of the day and let hinself be talked into staying overnight. He
wat ched Corlie nmilk the cows that had been left out, and he watched wordl essly when Corlie threw
the viscous nilk away. The two cal ves stunmbled and fell and haul ed thenselves to their feet again
t hroughout the day. He played with the seven kids for a while, then tal ked again with Corlie and
his brother-in-law, Henry. He was introduced to Henry's teen-aged son, who nunbl ed and ducked his
head and vani shed again very shortly afterward.

"He's making an alarmsystem" Henry said. "The kid knows el ectronics better than nost."

The kid was putting up a series of electric eye warning circuits that were recorded on a consol e
in his room If a circuit was broken anywhere on the fence line of the farm a bell would ring,
and a light go on pin-pointing the site of entry. Louderm |ch nodded respectfully at it and | ooked
again at the boy curiously. He was fifteen. Loudermilch felt very old then

Before he went to bed he asked Corlie, "And if they do cone for water? What will you do?"
"We'll try to get themto | eave peacefully, but if they don't, we'll shoot them"

Loudernil ch got up early, when the Jackson fam |y got up, and although he would have liked to
linger over coffee to avoid the norning rush into the city, he clearly was in the way of this busy
group. He promsed to return, and he held Janet's hand for an extra nonent when she said softly,
"You have a honme here, Carl. If things start to get bad. "

He listened to the nmorning news on his way back, and he found hinself tightening up again, and
only with the return of the tension did he realize how nuch he had rel axed during his overnight
sojourn in the country. Water was being distributed in three sections of the city that norning.
The conpani es involved in the newest breakdowns promni sed speedy return to service, but nmeanwhile
the dty was sending trucks into the areas. There were long involved directions about the
priorities to be observed, and then there were descriptions of the latest violence that had taken
pl ace throughout the state as the farners clashed with the urbanites over the scattered supplies
of water that were as yet uncontam nated.

He drove slowy through the section of the Bronx that again had been cut off fromwater, and at
the fire station he saw the |lines of people. There were two tank trucks, and a patrol car on the
scene, but nostly he studied the people. There were sone kids playing while their nothers waited;
there were sone teen-agers who had used this as an opportunity to cut school; there were the wonen
who carried pots and pails. He watched a young worman with two children struggling with a bucket of
water, trying to hold the hand of a two-year-old, clutching a purse that kept slipping from her
shoul der. She spilled and sl oshed water every other step, and the second child, perhaps four

pl ayed in the small puddl es she |l eft as she nade her way honmeward. He saw resentnent on faces,
anger, weariness, bew ldernment. No fear, not yet, and very little anxiety. At |east they were
spared awareness for now. It would be bad when it cane, but a day or two of grace. . . . He hoped
that no major fire would break out in any of the affected areas.

The first thing he learned in his office was that his |ast colum had not been used. There was a
nati onal clanp on the news for the duration. Nothing that m ght adversely affect a situation

al ready dangerous and likely to erupt into violence was to be printed. A special screening office
had been set up and fromthere would come any news about the polyner and its effects.

He wrote his columm about the calves born of heifers that ate grass affected by the polyner, and
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daily after that he wote his colums honestly, but they were not printed. They were sent to the
screening office and never energed fromit again.

Two weeks after his visit to the Jackson farm he read that there had been another water fight in
Orange County, and that four nen had been killed, seven wounded. None of the nanes given was known
to him

July 23

The wi nd bl ew hot, and the Donado rode sluggi shly at anchor. Wnthrop | eaned over the gunwal e and
said, "The damm water sticks to the hull. There's an inch-thick |ayer of water two feet above the
water line. 1'll bet the hull is carrying an extra five hundred pounds out here. Dam stuff." He

strai ghtened and cane back, to the cockpit and sat down.

Gail was staring at the place where Brooks' bubbles broke the surface of the water, but she said,
"If it beconmes a hazard, we can squeegee it off the sides."

"Well," he said, "it shouldn't hurt anything. The weight is down low. As long as we're not
overl|l oaded or don't take any water through the hull, we ought to be all right."

Gail glanced around at the sky and said, 'Think there's a bl ow com ng?"
"Probably. W'll start in in half an hour."
"The new ki nd of waves don't bother you. . . . Hugh. The bubbles. Look!"

Wnthrop | eaped to his feet and | ooked out at the steady roil of bubbles. He kicked his feet into
the flippers that |ay on the deck, pulled a mask on, and dropped into the water. He kicked over to
the bubbl es, upended his feet, and slipped beneath the surface, diving straight down. Brooks was

| ying notionless on the bottom his nouthpiece half out, bubbles pouring fromhis nouth. Wnthrop
janmed the nout hpi ece back into Brooks' nouth. Wth one quick swi pe of his hand he knocked oft
Brooks' weight belt and then started for the surface, slanting for the boat that rode off to one
side. He surfaced al ongside the cockpit, handed Gail Brooks' hands to hold, clinbed quickly
aboard, and then lifted Brooks into the cockpit with himand cl eared Brooks' mnouth. Before he
could give resusitation Brooks flung out his arns and tried to sit up. Wnthrop stepped back

Brooks | ooked wildly around and said, "Wat happened?"
W nthrop said, "You passed out. Feel all right?"
"I. . .1 guess so."

W nt hrop sat down on a cockpit seat, and he and Gail waited while Brooks got his wits about him
Fi nal |y Brooks haul ed hinmself off the deck and dropped on the seat. "Well," said Brooks, "I wonder
why t hat happened. Same thing as happened to Gail a couple of nobnths ago."

Wnthrop said, "You |looked a little blue there before you cane to."

"Did |?"

"Yes. Does that tell you anything?"

Brooks | ooked at him "You trying to say anoxia? My blood's thickening?"
"Sounds reasonable to nme. What do you think?"

"I don't know, but | can't think it's thick blood. I don't know. "

Wnthrop continued to stare at Brooks, w thout saying anything. Soon Brooks shifted unconfortably
under his stare, and finally Brooks blurted, "I don't know, | said, and neither do you. Don't sit
there as if you knew all the answers. You don't, you know. You're only guessing." Brooks | ooked

out over the water, at the short, steep chop, at the glassy wave tops. He junped up and shook his
fist at the water and al nost screaned, "Dam you, damm you, damm you," and then he staggered and
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fell back to the seat, gasping for breath.

Gail junped to his side and nade himlean back and relax. He was visibly blue under his tan, and
he lay and gasped for a minute before his breathing began to ease. Wnthrop continued to stare at
him and soon Brooks sat up and stared back. Brooks said, "All right. There may be a good chance
you are right on this. | alnost passed out again. It could have been shortness of breath. Now
what ?"

Wnthrop sat nmore upright fromhis |anguid position. He said, "It neans no nore diving alone. It
means no nore exertion. You and Gail probably are in worse shape than | am you are worse than
Gail. | think you' ve got to face the fact that until we find an answer to this—+f we find an
answer —you have to change your life. Things are no |longer the sane as they were. You' ve got to
pl an ahead nore to avoid exertion. You nmight faint fromexcitenent. You see what | nean?"

Br ooks nodded glumy. "My ability to work is cut down just when | need it nost."

"Yes. And it's going to happen to nost people all around the world. The old days are gone."

W nthrop stood up and | ooked out over the rising waves. "The sooner we accept the fact that the
worl d has changed, the better off we'll be. In our lifetimes, things will never be the sane. New
ways, new thoughts, new actions are the only ways nen will be able to survive. W change or die.
It's as sinple as that." He continued to stare out over the thick waves, balancing lightly on his
feet as the Donado tossed and pitched in the sea.

Brooks said, "Ch come off it. It isn't that bad. The water's just thickened, that's all. W'l
work our way out of it. Things will get back to normal, you'll see."

W nt hrop began putting on scuba gear. He said to Brooks, "You're not nornal, are you? Have you any
evi dence that you ever will be?"

Br ooks began an angry retort, but Gail put a hand on his shoul der, and he | ooked at her and fel
quiet. Just before Wnthrop slipped into the water he said, "I saw a young green turtle the other
day, and it didn't behave right. | also saw a tern fall unconscious right after a long rest. |I'm
afraid we haven't seen the end of it yet. There's nore to this than just thick water and thick

bl ood. Watch ny bubbles.” And he made a feet-first entry and went to the bottomand took up a
confortabl e position on the white sand at the edge of a coral cliff. By this time Wnthrop could
recogni ze behavi or brought on by increased bl ood viscosity. He now | ooked for behavior different
fromthat. He lay confortably on the sand, beneath a twenty-five-foot blanket of water, rolling
slightly with the waves above, his mnd and body rel axed as he watched the play of the fish. on
the reef. It was good to be there, and Wnthrop was fully aware of his enjoynent of being at that
pl ace and doi ng what he was doing. H's thoughts were only of fish behavior, for he did not know
with any certainty what he was | ooking for. His mnd absorbed the patterns of fish novenents and
bal anced them agai nst what he thought they should be. There were little differences. He tried to
make a pattern out of the differences but could not. To hinself he nuttered, "Slow ng down, but
more than that. Stop and start is nore like it." He shook his head slowy in puzzlement, and the
sl ow novenent did not disturb the waving frothy |lace of a fan wormreaching out of the white sand
two feet fromhis left side. Fifteen mnutes later Wnthrop suddenly realized sonething: he had
not seen a fish die for nany days. The realization was exciting as he thought about its

i mplications. The reef fish were adapting. The new generations were not dying off. Sonething was
happeni ng, but at |east the fish were no longer dying. He lay on the bottomfor another fifteen
m nutes, and then the waves on the surface began rolling himappreciably. He | ooked up and saw how
rough it was on the surface and decided to go up even though his tank was still half filled.

The Donado was tossing so badly it was hard to board. As soon as he was in the cockpit Wnthrop
said, "Let's go. Gail, stand by the anchor. | think we'll sail in. Save fuel." Brooks hel ped him
set a shortened mminsail and the stormjib. Wnthrop turned on the engine to run up the anchor
rode so Gail could free the anchor. Then he turned off the engine.

It was a bad trip. The short, steep waves took the Donado on her starboard bow and threw strings

of water up to the deck where they ran down the side decks a little way and then stiffened. There
was no spray, ho white caps. They watched the water build up on the starboard side, ever thicker.
Brooks said, "It's nore thixotropic than ever."
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"What' s thixotropic?" asked Gail.
"A property of liquids that makes themthin when agitated, but stiff when they're not agitated."

Gail still seemed puzzled, so Wnthrop said, "A good paint should be thixotropic. It runs well and
spreads out thin when you work it with a paint brush, but as soon as you stop working it, it turns
thick and will not run off vertical surfaces." Gil's face brightened, and she nodded.

The wei ght of the water accunul ating on the starboard side of the Donado made itself felt before
they were hal fway in. The bow becane heavy and began taking nore of the seas. The water ran
further back down the side decks as the bow di pped deeper. The heel of the boat changed and she
becanme sluggish. Wnthrop finally shook his head and said, "W've got to get that water off.

Anot her half an hour and we'll founder. Gail, take the helm"

While Gail steered, Wnthrop went forward on the pitching deck and shoved the water overboard with
the mop. It was hard work, and the stiff water was slippery underfoot when it turned to a thin
liquid as he wal ked on it. As fast as he pushed it overboard, a new series of waves would pile
nmore on the decks. The water began getting ahead of him Wnthrop shouted to Gail through the
rising wind, "Fall off, about thirty degrees further north." Gail fell off and took the seas nore
on the beam The Donado rolled mghtily in the beam seas, and only the steadying effect of her
sails kept her fromlying down in the water. Wnthrop continued to shove the water back over the
side, and now he was able to get ahead. In twenty minutes he cane back to the cockpit, the decks
al nrost cleared of the stiff water. He said, "Like ice. It builds up the way ice accunul ates on a
ship in rough water in very cold weather. You have to keep renoving it or it will sink the ship
This will make a serious problemfor small boats all around the world. Snall-boat fishing fleets
will be in trouble.”

He took over the helmfrom Gail and held the course. They passed into the | ee of New Provi dence

I sl and, and the waves subsi ded, but when Wnthrop cane about to work his way over to Coral Harbor,
wat er began to build up again. Time after time Wnthrop had to ease off while he went forward to
clear the water away. Once Brooks went forward with him but in ten mnutes Brooks began to fee
faint, so Wnthrop hel ped himback to the cockpit to rest and regain his breath. Wen they finally
pulled into the Coral Harbor channel, Wnthrop was exhausted. They put the Donado in her slip and
hosed her down with fresh water and used a squeegee to renove the stiff fresh water. The three of
themthen sat in the cockpit. Wnthrop produced three Heinekins and they sipped the cold beer
quietly.

"Time to check in with Loudernilch, | guess," said Wnthrop. "The pattern is fornming up again, and
| ought to alert him" He turned to Brooks, expecting an argunent, but Brooks sinmply shook his
head at him

Br ooks said, "Go ahead. You seemto be pretty much right in some of these guesses of yours, and |
don't see where they've done any harm Go ahead."

W nt hrop nodded and warned up the radio and placed the call. 'Two pieces of infornmation for you,
Carl, one good and one bad. The POE Jelly may have sone additional effect on living creatures
beyond nerely thickening their blood. |I don't know what it might be yet, but it seenms to slow fish

down. That's the bad information. The good one is that no nore fish are dying; the effects seemto
have | evel ed out."

Loudermilch said, "I see. I'll try to get sone of the labs to start a watch for the other effects
you say may be coming along. | think I know one or two that might go along. 1'll also hold out the
hope that once we find out this new feature, that may be all there is."

"Well, Carl. You might want to consider this: in nmy viewthe world and everything in it wll never
be the sane."

"You think it's like that?"

"Yes, | do. Men won't be able to work the way they used to, or travel. Well, you can carry these
things as far as | can, probably further."

The two men tal ked another fifteen minutes, expanding their thoughts. Wnthrop finally said, "I

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (44 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/K ate%20Wilhel m/K ate%20Wil hel m%6208& %20T ed%20Thomas%20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt

was going to urge you to come on back to Nassau, Carl, but | think you' ve got inportant work to do
there first. You' ve got to convince as nmany people as you can of the things we are finding out
here. You might try to get our governnent to send sone responsible scientific people down here so
we can bring themup to date and convince them That night be hel pful. Wen that's done, then cone
down to stay."

There was silence on the phone, then Louderm|ch said, "Thanks, Hugh. I'min conplete agreenent
with you. Ill do the best | can. Be in touch." They hung up.

Hugh |l eft the receiver on, and they listened to the news broadcast fromthe States. There were
water riots in Ceveland and Canus, and there was specul ati on about the future in view of the

wor seni ng water shortage. There was a commercial for a hand lotion in which it was pointed out
that the lotion could take the place of water in keeping the hands soft and | ovely. Then the
announcer cane back on to report the deaths of several hundred people around the United States the
day before, apparently of overexertion. Two dozen of the deaths had taken place in cities and

aut opsi es had been performed. The diagnosis: histotoxic hypoxia oxygen starvation of all body

ti ssues.

August had hit New York City with a sullen heat wave that deepened day by day until there was
nothing to be seen on the faces of its people but despair, and nothing on the streets but dirt and
dust that swirled in the wind stirred by lethargic children and the occasional car that dared the
city now. Never had the streets |ooked so broad, never so dirty in a city known internationally
for its dirt. Car owners who left their autonobiles returned to find that the radiators had been
drai ned, so nost people stopped driving, drained the water for their own use, and parked the cars
until the situation was cleared up. No one doubted that eventually the situation would be cleared
up. No one dared to doubt out [ oud.

Daily the lines snaked into the public buildings where the water was rationed out, and the people
in the lines, dark and light alike, were nunbered by the heat and dirt. The city stank fromthe
streets that had not been cl eaned since early spring, from people who had not bathed for a tine
al rost as long, but for the first time in twenty five years there was a noticeable |ack of funes
inthe air. Only the buses and trucks enmtted cl ouds of snobke now, and the buses were running at
hal f their usual number.

The water being received in open pails and buckets, cans, pans, anything that would hold it, was
thick and foul -1 ooking and foul smelling. The Board of Health said that it was potable, and it was
all that was available. Sone buildings had installed large distillation plants to inprove the

wat er, and usually the presence of the unit was kept secret. Distillation didn't renove all the
gel, but it hel ped, and nost people believed it conpletely elimnated the polyner. There were many
stills set up in the city, and sone of themdistilled water that sold for nmore than the Iiquor
being made to order in the rest of the stills. Freshly distilled water was bringing two dollars a
quart, and with the continuing heat wave the price was certainly going to keep rising.

Carl Loudermilch had a still of his own operating in his apartment, and with the Hudson River
across the street and a strip of grass away, he knew that he would not suffer as were the nillions
of other people in the city. At least not froma |lack of water. Not soon. He thought it very

possi ble that he, and many mllions nore, would starve to death in the next six nmonths to a year.

He wal ked about his apartnent slowly, not wanting to beconme soaked again with perspiration before
he coul d dress even. The air conditioner he had installed, when the water-cooled |large unit
supplied by the building was stopped, was not turned on then. Electricity was off for three to
seven hours daily, sone days it was just off, period. He thought of the com ng wi nter and shrugged
the thought away just as quickly. Think today of today. Not even that, if you can help yourself.

Today. He had to get to the U N Building for a neeting that m ght be inportant, and he dreaded
the thought of the trip. There would be a bus, sonetinme, and it night be possible to get aboard
it, and be wedged between people for the next hour or two. Reluctantly he started to dress, noving
very slowy. He had not slept rmuch the night before, or the night before that, or for the past two
weeks. The nmeeting was to start at n AM, the President of the United States to address the
Speci al Assenbly at eleven-fifteen. But it would be late in starting. Everything was | ate now.

The bus was as behi nd schedul e as he had known it would be, and it was nore crowded than he had
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expected. Once on it, he couldn't move again. Al the way to the East Side, through the four bus
ri des he endured, the people he snelled and tried not to see, he thought of places where he had
been in the past. They were all places where it was fresh and green and water ran briskly,
sparkling and alive in cool norning air. Wien he left the last bus three blocks fromthe U N
Bui I di ng, he was dripping wet, and he wondered if he snelled as terrible as the people he was

| eavi ng. He hoped not.

The U N. neeting was al nbost exactly one hour late in getting started. The Secretary General was
closeted with the President and the anbassadors from Great Britain, U S S. R, France, Japan

I ndia, and other countries not nmentioned in the release that was handed out to the reporters when
they entered their own section of the audience. Loudernilch nulled it over and wondered if they
were going to stop pretending that nothing was going on, nothing out of the ordinary at all was
occurring. It wouldn't surprise him he decided, and began matchi ng pennies with an A P. man and a
woman fromthe Washi ngton Post. The wonman won seventeen cents before the neeting was called to
order.

The Secretary Ceneral wasted no tine, but introduced the President as soon as possible under the
rules of the U N The band played and everyone rose to his feet and the President with his escort
mar ched down the center aisle. The President |ooked neither to his right nor his left. There was a
grimexpression on his face, and deep lines that hadn't been there in the spring. He was just as
perfunctory about protocol as the Secretary General had been, brushing aside everything but a
brusque, "Thank you," to the Secretary General, and an even briefer salutation to the del egates
and guests. He addressed his remarks to the tel evision caneras after that.

"Ladi es and gentl enen, today | address nyself to every man, wonan, and child on this stricken
worl d of ours on behalf of the United States. Today humanity faces a threat to its continued

exi stence such as has not beset it ever before in history. Today hunger wal ks the Earth, not only
in isolated farnmhouses, or in small rural villages in renote |ands, or even in scattered

metropol itan areas. Hunger stal ks every living creature on Earth today. Fam ne and starvation
threaten nillions of persons today, on every continent, in every country alike. In the face of a
cat astrophe of such magnitude as we face there can be no national boundaries. There can be no have
nations conpeting with have-not nations. W are one people on this Earth threatened with nass,

per haps conpl ete, destruction. As one people we nmust strive to understand the nature of the
substance that has fallen on Earth to bring about this threat. As one people we nust pool our
resour ces whet her they be manpower, scientific equi pnent and the understandi ng of that equipment,
food, water, nedical supplies and personnel, whatever they nay be.

"I'n the nanme of the people of the United States of America | offer the foll owi ng program and

urge you, those of you who sit in this august hall today, and those of you who see, or will see,
this telecast, or will read of it in newspapers, | urge you to keep uppernost in your hearts and
m nds as you consider these points the one uitimate reality: this Earth as we know it could becone
barren of life within this decade."

Louderm | ch sighed and | eaned back in his chair, weak with the sudden realization that now it was
out. Soneone had said it finally in public, and there would be no way to unsay it, no way to undo
the shock that millions nmust have felt with the words. He continued to nake notes, not of the

poi nts being nade by the President now, because that would be handed out in printed form but of
the reaction he could gauge on the faces of the del egates, and the visitors present in the hall

He noticed absently that the woman reporter two seats away from hi mwas weepi ng as she scribbl ed
i n her notebook. The glint of I[ight on an oversized tear that rolled down her cheek unnaturally
caught his gaze. He turned his attention to the Russian del egation. There was no surprise there,
no di scerni bl e shock, only the sane deep concern that scarred the face of the President of the
United States. It was the sane with nost of the delegations, he realized. No one was surprised.
They had accepted even before the terns were given publicly. The hone governnents nust have
approved everything in secrecy, and others were now ready to agree in public to the necessity of
t he proposal

The points were very sinple, as outlined by the President: an agency to nake an inventory of
avai | abl e foodstuffs, and to set up systemfor distribution to alleviate the hunger that already
was following the crop failures being reported all over the Earth. A second agency to study the
PCE Jelly and initiate action as quickly as possible to offset its effects, or to rid the Earth's

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (46 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:28 PM]



file:/l/F|)/rah/K ate%620Wilhel m/K ate%20Wilhel m%6208& %20Ted%20Thomas¥20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt
wat ers of the substance.

O her agencies and departnents were nanmed, and the general purposes for such agencies outlined.
The serious problens of health. and sanitation, distillation processes and facilities, and
personnel to build them and teach others in their usage, proper control of |and usage to ensure
the maxi mumyield of foods.

It went on for a long tinme, both the speech of the President, and the speeches of mgjor
anbassadors accepting the proposal fully, unconditionally. The Assenbly would remain in session
t hroughout the night, and there would be a vote before the next norning. It was expected that
there woul d be no dissent of any consequence.

Loudermilch left the U N Building before it was all over. The President hadn't declared a
national energency; it was all still talk and study groups, despite the solemity of the

del egates. He started to wal k back to his own section of the city. The buses were either out of
service conpletely, or were all bunched at sone uni nhabited corner. The heat hadn't l|let up, and
there was no wind at all as he wal ked, carrying his coat under his arm with his tie stuffed in
its pocket. There was an unnatural silence in the city, and although there were many people
clustered on fire escapes, and on stoops before the filthy tenenents, they were quiet, as if they
were all in nmourning. Even the children had stopped their play and were in small clunps, or
wal ki ng, or squatting singly, staring at nothing, making meaningless marks in the dust, tossing
stones idly fromhand to hand.

He wal ked on Lexi ngton Avenue to Thirty-sixth Street and turned west. There was a bitter snell of
fire in the air, but no snoke, no alarnms now. He passed the scene where a fire had raged sonetine
recently, raged and burned to the ground a bl ock of tenenments, |eaving black skel etons that were
contam nated with East River water. It was the choice in the case of fire: let it burn and dare
the destruction by flanes, or douse it with river water and face contam nation by polluted waters.
Here they had decided on both, it appeared. The area would stink for a long tinme, he thought, at

| east until the next hard storm washed down the bl ackened ruins and settled the ashes. Filthy
children played in the ruins happily. He wal ked faster, trying not to think of typhoid and

di phtheria and hepatitis.

He passed a line of men and wonen waiting for water at a school, and he longed for a drink, even
of the viscous stuff they were receiving. He didn't pause, however. Men had been killed for
wanti ng someone el se's water, and nore would be killed for the same reason. His breath was com ng
harder now, and he was panting, as if he had been clinbing stairs for a long tine. He slowed down
as soon as he had gotten past the water station. He wouldn't have been given a drop by the nmen in
charge anyway. He didn't have the right sort of card. Each nei ghborhood had a different code, and
his woul dn't be accepted anywhere but the corner of Ninety-fifth and Riverside Drive. He hadn't
gone there yet, had been content so far with the water distilled fromthe river water, which was
closer to his apartnent.

He reached Central Park finally, and he Was reeling with dizziness. He sat down on the |lush grass
and put his head down between his knees and waited for the attack to pass. He wondered if it was
his heart, and he was amazed at the di stance he was keepi ng between his thoughts and what he was
feeling then. He wondered if he were dying there. The dizziness passed and he |ifted his head
again, and there was a bitter smle on his face when he thought of the many | ong bl ocks he stil
had before him A patrol car crept by, and he cursed hinself for not asking for help. Probably his
i dentification would have been enough; they would have given hima lift. By the tine the thought
becane | ucid enough to have acted on however, the car was out of sight, and again the street was
enpty. He rested another ten minutes and then started to walk again, this tine even slower. It was
cooler in the park, and that was a blessing. Also, it was starting to get dark. He hesitated about
wal ki ng through the park in the dark, then shrugged and continued. It wouldn't matter too nuch it
he got nugged and knifed. He heard hinsel f saying the words and felt surprise. Al this, he

t hought consciously, goes with the dizzy spell. It is connected sonehow, but | don't know how.
Wth that he felt sonewhat better, and he began to notice the other people wal king al so.

A child materialized at his side, a small girl, not nore than twelve or thirteen. She clutched his
arm and turned herself so that she was partially in front of him wal ki ng si deways.

"M ster, you got water, canned stuff? Huh?" She | ooked about hurriedly, then pulled her ragged
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dress open to show that she was naked beneath it. She was a child, he thought again. No breasts
yet, merely swollen tissue; no pubic hair yet, nerely a shadow. Her hip bones |ooked like razor
bl ades that would cut through the taut skin with any sudden notion on her part.

"Go hore," he said tiredly. "Go hone, kid. |1've got nothing for you."

She spat at himand whirled away, to be lost alnpbst instantly in the underbrush at the side of the
path. He wanted to be sick

Gradually he realized what it was that was so strange about the park. The people had taken it back
again. It had been years since he had wal ked there, and at that tine, it had been a daring thing
to do. No one seriously expected to be able to get fromone end to the other w thout being

accost ed, nugged, robbed, or sonehow violated. This tine it was different. Men and wonmen and
children wal ked slowy on the paths, and in the roads. There was no fast nmovement anywhere, as if
everyone shared Loudernilch's |ethargy and heavi ness. But they were there, and they were not
acting at all frightened. At the first | ake he paused and watched for a short while as boys dipped
buckets into the water and attached themto shoul der poles, then swng away with them walking
easi |y under the burden. They had found new enpl oynent obviously. At the sound of the police notor
bi ke they nelted into the shrubbery, to reappear only when the patrol man was agai n out of sight
and heari ng.

Louderm | ch suddenly realized that he was ravenously hungry when he saw ot her boys, young teen-
agers, huddling on the edge of the | ake with sandwi ches and bottles of sonething or other. He
skirted them wi dely, and now he hurried a bit. He left the park at Ninety-sixth Street and headed
toward the Hudson River through city streets that were dark. He hoped the electricity would cone
on by the time he got to his apartnment. He had an al cohol burner for his still but he had hoped to
be able to save his supply of alcohol for later when the electricity woul d be scarcer than now
even. He wondered it he would stay in the city through the coming winter, and he thought probably
he woul d. He'd stick and see it through to the end, or until there was no doubt about what the end
woul d be. And then?

Janet had said he could go there, to the Jackson farm He knew he wouldn't. If they did hold off
the county, the national governnent would step in sooner or later and confiscate what they had.
Until then they would need it all thenselves, espedally if all the famly did congregate there. He
knew t hat Janet had a couple of brothers, and a sister, and Corlie had at |east one brother. The

t hought of being prisoner on the farmwith all of themand all of their children was sonething he
shied away fromhurriedly. There were other friends, a fewrelatives even, but he doubted that any
of them would be any better off than he was now. Longingly he thought of the |ovely boat, the
Donado, sailing serenely on the azure waters of the Bahami an reefs, and he knew where he woul d
like to be. He began to snell the river then, still a dozen blocks fromit.

By the time he got to his apartnment on the fifth floor of the building, his clothes were a sodden
mess, and his feet burned as if they had been in fire. Tiredly he pulled on clean clothes and | eft
once nore, taking his two buckets with him He filled themwith the turgid water, trying to hold
his breath until he left the evil-snelling river. His arns ached fromthe buckets before he got
across the street even, and he alnost failed to realize the significance of the two nen who
drifted after himtoward his building. At the entrance he stiffened with awareness, and he | ooked
hurriedly around for help. No one else was in sight on the dark street. The two shadows he had
caught a glinpse of had vani shed now, and he wondered it he was as hard to see as they were. He
doubted it. He knew of the scavengers who trailed those with polluted water, beat them sensel ess
and stole their distillery apparatus. He had outnaneuvered two of them a couple of weeks ago, in
fact. But this tine, if these were the sane nmen, they were using different tactics, keeping
thensel ves invisible, staying at a sate distance, probably hoping to take himon the stairs, or
even at his own doorway, saving thenselves that search. He had to admt that with the buckets in
his hands he was at a di sadvantage. He entered his building, and the pause had been so slight
whi | e he wei ghed the possibilities, that no one could have known from wat ching himthat he was
aware of the men following him He turned toward the stairs, knowi ng that he would be visible from
the front door. They nmust have jammed it so that the automatic |ock wasn't working. O they had a
key. At the stairs he pushed the door open with his shoulder and started to ascend. The swi sh of
the door closing again effectively masked any sound fromthe outer door. As soon as the stair door
was cl osed, he put his water down and stepped back to the bottomof the stairs. He was holding a
Police Special .38. He didn't think of the gun as he waited in the stifling heat of the stair
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The door didn't open as he had expected it to. It noved slightly and there were four quick snaps
of a gun with a silencer on it being fired. He shot w thout thinking, and soneone screanmed and
fell. The gun with the silencer clattered against the parquet floor. The second nan ran and was
out the front door before Loudernilch could get to the | obby. The man he had shot was withing and
nmoani ng on the floor. For a second Louderm | ch stood over himcursing. Then he turned and again
went to the street, to the comer where there was an energency police call phone. He reported the

i nci dent and gave his room nunber in the building and returned, retrieved his water, and went to
his room |eaving the man on the floor in the | obby. There was nothing he could do for him The
man was unconsci ous, and by matchlight he hadn't even been able to tell where he had been hit.

The detectives who arrived half an hour | ater seened unsurprised at his report. The guy woul d be
okay, one volunteered, but he'd probably die in the pen. They were having a bad time with guys in
the pen. Some kind of epidenic. Shooting at Loudernilch in the dark seened normal to the
detectives al so. The | atest dodge, the |oquacious one said. Wait until the victimgets in a spot
where both hands are full and he's a sitting, or in this case, a standing duck, then shoot him
Grab his key and get inside his roons and take everything that can be carried away. They all knew
he neant the still. They'd be in touch, he said then, and the two detectives left. Shortly
afterward the lights cane on and Loudermilch turned on his air conditioner and made hinsel f di nner
of canned hash and peaches, followed by three shots of scotch. He made coffee, rigged his stil

and starting processing water for the next day, then he turned to his colum. He didn't think the
special efforts of the U N would be fast enough, or effective enough, but he didn't put that
thought in his colum. He did say that until the government declared a national energency and took
over the entire country, using troops if necessary, the crisis at home would continue to worsen.

That night, as if Loudernilch's act of violence was the signal, the city erupted. A too prol onged
heat wave, the restlessness of enforced inactivity, the vile water that was dol ed out, the

hopel essness of the people who heard in the President's words nothing to relieve the despair of
the situation, whatever was the catal yst, the reacti on was expl osive

Fires burned out of control in Queens and in Harlem The Bowery cane alive fromone end to the
other with looting, vandalizing teenagers. A gang of desperate nen anbushed the truck convoy
bringing water to the parched city and overturned seven of ten trucks, hijacking the other three
with their tanks of precious water. Three of the nen were left at the scene, shot down by the
armed guard of state troopers, but two of the troopers also were killed, and four others wounded

Thr oughout the night violence raged in the city, and by dawn a pall of snoke shrouded the upper
floors of the skyscrapers. The hospitals had called for police protection, fearful of |osing the
generators and the distillation machinery they had installed. They could adnmit no nore patients,
turni ng away everyone who cane, frommaternity cases to appendectom es. There were no nore beds,
no nore hall floor space.

The heat wave continued, starting its third week with a forecast of tenperatures in the high
eighties or low nineties tor the day, with no rain in sight, no change in sight. The rovi ng gangs
swel | ed throughout the norning, and by noon a state of emergency had been decl ared and the
National Guard started to nove in

Sept enber 1Q

Louderm | ch drove slowy, nursing the '54 Vol kswagen along with care. The highway was practically
enpty with only an occasional arny vehicle or state trooper's autonobile speeding past him A
horse drawi ng a wagon of hay | ooked i ncongruous on the w de, snmooth concrete. There was a bite in
the air that nmorning, a touch of fall that showed nore here in the country than it did in the
city. Maples had started to flush out in reds and oranges, and sunac bl azed al ong the road. Fields
of corn and wheat were brown, ready for harvesting, and in the orchards the apples dotted the
trees thickly. A good year. He | aughed bitterly.

Only the night before he had witten of the new crop and its effects. "After eating any of the
grains and cereals, wheat and its products, oats, corn, rye, potatoes, etc., you nust lie down for
an hour at the very least, preferably two hours. This allows the systemto elimnate the POH Jelly

file:/lIF|/rah/Kate%20Wilhelm/Kate%20Wilhelm%...ed%20Thomas%20-%20Year%200f%20the%20Cloud.txt (49 of 98) [11/2/03 9:42:28 PM]



file:///F|/rah/K ate%20Wilhel m/K ate%20Wil hel m%6208& %20T ed%20Thomas%20-%20Y ear%200f%20the%20Cl oud.txt

through the urine. High protein foods: neat, eggs, mlk, cheese, etc., should be acconpani ed by
at | east eight ounces of water per serving of solid food, or by two apples, two oranges, or eight
ounces of juice. "

There was nore. Each day the special advisory committee of the U N Health Agency issued bulletins
with the |atest findings. But there were too nany of the bulletins, and the findings were
contradictory, depends not only on the kinds of food, but also on the |location of the farns that
produced them and the anmounts of rain, and the soil conposition of the farm Wat was perfectly
good fromone area mght be toxic from another. G apes from upper New York had been declared unfit
for consumption, but grapes fromlower New York and fromother states were edible with no il
effects. The bad grapes had to be destroyed at the source, and it was too late for that by the
time the effects were discovered. They had gone to market already where no one could tell grapes
fromone area from grapes from anot her.

And so it went.

But the fields |ooked beautiful, and the fruit trees bowed under a vividly dotted canopy. He |left
the main highway, taking a blacktop road that wound into the hills, and presently he cane to a
smal | bridge. After crossing it he stopped the car and wal ked down the short distance to the
brook. The water was discolored by rotting logs, and it flowed and | ooked Iike wild honey. Dark
and viscous it ran heavily over rocks w thout naking a spray, w thout the pleasant gurgle that
shoul d have acconpani ed the novenent. There was instead a deeper toned sloshing sound. It was the
only sound. Loudernilch realized that there were no bird noi ses anywhere. He | eaned against a tree
and waited, but they didn't come. He wondered it the birds all had died already. He felt very
tired then and slowy he clinbed back up the bank and got in his car. He waited tor the pounding
of his heart to subside, then he drove on toward Corlie's farm

At the private road that led to the farm he was stopped tw ce.

The first tinme-was at a point about twenty feet fromthe state road, and then again at the
checkpoi nt where he had been halted the last tinme he had been there in June. He didn't recognize
either of the boys who were posted on guard duty. He was shocked by the appearance of Corlie
Jackson when he arrived at the house. Corlie had | ost weight, and there was a haunted look in his
eyes. He had a sling supporting his left arm

"I"'mglad to see you," he said sinply, grasping Loudernilch's hand in a grip that had | ost none of
its strength. Looking past him Loudermilch saw a bl ack swatch of field that cane al nost to the
barn, Corlie nodded toward it grimy. "They keep trying," he said. "That was | ast week. Rolled

down a drum of burning oil fromthe hill up there."
The black trail led alnbst to the cover of trees high on the hillside, and the fire had spread
fanlike froma narrow point until it had covered al nost the whole field.

"They know they won't hurt the water supply none, no matter what they do, so they keep trying
sormet hing new," Corlie said. He nudged Loudernilch toward the house and fell silent. Inside, Janet
met himwth a kiss, but she, too, had changed. There were two other wonen in the kitchen, and
Janet introduced them absently:

El ai ne and Wanda, her two sisters-in-law. From a distance cane the sound of children's voices, and
ot her sounds of hamering. The three wonen had been peeling apples, and as soon as coffee had been
poured, Janet returned to her chair.

"W have the three trees that are good," she said matter of factly. "W are canning the fruit and
meking jelly fromthe skins and cores.” t

"I brought you some stuff," Loudermilch said. "It's in the car. All from. . . before. It's good."
He didn't add that he had stolen it from an apartnent where the owner had hoarded enough food to
last for five years. Nor did he add that he had found the apartnent dweller dead in the hallway
and had taken his key and raided the place even before he reported the death. No one asked where
it had come from There were two cases of tuna fish, two five-pound sacks of salt, four twenty-
five pound bags of sugar, twenty cans of coffee. That was all he had been able to get in the small
car, stored out of sight so that it wouldn't be too tenpting for hijackers. Packed between the
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food boxes he had stuffed pieces of wire, batteries, tubing, everything that he had been able to
find that he had thought they m ght use. Janet kissed himagain and there were tears in her eyes.
She turned away qui ckly.

"You and Corlie go sit and talk," she said. "Make himsit still, Carl. He's supposed to be
resting."
The two nmen sat in the shade of the wide porch and Corlie began to talk. "lIt's going to get worse,

isn'"t it? W've been hearing the news every day, and what they aren't saying is nore inportant

than what they are. You know that, don't you." H's voice was tonel ess, but when he turned to | ook

at Loudermlch, there was a stricken, tortured expression on his face. "I don't know what to do,

Carl. So help nme God, | don't know what to do. There are kids out there going hungry, little kids,

babies. And | got food. In Mddl etown, Newburgh they aren't getting near enough in fromthe farns.

Hi jackers fromthe city beat themto the trucks. They nmeet them and take the trucks, everything.
Only when the Army is here doing escort do they get through. Not enough though."

"Yeah," Louderm|ch said, equally tonelessly. An echo of an expl osi on sounded and resounded
through the hills. He | ooked at Corlie questioningly.

"They're going in after the water that's under the nountains,” Corlie said.

They were both silent for several nminutes then. There was a race going on such as the world had
never experienced before. It was a race to save humanity fromdeath by thirst. Deep wells were
bei ng sunk; distillation plants were being built at a backbreaking speed, small stills were being
produced by thousands, but nen could only work tor short periods, and while they worked they
needed the precious stuff they were attenpting to create, not only for their own consunption, but
to run the plants that were needed to turn out the nmetal and the glass and the concrete. It was a
race that man mght not even finish, rmuch | ess win. Another blast shook the house and reverberated
through the hills.

"They'll ruin what water there is," Corlie said. "They'll open the earth and let the rain get to
it, and that'll be that."
"Have you got a still set up yet?"

Corlie nodded. "W'Il get by here," he said. "W have five nmen, three wonmen, and fifteen kids. W
have four mlk cows, and plenty of food in jars and the freezer. W're processing that as fast as
we can, though. Freezer won't be any use to us when the generator goes, and it will."

Loudernilch wanted to tell himthat he was doing what he had to do: saving his own famly. The
words woul dn't cone out. Corlie knew that, and still he was tortured. He asked, "Wat happened to
your arnf"

"Busted ribs," Gorlie said. "Shot in the side. Bullet went through, thank God."

Louderm | ch had dinner with the famlies, and he was pressed to | eave before it started to get
dark. He would not be allowed to | eave after the sun set, Corlie told him

"We lock up pretty tight after dark," Corlie said.

"I'"ll be staying until norning," Loudermlch said. "Maybe | can help out. ... | used to be pretty
good at guard duty, back in Wrld War Two."

Corlie grinned. "You were pretty good with arifle, too, as | recall." The defense system was
simplicity itself, Corlie explained to himafter dinner. "W have the wal ki e-tal kies, and we keep
a patrol out all night, on bikes. They can cover the ground that way, and it's quiet. They don't
have to say a word if anyone does get through the electric eyes. W all |earned Mrse code, and
there are keys on the wal ki e-tal ki es, so the guard keeps | ow and gi ves the |ocation where there's
trouble, and in a nmnute or two we can be on the spot." He grinned again. "They nust be having the
devil of a time trying to figure out how we can be everywhere at once the way it nust ook to
them"

Because Loudernilch was unfaniliar with the terrain, he was posted at the side of the road from
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nm dni ght until three in the nmorning. It was unlikely that anyone would try to come by road, but if
he saw a car or truck going on the state road, he was to report it imrediately. They couldn't take
water away with them w thout transportation

At this point, Corlie's brother added, 'They probably won't try to take anything away with them
They want to take the farmitself now But there might be a car or a truck."

Louderm | ch dozed until it was rinme to | eave the house. It was very dark, no noon, and the
starlight obscured by a cloud |ayer that seenmed perpetually over the Earth now. Again Louderm | ch
was struck by the silence of the woods and fields. No crickets chirruped, no frogs called out, no
night birds trilled. There was enough wind to send an occasional |eaf fluttering softly, and now
and again to rustle in high grasses, and the whisperings of the wind were the only sounds.

Louderni |l ch seated hinself on a log as confortably as he could, with the rifle across his |legs and
a tree against his back. It would be a long three hours, he knew

He t hought of the various cults that had sprung up here and there, and he coul d al nost understand
them The need to do sonething, even if the act were irrational, overpowered nmen in the face of
hel pl essness, so they joined nut cults. O turned to hijacking. O, runmor had it, sone turned to
canni balism here and there in areas where it hadn't been so long in the past that cannibalism had
been forsaken. There were the food cults that adhered rigidly to strict rules about diet and
fasting and prayer. They were the | east objectionable, and fromthe spate of bulletins issued by
the Heal th Agency, perhaps they weren't even irrational. But the others. ... In the dark of the
woods Loudernilch revi ewed what he had read and had seen for hinself.

The Bl ack Lady group, who nmixed a bit of the Ceres-Persephone myth with witchcraft and ganes
theory, and cane up with a lulu that included blood-letting sacrifices and orgi es when conditions
were right. No one outside the group knew exactly what constituted right conditions, so that it
appeared that the ones within the group sinply staged orgies when the spirit noved them
Louderni | ch shrugged. Maybe it was better to go out with an excess of energy consummating sex than
to keel over staggering under the burden of foul water in a scumy pail

There were the Swimers, who nmet in the open and prayed, then stripped and offered thenselves to
the water of the ocean, or rivers, or |akes, depending on where they were at the time. The thick
wat er demanded so nuch energy froma swinmer that it, too, was al nost an act of suicide to partake
of the services of the cultists.

Louderni | ch decided to research themall and, when the nadness ended, to wite a book about them
Scratch the skin and find superstition, he said to hinself. Then he froze. Horses were coning up
t he road.

He cursed under his breath and fingered the wal kie-tal kie, but he didn't signal yet. No one had
given hima key to use if the attackers arrived on horses. One if by foot, two if by car, three in
trucks. Repeat the signal three tines, then give the nunber of nmen, again to be repeated three
tinmes. Finally the nunber of vehicles. But nothing had been said about horses.

There was a clunp of riders, six or eight, he thought, but couldn't count themas they noved past
the turn-off private road. There were two wagons, each with a teamof two horses, and with an

i ndet erm nate nunber of nen on them He waited until they all passed the tumoff, then he signaled
the alert call, SOS, repeated three tines. He left his post and started to run toward the house.
They had to be warned that the men were nounted, and he would certainly botch it if he tried to
signal with the wal ki e-tal kie unless he was certain he was out of earshot of the nen on horseback
When he stopped, he could still hear the nmuffled sounds of the hoofs, but he spoke quietly into

t he nout hpi ece, keeping his nouth very close to it, keeping his voice as | ow as he coul d.

Before he could get an answer, he let the walkie-talkie drop fromhis belt again and raised the
rifle. There was a horse in the woods to his right, picking its way quietly through the
underbrush. He listened intently, but he was certain there was only the one. They had spread out
then, would ride in frommany different points at once. He thought of Corlie with his broken ribs,
a shot through his body, and he thought of the fifteen kids, sone of thembelonging to the famly
sone of themtaken in fromfriends. Wien he raised the rifle, he knew he wouldn't be aining at the
horse, as his first thought had suggested to him Fromoff to his left there was a flurry of
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gunshots, and at the sane nonment the rider appeared at his right. He shot once and the nman fell
The horse bolted and ran. There was a shot fromthe ground that went wi de by ten feet, and
Loudermilch fired again, and this tinme there was a scream and then silence. Louderm|ch didn't
wait to check, but ran on toward the house, knowi ng that he had to get clear of the woods if he
expected to see anything el se. There were sounds of rifles and shotguns on both sides now. He got
to the clearing at the end of the road, and he paused, trying to spot another rider. There was
only deep dark, the house and barns deeper patches of black in the distance. A horse cane fromthe
woods to his left and he whirled about, firing as he turned. The horse reared and ki cked, then
streaked away toward the open ground. It was riderless. Before Loudernilch could get back to the
cover of the trees behind him a shot screaned past his face, only inches away. He dropped wi t hout
t hought. Anot her shot followed the first, this tinme too high. He crawl ed back to the woods and
began circling to get behind the invader. They were being very clever, he thought grimy. They
were sendi ng horses without riders through the farm drawing fire with them shooting at the
source of flashes. He heard the other man then, he was breathing very hard and nasally. He shot
through the dark at the noise, and there was a yelp of pain and the sounds of soneone groping

t hrough underbrush, with nuch falling and thrashing about. He didn't follow him but turned again
to the clearing.

He had no idea of where Corlie and his nen were, or of how close to their objective the attacking
men had been able to get. Shots were still sounding, but nore sporadically now, and the gall oping
horses had gathered in a small herd at the far end of the pasture. They would have to try for the
horses sooner or later, he thought. They nust have planned for defeat as well as for success, and
if they were routed, they would want the horses. He began to edge around the clearing, keeping

cl ose to the woods.

He tried the wal kie-talkie, but there was nothing on it now, no orders, no response of any sort.
He continued to creep toward the pasture. Suddenly the wal ki e-tal kie hanging at his side cane to
life and he answered the soft buzz quickly.

"Carl, are you all right?" It was Janet. He answered, and although he was burning wth questions,
he waited. "They are closing in on the house, probably will try to burn us out. Take care."

That was all. He realized that they couldn't take the chances of issuing directions now, that the
other men might al so have wal ki etal kies. He turned toward the house, uncertain now of what he
shoul d be doi ng, and at the same nonment floodlights cane on. Hi dden in the ground were powerfu
lights that reveal ed the men who were doubl ed | ow, approaching the house. Instantly gunfire broke
the stunned stillness and the men turned and ran. Loudernilch's eyes were blinded by the Iight as
much as theirs nmust have been, but he fired also, and he knew that this was the main thing, to
fire and keep them runni ng.

Qui et descended again then, and he returned to his post overlooking the state road. Half an hour

| ater he reported that the nen were passing, the two wagons were fuller than they had been on the
way in, and there were three nmen on foot. Corlie's voice came back to himover the unit and he was
being told to cone back to the house. He realized that dawn had cone.

"W got Clyde Anpbry," Henry said during breakfast. "Not bad, but enough to keep himout of here
for a couple of nonths.” To Louderm | ch he added, "He's the | eader of that bunch. Too busy trying
to steal what we got to nake his own still and provide food for his kin." He drank deeply of his
cof f ee.

Loudernilch felt numb as he watched them The kids had been up, and those who could handle a gun
had been given one, and a wi ndow to protect. The wonen had manned guns. Only the very snal
children had been herded to the basenent and kept there. The rest of the clan was protecting its
homest ead. They coul d have been | ndians out there, or Redcoats, or outer space aliens, he

reali zed. These people would fight themoff, and by God, they would hold onto what they had. He
started to feel better than he had in a long time. They nust be doing this all over the Earth now,
he thought. Little groups of determ ned people reshaping their lives, adapting to the new
conditions that they had had no control in naking. He asked about the wounded, and there were none
caused by gunfire this tine. One of the ol der boys had ripped his cheek open diving to earth to
avoid being hit, and another younger one had got a black eye, running into a low tree branch. The
ot her side had sustained at |east four injuries fromgunfire, possibly as many as six had been
hit, but it was hard to tell. Sonetimes when the shooting started sone of themsinply took to the
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ground screanming until it was over and then craw ed back to the others and left. They woul d know
when they sent out a patrol to check. But Loudernilch wasn't going to be up and around for that.
Janet ordered himto bed sternly, and when. he protested, she told himto go take a | ook at
hinmself in a mrror

"You are as white as a ghost," she said, "and | can see how your heart is pounding even from
across the room You' ve been drinking that thick water and eating food cooked in it, and grown in
it, and it's getting into your system isn't it? You have the synptons."

He all owed her to bed himdown for three hours only. He had to | eave before noon. As soon as he
stretched out on the bed, he fell asleep and slept wi thout dreams until Corlie's hand on his
shoul der wakened him

Corlie gave hima map that he had narked with a roundabout route for himto take back. "They m ght
be wat ching for you," he said sinply.

"What can | bring you, if | can get back?"

"Probably you won't get through again, and if you do start, you should plan to stay the next
time," Janet said.

They told himthings they could use, just in case he canme again, but he realized that it was a
gesture only. They didn't expect hi m back.

The drive back took himthrough unfam liar and beautiful country where again the bountiful harvest
gave a deceptive look of plenty to the area. He passed a pasture with cows that were dashing madly
about, and as he stopped to watch, he saw the farner with a shotgun ready to shoot if they broke
down the fence. They had eaten of fodder that was heavily laden with the POE Jelly. As he watched,
one of the cows collapsed and fell, then lay jerking convulsively. The farmer shot it. Louderm|ch
started the car and left. Still nmles fromthe city, he saw the pall of smoke that hung over it.
He knew that in the city was where the real nightmare started.

He stopped by a road block at the Tappan Zee Bridge and his car was searched thoroughly. He was
gl ad that he had turned down all offers of food and good water, and that he had eaten the only bit
of evidence that there could have been, an apple plucked fromthe tree outside Janet's Kkitchen

"What's goi ng on?" he asked the trooper who handed hi m back his identification

"Fires nostly," the trooper said. He was in his twenties, but he had the | ook of a man who has
aged rapidly. Al nost shyly he asked, "Wuld you have a couple of minutes, M. Louderm|ch? W have
coffee. . . . Distilled water," he added qui ckly.

Louderm | ch shrugged and followed himto the side of the trooper's car. The trooper was
pathetically eager for news fromupstate, where his folks lived on a farm Louderm|ch told him
what he knew and in turn was filled in on news of the unquiet city.

"They got nowhere to turn, nothing to hope for, and they knowit's going to be a bad winter. So
they are looting and burning. Don't know what good they think it'll do when the weather gets bad,
having half the city burned down, but every night there's a new batch of fires and there's no way
to put themout now. Looks like the whole goddam city's got to go before they're satisfied."

"The Prophets still at it?"

"Yeah. Wth the Bible and the torch they are scourging the earth," the trooper said. "Only then
will the new day dawn. But we won't be here to see it."

Loudernilch felt sorry for the youngster, but there were many youngsters he felt sorry for that
nor ni ng. He advised himto go join his fanily and help them hold the farmfor that new day, but
the kid shook his head.

"Can't. | married a Jewish girl and they won't let her in the house." He shrugged and | ooked

toward the road. There was the sound of an approachi ng autonobile. Loudernilch |eft himand drove
into the city, where the heat and snmoke and the feeling of death net himwi th a blast as soon as
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he turned south onto the Henry Hudson Parkway.

Carl Louderm|lch stared fromhis wi ndow at the convoy headi ng downtown on the West Side Hi ghway.
There were jeeps, trucks covered tightly with green tarps, filled troop carriers, half a dozen
dairy tank trucks; it |looked very nmuch like an arnmy nmoving in to occupy a territory. He turned
fromthe wi ndow after several mnutes and pulled the draperies across it.

"There they go in," he said to his guest.

The other man in the roomwas fifty, bald, fat, runpled, and probably the world' s greatest
authority in the field of ethology. "Bionomc forces that we can't even imagine will cone to the
fore," he said, resunming a conversation interrupted by the noise of the convoy, "and the results
will be chaos of the order that we have taken for granted.” Dr. Lee Mann, with nore letters after
his name than in it, was extrenely drunk

Louderm | ch grinned at himand picked up his highball. "Mre chaos than this |I don't need."

"A foretaste only," Mann said. "Grazing aninmals will be the first to vanish. Gazing, reacting to
the intoxicants in the fodder, the excessive displays of frenzy, and phttt." He snapped his
fingers with a sharp crack

"And man will follow, unless he can change his entire pattern of living," Loudermlch said.

"Sonme of themw |l change, but not nost. | will. | already had adapted to the new way. Plenty of

rest, never nove fast, lie down to do all your thinking, sleep after each neal, don't run if you

can wal k, don't walk if you can ride, don't stand if you can sit, don't sit if you can lie down.
That's hard?"

"Yeah, that's going to be hard."

"But why are we always in such a hurry to go, when there is only nore of the sane thing after we
arrive?"

"Human i nstinct?" Louderm|ch said.

"Bah! Cultural conditioning. So now we slow down, and the next generation won't be able to believe
the films they will see of the frenetic past.”

"I's there going to be a next generation?"

"OF a sort. OF a sort." Mann heaved hinself fromthe deep chair, and he noved as slowy as he
advocated. He had shed his coat on entering the apartnent, and sonehow since then his shirt had
come partially out, one button was missing |eaving a gap | ow down just above the belt. His
trousers were baggy and ten years out of date, wide in the | egs, crunpled-looking. H's head was
very pink. He poured hinself another drink fromthe shaker and let hinself collapse once nore into
the chair. "It won't be us again, you know. W are the new di nosaurs. Qur days are nunbered.”

"You're already a relic," Loudernilch said.

Mann chuckl ed and drank deeply. "Now you tell me what is going on. You have everybody here sooner
or later, including ne, and God only knows who el se. Wat's going on out there?"

"There? The Arny?"

"No, no," Mann said, wagging a fat finger inpatiently. "I know about the Arnmy and the cities.
came from Chi cago, which is even worse than New York. You wouldn't believe. ... But, no, not
there. Qut there in the world. The earthquakes, the floods, the nud slides. That out there."

"You've just said it," Loudernmilch said. "C aud Viaux was here for two weeks, on his way to Peru,
but with an interimreport to wite in the neantine. There are nore earthquakes, regardl ess of
what you read in the releases. And they aren't in the usual places for earthquakes. They are
happeni ng in places where there is a linestone |ayer that the water used to drip through, the cave
areas in the mddle states, for instance. The water is pooling now, building up pressures, and
eventual |y sonmething has to give. That's one of the new kinds of quakes; the other is happening on
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sl opes. The POH Jelly has penetrated to the depth of a foot in nost places, with an overlay of up
to three feet in those places where there has been excessive rain. \Were there are trenors that
used to vibrate the surface of the earth only, |ike one of those nmachines at fairs that causes you
to tingle all over, there are now najor slides if there has been any vertical shift at all. Even a
shift of an inch, on ground that is wet enough, will start an aval anche of nud that grows and
grows, scouring the earth as it noves. Wen this occurs on nountain slopes the havoc is at a

maxi mrum and nost of the earthquake zones are in nountainous areas. That is, nost of the serious
shifts occur there. But there are one hundred thousand trenors of varying intensity each year, and
that means one hundred thousand chances of mmjor catastrophies now "

"One hundred thousand," Mnn repeated soberly.

Louderm | ch went to the wi ndow and stared at the convoy again. It was a gray day, not cold yet,
but with no warmth in the air either. It had rained al nost every day for a week, and the sun had
not shone for alnbst a nonth. Not |ooking at his guest, he said, "I went down to a couple of the
hospitals last week. | tried to get soneone fromthe maternity wards to talk to me and none of
them woul d say a word." He | ooked obliquely at Mann, who was watching him but sayi ng nothi ng now,
the trace of hunor conpletely wiped fromhis face. Louderm | ch continued, "I tried to find a
pregnant woman who would talk to me, but, you know, suddenly, they're very scarce in the city,
very scarce."

Mann finished his drink quickly and heaved hinmself to his feet to replenish it. Still he said
not hi ng. He | ooked as gray as the day.

"l kept thinking about it," Louderm|ch said, supported by the w ndow frane, flicking his gaze
fromMann to the street bel ow and back. "No nore pregnancies? | did sone arithnetic. Those who
were pregnant before the water got bad were already delivered, or should be ready now. And what
about the intervening nonths? No new pregnanci es? Aborted? Al of then?" He pressed his forehead
agai nst the glass and shut his eyes. "So," he said, when Mann still remained silent, "I went to
the zoo. Funny, you'd think someone woul d have thought of passing the word to themto clamup, but
no one has yet. Mammals are having a hell of a tine reproducing right now, Lee. You know that ?"

Lee Mann sighed. Suddenly he was an old nman, the drunkenness that had nmade hi m seem cheerful and
resigned gone abruptly. "God damm!" he said. "I have to start over." He lifted the decanter and
nmeasured the contents. Regarding the bottle he held, he said, "I'lIl pass the word to the zoo
people. In any event, zoos are doonmed." He poured out the rest of the mxture into his glass and
held it high. "Cheers, Carl. Cheers.” Wen he finished drinking it, he said, in a nock-cheerfu
manner, "Those little spermatozoa that used to go wiggle, wiggle, wiggle, speeding to their
destiny, now go wag, wag, and keel over. W ere the nmlk used to flow and even spurt, now it pools
and stiffens, and the little fellow that should be satisfied in five minutes is exhausted in |ess
than one, and gives up." Loudernilch made a noise that could have been a groan, and Mann said, "W
have given out bulletins to doctors. They know what to do with their pregnant wonmen. Conplete bed
rest, special foods, the best water available, and special diets that have been worked out for the
infants. It isn't the end, Carl. Not yet."

"What about the other nine-tenths of the world, where there are no OB's, where there is no water
that's fit to drink, where there's no special food?"

"Yes," Mann said. 'That is the problem" A nost to hinself he added, "And getting drunk doesn't
seemto help."

After a nmonment Loudermilch left the window and in passing his friend he clasped his shoulder for a
second, and then sat down. "You're on your way to the synposium at Berkeley? Can | get a pass to
attend?"

Mann shrugged. "Probably. We're all working in the dark, no one know ng what the others are doing,

what results they are discovering in their own special fields. | didn't know about the

eart hquakes; Viaux doesn't know about ny work; none of us knows about the oceanographic studies.
It istine for a synposium 1'll get the Foundation to appoint you special reporter to cover it.
No problem™

Three days later Loudernilch sat in an audi ence of four thousand eighty-five and |istened again to
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Mann outline the consequences for life on Earth resulting fromthe fall of the polyner. 'The birds
will go, in the main," he said, after a rather |long rehash of what nobst of them al ready knew about
the effects on drinking water, plant life, and the circulatory systens of animal life. "They wll
die by the millions, possibly be eradicated as a formof |ife on this planet. Insects and di sease
take over one-third of nman's crops now, and with the birds gone, that ratio will rise to one-half,
two-thirds, threefourths. They will be hurt least of all. In mammuals the rule will be: the faster
the heart rate, the faster the dem se of the species. Small mammal s, rodents, nonkeys, up through
the hom nids, including man, will be affected rather quickly. Only those who have the ability to
understand the situation and take preventive neasures will be able to counter them Anong wld
animals the carnivores will suffer less than the runinants, but they will eventually show nuch the
same synptons, if perhaps to a mlder degree. "

Mann had been one of the first speakers, leading off with a general overview of the possible
future contingencies. There foll owed the many specialists whose tal ks becane nore and nore
esoteric and concerned nore and nore mnute studies. Loudermlch left the third day's nmeeting with
a throbbi ng headache. He had called his old friend Hal Munford, who ran the San Franci sco office
of the Tinmes, and who |ived high on one of the many hills ringing the city. Munford net himat the
audi torium and drove himto the house that seened perched like an aerie. Loudernilch started to
comrent on the perilous position of the house in the event of a quake, but then didn't. He knew
there was nothing he could tell Munford that the other, older nman didn't already know He greeted
Sue Munford with a kiss and the three of them sat on the screened porch and | ooked at the
darkening city for a while in silence. Loudernilch was grateful for the silence after the day of
not hi ng but tal king. He knew that he and Munford would stay up late conparing notes, but it was
nice to put it off and just sit quietly.

Wien Sue excused herself to finish preparing dinner, Munford said, "Hell, isn't it." But that was
all.

She had brought out goodies that she'd been saving for a real occasion, and this was it. The

di nner was delightful: snoked turkey, a mxture of fruits in a honey sauce that had been

hei ghtened by line, a salad that was crisp and fresh. Nothing, Sue said, that wasn't one hundred
percent okay, either frombefore the water got bad, or froma place back in the nountains where a
farmer she knew rai sed stuff on well water.

"He's still selling produce?" Louderm | ch asked in astonishnent, thinking of Corlie Jackson and
his famly

"Not exactly," she said. "He's ny father." Wth a quick glance at her husband, she added, "Sooner
or later we'll go over there and stay. Wien Hal thinks it's tine."

Contrary to his expectations, Munford and Sue ushered himoff to bed shortly after ten, and for a
long tine he listened to the wind in the barren hills, and he thought of the snmall pocket Sue's
father had found sonewhere, where he and his kin could survive, possibly.

There nust be thousands of such pockets scattered throughout the nation, he thought. Throughout
the world maybe. He slept better than he had for nonths.

During the next day's afternoon session the news broke that an earthquake of great intensity had
sheered another slice off Peru, sending it into the ocean. Loudennilch left the auditorium and
went to Munford's office, where he found his friend drinking bourbon and listening to the radio.
"Santiago |ists one hundred thousand dead or missing in the Val parai so area," Minford said. "No
communi cations yet. Shh . . ." He turned toward the radi o as the announcer read the | atest
communi que: "Meanwhile United States sei snograph stations have picked up anot her shock that is
reported to be approximately seven hundred mles to the west of the stricken area. Wth an
intensity that registers up to nine, this is the nost severe earthquake recorded to date.

Munford turned the sound down slightly and raised his glass, pointing generally toward the bottle
on his desk. "There'll be a hell of a wave," he said. Loudennilch nodded and lifted the bottle.

Two hours later the radio inforned the world that a tidal wave of gigantic neasurenments was racing
fromthe epicenter of the | atest earthquake toward the Hawaiian Islands. It was predicted that it
woul d al so touch the West Coast of the United States with its eastern edge. It was a wave that was
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estinated to be at two hundred fifty feet or higher in the center, and the edge that would brush
the coast of North Anerica was estinmated to be twelve to twenty feet.

Nei t her Loudennilch nor Munford sai d anything. They both knew what a wave twenty feet high would
do to the coast line. They went down to the bay area and watched the evacuation that was taking

pl ace, orderly now, but hurried. Ships were putting out to sea as quickly as they could, and the
owners of shops, bait houses, restaurants, were closing, taking away what coul d be renobved,

| eavi ng what they couldn't truck out with whatever help was avail able. The sea was a deep, grayed
green, tranquil, giving no hint of the trenendous energy that was surging hundreds of miles to the
south. There was a gentle wi nd bl owi ng. Loudennilch and Munford wal ked on a beach before they
returned to the office. Here the waves were conming in heavily, the way they now did. They rolled
to shore, made a fl oppi ng sound, foaned, and sank down into the sand. The sand had been coated
with the polynmer so that each grain was rounded, |arger than before, whiter than normal. The beach
up to the high-tide mark was dazzling white, but no one played there. The rounded sand nade an
uneasy footing, and when the tide canme up, the water here was strange, heavy, giving the

i mpression of a threat of quicksand that would pull one down and down. Loudennilch turned away
first, but he continued to hear the flop, flop of the incom ng waves for a long tinme after they
had | eft the beach behi nd.

Sue was waiting in the office when they got back. Munford held her tightly for a long tine.
Nei t her of them nentioned the wave. It was due to hit the coast before mdnight, but no one could
predict closer than that. The major part of it was expected at Di anond Head an hour earlier than
the armthat would brush the States. They didn't talk about it while they waited. They conpared
notes about conditions in general, and they drank the beer that Sue had brought and | ater had
sandwi ches.

It was very good. Loudennilch hadn't thought about being hungry, but suddenly, with the first
bite, hunger pains struck and he ate wi thout speaking. Fatigue would strike that way, he knew.
Suddenly he would want to fall over and sleep a week or nore. But not yet.

At nine a call cane through fromHonolulu. It was Smitty Bronson, one of the Times correspondents.
Smitty read his story, and in the background there was a steady beep-beep that neant recording,
and there were sirens wailing continuously, warning people away fromthe beaches.

"There is an air of absolute serenity,"” Smitty said. "Tenperature is seventy degrees, w nd, five
m |l es an hour, sun setting right now, turning the ocean blood red. The clouds that obscure the sun
nmost of the tinme have turned scarlet, with streaks of aquamarine and appl e green throughout, and
down at the horizon the colors are violets, nore blue than red, |ike pansies, deepening to a
purple that is virtually black. There are snall cylinders of water, the newstyle waves, rolling
up the beaches, |eaving foam piled up behind them The waves are different these days; they don't
break and rush back out, but rather they hit and roll up the beaches on the diagonal, and where
the water foans on the sand, it is left there. Wien the tide goes out, there are ruffles of |ace
|l eft behind in regular patterns. These ruffles sparkle in the sun, when there is sun, and they

|l ook Iike ruffles set with dianonds." There was a pause then and when Smitty's voice resuned, his
tenpo had picked up slightly.

"The authorities have done a nagnificent job of evacuating the people fromlow areas. The beaches
are enpty. The boats have put out to sea, or have been beached high on hills out of reach of the
wat er when it comes. Everywhere the people are on roof tops, in high trees, clustered together on
the hills, and they are watching and waiting for the nonstrous wave they have been told to expect.
There is excitenent in the air, out no fear; anticipation, but no anxiety. Aircraft have been out
scouting the swell that is the tidal wave and the report is in that the wave will hit here in the
next half hour. This is Smth Bronson speaking to you from Honol ul u."

Smitty Bronson put down his phone and fol ded his paper once and put it in his shirt pocket. He
went to the wi ndow where his w fe and daughter were watching the sea, far down the hill. Hs wife
shi vered under his hand, and he tightened his arm about her shoul ders. They stood unnoving for the
next fifteen m nutes. Then Shell ey, his daughter, drew a quick breath and noved closer to him It
was starting. They stared at the beach in fascination. It |ooked as though soneone sonewhere had
pull ed a plug and was draining the water away, sucking it back to sea at an increasing rate. The
wat er receded fromthe beaches with a faint sound, and as far as Smitty could see in either
direction the beaches were being exposed. Here a sand bar caught water nonentarily, and the waves
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swirled about it and forned a deep whirlpool, then it was gone; there a row of gleaning shells |ay
arranged as if by man, so neatly were they aligned. And the water continued to go out to the sea
Then he saw the wave and when he heard a gasp of pain fromhis wife, he realized how tightly he
was hol ding both his wonen. He | oosened his grip slightly. The wave was a bright wall of |ight
reflecting the garish sunset on its presenting face. As the waters fromthe shore reached it, it
swelled and raised itself fromthe sea and advanced on the land Iike a red glaring snowl ow bei ng
driven by a powerful engine.

Smitty's inpressions of it were gathered too fast for coherency; the wall was conming in at a rate
of four hundred nmiles an hour, but while it came, he thought of the way it |ooked as each instant
it towered higher and higher. The roar now filled the air, and there was a strong new snell of
exposed beaches. He saw ripples in the sand where the waters had receded and crabs were digging
furiously, seeking cover. He felt a change in the air pressure that was |like slamm ng closed a car
door where the body was very tight. He felt as if he were being squeezed all over at once. The air
that assailed himwas hot. Then the wall was on the beach and the noise struck with painfu
intensity. Hi s daughter covered her ears, and didn't know she was screaning. He pulled her to his
chest. Hs wife pressed tight against him but she watched, as he did. Only there was nothing to
see now. The wall of water smashed the land and covered it. Gone were the palmtrees, and the
beach houses, and the Majesty Hotel, and the roads that paralleled the beach. There was nothing to
be seen but the water that surged inland, and when its forward thrust was exhausted, continued to
flow. The house shuddered as if the land had suffered an earthquake, and Shelley screaned again

nmore softly, nuffled against his chest. The surge of water pressed up the hill and the trees and
shrubbery that had covered it were uprooted and churned with rocks and tinber from buildings | ower
on the hill. It was a liquid aval anche that attacked the I and and | evel ed everything before it,

grinding the parts and tunbling them over and over before the forward edge of the water. The
crashi ng thunderous roar of nmoving water was intolerable; Smtty felt that he could stand no nore
of it when the sound began to dimnish. There was anot her shudder under his feet, and acconpanying

it was a closer sound of a crash. The hill was coming apart. He could see the water a dozen feet
bel ow t he house, and now it |ooked still, but the debris that it carried still moved forward. Then
the water began to retreat, and with its novenent back toward the sea, nore of the hill crunbled

away. The flow back to the sea was slow, and where the water receded, pools of thick liquid
coagul ated in every dip, every | ow spot. Bel ow themwas no vegetation left, no building remined
upri ght, although here and there stones in junbl ed heaps and irregular |ines indicated where
bui | di ngs had stood. The | and had been scraped to the bone, and in the place of soil and the
things that had grown in it, and the structures of man, there were only the thickening pools of
wat er, and a heavy coating of the gel ati nous substance, and rubble.

Smitty led his wife and daughter away fromthe house after the sea had returned to its banks, and
later that night the hill collapsed sone nore, and their house tilted, then fell. The islands
woul d be nany weeks in assessing the danage. The three-hundred-root wall of water, noving at jet
speeds, had gone inland for twenty niles in sone spots, in others only hundreds of feet before
meeting the hills that sapped its energy and stopped it. Were the wall had advanced across the

| and, nothing stood, and where it had hit the nountains and hills, they had been weakened, and tor
mont hs there woul d be | andslides and rock falls, and shitting nmasses of |land until the weakened

pl aces were again stabilized. The wave continued to roll in the Pacific, maintaining the speed of
four hundred ten miles an hour, heading toward the Kurile Islands on the left, and the Al eutian
Islands on the right, with passing blows directed at the Anerican mainland north of Santa Barbara,
Cal i forni a.

Loudernil ch and Munford were still in the office when the wave hit the bay. They could see
not hi ng, but they heard the roar it made, and they heard the sirens. The wave was only twel ve
feet, but it smashed into the quays and wharves and beaches and onto the | owl ands with the same
intensity that the major portion had displayed. Later when Munford | ed Loudernilch over the
slippery coating that was |l eft by the water at the dock area, they knew that the wave had done
what they had feared nost. It had not been a threat to life here, had not threatened the
destruction of the city and its remaining water supplies and food stores, but it had been a threat
to the docks, and it had wecked themthoroughly.

The next day the cl eanup began, but it would be an agonizingly slow job. No one could work nore
than an hour wi thout resting, and for the hour on the job there had to be at |least two hours off,
wi t hout any great exertion being made at any tinme. There were Streets to be cleaned, and
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st or ehouses and war ehouses to be cl eaned, and docks to be repaired, and there was not enough nman
power to do it, not enough energy to care that it didn't get done.

Smitty Bronson call ed back from Honolulu, but his recorded story of the devastation there, along
with Loudernilch's story, was taken by the governnent. It would all be released later, the
spokesman for the information agency said. The reports of death and danage were channel ed t hrough
the information office. It was runored that over nine thousand deaths had been listed officially,
but no one reacted any longer to such runors. No one reacted at all

"What are you going to do now?" Munford asked Loudernilch when he finished the first draft of the
report on the synposium Loudermlch was staying in the Munford house now. Downtown was a shanbl es
in the aftermath of the wave. Wth many roads cut off by the water and resulting slides, nany of
the people had fled to the city fromnorth and south, and the conference had ended abruptly.

"CGet a plane back east, | guess. Wy?"

"I'"'m sending Sue over to her father's place this week. | think it's tine. Wiy not cone al ong?"
"Are you goi ng?"

"Not yet. Soon, though."

"Yeah. | know. And that's why |'m going back east." He tapped the report that he had spent two
days witing. "The Foundation wants a copy of this for the President's advisory board. God knows
it's tine they looked at it as a unity, not just a bunch of isolated facts to be handl ed
separately. | hope that this report will kick themoff their cans."

They both stopped and listened for a nonent. She was arguing with someone. Minford excused hinsel f
and Loudermilch returned to the bul ky report that he had hanmered out. He heard Munford's bass
override two fenale voices angrily, then silence. In a nmonent Munford was back in the bedroom

of fice.

"Keerist!" he said. "Wnen!" Loudernilch grinned synpathetically. "Dinner's ready," Mnford
reported.

Standing on the terrace staring down at the city was the woman Sue had been argui ng with. She was
tall and strong-1ooking, possibly thirty, but it was hard to tell. She was deeply sunburned, and
had | ong dark auburn hair that was | oosely held back fromher face by a rubber band. Her eyes were
brown. Loudernilch suspected Indian or Mexican bl ood.

"Joan Soren," Sue said. "This is Carl Loudernilch." He held her hand briefly. It was hard and coo
and her grip was firm Looking past her, he could see a VWbus parked in the driveway.

Sue had sandwi ches and sal ad and baked potatoes. There was coffee. Loudermilch knew that he had to
get away fromthem before he depleted their stocked goods further, but Sue's food was the best
he'd had in ages and he ate hungrily. Joan hardly touched the food. He felt that she was studying
himintently, but not openly enough for himto catch her at it. So far, after her initial "How do
you do," she had sai d not hing.

Sue was eying himtoo, Loudermilch realized. He put down his coffee cup and | eaned back, | ooking
from Sue to her husband to the newconer. "Well?" he asked finally.

"Carl, can you get clearance for sonmeone else to go back with you?" Sue said finally.
"Joan? \Why?"
"No questions. Just can you do it?"

"Hell, | don't know. Have you tried to get a flight without pulling strings?" He addressed this to
Joan. Her nouth tightened and she nodded. "Yeah." Slowly he reached into his breast pocket and
pul | ed out a packet of papers and fanned them open slightly. "See what | had to get just to fly
out here and back? It took me four days, and the good offices of the paper, and special assignment
of the National Science Foundation."
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A slightly lopsided grin appeared on Joan's face and she shrugged. "Ckay, okay. | get the picture.
Forget it. Awld idea, that's all."

Munford stood up abruptly. "Joan, you can't drive all the way across the country! | won't let you
start. You know how far you'd get?"

Again the grin that m ght have .been nockery appeared and vani shed. Munford turned to Louderm | ch
"We could try," he said. "She could be listed as your assistant. You'd have to pick up papers in
L.A, but I can make some calls. "

"Carl, if it can be arranged, will you do it? Joan is rather special to us. She'll get herself
killed. ..."

There was a touch of hysteria in Sue's voice and Louderm | ch understood the reasons. No one could
react any longer to death on a grand scale, but everyone overreacted to snmaller tragedi es now. He
spread his hands in defeat. "I always wanted an assistant," he said mldly. Only Joan didn't act
as if it had been settled then and there. He realized that she still didn't believe for a second
that she had obtai ned passage across the country. Her celebration would wait until after it was
done.

Munford didn't finish eating, but went to the phone and began naking his calls. An hour later it
was fixed. Joan Soren and Louderm |l ch would drive down the coast to the Los Angeles office, pick
up her papers there, and catch a flight to New York, via Chicago.

"Why do we have to go to L. A ?" Joan asked. "Wiy can't we just cut out from here?"

"The papers, your travel clearance,” Munford answered. "They' Il need a picture of you. It's worse
than getting a passport, trying to get a flight any |longer."

Joan | ooked tense and angry about it, and Loudermnilch heard himself cursing silently. Just what he
needed, to chaperone an angry woman across the country. He inspected her car. It was a fully
outfitted Vol kswagen bus, with sleeping bags, a stove, sink, storage space. And she had a still,
and food to |ast for several nonths. She really had planned to drive across. "W'd better leave in
the norning," he said. "M ght take longer than a day to get you fixed up. Do you have extra tires,
tool s?" He | ooked at her curiously. "Wat will you do with the car?"

"I'f you don't mind a slight detour, | know a kid who'll bring it back up here for Sue and Hal. W
can pick himup and et himtake us to the airport." Louderm | ch nodded and inspected the extra
tires. Brand new.

There was nore traffic on the roads than there had been in the East. Wen he commented on it, Joan
said, "When they give up their cars out here, they curl up and die. But it's nore than that now.
They're all hunting for sonmeplace to go, where it's better, where there's water and plenty of
food. "

"There's no such place," Loudermilch said flatly. "I know that. But still, we'll all try to find
that place." They talked little until they got to an intersection where Joan said he was to turn
west. "The kid | was tal king about. He lives up in the canyon area. Save tine if we get him
first.”

Louderm |l ch wanted to ask who the kid was, but he held his tongue. If she'd wanted to tell him
she woul d have. He followed her instructions and nade a second turn, this tine to a little
travel ed road that was probably one of the first divided highways in the area, |ong since
superseded by the ten and twel ve-lane roads. He drove steadily for another half hour, now and then
glancing at the straight profile of the girl, but stubbornly not asking her any questions. Los
Angel es was now forty-five nmiles or nore to the west of them

The car shimm ed suddenly and si ddded si deways before righting itself. Before them they could see
the land waver, as if it were a canvas that was being shaken gently, causing ripples to cone and
go quickly. Again the car shinmed, but |ess noticeably this time. Loudermilch pulled over and
stopped wi thout turning off the notor

"Eart hquake,"” he said. "God help them"
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Joan stared ahead at the |and that suddenly had gone crazy. "Damm, dam, damm," she said softly.
Louderm | ch wat ched other cars pulling off the highway, but there weren't many of them They felt
a third shock, and this tine behind themthere was the sound of a great explosion that
reverberated through the foothills and canyons, echoing after the initial sound died. Loudermilch
pushed the car door open and junped out to stare in the direction of the city that was invisible
fromwhere they were. One of the low hills they had skirted was noving in a sl ownotion | andslide,
and faintly the sound of grinding rocks and the thunderous crash of the shifting earth cane to
him What had the first explosion been then? he asked hinsel f. Dust and snoke were rising fromthe
ground, and he coul d see nothing but the clouds ascending to the sky. He got back in the bus and
pul l ed out, making a turn through the depression of the median, headi ng back. Besi de hi m Joan
moaned softly, but said nothing. He glanced at her and she was staring dully ahead.

"See if there's anything on the radio," he said to her

She began to turn the dial, still wthout speaking. The next trenor turned the car around, and
before them fifty yards down the highway there was a fissure that raced south with the thunder of
a jet liner. The ground on the other side was three feet |ower than their side and at the edges of
the road there was a di splacement of alnpbst two feet. Loudernilch stared at it in awe. The car was
turned sideways on the road, and down the center of the road, following the yellow |line there was
a crack. The lane in the middle was raised several inches. The ground beneath them continued to
shudder, now and then with a paroxysmthat built enough to displace nore of the road, but nostly
with an al nost gentle trenbling.

Loudernil ch got the car around, and they were tilted with the right side higher than the left. He
started to drive again, heading away fromthe fissure

"W can't go back, can we?" Joan asked.

"That's right. And it looks to nme like we're sitting on a pretty dangerous piece of real estate
right now." He drove fast, but watching the road closely for nore hol es and cracks. Several tines
he screeched to a stop, then picked his way around such places, and all the while the ground
continued to groan and shake. At one place, Joan's fingers dug into his arm suddenly, and he hit
the brake hard, but she was paying no attention to him She was staring off to the left of them
to a road that was crunbled and ruined, and, in the distance, covered with a slide of rocks and
earth. Her face was gray, but expressionless. The pressure of her fingers | oosened and he drove
on. Neither of them spoke. They were paralleling a slowy collapsing hill then, and he was trying
to keep an eye on the slopes as well as the road. Boul ders crashed down the hillsides, aval anches
roared downward. At one point the road was al nost bl ocked entirely by the earth slides, and they
had to get out and cl ear enough of the rubble to get through. Joan was very white and breathing
heavily when they finished. Half a mle fromthe spot, they heard another crash, and this tinme the
road behind them was bl anketed conpl etely. Loudernilch drove faster, but he realized that they
were out of it then. The ground was quiet here, and all the noise was behind them They were
clinmbing steadily, and now there were other cars again, going in the opposite direction, toward
the city. They were arny cars and police cars. Loudermilch knew they should get off the road or

ri sk having their bus taken for rescue work, or sinply because a trooper decided he could use it,
so he had Joan search the road map for a turnoff where they would be relatively safe for the rest
of the afternoon and ni ght.

By nidafternoon they had wound their way up a hill to park under scrub pines, out of sight from
the hi ghway bel ow them as well as fromthe secondary road they had turned onto.

"And now?" Joan asked

"You should get sone rest," Loudermlch said. "It looks like we'll do sone driving, after all
We'll get on the way again before dawn, if possible. Right nowl'mgoing to wal k over there to the
ridge and see if | can see anything."

Joan shrugged and | eft the bus also. "I'Il conme with you."

They picked their way over the rough ground until they came to the top of the ridge and then edged
forward to the outer slope where they could see out over the | ow growth. There was a cl oud cover
still hangi ng over the ground; snoke, snpg, dust, obscured everything, but the clouds gl owed dul
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red here and there. Both Joan and Loudermilch were winded by the tinme they seated thensel ves where
they could watch the scene bel ow

"You' ve been drinking the polyner?" Louderm | ch asked, after a nonent.
"Some. |'m okay, though."

He nodded. A few minutes later he pulled a snall tape recorder fromhis pocket and began to speak
into it. Joan watched hi mwi thout expression as he described the earthquake and the scene bel ow
t hem

When he was finished, she asked, "Are you going to try to get back in?"

"No. | thought | should at first, but we'd be two nore to feed and water and bed down. The Arny
will handle it w thout ne."

"Let it all fall right into the ocean," she said suddenly. He | ooked at her quickly and there were
hard |ines about her nouth and her eyes were narrowed as she stared at the dust and snoke in the
di st ance.

"You really hate the place, don't you"? Wat happened to you there?"
"Look, | don't psychoanal yze you, you don't psychoanal yze ne. Deal ?"
"Sure."

"I"'mgoing to the bus and get us something to eat. You particular?"

"Not a bit."
"It's a damm good thing. If you'd said yes, | was going to resign and |l et you take over K P." She
grinned and the change was such that she | ooked like a teen-ager. "I'Il whistle when it's ready."”

She swung away from himand he watched her out of sight nusingly. She was tall and slender, with
muscles like a boy's, and a grin of a kid, and the vocabul ary of a dock hand, and the experience
of a courtesan. That nuch showed on the outside. Wiat was inside mght stay there. He grinned
briefly, then turned his attention again to the glowi ng cloud that boiled about Los Angel es.

When her whistle sounded, he grinned again, this time w der. She whistled the opening bars of
Grand Canyon Suite exactly on pitch. They ate tuna fish sandw ches and had coffee, and they
listened to the radio all afternoon, again perched where they could watch the scene bel ow. Seattle
stations were the only ones they could get that had any details about the earthquakes that had
ripped California apart from San Francisco to San Diego. There was no estimte of how nmany |ives
had been lost, or of the danage done. Fires were consum ng San Francisco, and a series of gas
expl osi ons had rent Los Angel es.

Toward dusk they could see sonme of the fires in Los Angeles; flanes towering hundreds of feet in
the air dotted the | andscape and began spreadi ng out |ike blazing pseudopods al ong the ground.
There was still an occasional explosion, but the ground continued to remain quiet. Loudermilch
knew t here woul d be after shocks and could only hope that they would be mld. He was startl ed by
Joan' s voi ce.

"It's like watching a novie. | don't feel like there's any real person down there. | know they're
suffering, burning, scared to death, but | can't feel any of it. Three-D novie. A beautifu
Japanese horror novie in brilliant color.™

Her voice was too tight, too hard. "Take it easy, kid," Loudernilch said warningly. She
under st ood.

She | aughed, again too sharply. "I told you I'll be okay. | don't care, you see. | don't give a
goddam what happens down there, or anywhere else. | know you'll get us through. | don't care, and
you don't, so we'll neke it. The ones who care won't."

"You think | should have gone back, don't you? That's buggi ng you?"
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She shrugged with the gesture that had al ready becone famliar to him

"Now you listen, Joan. | could get us back, but for what? W could pour our cup of water on the
fire, and we could, maybe, drive to within fifteen mles of the city itself. Maybe. | don't think
so, but maybe. They woul d take the bus and our food, and we would be anong the refugees fromthen
on. And, Joan, the refugees are going to die. By the thousands, they are going to die. Wuld that
hel p anyt hi ng? Save themfromthe fires and the ruins only to die of hunger or thirst in sone damm
crowded refugee canp.”

She shuddered and hugged herself. "I know they'll die. | knowit." Her voice was duller, as if she
had again erected a barrier that she could crawl behind. "Let's |eave here now, get over the
nmount ai ns so that they can't stop us."

Louderm | ch stood up and turned away fromthe fire scene. "Ckay. | want to mark a route through
the nmountains and stay off the dam freeways. It might take some tine. W'Ill take shifts driving.
I"Il start if you think you can sleep."

She stood up al so and nodded, not |ooking directly at him

By the time they left the area, darkness had fallen, and through the dark the gl ow ng cl ouds and
the shooting fires | ooked | arger, nore om nous, nore devastating than they had before.

Loudermi | ch drove al ong the w nding road, clinbing steadily, and fromthe back of the bus where
the girl had rolled up in the sleeping bag, he could hear muffled sobs for a long tine before her
breat hi ng became deep and regul ar. Real tough kid, he thought, and wondered why she felt such
urgency about getting East again. Was it true what she had said: that he didn't care? He didn't
know. He understood what she had meant about not feeling it, any of it. There had been too nuch,
too soon, and there was too nuch to come for anyone to begin caring now For a |long dne the
question plagued him Did he care really? He had attended the synposium had mail ed one copy of
his report back to the Foundation, where it would be read, or not read; acted on or not acted on
There was a paragraph fromthe report that he repeated to hinself: "It is no longer sufficient to
exan ne isol ated aspects of the disaster that continues to spread. It is tinme to enact nationa
martial law in order to save what we can. W nust undertake a conprehensive study to eval uate all
of the effects and their interactions and the far-reaching conclusions that indicate that all of
Earth's life will change. Such a change ni ght have been the cause of the extinction of the
di nosaur in another era; it might bring about the extinction of human life in this era.

The report might be filed unopened, unread, and then? Did he care? He personally, Carl

Louderm |l ch. Did he care? He didn't .know He supposed that if life were terribly inportant to
him he would have gone back to the islands, joined Hugh and Gail, and sailed the blue waters for
the rest of his life. He had that option, he rem nded hinself. And he had not taken advantage of
it. The car hit a soft shoulder and he cut off his wandering thoughts, slowed down, and paid
attention to his driving.

He drove until three and then pulled into a small roadside park. There had been sone traffic
earlier, but none for the past two hours. Al the cars had been heading toward the city. Gathering
of the ghouls, he had thought. And, of course, relatives and | overs and honeowners, all | ooking
for what probably was | ost forever. He got out of the bus and stretched his | egs. They ached, as
did his back, and now that he had stopped and realized it, as did his head. He wal ked back and
forth by the car for several minutes, then was anazed to snell coffee brewi ng. He went back inside
to find Joan huddl ed in the bl anket making coffee over the tiny stenp stove.

"Snells good," he said and she nodded. She |ooked very tired. "Time for a strategy neeting,"
Louderni |l ch went on, sitting cross |egged beside her on the floor. "How | ong does it take to
distill a gallon of water with your equipnent?"

"Two to four hours, depending on the fire. Wy?"

"l want to drive in shifts all the way through. One driving, one sleeping. And we'll stop every
day to distill the water using a fire outside. There's plenty of wood just about all the way
through. W won't have fires at night when they can be spotted fromall over. Too many people
around who' Il guess what's going on. So we'll drive by night and purify water by day. Ckay?"
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"But | have enough sterno to |ast nonths. Wiy outside fires?"

"You'll need the sterno. Some days we might have rain and then we'll need it, but we'll save it as
much as possible.”

"But that'll take twice as |ong! Gathering wood, making the fire, waiting for it to get hot
enough. . . . That's crazy!" Before he could say anything, she said, "Besides, you can get a
flight from al nost anypl ace where there are planes still |anding. Denver, for instance."”

"I know | could," he said. "And you can't. New York or L.A could clear you, but there's no one in
bet ween who can. So shut up and listen to me. |I'mboss of this expedition. Right? It's going to be
a long haul, made | onger because |'mrouting us on secondary roads for nmost of the trip. | don't
want to be stopped on one of the highways and have everything confiscated, and that's about what
woul d happen. "

"They won't bother you," she said, interrupting him

"Ckay, naybe they won't, but | don't want to give themthe chance. And | want to see the country
for nyself all the way back."

The | ook she gave himthen was hard-eyed, but she nodded finally.

"Anot her thing. If you see anything at all that |ooks Iike trouble, slow down, or stop even, and
wake me up."

Very slowy she said, "I have a gun and amunition."

"I know you do. Can you shoot ?"

She nodded. "How did you know?"

"I't figured you would. You're too bright to start a trek like this wi thout one."

They drank their coffee and he went over the nap with her and then crawl ed into the sl eeping bag
and was drifting off before she had the car out on the road. He slept only three hours, and by the
time it was fully daylight, he was seated beside her on the front seat. They were on U S. 91
driving toward Hoover Dam and they were both tense. The desert was very still and reflected back
the gray of the sky with a sullen cheerless light. Signs along the road had announced proudly the
presence of Hoover Damfifty ml|es ahead, then twenty mles, then two mles and turn right. Joan
took her foot fromthe accelerator and the bus slowed gradually, but they both saw a truck and a
huddl e of men under a tarp at the sanme time and before Loudermilch could say, step on it, she hit
the accel erator hard and they drove past the turnoff doing seventy-five mles an hour

"Good girl," Loudermlch said, twisting around to watch behind them Joan grunted and didn't slow
down until they were out of sight of the truck

"What were they up to?"

"They coul d have radi os posted, telling themof traffic approaching. Maybe they're only guarding
the lake. | don't know, but they weren't Armny."

"I know they weren't," she said. "That was a 'fifty-nine Dodge truck. Definitely not Arny." She
grinned at him and the kid was back for a nonent. "This mght be nore exciting than | had
t hought. Why do you suppose they aren't bl ocking the hi ghway?"

"Too risky right now, | guess. There's probably an air patrol still and an arnmy truck blocking the
road woul d stand out. The paint job has it pretty well canouflaged on the side road, |1'd say. W
ni ght have to revise our plans though. Stick to U S. 91 to 89 and we'll see.”

They drove through Mesquite and Santa O ara, and they were both ghost towns with no cars, no
peopl e, nothing but the gray light fromthe sky and bl owing sand. At Santa O ara Loudernilch and
Joan stopped the car and he got out and tried a door or two, but everything was | ocked up tight.
The wi nd nade a faint whistling sound; over the whistle of wind, dry bushes rubbed agai nst houses,
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and a traffic light swng back and forth with a creaki ng noi se.
"Where did they go?" Joan asked in a whisper

The town nade you feel |ike you had to whisper, Loudermlch thought. He notioned for her to start
the car again and they left the town behind them "St. CGeorge is ahead. It's on the Virgin R ver
| guess they went there. W'lIl see.”

Joan nmuttered sonething beneath her breath and he squinted to see what it was naking her go
through her repertoire of forbidden words. A road bl ock

"What now?" she asked, slowi ng down.

"Keep going unless they flag us down. That's a state cop's car, and a couple of notorcycles by the
side. If they want us, they can get us."

They approached warily, and when the car rolled to a stop, Loudernilch found that his hand was on
the butt of the .38 in his pocket.

"Identification," the state trooper said. He was thick, and very hot, fat beads of perspiration
breaking and rolling down his cheeks and off his forehead continually.

Wrdl essly Joan held out her driver's license and he exanined it minutely. He turned to
Louderm | ch. "Yours too."

Louderm | ch pulled out his wallet and handed his cards over. There were two nore of the troopers
keepi ng a short di stance between thensel ves and the bus. One of themcarried a rifle. "Wat's
goi ng on?" he asked.

"Just mnd your business, mister," the trooper reading his license said. He thrust it back across
Joan. He put both hands on the wi ndow and | ooked at Louderm |ch and said, "You listen hard,

m ster, and you do like | say. You tell the lady to drive straight through w thout stopping. Hear
that? Wthout stopping at all. W have radios and we'll be watching you. You just go on through
and you'll be all right." He turned to | eave.

Loudernilch said, "Hey, wait a mnute. We need things. Food, gas. W have ration cards. | have
priority orders. "

The trooper |ooked back at him "I'mtelling you, mister. You stop and you stop for a long tine,
for all the tine in the world." He returned to the car and picked up the radi o nmi ke and began
speaking into it in a tone too |l ow to hear

Joan started the car and they drove slowy fromthe road bl ock, aware of the icy stares of the
troopers following themuntil they were around a curve out of sight. Joan let out a long sigh
then. "WII they let us out of here?"

"I don't know. | suppose they will. Play it by ear."

She drove through the small town slowy, not stopping, and there were nmen on the corners, and at
the other side where the highway strai ghtened once nore there was another cruiser with another
road bl ock. Louderm|ch caught a glinpse of the river as they went through. It |ooked oily and
dark. At the intersection of U S. 91 and 15 there was anot her road bl ock, and yet a fourth one
where they turned onto U S. 89. Joan picked up speed after nmaking the last turn, and she cursed
fluently for a mnute.

"I don't blane them" Loudermlch said. "They probably have a small store of food, and sonme water
and they intend to keep, it. At |east they understand what's happening. That's nore than a | ot of
t hem know. "

"Rotten, lousy crud," she said vehenently. "They couldn't tell if we had water or gas or not. They
didn't care. They probably have | ookouts posted to call back in and pass the word if we do run out
of gas, and they would cone |ike scavengers and pick the pieces.”

"But they'll be here in the spring," Loudernilch said. "They'll survive." He sighed deeply,
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feeling very tired and depressed. "Wen conditions change, only those who adapt to the new set
wi Il survive. The adaptation mght not be pretty to watch. But it's necessary."

Sullenly she said, "I could wite a book on our friends the cops."

They stopped an hour after turning on to U. S. 89, and sheltered by an abandoned shack that had
turned silver-gray and bl ended into the background of gray sand and sky, they built a fire and
started the still. Loudernilch filled the gas tank of the bus with the reserve they carried, and
Joan got out the cans of neat and fruit for dinner, but neither of themwas hungry yet. The skies
had | owered as they noved north, and it | ooked as though it mght rain, or even snow, as they
continued toward the nountai ns.

"Wth both of us driving we'll make five or six hundred mles a day. Wn't take long to get to the
East Coast. Where are you headi ng back there?"

Joan stood up and turned her back w thout answering. She was wearing faded denimpants and a hip

I ength jacket with a hood, and as she stood facing away from hi mshe | ooked very nuch like a tall
slimboy. Only her hair gave her away. He waited for an answer, but she said, "Too bad | never did
get back to ny place and pick up a carton of books that | planned to toss in the bus. Do you
whittle?"

"Sorry," he nurnured.
She turned and grinned briefly at him "How about chess?"
"You have a set?"

"I have a cloth board, and we could use coins. Didn't you ever do that?" At the shake of his head
she squatted beside himand dunped out the contents of a fat change purse. "Pennies for pawns,

ni ckel s for knights, dinmes for bishops, half dollars for rooks, and silver dollars for the king
and queen, one face up the other face down. You mark one side for black, |eave the other clean for
white and you're all set. Ckay?"

She went inside the bus and returned with a pink fingernail polish and proceeded to mark the coins
with a cross. They played for the next hour, Loudermlch tending the fire between noves. The gane
was a draw. Joan cooked on the small fire outside and presently the aroma of coffee in the
chilling air was maddeningly tantilizing. After they had eaten, the fire out, and the distilled
wat er put away, they were ready to travel again. It was dark by then

"1"I'l stop just this side of Denver," Loudermlch said. "It mght be amfully late, so | won't wake
you. I'd like to go through the town early in the norning in daylight. W'Ill have to buy gas, and
we have to replenish our water. You might dig out the second sl eeping bag and have it in a
conveni ent spot where | can find it easily."

Joan nodded. "I put a thernos of coffee on the front seat," she said. "You'll need it later."

He drove through several nore small towns before m dnight, and as before either they were
deserted, or they were heavily guarded by state troopers who sawto it that the bus continued
strai ght through wi thout stopping. At about ten Joan crawled into the back and after a few m nutes
of rustling sounds there was quiet in the bus. The road became nore nopuntai nous and nore crooked.
Once he thought there was a car following themand he watched the rearview mnor al nost as nuch as
the road ahead for thirty miles until the headlights behind themturned off and vani shed. He | et
out a sigh when it was gone. It becane very cold and he had to stop to find a jacket when the
heater proved to be less efficient than the rest of the bus. Joan stirred, and he could tell by
the change in her breathing that she was awake and alert very quickly.

"Just getting a jacket," he said softly. She didn't answer as she feigned sleep, but he knew that
she was aware of his presence in the back of the bus, and he thought she probably had one hand
curled about the gun butt. He returned to the driver's seat and pulled out again and soon he heard
the deep breathing that neant she had gone back to sleep. He stopped again a little | ater and got
out to stretch his legs and shake off the fatigue that was settling in on him He felt junpy with
tiredness. The cold air, and hot black coffee roused hi magain, and when he got back in, he heard
her voice wi thout surprise.
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"Whuld you like for me to drive for a while now?" "No. Another hour and |I'Il be stopping for the
rest of the night

It's okay."

He was smling at the road ahead, glad that she was in the back, glad that she could waken I|ike
that and be coherent, gladder that she could fall asleep again in a mnute. He knew that he

woul dn't have to worry about his own deep sleep habits. Wen he stopped thirty mles from Denver,
he felt his way to the back of the bus and coll apsed into the sleeping bag. At eight-thirty she
woke himup with a gentle shake of his shoulder. She had nade a fire and had breakfast al npst
ready. They ate quickly and then continued into the dry.

Denver was nore |ike Los Angel es and New York than like the small towns dotting the highway. Here
the Arny had taken over the functions of the city, and the people appeared willing to let them It
was very cold that nmorning, but the lines had forned for water, and for the food rations.
Louderni |l ch drove to the arny admnistration building and, |eaving Joan to guard the bus, went
inside to talk briefly to the officer in charge. Wien he canme back out, half an hour later, his
face was bl eak and set in hard |ines.

"What is it?" Joan asked. "Can't we buy gas here?" "Oh, sure. No problemthere. And since we both
have water cards that haven't been punched in weeks, we can fill the tank. Read this."

He pulled a folded four-sheet newspaper fromhis pocket and handed it to her

The headline read: "President Says Water OK By Spring." The story went on to say that boiling the
wat er rendered the POE Jelly harm ess, that by shaking boiled water briskly if the jelly did
settle init, it was potable again. Food distribution had been a problem but the trains and
trucks were running again, so it would ease. The people were not to be al arned. Hoardi ng woul d be
puni shed by confiscation and jailing of the guilty persons.

Joan read it through, now and then reading a passage al oud, but nostly keeping it to herself.
"Hogwash," she said finally. "Do they believe all this?"

"God knows what they believe. | asked the colonel in charge if the people here had been warned
about the neat causing euphoria, and he | ooked bl ank. Also, he seens not to have heard of the
effects of the wheat crop and its destruction. He warned me not to spread any runors in this town
about a scarcity of food or else."

They got their gas and water, and then drove to the office of the Denver News. The editor, Quy
Warren, greeted Loudermlch warmy. He returned to the bus with himand directed themto a private
garage where it would be safe to | eave the bus, and at Joan's insistence, he posted a man to watch
it. Even so Joan was clearly uneasy about leaving it.

"Admi red your columms for a good many years," Warren said as he |l ed them past an enpty news room
to an inner, snmall office. "Here, miss, this is a good chair." He brushed a pile of newspapers to
the floor froma | eather cushioned chair for Joan and indicated a second straight chair to
Loudernil ch. He perched on the coner of his desk, which was piled high with papers and books and
odds and ends until there was no wood showing at all on the top side.

Wien they were all seated he | eaned forward and asked pleadingly, "M. Louderm|ch, what's going
on all over the country? You been to the Coast?"

Loudermlch filled himin with details about New York, then about what he had seen of the

eart hquake and the small towns they had passed through. He tal ked steadily for an hour, and
Warren's eyes never left his face. The editor hardly breathed as he listened. Finally Loudermnilch
said, "And that's the whole picture, as |I've seen it. How about here?"

Warren took a deep breath then and pushed hinsel f away fromthe desk. "The bastards," he said.

"Ch, those no good, |lousy lying bastards. You saw that filthy thing they call a newspaper now? You
read it? That's what |'ve got to print for them Lies fromstart to finish. Censorship |like Russia
or China. You know, | can't help any of that, but, you know, 1'd Iike to do a colum of yours, M.
Louderm | ch. Just one paragraph of the truth, slip it out under their noses, let the people know
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what's going on. I'd like that! By God, 1'd like that. . . ."

"Why?" Joan asked brusquely. "You' ve got a quiet town, no fires, no riots, everything under
control. Wy start trouble. What good would it do to tell themthe world s going to hell right
now?"

Warren had no answer, nor did Loudermlch. They talked a while longer and then |left, and when they
drove fromthe city, they felt a great relief to get away fromit, away fromthe apathetic people
who wat ched their bus with no interest, who lined up quietly for water and food and waited for the
better things in the spring.

Joan drove now and soon they were far out on the plains and the nountains were a dark sil houette
against the gray sky. It started to rain and the road becane slippery; Joan sl owed down.
Everyt hi ng becane coated with a |ayer of PCE Jelly, and now the fields and road were as gray as
the sky they reflected. Beside her on the front seat Loudernmilch fiddled with the radio fromtine
to time, but there was too much static, with sporadic nusic and nore of the pap that was being
read every hour or so under the guise of news. He dozed, but cane awake abruptly feeling Joan's
fingers digging into his arm

"Cops," she said. "I passed them a while back, going the other way. They turned around and are
com ng up behind us."

He | ooked out the rear wi ndow and saw the crui ser closing the gap between themfast. "Okay, slow
down. If they signal you to stop, do, but don't pull off the road."

The cruiser pulled closer and the red light flashed at them He could see the driver wave, and he
muttered to Joan, "Don't turn off the engi ne when you stop."

She sl owed gradually and touched the brake, bringing themto a stop, and the trooper pulled around
the car and stopped in front of it. There were two of them Loudermilch's throat tightened when he
saw them | eave the car and cone toward the bus. "Phonies," he said through tight Iips. He caught
an answering grunt fromthe girl, and he knew she had noticed too. One of the "troopers" was
weari ng boots under his uniform and the other one had trousers that were cotton rather than
regul ati on wool. The one with the boots on was grinning slightly. He went to the w ndow on Joan's
side of the bus while the other man canme around toward Loudermnilch. Louderm|ch unl ocked the door
and rel eased the catch as he rolled down the window, as if in order to talk to the man.

"What is it, Oficer?" Joan asked brightly. "I don't think | was speeding, not on that road as
slippery as it is."

Loudermi |l ch saw, with satisfaction, that her right hand had gone to her pocket. He turned his
attention to the second fake officer, and kept his voice and face as innocent as Joan's when he
asked what the troubl e was.

"You better get out and let nme see your identification," the man said. He sounded | ess assured

than the one on Joan's side. 'Turn off the key, mss.™

"Ch, | can't do that. W have a bad battery. It won't start again. Unless you could give us a
push. " "Yeah, we'll do that."

Joan turned it off. She pushed open the door on her side and Loudernilch stepped out on his side
of the bus. The trooper had a gun | eveled at his stomach. Loudernilch fired through his pocket and
the man fell with a npan. Loudermlch whirled to see Joan hol ding her gun on the second one, who
had backed up several steps and stood with his hands high over his head. He had not pulled his gun
at all.

Louderni |l ch went around the car and took the gun fromits hol ster, then waved the man over to the
other one on the ground. "Drag himover there in the field," he said. "Then sit down beside him
I"mgoing to let the air out of the tires of the cruiser. If | see your ugly head before we get
out of sight, I'll shoot it off." He searched the police car quickly and collected another gun, a
rifle, and four boxes of amunition. He pulled the radio wires | oose and then let the air out of
the tires. He got in behind the wheel of the bus and drove away. Joan had said nothing fromstart
to finish.
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Novenber 7

He drove fast, not liking the uncertain feel of the road in the rain, but unwilling to stay in the
area any |onger than he had to. He had been afraid they would take over the police cars sooner or
later, and they might be in charge of the towns and dries around here. He asked hi nsel f who he
meant, and he knew he nmeant the ones who knew that they couldn't trust the official news any

| onger, the ones who had no place to turn except inward. He conpared themto the dozens of Denver
and he couldn't answer the question of which way was best. Denver probably would die, quietly, a
few people at a tinme, and here it would be swift and violent. So in the end it wouldn't matter

whi ch way.

"I went to Hollywood to be an actress," Joan said suddenly, puncturing his thoughts. "I'mpretty
good, but ny first role was that of an Indian girl, and that's all | was able to get afterwards."

Louderm | ch waited, and presently she went on, "I nade the nmistake of falling in love with ny
agent. Asliny, rotten, two-bit crook. But | loved him W ... got in trouble and got sent up
He's still away. | was in a year and got off for good behavior." She said it in a rush and kept
her eyes straight ahead.

Louderm | ch reached over and patted her armtw ce. She pulled away and said angrily, "Don't
patroni ze ne! And don't forgive ne! | just wanted to tell you. | broke parole to | eave Los
Angel es, and again, worse, | guess, when | left the state. So you're an acconplice."

He chuckl ed, then |aughed harder, and suddenly she was | aughing al so. Neither of them nmentioned it
agai n. She asked, "Was that man back there hurt bad?"

"No, shoul der wound. But | wanted to kill him?"
"Yeah, | know. "

They stopped several hours later, |ong enough to stretch and eat and rel ax two hours before they
swi tched places. Joan grunbl ed about the scenery. "It's the nost god-awful country | ever saw, "
she said. The fields stretched endlessly to the horizon in every direction. The corn had been
harvested and destroyed, and there were no aninmals to be seen. Nothing but the bare fields that

| ooked oily and bl ack under the continuing rain.

The towns didn't change nmuch throughout. Deserted, if they were very small with no water supply of
their own; guarded or apathetic if they were | arger, depending probably on the intelligence |eve
of the man who had the power to enforce his decisions. The smart ones knew it would be a bad

wi nter and that there was no real hope for the follow ng spring; they were guarding jeal ously what
they had. As they got farther east there were nore arny vehicles, nore troops in evidence.

"They' Il gradually spread out and be in charge everywhere," Loudermlch said. At |east where the
Arnmy was, he could count on being able to stop for gas and water for the reserve tank. Even those
i nfrequent tines when the water appeared reasonably fluid, they continued to add it to the reserve
and disrill what they used. Three days later they were on the western end of the Pennsylvani a

Tur npi ke.

"I''"ll take you to the edge of the dty,
t hat ?"

" Joan said, "and drop you there. Can you manage after

"And you? Where are you headi ng next?"

She shrugged briefly and didn't answer. Loudermlch turned to stare out the wi ndow, disappointed.
She had been freer since her confession, had not guarded her secrets quite so closely. He felt
that she had sl amed the door, that she was preparing to take refuge again in the act that she had
pl ayed to perfection in the first days of the trip. He told hinself that he didn't care, but he
wondered why he continued to feel hurt and bitter, and, nost of all, angry with her. It was her
right, he said to hinself. He wasn't her keeper. He had gone nosy after all. But still he felt
hurt, bitter, and angry.
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She touched his armand he turned to | ook at her

She was driving then, and dividing her attention between himand the road as she said slowy, "I
don't have any place to go, don't you understand? | can't go to the city openly. They will demand

identification for ration cards and such, and they mght still have wires open for things |ike
want ed parol e breakers. Probably they won't, but | can't take the risk. I'lIl never go back there
Never."

Louderm |l ch couldn't hide his relief. She stared at hima nonent, then turned her gaze back to the
road, but not before he saw a new expression on her face, a smle that could only be described as
t ender.

They drove quietly, stopped twi ce for road checks by the Arnmy, and once to refuel and take water.
They pulled away fromthe turnpike late in the afternoon, paying little attention to where they
were, looking for a quiet place where they could park and cook their dinner and rest for severa
hours. They played chess with the coins marked with pink crosses, and when Loudermilch started to
drive after dark, Joan sat next to him

"We' Il be there by norning, won't we?" she asked. He nodded. "IIl keep you conpany until then,"
she Said. Later she said, "I wish we could just keep on like this, driving around, with no place
to go, nothing to do."

"We've been |ucky," Loudermilch said. "It wouldn't last nuch longer. Wuldn't have lasted this
Il ong without ny travel papers and priority cards."

"l know that," she said with a trace of the inpatience she showed now and then. "W shes are cheap
enough t hough."

He had forgotten how endl ess the turnpi ke seemed, how endl ess the black forests that narched
across the hills, how few the towns and crossroads in this section of the country. Toward m dni ght
Joan yawned and snuggl ed closer to himand soon her head dropped to his shoul der and he shifted,
hel pi ng her get confortable. He left the turnpike shortly after that and headed north foll ow ng
signs to a state park. Joan roused when he stopped the car

"Where are we?" she whi spered, staring about her
"I"'mnot sure," Loudernilch said. "Of the road in a park."

She had pulled away from his arm on awakening, and now sat stiffly upright, not |looking at him It
was very black under the trees, and very quiet. After a long silence, she said, "So?"

"Thinking. Sorry." Cold was al ready seeping into the bus. "It's going to be a bad winter," he
said. "Do you have noney?"

"Sone. Enough. 1'Il sell the bus."

"Yeah." The silence returned. Neither of them noved until Louderm |l ch gradually becane aware that
Joan was shivering. He put his arm about her shoul ders and pulled her close against him

Her voi ce sounded muffl ed when she spoke next. "You're not to worry, honey. |'ll nmanage. | always
nmanage. "

"I know. Do you have friends in the city?"
"Sure."

She lied. He was certain that it was a lie. Her armnuscle felt hard under his hand. She was a
tough girl, he reninded hinself. And she woul d manage. Sudden anger filled him He said harshly,
"I know hundreds of people who need hel p. Everyone needs help. | did what | said | would do. | got
you East. Wat nore do you want ?"

What sounded suspiciously like a giggle was the only answer. After a nonment he asked, the anger
still thick in his voice, "W was the kid back on the coast who was going to get the car?"
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"My brother," she said.
"Ch, my God. Why didn't you say so?"

"For what? | was selling himdown the river, sending himto Sue and Hal. They woul dn't have |et
himgo again, and | knew that. | wanted to protect him but he's a free agent. He knew their help
was avail able and he already had said no to it. He wanted to ride it out alone. He'll nanage."

"You Sorens are great little nanagers, aren't you?"
"You bet we are, buster.”

Wiy was she laughing at hin? He wished it weren't so dark in the bus, wi shed that he could see her
face. Her shivering had stopped, but the cold was getting worse. They would have to turn on the
nmotor, get noving again. "Damm it, | can't just drop you," he said, frustrated suddenly by all the
alternatives he could see. If he told her that he wanted to take her home, her nocking | augh woul d
deride himfor being a | echerous old nman, or she would stiffen and pull away, refusing to accept
charity. She wouldn't believe himif he tried to tell her that he sinply wanted her near him that
the attraction wasn't sexual--well, not entirely sexual anyway.

"Carl, baby, why don't you say sone of those things that you're mulling over so we can null
t oget her ?"

"It's getting cold in here.™

"I't sure is." She didn't nove however, didn't offer to free his armso he could start the car

"Joan, will you pronmise not to |laugh at ne? And not get angry with nme?"
"But what if you say a funny? Or nmke nme nad?"

"Dam it, Joan, |'m keeping you with ne, and don't argue about it, and don't pull a goddam
Puritan act on ne!"

"Way, M. Loudermlch, |I do declare! You nean you want lil ole me. . . ." She broke it off and
threw her arnms about his neck. "You ape. You baboon. You blind idiot. | thought you weren't going
to say anything at all. A firm handshake and a hearty good-by. | thought that was going to be it.
Carl, didn't you realize that | told you |I loved you days ago? Back on that wet Nebraska hi ghway?
Didn't you even see it?"

She nuzzl ed his neck and her nose was icy. "God," he said, "you're freezing." He reached forward

to turn on the ignition, but she stopped his hand.

"Let's talk it over," she said. There was a lilt in her voice. "I'mafraid you'll find, Carl
Louderm |l ch, that the Puritans never nmade nmuch of a dent in ny tribe."

They talked, in the cold and in the dark, and he told her of his first wife, and how they had
struggl ed, and how he had thought he could never find soneone else to tell his fears to. She
Iistened and ki ssed himnow and then as he talked, until finally it grew very late, and they
crawl ed into the back of the bus and nade | ove on top of the sl eeping bags.

When he woke up at daylight, she was lying quietly in the crook of his arm staring at the roof of
the bus with a faint smle on her face. She turned to |look at him and her face was softer than he
had seen it before.

"You | ook Iike a teen-ager," he said. She nodded. He touched her cheek and she caught his hand and
held it against her face for a noment.

"Funny," she Said. "The world's coming to an end, and we'll all die, and |I'm happier than |'ve
been since | was a kid with dreans that could still cone true. You know, before you | eamthat
they're only dreans?"

"l know." He freed his hand and ran his finger along the ridge of her cheek
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"You should ask why | feel so happy now," she said, |ooking at himdirectly.
"Why do you feel so happy now?" he asked obediently.

"Because you don't want anything fromme, and that lets ne try to give you everything | can
That's nice. | never knew before that it could be nice." He snmiled and started to speak, but she
pl aced her long fingers over his lips. "Wait a mnute. | was thinking, and 1've got to say all of
it before we get on to sonmething else and | forget. The other half of that feeling is that |'ve
got to have sonething to give in return, and all 1've got is nyself. So okay. That's cool. But, I
stay with you only as long as that is enough for what | get. See? If | get to be a problemfor
you, or when things start getting rougher than they are now, or if you have to start sharing not
enough water with ne, then | pull out. No questions, no apol ogies, no explanations. | just nelt
back into the scenery."

Hi s hand tightened on her shoul der and he said, "Don't even think of that. You can't do that, not
now. You know what you've given nme? | was thinking too. You' ve given ne back a future. W aren't
going to die. Not you, not ne."

She sniled at himand said not hi ng.

"I"'mtaking you to the Bahamas, honey. Land of sunshine, blue waters, gentle breezes. . . ." She

| aughed and he settled back down, Sometinme during her little speech he had sat upright wthout
even realizing that he had noved. Now stretched out again next to her, he waited until she stopped
| aughing. "But it's true." He told her about the Donado. "It's a matter of transportation fromthe
city to the islands, and after that, we're honme free."

"Yeah. Why aren't you there now?"

"I"'mnot really sure. | kept telling nyself | had a job to do, but I don't know if | believe it
now. Maybe | didn't care enough.”

"Now you care." She seened to grow tighter. He remenbered her al nost superstitious belief that
only those who didn't give a damm woul d get through, and he knew t hat she was thinking of that
t oo.

"Ckay," she said after a long pause. "So there is a safe spot after all. And gl ass nountains, and
magi ¢ forests, and knights on chargers, and feathers that make you invisible. "

"Joan, stop it! Wiy didn't you go with Sue Munford to her father's place?"

She shrugged. "I didn't want to. Another kind of prison. I didn't believe it would be any
different fromeverywhere else in a fewnonths. | didn't care enough."
“If I can find a way to take you to the Donado, will you go with ne? Even if | have to smuggle you

aboard a plane in a gunny sack disgui sed as phot ographi ¢ equi prrent or somet hi ng?"
"Yeah," she said softly. "I'lIl go with you, Carl, baby. But God help us both." i38

He knew that she believed that her acceptance of a certain death within the next nonths had
shi el ded her from hurt, had brought her a certain invulnerability that she was deliberately
sheddi ng now. One day, he thought, not yet, but one day, he would ask her why. For now it was
enough that she was accepting his terns, his plans, his future.

"Ckay," he said, his voice jubilant as if everything had been settled. "Now, we'll|l get back to the
city, to ny apartment, and raise the Donado and see how they're making out. It's going to take
sonme doing to get fromhere to there, but we'll do it, honey."

"Ri ght now?" she asked in a neek small voice.

He turned to her laughing, and saw the snile that she was trying to keep subnerged. "Well, not
right now," he said.

The Donado rode easily at anchor, hardly nmoving under the cal msky. The sea was still and under
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the glare of the sun, a hard white Ught at nidday, the water |ooked |ike glass. Sam Brooks haul ed
in a nmxed catch, hand over hand very slowly, but even so when he | eaned over the gunwale to draw
up the trap after it cleared the water, he felt dizzi ness sweep over him and he cl osed his eyes,
clinging to the rail with one hand, to the trap with the other. He had worked only one hour, and
already he was feeling it. He finished bringing the trap aboard with his eyes closed, and it felt
as though the boat were pitching violently beneath his feet. A tub of water was at his side ready
for the new catch. He let the trap slide into it and sat down waiting for the vertigo to pass.
When his head had cl eared, he scooped several of the small fish into a plastic box and took them
below to the gall ey where he proceeded to kill them and di ssect them He had a sergeant ngjor and
two butterfly fish, all under six inches. The butterfly fish continued to purse their prissy

mout hs after he had killed them and he closed his eyes again until that novenent al so stopped. It
was getting worse every day; the dizzy spells came quicker and | asted | onger and while his

not ebook swelled with data, there were no conclusions in it yet. He opened his eyes cautiously,
then continued with his work.

In the cabin Gail heard his novenents and felt herself stiffen. She rel axed again and gl anced at
Hugh, but he was still sleeping peacefully. She studied himand could find no trace of the fatigue
that had lined Samis face and was nmaki ng her want to snap at every irritation. She wi shed that Sam
woul d go back to bed and nap, as he was supposed to do, and she knew that he wouldn't. He was
driven too furiously to take tine out for sleeping. Again she | ooked at Hugh and she hoped that he
woul dn't wake up and have another fight with Sam when he | earned that the scientist had again

di sobeyed orders.

Novenber 14

The Donado rode easily at anchor, hardly nmoving under the cal msky. The sea was still and under
the glare of the sun, a hard white light at mdday, the water |ooked |ike glass. Sam Brooks haul ed
in a mxed catch, hand over hand very slowly, but even so when he | eaned over the gunwale to draw
up the trap after it cleared the water, he felt dizzi ness sweep over him and he cl osed his eyes,
clinging to the rail with one hand, to the trap with the other. He had worked only one hour, and
already he was feeling it. He finished bringing the trap aboard with his eyes closed, and it felt
as though the boat were pitching violently beneath his feet. A tub of water was at his side ready
for the new catch. He let the trap slide into it and sat down waiting for the vertigo to pass.
When his head had cl eared, he scooped several of the small fish into a plastic box and took them
below to the gall ey where he proceeded to kill them and di ssect them He had a sergeant ngjor and
two butterHy fish, all under six inches. The butterfly fish continued to purse their prissy nouths
after he had killed them and he closed his eyes again until that novenent also stopped. It was
getting worse every day; the dizzy spells canme qui cker and | asted | onger and while his notebook
swelled with data, there were no conclusions in it yet. He opened his eyes cautiously, then
continued with his work.

In the cabin Gail heard his novenents and felt herself stiffen. She rel axed again and gl anced at
Hugh, but he was still sleeping peacefully. She studied himand could find no trace of the fatigue
that had lined Samis face and was maki ng her want to snap at every irritation. She wi shed that Sam
woul d go back to bed and nap, as he was supposed to do, and she knew that he wouldn't. He was
driven too furiously to take tinme out for sleeping. Again she | ooked at Hugh, and she hoped that
he woul dn't wake up and have another fight with Sam when he | earned that the scientist had again

di sobeyed orders.

Hugh shoul dn't have ordered Samto rest, she thought. That had been a tactical error, one which
Sam coul d not forgive

Hugh treated Samlike a child, she thought, staring at the ceiling, and that was a nistake, too.
The ceiling of rubbed and gl eam ng mahogany was suddenly too close to her face; she felt stifled
by it, by the smallness of the cabin she shared with Hugh. Everything was too close; she could
reach out and touch the walls, the ceiling, the port. She felt that she had to have nore room
had to be able to stretch w thout touching anything. She |lay w thout noving and fought off the
sense of claustrophobia that came over her; she closed her eyes, but with themclosed a new
feeling was there, that of notion, and she knew the notion was in her imagination only, that the
boat was unnovi ng on the cal m ocean
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She | ooked agai n at Hugh, wi shing desperately then that he would wake up and take her in his arns.
Just that, take her in his arnms and hold her close until the panicky feeling left. He didn't stir
She bit her lip and heard again the sounds Sam was naking in the galley. They were soft sounds,

not at all obtrusive, the sound of his microscope sliding across the counter top, a click of a
slide against the stainless steel sink, the muffled sound of a stool being dragged across the
floor. Wiy don't you go back to bed? She cl osed her eyes and, wi shing she could sink again into
the dream ess sleep fromwhich she had roused, she found herself maki ng excuses for Hugh. He knew
it was pointless to drive oneself like that, that in the end nore could be acconplished by those
who rested nethodically and regularly, but how could he sinply sleep when there was so nuch to do?
How coul d he shrug off everything and drift off like that? Wiy didn't he care nore?

She realized that she had grown tense again, and reluctantly she started to ease herself fromthe
bed. She would be certain to wake Hugh if she stayed there, and she knew that she was in no nood
to face himat that moment. She could tell herself that logically he was right; reason was on his
side. Enpotionally she knew she couldn't accept it. Sam was working hinmself to death and Hugh was
taking life easy, and she couldn't stand being in the m ddle.

It wasn't fair that she should feel guilty about Hugh, any nore than she should feel apologetic
about Sam Ruefully she thought that if only they could start over at the beginning and divide the
ener gy between them equally, then everything would be all right. Sam was being stupid and he was
wrong and in the end he would be sorry, but he couldn't stop. He cared too nmuch. He night cone up
with sonmething that would nmake it worthwhile. The image of his haggard face plagued her and she
felt guilty about Hugh's |aziness, and her own indecision and weakness that | et her be swayed by
Hugh whenever the subject of work cane out in the open. At those times she could only agree with
him but now, alone, knowi ng that Sam was at work, that Hugh was sl eeping, she lost the resolve
that he instilled in her, and the reason and | ogic that he used seened nerely excuses to condone
his own | ack of concern.

She dressed very quietly, carrying her sandals to be put on after she had left the cabin. At the
door she turned one nore tinme, and this tinme her eyes fastened on the bl own-up picture that was
Hugh's favorite of all he had taken. It was a swarmof flying fish, lovely ten- to twelve-inch
creatures caught after they had left the water, with droplets still shining on their diaphanous

wi ngs and sl ender bodi es. They were sil houetted against a full noon, snapped from bel ow, and the
canmera had caught nobon bows by the hundreds where the |ight cane through the rigid transparencies
of their wings. Aone in a mllion shot, probably never to be repeated, perhaps never even to be
seen again by any man. She felt a catch in her throat then, and she knew t hat he was doing

somet hing that was al so inportant, knew that he wasn't nerely the playboy that the world thought
himto be, knew he was nmaki ng a graphic record of the sea and its creatures. He worked hard at it,
and if his work was also his play, that couldn't be so wong. He was fortunate in that he loved it
so. It was inportant. She heard a slide drop and break, and she stunbled fromthe cabin. Once it
had been inportant, not now Maybe never again

Sam was | eani ng over the sink and she thought at first that he was sick, but he turned to | ook at
her, and there was a crooked snmile on his face. It was a bitter smle that held no nmirth.

"Phase three, or is it thirteen? O even nore? The fish are dying again now. Not just the little
ones, but the four-inch ones, and bigger. They are stiffening and dying. Lack of oxygen in the
water, | think. I'mnot sure."

She noved to his side to look into the sink. A nine-inch pork fish swam sluggishly in a snal
pl astic bow there. She |ooked fromit to Sam

"In ny catch this norning | got seven live ones, as alive as this fellowis, and nine that were
dead either when caught, or shortly afterward. No signs of anything on them just dead."

"What are you going to do? Can you run tests to find out what is killing then®"

He shrugged. "I don't know. | have dissected three so far, and haven't learned a thing. | suspect
a |l ack of oxygen, but nothing definitive to prove it yet."

"Can | do sormet hi ng?"
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He | ooked at her quickly, then involuntarily his gaze swng to the door of the cabin. "You'd
better rest," he said, not |ooking at her again.

"I'"ve had enough rest. | have to be doing sonething. Surely you can understand that, even if" She
stopped, hearing the strident note that had cone into her voice. Very quietly she said, "I want to
hel p you, Sam Tell me what | can do."

Samfelt a lurch in his heartbeat and he turned to her, but she was staring at the unnatura

novenents of the pork fish. He didn't dare release his hold on the edge of the sink; he knew his

hands mi ght be trenbling. He had to say sonmething to her, he knew, but he could only think how

| ovely she | ooked frowning at the fish, unaware of herself at the nmonent. Finally he said, "I am

going down to bring up sone water frombelow forty feet. I want to see if the fish revive at all

how fast, how nmuch, if there is a change in their blood if they are returned to normal water.
There's so nmuch we don't know. "

She hesitated only a nonent, then said, "All right. I'll get ready.'
caught her arm

She turned to | eave, but he

"You can't go down with me. I'Il just go straight down and come back up as soon as | have the bags
filled. I"ll want you to pull themto the surface. Don't try to take them aboard, just pull them
up. Okay?"

"You can't go down al one. You know the rule.

"Gail, forget the rules he's nade for a while, will you? Don't you see that the tine has cone to
start breaking some of the rules! Damm it, the world is dying, and you and Hugh thi nk about
rules." His anger flared hotter faster than he could control, and he was breathing fast and hard
suddenly. Gail pulled her armloose and took a step backward. Sam caught his breath in a deep
gul pi ng i nhal ati on.

"I"'msorry," he said. He turned and headed toward the deck and slowy she foll owed.

He had prepared a line with deflated five-gallon bags on the end of it, along with a weight. "I1"'1lI
fill themdown there," he said, "and attach themto separate lines. Wen | give it a tug, just
haul it up, slow and easy. | don't think you'll have any trouble pulling it to the surface, but if
you do feel tired, just quit, secure the line where it is and stop. Understand?"

She nodded and watched as he strapped on the tank and adjusted the air nozzle. They both knew t hat
it was al nost inpossible to swimthrough the heavy water at the surface with any bul ky object. He
went over the side and hit the water with a phl opp sound rather than a splash. Wen the sea was as
calmas it now was the water was Wrse; it would be thinner when the wind started agai n and waves
churned the surface. She could see himgoing downward, and she w shed that he could learn to rel ax
in the water. He al ways | ooked so awkward. She was standing in the sun, and while she was glad to
have sunlight after a wet and cloudy fall, the sun at m dday was too fierce. She shaded her face
with her hand, and kept her gaze on the water bel ow her, not wanting to see the oiled ocean that
surrounded them She could no |onger see Sam Presently she felt the tug on the first line and she
started to draw it in. Wthin seconds she was breathing hard and a wave of faintness passed over
her. She stopped to rest and bowed her head under the hot sun. Wen she raised it and scanned the
ocean, it had cone to life, undulating in a back and forth notion that nmade her clutch the rai

for support. She shut her eyes quickly and the notion ceased. She began to pull on the |line again,
keepi ng her eyes cl osed.

"God damm it! What the hell are you doi ng?" Hugh caught her roughly and pulled her back fromthe
rail, and she let the line slip through her fingers. She had no strength in her fingers suddenly;
they felt nunb and tingly. She sagged agai nst Hugh and al nost fell before she found strength in
her | egs again. The giddiness left alnost as quickly as it had struck and she straightened and
supported hersel f.

"Are you all right now?" Hugh asked, his voice rough with worry and anger.
"OfF course. You nearly scared ne right over the side, though."

"That's not what's wong with you. You let that bastard talk you into this? Are you going as crazy
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as he is! Just what do you two think you' re doing?"

"At least we're trying to do sonething! We're not willing to sleep our |ives away and hope things
are better tonmorrow. | had to help him Hugh. | had to try. | was all right until you grabbed ne
and frightened ne |ike that."

Hugh turned fromher angrily and went to the side to | ook down. Sam was surfacing then and Hugh
reached out and hel ped hi m back aboard. As soon as Sam had his nask off, before he could catch his
breath, Hugh said, "If you involve her again, I'Il put you ashore at the first island we reach. Do
you understand that? | don't care if you kill yourself, but |leave her out of it!" Gail ran to him
and yanked on his arm

"Hugh, stop that! He didn't involve ne. | wanted to help. |I asked himif | could help."

Sam st ood hel pl essly | eani ng agai nst the bul wark, sucking in agonizing breaths of air. His |lips
were blue and his face very pal e and waxy-1ooking. Gail |ooked fromhimto Hugh and cried, "He's
going to pass out. Do sonething, Hugh!"

Wth another nuttered curse, Hugh half dragged, half carried Saminside and down the stairs to the
galley and through it to Samis bunk. He got the diving gear off himand rubbed himdown with a
towel, then covered himand returned to Gail in the galley.

"He'll be okay. He has to rest an hour so so." Gail's gaze left himto fix on the door to Sam s
room Hugh turned to see himswaying in the doorway.

"What happened?" Sam asked in a croaking voice. "The |line dropped. ... | thought sonething
happened to you. . . . Cone up too fast. "

"For God's sake!" Hugh yelled, "get back to bed and stay there, or I'Il tie you there!"

I nstead, Sam cane into the galley unsteadily and sat on a stool. "It's passing now," he said, and
his voice was firner. "I'Il lie down in a mnute. What's eating you?"

"You God dammed woul d-be nmartyr! Look at the three of us. Gail left in the hot sun to pull a

wei ght through that heavy water. She nearly went over the side. You nearly collapsed just now with

cyanosis." He drew a deep breath, and was aware that he was exerting hinself nore in anger than he
had done for weeks in work. H's fury mounted. "I don't want to have to haul either of you around
again. | don't want the three of us to fall into a heap from exhausti on and be too weak to get up
again. | won't have you countermandi ng nmy orders aboard ny boat. Do you understand what |'m

sayi ng?"

Sam was staring at Gail with an agoni zed expression. "I didn't realize . " he started to say,
then stopped in the nmiddle of it and | ooked down. "I didn't think about ... | forgot how hard it
would be. ... Are you all right, Gil?"

She nodded, feeling sick with disgust for him for Hugh, for herself. Fighting |like savages,
scream ng at each other, anger flaring out of control over trivia. . . . "It was the hot sun," she
said faintly. "I. . .I'mfine."

She couldn't look at either of them Aimessly she started to make coffee and there was Sam s pork
fish, dead now, floating in the dish. Wth a cry she turned and fled back to the cabin to throw
hersel f down on the bed. Wen Hugh cane in a few mnutes |ater, she pretended to be asleep, and he
|l eft quietly. She heard their voices raised in argunent later, and then silence, and finally the
sound of the notors and the feel of notion told her that they were headi ng back to Coral Harbor
Wearily she pushed herself fromthe bed and straightened her clothes. She went to the deck and
asked Hugh if he needed help. He stared ahead and said, "No," curtly. She turned back toward the

gal | ey.
"I's Samall right? Did he get his water up?"
"l got his damm water aboard. And yes, the brave little scientist is fine. Fine and dandy."

"Way are we going now? | thought we were staying out here until the end of the week."
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"Ask Sam Brooks." He cursed suddenly and turned the wheel hard. The thickened water was carving
new channel s, nmaki ng navigation difficult. She knew she shouldn't distract himthen, so she
returned to the galley and found Sam gat hering his equi pnent.

"What happened with you and Hugh?" she asked.
"Nothing. I'mquitting this phase. W' ve collected enough specinens."
"That's not true. Sam |ook at me! Wy are you | eavi ng now?"

H s face was off color, his lips tinged with blue still, his cheeks a gray-tan that was |i ke bad
technicolor. He turned fromher and snatched a box of test tubes fromthe counter and put them
inside a kit.

Gail knew that he couldn't tell her, or let hinself even think the words, and she started to pass
himon her way to the tiny cabin that she shared w th Hugh

"I love you,'
st at enent .

Sam sai d suddenly, the words all at once, nore like a single word than like a

She stopped, not |ooking at him wi shing he had said nothing, w shing himgone for good from her
life.

"You and Hugh can cone back out to sea after you drop ne," he said to her back. "Loudermilch wll
join you eventually and the three of you will be fine until all this is over one way or another
I"1l do ny work back on the islands. It'll be better all around. '

"You know the real work is out here. You've said so a thousand tinmes."

"Al'l right! But this John-|oves-Mary-|oves-George situation isn't working out. That's all." She
started to nove again and he said pleadingly, "Gail, at least try to understand me now, will you?
| had to tell you before | left. | won't see you again. W both know that, but | couldn't just

| eave and say nothing to you."

She didn't know if he was finished or not, she had to | eave, not hear any nore. She went inside
the cabin and | eaned agai nst the door with her eyes closed for a long tine. What would happen to
the work? Was anyone el se doing anything so inportant as Hugh and Sanf? From Loudermilch's reports
they got the inpression that the answer was no.

If she left, pleading with both of themto continue, promsing to conme back in a few nonths.

They did nake a great team each supplying what the other |acked. Neither of them working al one
coul d hope to acconplish anything, and no one el se was doi ng anyt hi ng of conparable worth. She
found small confort in the thought, and touched her cheeks when tears wet them She detested
crying now. Even the tears were a remnder that the world was coming to an end. She wi ped her
fingers viciously, and then rubbed her eyes and cheeks dry. She couldn't wite the note yet. Maybe
| ater. She noved about the cabin, touching things lightly: his file of photographs, his books, the
burni shed netal of the porthole, the satiny door pulls on the |ockers.

She tried again to wite the note, and this time succeeded, but only in saying that she couldn't
stand being at sea any |longer, that she had to have | and under her feet. "For ny sake, and the
others who are depending on people like the two of you, please try to find the answers. Pl ease.

" She put her head down on her armand wept again, this tinme in frustration and anger at Sam
Brooks for fordng this decision. If only he had kept his nmouth cl osed, she thought wearily, had
not said what she had al ready known, had not been the fool who needed her understandi ng when he
already had it. She did understand the reasoning behind his declaration. He had been afraid that
he m ght change his mnd again, remain and continue the relationship that was tornent to him Wth
the words out, he had sighed his decision, had nade it irrevocable. She read the note again and
then put it under Hugh's pillow.

She | ooked inside her purse and counted the noney there, and found to her surprise that she had
five hundred seventeen dollars. She didn't know when or where she had got it, but it was
uni nportant. Thank God, she found herself thinking with vehenence, neither of themreally cared
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about money. Hugh was weal thy, she knew, but it never had been inportant. And her husband had |eft
money in her bank account when they had called it quits. She thought about her husband and was
relieved that she couldn't call up his face even. A nane, that was all he was to her. At one tine
she had thought he was the reason Hugh never proposed nmarriage. She had obtained a divorce only
after going with Hugh, but even after it was final, this relationship hadn't changed. It hadn't
mattered then, and now she was glad it was as it was.

What woul d she tell her parents? Only when she phrased that question did she understand that she
was planning to go hone. They needed her now, and it felt good to be needed, and to know t here was
sonet hi ng she coul d do about the need. She could protect them She understood what was happening
and how to cope with the strange water and food; she would take care of themnow, and there would
be peace again. She yearned for peace with an ache that was all pervasive.

When they neared Coral Harbor, she returned to deck and hel ped bring in the Donado, and everything
she saw, she exami ned with new eyes. Seeing things for the last tinme was alnost the same as it had
been seeing themfor the first tinme. But the differences were stark. The gaiety of the Bahani ans
was gone, the flashing snmiles of spontaneous warnth and good hunor, the ninble graceful ness of
their novenents, the poorly concealed mrth at their own and others' antics. Now there were only
heavy-footed notions on the docks, and fatigue sagged the shoul ders of the nen who continued to
work there

Gai | stood on deck and watched Sam and a dock hand unl oad his gear and take it to the waiting car
When it was done, Samturned to cone back, saw Gail standi ng watching, and instead of returning,
he nerely waved good-by. Hugh asked her if she wanted to go into town with him and that was
strange. Al ways before he had assuned that she wanted to go with him and al ways before she had.
She shook her head and he was relieved.

"I't's just as well," he said. "I don't know how things are in town, but | suspect that they're not
good. I'll get what | can now and be back in time for dinner. Don't cook anything. If there's any
place to go, we'll have dinner out. Oherwise, I'll cook tonight. Okay?"

She sniled slightly at himand said, "Ckay." He continued to | ook at her for another ninute, and
there was a puzzled ook in his eyes. He brushed her lips lightly with a kiss and was gone.

Gail waited until he was out of sight, then picked up her bag and she, also, |eft the Donado. She
went to the clubhouse, asked about a boat to the nmainland, and was told that the Gsl ander was at
dock and woul d | eave that evening, docking at Mam . She had to wait an hour for a cab, and she
spent the time staring out the wi ndow at the boats at dock and the intensely blue water beyond

t hem

When she boarded the Gsl ander, she went i mediately to her cabin, which she had to share with
anot her wonman who had not yet put in her appearance, and she remmined there until they were com ng
into Mam .

It was m dnight when they docked, but the streets were thronging with people. She had forgotten
such crowds existed al nost. No one noved fast, but they were a solid mass, and it was inpossible
to get through them she could only nove with the peopl e-wave. There were few cars on the streets.
Where was everyone goi ng? What were they doing here at the docks? The docks thensel ves had a
tenporary | ook, and she realized that they had all been hastily rebuilt after the numerous storns
that had swept the coast. The air snelled bad, of rot and decay and filth, and a warehouse

snol dered froma recent fire. She was pushed along, fighting to get to the edge of the crowd, and
only very slowy making her way through. Someone grabbed her suitcase and tugged, but reflex

ti ghtened her grip and she yanked it away. It was a snall boy, no nore than ten. He | ooked at her
with very |large dark eyes, and she shuddered under his stare. He reninded her of pictures she had
seen of children from concentration canps, or refugees fromone or another of the wars that had
raged all her life. The hopel ess eyes of a child who knows he won't grow i nto manhood. Then she
saw the destination: an aircraft carrier. There were lines that were al nost form ess straggling up
a metal walk onto the carrier, through a food or water |ine, and back out on a second wal k. She
shivered again, and tried harder to get free of the crowds. She understood the masses then, and
the reasons for the carrier being the supply depot. In other places when the food or water was
exhausted, the people storned the arnories, or the schools, or whatever the source had been
unbel i eving and angry, only to find that there actually was no nore. Here the carrier would put to
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sea when the supplies were gone. She | ooked at the people then and saw repeated countless tines
t he hopel essness of the boy; they were dirty and noi some and hungry, and they were without hope.

She struggl ed harder, suddenly very afraid, feeling hysteria rising in her throat, and she knew
that she was using too nuch energy but she couldn't stop. She had to get out of the jam had to
get away fromthe people surging toward the carrier. She was pushing blindly now, and someone
stunbl ed near her. She didn't turn to see if she had knocked the woman down or not. She was
running then, free of the crowd, and she reeled and collided with a building. She was knocked to
her knees and she knelt there weeping violently.

"You have any dough, sister?" A rough hand haul ed her backward and she was staring into the face
of a dark-skinned man in his fifties probably. He | ooked her over carefully and nodded. "I been
wat chi ng you. You got dough, right?" He spoke with an accent, one of the refugees from Cuba

per haps.

"Not in the suitcase,"” she said after a nonment. If he had wanted to rob her, he could have done
that al ready. She had been completely hel pless for several minutes. He could have had her purse
and the suitcase by now.

"Yeah, that's what | nean. Dough, in the bank. | take care of you. Okay?"
She nodded mutely. "Can you get nme to a hotel ?"

"Yes, you pay, nuch. Ckay?"

Agai n she nodded. "How nuch?"

He shrugged. "How nuch your life worth to you? You can't get a block fromhere alone. No cabs.
They wait in the side streets, take water, food, everything."

The next hour was a nightmare. The nman had propelled her through the crowds with a firm hand
digging into her arm brutally shoving aside those who noved too slowy. There was a small car
that had three other people inside it already, and they had to wait for himto nake one nore foray
into the masses of people before they could get started. He left a boy in charge while he was
gone, and the boy, possibly sixteen, had hard eyes. He never took his narrowed gaze fromthe
peopl e beyond the all eyway where the car was parked. One hand renmined in his jacket throughout.
Finally two nore people were herded into the car, and they were sitting on each other by then. The
ol der man got in; the boy clung to the open w ndow frane, swi nging on the outside, and they
maneuvered their way through the nasses and turned away firomthe docks finally.

The smal|l car nade two stops before they got to a hotel where the driver took Gail. He waited
until she had a room secured and paid for one week, then collected his hundred doll ars.

"l cone again, tonorrow, next day. You need water, food. Okay?"

She shrugged tiredly, and he left her. The hotel was dark except for candl es on the registration
desk. A clerk was on duty, an old man of seventy who | ooked at her vacantly after handing her the
key to her room It was 716.

"Where are the el evators?" she asked. She felt that she might fall over if she didn't get to bed
soon and stay there for a long time. She was filthy and snelled of the dock and snoke and the
grinme of dirty people pressing against her.

"No el evators, mss. No electricity. Steps through there." The clerk notioned with his thunb.

She stared at him There had been lights on the dock; although the city had been dark, she had

assumed it was because of the hour. It was alnost four then. "I can't clinmb seven flights," she
said finally when the old nan continued to stare at her. "Do you have anything on the first, or
second fl oor?"

"Coupl e of vacancies, miss, but it'll cost you nore."

"How nuch nore?"
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"Seventh floor, twenty-five per day. Fifth floor, fifty per day. Third floor, seventy-five per
day. Second floor, a hundred per day. First floor, a hundred and fifty per day." He recited it in
a sing song rhythm as if he had been through it nmany times.

Gail swayed and | et the high desk support her until the nmoment passed. "I paid you a hundred and
seventy-five dollars for a week. G ve ne a second-floor room Tonorrow |I'll decide what 1'll do."

He took back the key and handed her a different one. Two-el even. "Check-out tinme, eleven AM," he
sai d.

Gail found the roomwith the help of a flashlight that was two dollars extra. It was a child' s toy
flashlight, worth a quarter at the nost. She felt |ike sobbing agai n when she opened her door and
saw the room The bat hroom door was padl ocked. No water in the hotel. She | ocked the door, and

wi t hout undressing fell across the bed; then she wept, and fell asleep finally when the sky was

I i ght eni ng.

It was afternoon before she went outside again. She was faint with hunger, and felt that she was
feverish with thirst. She went into the first restaurant she saw, and was bl ocked by a cashier who
dermanded to see her ration cards first before she could be seated.

"Anot her one," the fat blonde said in disgust. "Qut, lady. Bring your cards back with you."

"l don't have any. Wat cards?"
"You ki ddi ng?" The fat cashier |ooked her up and down, then bellowed, "MIt! Cone 'ere!"

MIt was in shirt sleeves rolled up to his biceps. Hs arnms were hairy and thick. Gl didn't even
notice his face. She felt curiously |ightheaded and al nbst uncaring. She stared at his arnms and
listened to their conversation disinterestedly.

"She ain't got no cards, MIt. Look at her. Ready to pass out."
"You want | shoul d doctor her, or something?"
"I want you shoul d give her sonme coffee and a piece of toast, and | guess a drink of water."

"I'f you will tell ne what kind of cards | need and where | can get them I'll |eave you and do it.
I really did not know. " She could hear herself speaking very carefully, and she was remn nded
of speech class when she had been five, when she had been required to pronounce each syllable
clearly, as if alone. She felt herself being caught before she knew she was swayi ng, and then she
was seated and soneone was hol ding water to her lips. She drank it thirstily. It was thick and
tasted vile, but it revived her. MIt brought not only coffee then, but toast and jelly and an
orange. They had taken her to the office of the restaurant. She finished eating and | ooked at Mt
and the bl onde who had been in and out of the office several tines since hel ping get her there.

"Why did you help me? You nust have ot her people collapse on your doorstep now. "

"Lady," MIt said, "you got a hell of a day before you. | couldn't send you to the radon board

| ooki ng the way you | ooked and if you don't get themcards, you'll be worse tonmorrow. " He

shrugged, then said angrily, "And besides that, Doll here won't live with me if | don't give three-
four meals out a day."

Gail smiled at Doll. 'Thank you," she said. "It's not nobney. | can pay for it.

Dol I nodded. "I know that. But without the ration cards, the noney is so nuch paper unl ess you got
connections. Maybe you got connections?" Her face brightened nmonmentarily until Gail shook her
head. "Ch, well. Now where you go is the City Hall Building, see. And you'll have a long line to
wait in. They're open until dark, about eight now, | guess. Maybe a little sooner than that they

| eave. "

They directed her to the street where there would be a bus, sooner or |ater, and gave her
directions for finding the City Hall Building. She left them and wal ked down the street very
slowy. She was in line for five hours, and at the end of it she was given her cards, but only
after a long, bitter harangue about not having entry papers properly nade out. She could find no
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open restaurant then, and she returned to her roomvery hungry and thirsty. There had been water
available in the hotel dining room but again it had been thick and evil-tasting, and she had
swal | owed only a mouthful or two. Very carefully she had carried the rest to her roomwth her
knowi ng that the tinme would cone when even it would ook inviting. The electricity was on unti
ten that night, and she sat at her window listening to the radio and staring at the city,
wonderi ng what she was going to do. She realized that she would not be able to | eave Mani. There
was transportation, of a sort, but the lines were such that it would be nonths before she could
get a reservation on anything, and within weeks what little transportation there was woul d have
broken down. So she, and thousands of others in transit to somewhere else, would remain in Mam,
and do what? Starve?

Then over the radio she listened to the |atest report on the Dancers;

In front of the Wite House a group of about two hundred people, all with long hair curled at the
ends, weaved in an elongated circle on the sidewal k. They hopped fromone foot to the other as
they went down the sidewal k and then back again. They had been at it for twenty mnutes, and sone
of them were beginning to wobble on their feet. At the center of the circle stood a sign with

| arge block letters, "LESS TALK MORE WATER. "

A group of onl ookers gathered and the catcalls started, "C non, fall over." "Go honme, kooks."
"Haven't you anything better to do?" "Filthy Commies."

An anbul ance pulled up to the sidewal k, and then another, and the onl ookers jeered and yelled at
the driver to take it away. Another anbul ance arrived, and another. Then the first Dancer fel
unconsci ous, and the onl ookers cheered.

An attendant went to her. It was a mddl e-aged woman. He felt her pulse and waved for a stretcher
They put her in an anbul ance and waited. Soon the Dancers began to fall rapidly. One after another

the attendants checked them and put themin anbul ances until they were full, then they used arny
trucks.
An attendant bent over a young nan, one of the last to fall; then he straightened and called to a

driver, "Hey, Frank. Leave this one for a while. He's dead." And a cheer went up fromthe

onl ookers, followed by handcl appi ng. There was al ways at | east one anong the Dancers who

m scal cul ated the extent of his anoxia at one of their Dances, and he died instead of nerely

| apsi ng i nto unconsci ousness. Yet the frequent deaths nade the ritual seem nore gl anorous, and
some of the Dancers found it a convenient way to conmt suicide. The | ast person on his feet was
an eight-year-old boy. He stood panting, |ooking down at the unconsci ous body of his nother, and
then he began to cry. Two arny nen put himin a truck with his nmother, along with an attendant who
had al so passed out. Gail turned the radio off.

The next day she would have to go to the bank and wi t hdraw noney. No one woul d take a check. The
hot el manager had refused coldly, and had rem nded her that rent was due in advance. So she woul d
go to the bank and w t hdraw nmoney and deci de then what to do. She went to bed when the |ights went
out, but sleep was a long tine com ng. She was too hungry to fall asleep. Wien she did doze, she
dreaned vividly, of Hugh and the Donado and the |ovely sparkling water they had swumthrough in
and around the reefs. She dreamed of succulent |obsters sizzling with butter, and bubbling w nes,
and nost of all, clear, fresh water.

She was weaker when she woke up. It was with great effort that she dressed and returned to the
street to search for a restaurant that was open. Not many people were in the restaurants, and when
she saw the prices, she understood. Breakfast cost her $12.95. She had one egg, coffee, toast, and
water. She went fromthere to the bank, and |l earned that there was a governnent freeze on assets,
and that she could withdraw only five hundred dollars a nmonth, unless she was running a business.

The manager tal ked on at some |lengths, but she didn't hear him The little man who had saved
her at the dock. He woul d be back. He would be able to find a cheaper place for her to live, a

place with a stove so that she could cook her neals. Maybe a job. . . . She heard the manager of
t he bank bi ddi ng her good-by, and her own voice agreeing to return the follow ng day to coll ect
the five hundred dollars. The little man would want it all, she thought. It would cost her that

much just to get a roomlocated and get to it. She knew that she had less than fifty dollars in
her purse then.
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Later she stood in the food line and the water line, and she returned to her room carrying her
dinner with her: a slice of hard bread, a piece of neat that she couldn't identify, and a smal
spoonful of cooked, dried beans. The next nmorning the weather had turned cool er, and the sun was
again behind the famliar clouds. She shivered as she checked out of her roomand turned in the
key. She would have to buy a coat, or a sweater, at least, and she couldn't afford it until after
she had found a room She waited, shivering, in the food line. She was very hungry, and she
wondered if her face had already acquired the | ook of hopel essness that was on the other faces al
about her. No one talked rmuch in the lines; they were all too tired all the time for talk. There
was a rare scuffle when sonmeone tried to break into the Iine, but even the brawls were

hal fhearted. She ate her ration, as did nost of the other people, before getting out of the
bui l di ng. They had received only bread and coffee that nom ng. There was an announcenent posted:
certain stores that were hsted would be open that afternoon fromtwo until six. It detailed what
kind of ration cards would be needed in order to buy goods. Gail |ooked at the sign blankly. She
woul d have to return to the line at Gty Hall for the proper ration cards. She had none of them
Why hadn't the stupid wonman given her all she would need the first time through? She coul d have
cried over it, but instead she started to walk toward the bank

She was very cold, and her suitcase with her nmeager wardrobe becane a weight that pulled and
pul l ed on her shoul der. Her back ached with fatigue and there was a steady throbbing in her head
that increased then receded regularly.

She heard a car horn and turned to see the man fromthe docks. He was grinning at her. "Want a
ride, |ady?"

She went to the car. "Can you get me a roomwith a stove in it? Cheap?"
"Lady, what's cheap? | can find such a room maybe. Cheap?" He shrugged.
"How much?"

"Coupl e hundred, maybe. Roon®? Ei ghty a week, maybe?"

She bit her lip hard, and finally nodded. "First | have to go to the bank. WII| you give ne a ride
t her e?"

"G ve, lady?" He grinned wi der. "Which bank?"

She told himand he said that since he was going in that direction he would take her. Ten bucks.
She got in after handing the noney to him

At the bank she was counting the bills when she heard her nane called and whirled about to see
Hugh. She dropped the noney and the nan fromthe dock scranbled to pick it up for her. She clung
to Hugh for a nonment, then pushed herself back to stare at him

"How did you get here? How did you find ne? Wiere is the Donado?"

"Later, honey. Later. Let's get out of here." He reached for the man with her noney. The nan
handed it back to Gail along with a griny card. Hugh took the bills and started to count them but
Gail put her hand over his.

"He's honest," she said, snmling slightly. "Expensive, but honest"
The man said, "Wen the boy friend blows, you | ook me up, |lady. Ckay?" Then he turned and |eft.

Gail and Hugh left together. In the street Hugh said, "I have the Donado tied up down the coast.
Brooks is guarding it. We'd better get started back."

He also had a car that he had hired. Gail didn't even want to think about the cost. He drove fast
headi ng down the coast, and he said, "I covered the banks until | found the one that you had been
to. The manager gave ne your address, unwillingly, but for a price. | knew you would have to draw
out noney, and that was all | knew. You had al ready checked out when | got to the hotel. If | had
nm ssed you at the bank today . . ." He didn't finish it, but there was a hard line along his jaw,
and he | ooked pal e.
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"Hugh, I"'msorry. | was so stupid.

"Don't be sorry. I'malnost glad you did this. | only thought | knew how | felt about you. But
when | thought | might have lost you. . . . One hour later and I never would have found you
again." He stopped the car and turned to study her. "It's going to be all right, honey. Sam and
had a long talk, and it's going to be all right." Wth a trace of his former biting hunor he
added, "Brooks is nmuch better at romantic love than with concrete | ove anyway. So |let him adore
you from a safe distance. Ckay?" He ran one finger lightly over her forehead, down her cheek
traced her mouth with it. Then he pulled her to himand held her very hard and tight for severa

m nutes wi thout speaking. She was weeping quietly when he rel eased her again and said, "I |ove you
quite a lot, Gail. Now, let's go hone."
Decenber 20

Louderm | ch wal ked sl owly through snow. He was on his way hone, hoping to get there before dark
The snow drifted at the curbs, and was piled before the buildings, but it was not cleared from any
of the streets, although it had fallen the day before. Mire was expected during the night, or
early nmorning. It was a heavy mass that defied shoveling. It had the consistency of taffy al nost;
it would flow sluggishly, but wouldn't cake. A shovel full of it would trail streaners of the
stuff instead of breaking clean. So it accunmulated. Only the two arteries into the city were being
kept open by the Arny: West Side Drive and the Henry Hudson Parkway above it, and East Side Drive
across the island. The streets were very quiet, and very clean. He never had seen the city so

cl ean before. The towers and spires of the buildings and churches were dean outlines against the
gray sky; there were no funes in the air, only the bite of fresh, cold winds blowing in fromthe
nort heast. Wen the wind died, the city would smell again. In sonme places the stench was

si ckening, but now there was only the clean snelling cold air. He wi shed he were in his apartnent;
his legs were starting to ache fromthe exertion of trudging through the snow.

He passed the water depot in his neighborhood and nodded to sonme of the people standing there. The

Deboi s worman, Stan Franklin, Svorsky, Fein. . . . Al in the same fix now, all hungry nost of the
time, thirsty, cold. ... He had seen too many lines to pause in thought over it. Sone of the lines
were of people huddling in blankets, in papers, in fur coats, in inmported wools. . . . But they

all stood in line now And prayed the supply of water would not run out before each of themgot to
the front. Sonmetines it did run out, and then the soldiers were there with guns and bayonets,
backed up by nore soldiers with tear gas bonbs.

No one knew how many people had died in the city in the past six nonths. Wio counted any | onger?
No one knmew how many nore would die in the next six nonths. The nunber would be |arger; they were
weakeni ng very fast now, fromthe effects of the thick water, and probably even nore fromtoo
little food, fromdrinking polluted river water, fromillness unrelated to the PCE Jelly, but
untr eat abl e now.

Bal ance of nature, he had witten sone weeks before. In the past it was plagues and wars and crop
failures that kept man's nunber under control, and once nore it was a plague and crop failure that
was weedi ng out, culling the weakest. The first sweep of flu across the country had taken nillions
of victinms, would take nmore before it was done.

He had reached his building. He turned off his thoughts and started to clinmb to his floor, pausing
to rest on each | anding, breathing very hard by the tine he got to his door. He stopped then and
stared at it. Voices in argunent? Soneone bothering Joan?

He | eaned agai nst the door janb searching for his key, listening to the voices. He could nake out
none of the words, only the inflections, and they were angry, derisive, nocking.

The door swung open, and Joan kissed himsoundly as he entered. She had a glass in her hand. "You
have t he dammedest friends," she said, grinning.

Louderm | ch pushed the door dosed and | ocked it automatically. "Gerald Travis!"

Travis had conme to his side and was punping his hand, grinning broadly also. "It's good to see
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you, Carl. You look like hell."

"You too, you son of a bitch. What are you doing here? Wiy aren't you in London?"

"At the nmonment," Travis said with a look at Joan, "I'mtrying to show enough restraint not to kill
this wild woman. "
Joan laughed. "It's not self-restraint that's keeping himat bay. It's the size of ny nuscles.”

She went to the table where a chafing dish was being heated by a candle. When she raised the |id,
the aroma made Louderm|ch feel faint. "You know what ny nother always said? Eat first, then talKk.
Not hi ng | ooks so bad on a full stonmach.”

Travis pulled Loudernmilch's armtoward the table where plates for three were waiting. "That's why
I wanted to kill her," he said agreeably. "It's nmy food! | didn't see why | had to wait for you.
asked the bitch what we would do if you didn't turn up at all tonight, and she said, wait. That's
all, wait."

Joan served them an unnaned di sh that was, she said, CGourmet Soup. No one argued. Besides the tins
of meat that nmade up the body of the soup, Travis had brought wine into the country with him and
they had a party. Sipping the anber wine, Travis tal ked openly.

"There is sonething going on that has our boys in England | ooking alive for the first time in the
past five nmonths or nore. They're onto sonething. | got the feeling that the sane thing is known
here. Just cane from Wod's Hole, and they show the sane sort of excitenent. You know anyt hi ng?"

Louderni | ch shook his head. "I've been tied too close to the U N these past weeks, trying to get
themto open up and give out with Jwhat they know If there is sonmething, that could all change
fast." He frowned in thought and said, "Manny Friedman m ght know, but by God, the thought of
trying to get to Washington is chilling." He didn't add that for a nonth he had been trying to
find a way for two to get to the Bahamas, with no |uck

"My thought was that one of the agency chiefs at the U N should be inonit, if it's actually big
enough to get excited about. Nothing there today?"

"l don't know. I was with Boronow s group today. They're still trying to find sonething they can
put inthe jelly to nake it precipitate out. Wthout any luck, so far," he added. He tried to
replay the day spent in the U N Building, and finally he nodded. "You nmay be right, though. There
were newconers there. Mdre activity than usual on the staircases. And | anterns were being brought
up when | left. They switch themfromfloor to floor depending on where the action is, you know "

"You're in no shape to wal k back to the U.N. tonight," Joan said suddenly. At the | ook on
Loudernilch's face, she said quickly, "I want to go too. |I'Il carry a canera and be your
assistant."

After a brief argument the three started back toward the U N. Buil ding.

At Loudernilch's insistence, they were wal king on the West Side Hi ghway, in the cleared traffic

| ane used by the water convoys. Wthin half an hour they were picked up by a national guard car
and were given a ride nost of the way. He admitted that although he often got a ride on his way to
the East end of the dty, he never had been able to get one back

The private generators were working that night, and there were lights on here and there all over
the U N Building. Loudermilch led Travis and Joan to the seventh floor, taking the stairs easy,
stoppi ng often. Not enough electricity was available for the elevators. A neeting was then taking
place in room 7002, he had | earned, but no nore than that. Wen he saw the nanes posted of the
peopl e at the neeting, he scow ed.

"Venon, Krasney, Ko. They're the ones who cane up with the orders to scrap the wheat crop," he
said. "If this is another discovery like that one was, heaven help us all."

They were seated in an outer roomand they waited. Alittle |later another man went into the
conference room He was Ciardin, the French geneticist. Loudernilch nodded to him Ciardin
hesitated, then shrugged, and went inside wthout speaking.
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"He'll pass the word if no one else will," Louderm|lch said after the door was closed again. "I've
known himfor thirty years." He caught Joan's eye and he smiled gently. "Thirty years," he
repeat ed. She nerely grinned.

Two hours later they were invited to talk with Krasney and C ardin. It was the Frenchman who told
themthe news. "This isn't for release yet, of course. Not until we verify it, and that won't be
for another week or two. But it appears that we have found the new food source that we have been
searching for so desperately. It is an algae that has been found in South America, and presunably
in your own Florida swanps, although this is less certain."

Joan stared at himwith narrowed eyes, and suddenly she asked, "You say this isn't for rel ease,
then why tell us anything? You want it hinted at, don't you?"

C ardin | ooked at Loudermilch in surprise. "She's nmy new assistant,"” Loudermlch said. "I"'lI

explain to her later." G ardin nodded, but still |ooked doubtful

"We are equi pping a vessel, a navy cruiser in fact, to nake the trip to South Anerica with a team
of scientists who will investigate the algae and its habitat. Another expedition will start a
search of other swanpy, tropical areas. If these reports prove true, then the i nmedi ate probl em of
what to feed the world until we find a means of destroying the polyner. "

"Take us with your trip to South Anmerica,"” Joan said suddenly. "Let Carl report it at the scene.”

C ardin | ooked murderously at her for a nonment. He turned to Louderm | ch, prepared to ignore her
completely. Joan said, nore fiercely, "If you don't, I"'mgoing to blab it all over the city, that
you' ve found a perfect food, and that you and the others at the U N are keeping fat on it, and
keeping the armes going on it, but that you won't release it to the rest of the people until the
popul ati on has been reduced by another third, at |east."

Ci ardin clenched his hands into very hard, white fists. Travis said softly, "Joan, stop. You' d set
of f a panic. "

"You bet | would," she said. She wasn't taking her gaze fromC ardin's very pale angry face. "He
knows what they'd do if they heard that. They'd believe it, wouldn't they, buster?"

"W had planned to take civilian observers along," Ciardin said slowy. "A renowned science witer
i ke yoursel f, Louderm|ch, would be wel come. But no photographers,” he added, |ooking pointedly
at Joan.

Joan | aughed outright. "Wen do we start?" she asked. A light snow had started to fall by the tine
they left the building. The three walked armin arm and suddenly Loudermilch started to chuckle
Travis joined himafter a nonent, and they |aughed happily nost of the way hone.

On Friday they boarded the cruiser and were shown to quarters. Joan had a tiny cabin to which she
i medi ately invited Loudernilch. He left his bag there along with hers. The food was good on the
cruiser, and there was a large still turning out enough water for showers even. Joan washed her
hair the first afternoon out and al nost wept over the silky texture that returned with the
shanpoo. She had forgotten how nice hair could feel

"How did you do this?" Travis asked when they nmet in the dining roomlater. He was | ooking about
in disbelief. "Good water, coffee that is straight out of heaven, neat. . . . Joan, are you a
Wi tch?"

She | aughed darkly. "That bastard wanted a prissy little |eak here, and another prissy little |eak
there, just enough to keep up the hopes of all those poor people without really telling them

anything. God, how |l hate nmen like that! | knew he'd fall for it. He's scared to death they'l
wake up and skin himand the others |ike him" She sipped water daintily, as if it were chanpagne.
"I slipped himthe old shiv right in the guts, didn't I, fell ows?"

After dinner Louderm | ch began circulating anong the scientists there, talking to them as one of
them and Joan was |left behind. Still later, Loudernmilch heard her singing, and when he | ooked, he
saw t hat she had found a guitar sonewhere and had a group of nmen clustered around her. She sang
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folk songs for the next hour and a half, and it appeared that whatever song was nentioned, she
just happened to know it. She had a nice slightly husky voice that could reach for and hit the
right high notes at the right time. It was very pl easant.

They passed within hailing distance of Bimni two days later, and by that night they had cl eared
the tip of the Florida keys. Joan had di scarded the wool slacks and was weari ng Bernmuda shorts
now, and her dark skin had picked up the suntan that she had had when Loudermilch first met her

By the time they had reached the coast of British Honduras, where the al gae had been reported, she
was very dark again.

"Look." Ciardin was standing at the rail with Louderm|ch as the coast appeared on the horizon. He
wasn't pointing to the coast line, however, but to a mass of what |ooked |ike dark sponges
floating on the surface of the water. "Pete, you spot that?" he called. A voice answered in the
affirmative, and presently hooks were bringing the stuff aboard. "Bl ue-green algae," Cardin
muttered, studying it. "Conpletely wild. Look at the size of it."

Joan was busily taking pictures of the stuff fromdifferent angles. Wen a voice called out that
there was nore of it, she turned to the sea and took pictures of it in the water. It surprised
Loudernmilch to leamthat she was very good with a canera, and she grinned and said, "That's what
got me in trouble before, honey chile."

"A canera?" he said. "How?"

"Woul d you believe dirty pictures?" He nodded that he would, and she | aughed delightedly. "1 think
that's why | |ove you, you innocent," she said. He watched her work then, a serious, concentrative
| ook on her face. When he turned again to the group studying the mass of al gae, there was a slight
smile on his face. G ardin | ooked up just then and grinned.

"I think thisis it, friend," he said. 'Taste it."

Loudermi |l ch took the pinch of algae fromhis fingers and put it in his nmouth cautiously. It had
the sane tangy crisp taste that fresh cabbage had, and the liquid that formed in his nmouth fromit
was not thick, not al nost chewy. He reached down and broke off another small bit; it broke clean
and in the broken edges drops of water glistened. He touched one of the water drops and it was
thin the way water should be.

They gathered nore of the algae until they had several bushels of it to work with, and throughout
the night they tested its properties. It was edible and nutritious, |oaded with vitam ns and

m nerals. Although lowin protein, along with fish neal, it would provide a conpletely adequate
diet. It could be used fresh and uncooked, or cooked as a fresh vegetable, or dried and powder ed.
The cruiser had a celebration that night. The dinner consisted of sea bass taken fromvery deep
wat er, and the algae prepared in several different ways. Afterward everyone aboard felt a gentle
| assitude steal over him and another property was added to those al ready di scovered. It was a
natural mld soporific.

"Just what the world needs nost," Loudermilch said lazily to Joan, who was noddi ng at his side.
They slept for two hours and woke to feel better than they had in nonths.

For two weeks they stayed in the warmwaters off the coast of South Anerica investigating the
algae. It grewin sea water, and in the brackish tidal waters along the coast. It grewin the
swanps that nerged with the tidal waters and in the estuaries and spread inland Up the rivers. In
the fresher water the al gae was smaller, but still had tissues that were eight inches |ong. C unps
of it grewtogether to formthe |arge nmasses that had first been spotted. They | earned that those
masses were actually smaller than those to be found out farther, away fromthe forces of the
breaki ng waves and coastal turbul ence.

Then they turned and started back northward, and Loudermilch wote the conplete story of the
di scovery, building it around a dozen of Joan's photographs. Joan becane nore silent as they
approached the keys again, and her face was w stful

"What is it?" Louderm | ch asked.

"I was just thinking," she said. "I was thinking, a miracle has come to pass. Just after al
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travel broke down and we were trapped in the city, we hitched a ride here to the Caribbean, where
we wanted to be in the first place."

Louderni | ch took her shoul ders and swung her around. "You are a witch," he said hoarsely. "You had
this in mind fromthe start, didn't you?"

She nodded nmutely. She didn't flinch fromhis gaze. "That's practically treason,"” he said finally.
Td be blacklisted for the rest of nmy life."

"Not with me," she said quietly without a trace of a smle. He released her then and stared again
at the strange ocean, "W would have to swma hell of a long way," he said finally.

"Don't be a goddam idiot! We'd swipe a lifeboat. Of Bimni. 1'Il sing and keep them anused and
you | ower the boat and have it ready to cut |oose.”

He started to | augh then and he had to hold the rail for balance when he becane weak with his

| aughter. Two nights later they junped ship and rowed quietly for an hour before starting the

engi ne. They traveled all night and passed Gun Cay |light at dawn, headi ng due east. They headed
sout heast at the North West Shoal |ight, with New Providence |sland dead ahead. Late in the
afternoon they spotted the Donado far in the distance, and as they got nearer, Louderm|ch was not
surprised to see nets of the algae hanging fromthe rail drying in the sun

"Phase el eventy-seven starting as of now," he said happily to Joan

The sky brightened and Hugh Wnthrop rolled out of his bunk. He went down the main cabin and

sl apped a hand agai nst the door of the forward cabin to wake up Joan and Carl Loudernilch, then he
went up on deck and | ooked at the sky. The sun was not yet visible, but fluffy clouds hung
notionless in the still norning air, |lying against the sky |like swans on still water. Wnthrop
studied the sky and snelled the air and thought about the day's work. In another few nonents
Loudermilch joined him Loudernmilch did not speak. He breathed in the clean air and | ooked across
the land to the east and watched the gradually brightening sky. The two men did not tal k. They

wat ched the sun come up

Wt hout |ooking at Wnthrop, Loudermilch said, "What are we going to do about San?"

Answering i medi ately, for he had been thinking of the same thing, Wnthrop said, "The only thing
I can think to do for himis to channel his neasurenents into sonme useful direction. | don't think
we can possibly talk himout of this frenzied activity. | think we have to face it, Carl. Sam
Brooks is no longer a stable man."

"You put it very gently, Hugh. | think in normal tines Sam woul d be at |east under nedication, but
I don't know how we can get himto a doctor. He thinks he's perfectly nornmal. Can we slip him
tranquilizers in his food, or sonething |ike that?"

"Maybe. But | still think we'd do better to try and control his energy. He's bright, and he m ght
come up with sonething yet. Wiy don't we . . . ?"
"What are we waiting for? Let's get going. The sun's up." It was Sam Brooks. Brooks had been

sl eeping on the foredeck in a sl eeping bag, and he called back to them even before he was out of
the sack. Brooks stood up and threw the sl eeping bag over his shoul der and wal ked down t he wet
deck toward them saying, "The wind isn't bad. W ought to have a good day out on the reef. Ready
to go?"

Wnthrop said mildly, "Right. As soon as we get sone breakfast Wuld you nake the coffee, San®?"

"Ckay, but let's get going." Brooks went down the conpani onway, and they heard hi mbustling around
in the galley. They heard Gail's voice telling Brooks that she would get the coffee. Wnthrop

| ooked at Loudernilch and shrugged his shoul ders. Then they heard Joan's voi ce shooi ng Brooks out
of the galley so she could help with breakfast. Brooks cane back up to the cockpit, and said, "Wy
don't we pull out while the girls get breakfast? W can eat on the way."

W nt hrop sighed and said, "Ckay, Sam Pull the shore power connection and take care of the dock
lines, will you? Carl, stand by the tiller. 1'lIl start the engine."
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In ten mnutes they were out of the harbor and on their way out to Southwest Reef. In another
fifteen minutes the girls brought up scranbl ed eggs and bacon and steaning coffee, and they ate
whil e they sat around the cockpit. Wnthrop steered the Donado with one | eg draped over the tiller
while he ate. In an hour they arrived at the reef, and Wnthrop stood up to watch the color of the
water to guide himto his anchorage. As soon as they arrived, Brooks dropped into the water, and
Gail put on mask, fins, snorkle, and shorty suit to float above himand keep an eye on himas he
measured tenperature, viscosity, salinity, and conductivity. Brooks had a theory that there was a
rel ati onship between the conductivity of water and its viscosity as controlled by the PCE. Wt hout
the slightest bit of evidence to back himup, he felt that if he took enough data he woul d
eventually be able to establish a correlation. It might then be possible to elininate the PCE and
produce normal water. So he went down with strings of equiprment hanging all over himand took his
measur enents hour after hour until he exhausted hinmself. Then he spent the rest of the day making
tabl es and charts, seeking his elusive correlation

W nthrop nade certain that Carl, Gail, and Joan woul d take turns keeping an eye on Sam and then
he put on his own scuba gear and dropped over the side with his camera. He kicked to the bottom
and worked his way a hundred yards fromthe place where Brooks worked. Wnthrop wanted to be
certain that the marine |ife he watched were not responding in any way to hunan activity. He cane
to a great stand of staghorn coral growing frombrain coral debris, an unusual formation in waters
as rough as those on Sout hwest Reef. Wnthrop settled down at the edge of the growth, working his
way a bit under the outer stand. And there he |ay.

By this time he was aware of the normal behavior of all the creatures that swarned on the reef.
Thi s normal behavi or was the new normal behavior, the behavior into which the organi sns had
settled in response to the viscous water. Many of the creatures had been bominto the viscous

wat er; they had known nothing el se. But many of them had lived several years before the water

t hi ckened, and these had changed their way of life. It had taken Wnthrop many, many weeks of

| ying on the bottomwatching the creatures to acquire the feel of normal behavior that he once had
had. Now he wat ched agai n.

The day before, Wnthrop had been puzzled by a slight departure fromthe custonary novenents of
sone of the larger fish. The parrot fish in particular would patrol the water in their stately and
sl ow manner. But once in a while, rarely, one would suddenly dart ahead. The |unge would only be
for a foot or so, and it would not be directed at any object that Wnthrop could see. It was the
unaccust omred suddenness that caught Wnthrop's eye. Nothing noved suddenly on the reef any nore,
but here were the parrot fish nmaking an occasional |unge. Nor were any fish dying the way they had
when the water first becane viscous.

W nt hrop wat ched. A bl ue-headed wasse |unged forward, a distance of its own body |length, all two
inches of it. A yellowtail snapper quickly turned end for end. A pair of little butterfly fish
twittered near a jewel fish, and then settled down to their usual slow notion. In an hour and a
half on his first tank Wnthrop counted five separate instances of sudden novenents on the parts
of several different kinds of fish on the reef. It was different, it was unusual, and there were
no deat hs.

Finally his tank pulled hard and he knew he was running out of air. Gently he crawl ed out from
under the staghorn coral and swamto the surface and snorkled back to the Donado. He clinbed
aboard wi thout coment. He dropped his mask and pulled off his fins and did not respond when Gail
said, "How was it?" He stared out over the water, forgetting to take off his tank. Gail | ooked at
him and did not repeat her questions. Carl came out on deck, saw Wnthrop and started to say
sonet hing, but Gail waved himquiet. Gail and Carl stood, swaying slightly as the boat rocked in
the waves, looking quietly at Wnthrop as he stared out over the water. Absently he ran a thunb
around the band of his trunks, brushing away sone sand that had | odged there, and then he rubbed
the sand between his thunb and forefinger and | ooked down at it. He becane aware that Gail and
Carl were watching him and he nodded and sniled and slipped out of his scuba gear. He turned off
the tank valve and laid the gear in a scupper. He straightened and | ooked out over the water

agai n.

Wnthrop said softly, "Sonething is happening, but | don't know yet what it is. | have the feeling
that the effects of the thick water are lifting, but | don't really know. It still |ooks the sane
out there." He waved out over the rolling ocean. "But down on the reef the animals seemto be
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trying to get back to normal, the old normal. Nothing is dying down there the way it was at first.
The fish nove in spurts now and then, at least | think so. They seemto nove fast and get away

with it. I don't know As far as | can tell sone of themseemto leap forward just to see if they
can do it. | want to try and get sonme pictures to make sure there's nothing there for themto |eap
at. Also, where's SanP" He | ooked around. "I want to know if the water viscosity has changed any.

If it has, that mght explain the conduct of the fish."

Loudenni | ch said, "He went down again. Joan's watching him there." He pointed fifty yards away to
the other side of the Donado. Wnthrop could see Joan lying on the surface of the gently rolling
wat er, her feet nmoving slightly to keep her body fiat on the water surface. She was staring toward
the bottom and Brooks' bubbles broke the water ten yards away from her

"When' || he be up?" Wnthrop asked.
"Anytime now," said Gail. "He's been down alnpst thirty mnutes on the second tank."

"Good. 1'll have a Heinekin while | wait for him" Gail was nearest the icebox so she handed him
one. He took a long pull and then stripped off the rest of his scuba gear and sat down on a
cockpit seat.

Loudennil ch said, "You tell Samthat you think the effects are lifting, he's going to ask you what
evi dence you have. If you don't have anything he thinks is evidence, he's going to blow his
stack."

Gail nodded and said, "He blows up easier and easier. If you upset him things will be strained
aboard all day. Is it worth it?"

W nthrop was staring out over the water, and he did not hear her. He had not heard Loudennilch

either. He said, "I don't know the source of it. |I can't think of what it might be. Maybe Sam wi ||
know, but | doubt it. He doesn't want answers any nore. He just wants to collect information.
Funny, now that | think of it. I've known people like that and never really realized it---people

who are so busy checking everything, gathering everything, discussing it, tabulating it, and just
|l osing thenmselves in it so nuch they never face the real problem™”

Loudennil ch | ooked at him nodding quietly. He, too, knew many people were like that, not as bad
as Brooks had becone, but basically the sane. He started to mention it to Wnthrop, but Joan's
mask cane sailing aboard over the gunwal e and her dri pping head appeared over the coam ng; then
she clinbed aboard, saying, "He's on his way up. How about a beer?"

Loudenni | ch handed her one wi thout comment. As Joan sat down she felt the quiet intensity in the
cockpit. But she | ooked at Louderm|ch and then poured and drank her beer w thout saying anything.

Brooks cane to the side of the boat and called up. "Can someone take ny gear?"

Gail took it fromhimand then reached down and pulled on his tank valve to help himup the
boardi ng | adder. Wnthrop watched himwhile he took off his gear. Wen Brooks sank exhausted to
the seat to renove his fins, Wnthrop said to him "Any change in the water viscosity, San®"

Br ooks nodded. "Yes." He had difficulty speaking he was so out of wind. "I've detected a slight
i ncrease. It anounts"

"An increase? Are you certain? Are your readi ngs accurate?"

Br ooks | ooked up at Wnthrop, insulted. "OF course they're accurate. | make it an average of one
one- hundredth of a unit higher. 11l show you ny graph of the trend as soon as | prepare it."
Wnthrop left it there and turned to stare out over the water again. Brooks got up, still grunpy

about bei ng chall enged, and went below to get out of the breeze and get a bite to eat. Loudennilch
said softly so Brooks could not hear, "Does that shoot you down, Hugh? The viscosity is going the
wong way."

W nt hrop heard hi mand shook his head. "Just the opposite. The viscosity is increasing, if Sams
figures are right, yet the fish are behaving as if the viscosity is decreasing. Mre than ever
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that means sonething is happening to the marine life out here. They are coping with it. Carl, the
answer is here, sonewhere. Al we've got to do is find it."

The others | ooked at himand at each other, and none of them doubted he was right. Gail said, "You
know, |'m not doubting Samls viscosity measurenents, but | don't think this new increase neans
very much. The rate of increase is falling off anyway, | think, and he might be in the mddle of a
swirl down there, or at the wong level, or something like that."

Joan | aughed out |oud, startling them She said to Gail, "You are sounding just like one of these
brain types. No, no, I'mall for it." Gail had started to speak. "Wnen behave |ike their men,
just like you do. Pretty soon I'll start witing and speaking like him" She ran her hand fondly

through Louderm | ch's thinning hair.

Loudermi |l ch straightened his hair and said to Wnthrop, "You know what |'mtenpted to do? I'm
tenpted to get half a dozen strategically placed people on the radi ophone and assure themthat an
answer to the stiff water will be along any day now. You' ve got an enornous residue of good will
built up, and | think they'Il be inclined to believe us. They will quietly spread the word, and
think it'll do a lot of people a |ot of good--give them hope which the official governnent
position doesn't do. See anything wong with that?"

Wnthrop said, "Wll, even | think it's alittle soon for that. Let's Wiit a few days. Can't do
any harmin waiting."

Louderni | ch shook his head. "Hugh, you've been working too hard the | ast few nonths---spending
just about all your time under water--out of touch with the world. You don't really know the state
we're in. Let ne tell you." Loudernilch sat down and stared out over the water. "About fifty
percent of the world popul ation has died. Do you realize that? One out of every two people, on the
average. But the deaths have hit the poorest countries hardest. These are the people who have to
work hard physically to stay alive normally. The death rate in many of these countries is eighty
percent; nations have been effectively wiped out. Cvilized countries where agriculture is largely
mechani zed have come through nmuch better--death rate of maybe twenty percent. In the United States
it runs about fifteen. But even in the United States the death rate is growing, particularly anong
babi es. Nursing nothers can't nurse---nmilk is too thick, so we're confronted with increasing death
rate, again primarily anmong our poor."

Joan was staring at him "Carl, why haven't you told us?" "No reason to, and listen. Aninma

speci es are becom ng extinct; the young of several species of mamuals sinply can't survive. W can
see evolution at work already. Sone Hol steins with enlarged udder openings are able to nurse their
young, so we may have sonme changed species of cattle. But it's the changes in the lives of the
remai ni ng people that we have to think about. Many nore are going to die even if we find an answer
to the thick water right this mnute. | personally think our governmental processes are begi nning
to break down. The governnent may be nmaking a |l ot of nistakes, but these are preferable to anarchy-
--god knows what'l|l conme out of that."

Wnthrop said slowy, "You know what that neans? Evolution will be at work anong humans. In the
future only sone of those left alive will have children---the ones that don't have to work
physically. Wiat will that do to the hunman race? Make it weaker? Brainier? It's going to change
it. Three hundred years fromnow the race will be nuch different fromwhat it would have been
wi t hout the C oud." He shook his head.

After a monent Loudermilch said, "All right. If we can hold out sone hope to enough people right

now, we might help stabilize things until we find an answer. And | think you'll find it, Hugh. |
think you will. Let me tell themthat." He | ooked at W nthrop.
The two wonen waited for Wnthrop to speak. He said, "I guess it nmay do sonme good at that. Go

ahead." He did not even raise the question of their position if he should turn out to be wong. In
fact, not one of themthere even thought of it. Louderm|lch went below to warmup the radio, and
then he began to place his calls.

First he called Spelmann at MI.T., and he told himit was the opinion of the Nassau group that
the end was in sight for overconing the thick water. No, he could not at this tine give him
anyt hi ng concrete, but the marine organi snms here, where it hit first, were stable and overcom ng
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the effects of the water. Spel mann understood the tentative nature of their opinion, but he would
pass it around neverthel ess.

Loudermi |l ch rang off fromthat call and began to nake anot her one when Brooks yanked the
ni crophone from his hand. "Wat are you doi ng?" Brooks was al nost screamnming. "Have you | ost your
m nd? What are you telling people that for?"

W nt hrop dropped down into the cahin quickly, |anding next to Loudermlch like a cat, and he
reached out and took the mi crophone from Brooks' hand. Brooks turned on him and shouted, "Are you
responsi ble for this?"

"Easy, Sam Yes, |'mresponsible. That's the way | feel, that's all. Any harmin telling a few
people how | feel?" Wnthrop spoke surprisingly patiently and softly to Brooks.

"Where's your evidence? Were's your"

Wnthrop held up his hand. "Nowhere. None. It's just a thing | feel, and we're telling people we
have no evidence, yet. That's all we're doing."

"But I'min this. People will think I concur when | don't."

"We' Il tell themyou disagree. Ckay? Carl, why don't you place the rest of your calls? If anybody
you talk to knows Samis with us, tell them he disagrees." He handed the nicrophone to
Louderni |l ch, who pronptly placed another call to Whitman at M am.

Brooks was wild-eyed and frantic, not at all resigned to what Louderm | ch was doi ng. He was
gasping for breath as Wnthrop led himout to the cockpit and sat himdown and talked to himwhile
Loudernilch called. Wnthrop told Brooks the many little things he had seen down on the reef that
made himthink the animals were pulling out of it. But nothing he said nmade any inpression on
Brooks. Brooks did not really hear what he said. Finally Brooks' shortness of breath becane
sufficiently acute that it becane his major concern nmerely to get enough air to breathe. He |ay
and gasped. Wnthrop placed a bl anket over him and since there was nothing nore to he done, he
sat back and si pped anot her Hei nekin. And he stared out over the water and listened to Louderm | ch
talk to one person after another

The porpoise cane in slowy, and behind it the rest of the school frolicked and rolled in the

wat er. They nust have fed recently for they ignored a school of anberjack that crossed in front of
them The | ead porpoise effortlessly swamover to the stream of Wnthrop's bubbles and playfully
struck at themwith his nose. Wnthrop saw it then, and he rolled over on his side to see the

ani mal better. The porpoise followed the |arger bubbles right up to the surface, shattering them
into small clouds of fine bubbles. Wnthrop deliberately exhal ed sooner than usual, and the

por poi se took a breath at the surface and then sonersaulted and headed down to where Wnthrop | ay
at forty feet. He watched it cone, and he caught the glinpse of the sun reflected fromits flanks.
He stared, puzzled. He saw, not nerely a blaze of light on the side of the aninmal, but an actua

i mge of the sun. As the porpoise spiraled down to himand turned away Wnthrop saw that its sides
were like a mirror, silvery, shiny, reflective. Areflective jelly seemed to coat the porpoise. He
watched it roll in his bubbles right above his head, a seven-foot ani mal behaving |like a young
puppy, glad to be alive.

Moving slowy, Wnthrop drew out the knife fromits calf sheath and held it near the guard by his
finger tips. He was careful not to hold it in the usual manner for holding a knife; the porpoise
was an. extrenely intelligent animal and m ght recognize a hostile position. Then Wnthrop took a
deep breath and renoved the nmout hpiece fromhis nouth and stretched it out in front of himas far
as it would go. He raised it slowy until the stream of bubbles just began to pour fromit, and
then he nmoved it up and down a trifle. The porpoise saw it and canme close, |ooked at it, circled,
and cane back. Then it nudged it, and as it turned away nmonentarily Wnthrop scraped the back of
the knife blade along its flanks. The porpoi se came back to nose the nout hpi ece, and Wnthrop
scraped it again. Several nore tines it happened before the porpoise tired of the game and sped
off to join the rest of the school. Alnobst fainting fromlack of air, Wnthrop jamed the
nmout hpi ece back into his nmouth and took a series of deep breaths. Wen his vision cleared he

| ooked at his knife. There was about twenty granms of gray jelly piled up on it. He touched the
jelly carefully with his forefinger. It was firm and it did not smear readily. He backed away
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fromhis position, carefully holding the knife in front of himas he crawl ed backward on the sand.
Squi nting past the jelly-coated knife up toward the sun, he thought he could see reflective
differences in the water surrounding the knife. A pocket, two feet in dianeter, seened to form
around the knife as he backed into water where the porpoise had not been. By catching the Iight
just right he thought he could see the pocket forming. To hinself he nmuttered, "Like heat waves in
the air," He passed a hand through the pocket, but he could not feel any difference.

He breathed deeply to help hinself float off the bottom and he turned and swam very carefully on
a long, slanting course up toward the bottom of the Donado. Hi s head broke water just overside
fromthe cockpit. He called up, "Brooks there?"

Gai | | ooked down on himand said, "In the cabin, naking graphs. "Ask himto rmake two viscosity
determ nations right here at the boat, wll you?"

Gail di sappeared, and Wnthrop could hear her talking to Brooks. Their voices grew | ouder. They
argued. Finally Gail appeared and said, "He says he's busy and can't waste tinme." Her face was
flushed and her eyes fl ashed.

Wnthrop felt his own face begin to flush, and he prepared to clinb into the cockpit. Then Joan's
face appeared over the gunwal e, and she said, "I'Il run the tests for you, Hugh. | have his
vi sconmeter here, and | can use it. Were do you want themrun?"

"Take one off the bow, quick, and wite it down."

Joan went forward and scooped a water sanple and tinmed the wei ghted plunger and wote down the
readi ng. She went back to where Wnthrop hung on to the boarding | adder and said, "Were el se?"

"Ri ght here. Right under ny chin.
water in front of his chest.

W nt hrop had been careful to hold the jelly-coated knife under

Joan | eaned over and took the sanple and ran it through the visconmeter and noted the tinme. She
said, "Well, the tinme is shorter here. I'll go look at the calibration curve and tell you the
viscosity." She went bel ow.

Wnthrop held the knife up to Gail and said, "Take this, carefully. Just hold it in front of you

until | get up there and get ny gear off." Gil took it, and Wnthrop qui ckly got aboard and
dropped his scuba gear. He took the knife and said, "Get a bottle, please. | don't want this jelly
to dry out." Gil got one. "Rinse it out in the ocean and fill it half full with water. There."

Wth his finger he scraped the jelly into the bottle. Then he capped it.

Joan cane back holding the calibration curve. She bent over it frowning in concentration. "Let's
see. At the bow the viscosity is eight-o-six point nine centipoises. At your chin--let's see--it
was one point o-two-two. Well, now, is something wong? Wiy should it be that nuch | ess where you
wer e?"

"Because," said Wnthrop deliberately, "the marine life is producing something to thin out the
wat er. The thick water is breaking down again."

Louderm | ch | ooked at himand said quietly, "lIs this the thing you were tal ki ng about |ast nonth?
Is this the answer the reef organi sns have devel oped?"

W nthrop nodded. "This is it. They all secrete a substance that breaks down the thick water. The
por poi se down there was covered with it, and its effects seemto reach out through the water a
surprising distance. | don't know what it is--a catalyst or an enzyne or sonething like that. It
must be potent. Let's get Samto see what he can do to analyze it for us."

Louderm | ch shook his head. "I"'mafraid Samisn't with us any nore, Hugh."
"What do you nean? He's down bel ow. "
"No, | nean he's not in touch with us, not really. You can't get through to him"

"Well we've got to try. Maybe he'll conme out of it for this.”" Wnthrop stuck his head in the
conpani onway and call ed, "Hey, Sam Cone on up here."
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Brooks' nuffled voice came back fromthe forward conpartment. "I'm busy."

W nt hrop | ooked at Loudernilch and then went bel ow and opened the door into the forward
conmpartnent. Brooks sat on a bunk, surrounded by papers. He didn't even | ook up. Wnthrop said,
"Sam we need you to do sone work. We've got the answer to thinning out the water."

Br ooks worked on. and Wnthrop took himby the shoul der and shook him Brooks | ooked up and said,
"What are you doi ng?"

"Sam we need you to do sone work. We've got the answer. | have a specinmen of a jelly that needs
anal yzing. WIIl you do it?"

"l got sone har graphs to make, Hugh. Sorme other tine."

W nt hrop grabbed the other shoul der and tw sted Brooks around squarely, and then he shook him hard
so that Brooks' head snapped back and forth. As he did it Wnthrop saw how |linp the neck was, and

the head rolled on top of it like the head on a dead chicken. It was the Iinp neck that showed

W nthrop nore than anything the condition Brooks was in. Wnthrop stopped shaking him and Brooks

said, as if nothing had happened, "Sone other tine." And he turned back to his sheaf of papers.

W nt hrop thought tor a nonent, then he gently turned Brooks to face himonce nore, and then he
smashed himhard in the face with his open hand. Brooks' head snapped back and his face took on a
startl ed expression, and he |looked into Wnthrop's eyes. Wnthrop said, "Sam we need you. W have
t he probl em sol ved; we know how to make the water thin again, but we need you to make an anal ysis
for us. WIIl you do it?"

Br ooks' eyes cleared. "What? You can do it? You know. . . you know. The faraway | ook
returned. "Don't bother ne, Hugh. |'ve got work to do. | think I"mgetting close to the answer
here. Go away and let me work." He turned back to his papers.

W nthrop went back to the cockpit and Gail said, "Was that a slap | heard?"
He nodded. Joan said, "lIs his head still on his shoul ders? That was some slap."

Wnthrop said, "No, I"'mafraid his head is no longer on his shoulders. W' re going to have to have
sonmeone el se make the analysis for us. How about the pathol ogi st over at the hospital ? He seens

i ke a good man. Then we can send half our sanple over to the nmainland. There nust be a good
chemi st in Florida sonewhere.”

Loudernilch said, '"Wll, let's see. At the University of Florida you ve got Sinpson. He's a good
man, a polymer chemist. Wait a minute. We really want an anal ytical chenmist for this, don't we?"

W nt hrop nodded. "Then the man we want is Silverton at CGeorgia Tech. He does a lot of court work
in drug cases. He's got the equipnent and the ability to analyze anything. He has invented half a
dozen anal ytical procedures. I've witten himup nmany tines. He's the one we want. Now, can we get
our sanple over to Atlanta?" "I think so. W mght even nake sone arrangenent with the Arny

to get it over to himfrom Fort Lauderdale, if you two can throw enough wei ght around."

"We'll throwit. Let's call." Louderm|ch went bel ow and turned on the transmtter
Joan said, "I'll walk it to Atlanta, if we have to. You think this is the answer?"

Wnthrop snmiled at her, "Yes. |'ve been seeing the effects of this substance for over a nonth now.
I"'msure all the fish and other organi sns down on the reef are secreting it. But it took a big
animal |ike the porpoise to produce enough of it to show Yes, | think this is the answer."

Gail said, "Quite a thing, isn't it? The animals take care of it just by living init. Evolution

nmust be like that. O maybe antibody formation. | don't know. "
Br ooks burst up on deck and said, "I've got to have sone neasurenents to fit into a tine slot on
the graphs." He began fitting a regulator to a tank

"Just a minute," said Joan. "You can't go down now. W're leaving in a mnute."
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Brooks ignored her. Loudernilch cane up and said, "Can't raise the marine operator. I'll try again
in half an hour."

Joan said to Brooks, "Look, Sam You can't go down now. \W've got to |eave soon."

Brooks ignored her and slipped into his tank harness. Wnthrop stepped over to himand reached out
for him He grabbed himby the shoul der and snapped himto a sitting position on the cockpit seat
and yanked on the safety hitch on the harness. It let go, and Wnthrop slipped a hand under the
regul ator and started to twi st the tank off Brooks' back. Brooks frantically crossed his arns over
his chest to hold the harness in place, and he | ooked wildly up at Wnthrop. He said, "I've got to
go down. |'ve got to go down. |'ve got to go down. |'ve got to go down."

W nt hrop snapped harshly. 'You're staying here. We're pulling out soon."

Brooks struggled to get to his feet, yanking on the tank straps, trying to put the tank back on
Wnthrop noved a little to one side, shifted his weight to his right foot and got ready to knock
himout with a right. Loudernilch put a hand on Wnthrop's shoul der and said, "Hugh, naybe we
could let himgo down for a few minutes. W might just as well wait here until we make our
arrangenents. "

W nt hrop considered. He | ooked at his watch and then stepped hack and nodded. Brooks immediately
continued to don his gear as if nothing had happened, concentrating on arranging the straps,
muttering to himself, in a voice they could barely hear, "Tenperature, viscosity. Tenperature,

vi scosity," over and over

Gail watched him her concern showing in her face. She | eaned toward Wnthrop and whi spered, "Is
he in any condition to dive? I"'mworried."

"He hasn't been in condition to dive for two nonths. You see what it takes to stop him"

Joan said, "I'lIl watch him" She slipped into her fins and perched her mask on top of her head and
wai ted for Brooks to hang all his equipnent on his belt. Wthout a word Brooks splashed over the
side. Joan pulled her mask down, shrugged her shoul ders at the others, and stepped daintily into

t he water.

Gai |l nodded approval. "She certainly took to skin diving."
Louderni | ch nodded proudly. "She takes to everything."
Wnthrop said, "Let's get shipshape. W may have a | ong run ahead of us to the nminland today."

They stowed gear fromthe cluttered cockpit, and sluiced it down with water. They went bel ow and
tidied the cabin. The forward conpartnment where Brooks had been working was littered with papers
and not ebooks and pencils and reference books. They arranged everything neatly. A half hour went
by before they knew it. They heard Joan's voice screaning at themfromthe water outside. "Quick
sonet hi ng' s happened to Sam Get out here, quick."

They ran down the cabin and into the cockpit. Joan was hal fway up the boarding |adder. "I was

wat ching him He was reading a thernonmeter for a long tine, not noving, just staring at it the way
he does. Then | realized sonmething was wong, but | couldn't think what it was at first. Then I
saw -no bubbl es. He wasn't breathing." She gasped out the words.

Whil e she talked Wnthrop pulled his fins and mask fromthe seat | ocker and yanked them on. As

Joan finished tal king, he dropped into the water and ki cked over above the place where Brooks was,
took a deep breath and dived. As his slow, powerful kicks drove himtoward the bottom he coul d see
Brooks |ying propped against a coral head, a hand in front of himclutching a thernmometer, his

chin down on his chest. Wnthrop pressed his own nmask to his face and sniffed into it to clear his
ears as he continued to drive down. He cane to Brooks and saw that the nouthpiece was |oose in his
nmout h. He grabbed Brooks around the chest and squeezed and at the sane tinme he tried to close

Brooks' mouth around the nout hpi ece. Then he freed Brooks' weight belt and headed for the surface
with him trying to keep the mouthpiece in place as he swam At the surface the others hel ped him
haul Brooks into the cockpit, and Joan i medi ately applied nmouth-to-nouth resuscitation. Wnthrop
took off his diving gear and felt for a pulse. There was none. He |listened for a heartbeat, but he
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could only hear the rush of air as Joan forced air into Brooks' mouth. Loudermnilch covered Brooks
with a blanket to warmhim and Gail brought up a glass of bourbon. Wnthrop pushed on the heart
regi on, massaging the region in an attenpt to start the heart. They did not talk, and the only
sound was the slap of water against the hull and Joan's deep breathing.

In half an hour they knew it was no use. They w apped Brooks' body in a blanket and placed it on
the floor in the forward conpartnent. Louderm |lch stood in front of the radiotel ephone, turned on
the transmitter, stared at it and said, "You know? Sonehow | don't feel the sorrow you usually
feel when a friend dies. Sam was dooned--has been for nonths. Yet he died doing exactly what he
want ed, collecting his precious data."

Wnthrop said, "I feel the same way. | wonder if he's the first nman who ever had a nervous
br eakdown under water?"

Joan said, "You think that's what it was? Do you?" She spoke anxiously.

Wnthrop said, "I'mcertain of it, all the synptons. |'ve been waiting for it, but |I never thought
he'd have it under water. There's nothing you could have done." He sniled at Joan. "You can't

bl ame yourself. I"'mto blame if anyone is. | knew it was comning."

Joan shook her head doubtfully. "I watched it happen, though. | laid on the water and watched him

freeze into position."

Gail put her armaround Joan and said, "I would have done the sane thing. Many tinmes lately |'ve
seen hi mnotionl ess under water."

Joan threw back her head and threw off the gl oom she felt and took a deep breath. They all saw
what the gesture neant. Wnthrop pulled out three Heinekins, Gail opened them and Loudermlch
took up the speaker and called the nmarine operator. This tinme he got through

Dr. Silverton listened while Louderm | ch explained what they wanted. He asked a few questions, so
Louderm | ch put Wnthrop on the phone. By the tine they were finished talking, Silverton was

excited. "We've got to get that sanple here as fast as possible. |I think airplanes are out--too
dangerous to fly. | can get the Arny's cooperation, though. Look, can you get the sanple to Fort
Lauderdal e or M anmi or any other convenient place on the coast? |'Il have a couple of fast cars to

meet you and get the sanple back to my lab here.”

Wnthrop set up a time schedule to neet the cars at Fort Lauderdal e; he pronised that the Donado
Wul d be there at dawn the next day.

"Way Fort Lauderdal e?" asked Louderm | ch when he hung up. "M am Beach is nearer."

"A safer run at night," said Wnthrop. "W can use the Great |saacs Light to guide us halfway
across the @ulf Streamat night. It'lIl give us a good estimte of the streanmi s current and we
ought to be able to nake a perfect landfall. Let's get cracking. First stop, Coral Harbor, to drop
of f Sam s body and part of the sanple." They called the hospital pathol ogist on the way in and
asked himto neet them at the dock

They did not need fuel or supplies, so they remamined in Coral Harbor only fifteen mnutes while
they explained to the police what had happened to Sam Brooks, and while they tal ked to the
pat hol ogi st.

The run to Fort Lauderdal e was pl easant. They tied down the sailing gear and went up on plane on
their engine and held it there. Wnthrop stood by the wheel until they |left Andros I|sland behind
and were abeam of the Northwest Shoal Light. They took turns keeping bow watch until they [|eft

G eat |saacs Light on the port beam and turned to the heading of 271 degrees. Wnthrop spent an
hour checking the light's position as they left it astern, taking bearings on it and checking them
agai nst his conpass. Finally he

corrected his course to 268 degrees and rel axed. They nmade a perfect |andfall

The roaring crowd that net themat the dock came as a conplete surprise. They had overl ooked the
fact that a radiotel ephone call was a broadcast to anyone who wanted to |listen. But Silverton was
there and so were the police and a conmpany of infantry. The talk anong Silverton, Louderm|ch, and
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Wnthrop lasted only ten nminutes before Silverton got into a command car and left for Atlanta. The
mayor of Fort Lauderdale tried to arrange a celebration for Wnthrop and Loudermi |l ch, but after a
qui ck 1 ook at each other Wnthrop said that they had an enornous amount of work to do. The four of
themfled to the Donado, pulled away fromthe dock, worked their way down the waterway out into

t he open ocean

Wnthrop said, "I'd thought we could get sonme sleep tied to the dock there, but that's out. Wl
let's sail back, slow and easy." They broke out the sails and turned off the diesel and took turns
dozing in the shade of the sails on the deck. They anchored that ni ght between G eat Stirrup and
Little Stirrup Cays and slept for twelve hours. The four of themnet at the galley when Gail began
frying bacon.

"Wel |l ," said Loudernmilch, "where do we go from here?" No one answered. Wnthrop washed his face
preparatory to shaving. Joan beat the eggs. Loudernilch watched them one at a tinme. No one
answer ed, and he shrugged his shoul ders and waited. Wnthrop dried his face, wound up his shaver
and began to shave. Loudernilch washed his own face and shaved with soap and safety razor. They
ate breakfast at the table in the cabin instead of going out into the cockpit. Wnthrop took his
first sip of hot coffee and said, "Now, what was that question of yours, Carl?"

"Conme on. You don't need coffee to get going in the norning. You' ve been thinking. What are your
t hought s?"

"First, let's find out if Silverton's made any headway. |f sonmething's gone wrong there, our work
may not be over."

"You're right, but nothing is going to go wong. We'll check after we finish breakfast. But let's
assume he's well on the way to conpleting his analysis. Then what ?"

Wnthrop | ooked down at his plate. "I don't know, but I think this: the four of us make up too
good a teamto break up lightly."

He | ooked up and the other three were all nodding. "Let's finish, and call Silverton."

The call went through quickly, and Silverton was ecstatic. "Infrared ellucidates nost of the

mol ecul e, and |' musi ng paper chromatography right nowto pick up the rest. It's an enzyne, al
right, one of the hydrases, | think, and it seens to be a very stable sinple protein, which is why
alittle of it goes a long way. |'ve got a synthetic group working already to put it together, and
I"'min constant touch with Ray up at Mchigan and Sweet at MI.T. W'Il|l have this thing beat in
two days. W ought to be able to synthesize it by the ton and start freeing up | akes and
reservoirs very soon. Anything else? | got work to do."

"No," said Louderm|lch, "we'll check back in a few days to nake sure everything' s under control

So long, Fred." He hung up and stared at the speaker for a noment and said, "Looks |ike they don't
need us any nore." He wal ked out into the cockpit and | ooked over at the Geat Stirrup Light in
the di stance. The red bands on the |ighthouse were hard to distinguish in the norning light. He
turned and | ooked north at where East Point of Little Stirrup Cay disappeared into the green

wat er. Harbour Rock lay lowin the distance. Wnthrop, Joan, and Gail joined him

They quietly | ooked at the sun-drenched scene. Then Joan said, "I know what has to be done. Wy
are you all avoidingsaying it?"

They | ooked at her.

She said, "I know of no person anywhere better equipped to wite an account of this . . . this
di saster the Earth has been through than Carl. Furthernore, | know of no people better suited to
assist himthan the three of us."

They went back to | ooking at the sea and | and around them Wnthrop said, "The thing to do, then
woul d be to |live aboard the Donodo. W'Il| take her down to the Exumas, hundreds of cays, nost of
t hem unpopul ated, a few settlenments with fine people. W could get back to Nassau or even the
mai nl and every few nonths if we wanted. Let's do it."

They all | ooked at Loudermlch. He said slowy, "I thought I was going to retire, but,"” he shook
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his head, "this is better. Yes, we'll wite a book on this."

They wote it, and when it was published it had four authors. The book traced in sone detail the
things that had happened to the conplex of life on Earth. The bl ocking out of the changes that had
taken place during the year of the Cloud nade it possible to estimate some of the changes that
woul d have to take place in the future. It was apparent that the hunan race woul d not be the sane
But whether it would retrograde or renovate was not dear; nuch woul d depend on the choices nen
made.

The book considered the source of the Ooud, and here, too the answers were not dear. One thing
seened certain. The O oud had not happened by chance. It had been put there. So when nen | ooked
up, the question in their mnds was not whether, but who. Was the Coud a weapon? O a gift?

It would be a long tinme before anyone knew.
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