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It is the year 2047 and Jean Adler knows precisely three things.

First, she adores her adopted town of Desolate Island and wants to live there forever.

Second, leading her community through the fallout that plunged their world into darkness, forcing her to decide if they will stay or leave, is way outside her skillset.

And third, it is guaranteed that only a lucky few of her beloved community— and her brand new family— will make it out alive.

What she doesn't know though is: who?
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The hungry month. That’s what the old people called March. A roaring storm and massive sea surge rolled in with a ferocious bellow on the coast of Newfoundland Island the night of the full moon. The two-day squall battered the shore and saltwater spray wrapped a briny white ribbon around the ragged trees that lined the bay. Pegged a once-in-a-hundred-years storm by meteorologists, there had been three as big as this one, just these past two months.  

After it subsided, the tides gurgled with an angry energy under the ice and snow drifts and swirled across marshes and rocks.

“In like a lion, out like a lamb,” locals quoted, ever hopeful, always wrong. March was consistently cold and white and long to its bitter end. 

Heavy Labrador Land ice had become heavier in recent years. The changing tides, the rising seas, and frequent high winds brought it earlier and closer to the shores every season. 

Those floes blocked any movement by ferry from tiny Desolate Island to the mainland, and the long, grey rent in the centre of the white expanse, left behind by the wake of the vessel, prevented any transport across by car or skidoo. 

Jean Adler sighed and laid down the binoculars, happy the storm had ended, but the ice that it left behind, jam-packed tight to the shore, meant no ferry could bring freight or mail.  She walked over and flicked the wall switch to turn on some light, the dawn brighter outside than the house was.

“Damn.” Her voice echoed in the empty kitchen. The power often flickered and blinked and sometimes went out for days when the wind whipped and gusted around the poles, striking down power lines. Sometimes it knocked out the transformers. Usually within a short time, the hardy linesmen, once weather and ice allowed, had the place illuminated and back into mid-twenty-first century in no time flat. It was frustrating. She longed for the geothermal heating and underground electrical grid of Ontario with no poles and rare outages. 

She’d gained other, more important things by moving to Newfoundland, but they were hard to remember when she craved a hot coffee and a shower and there was no power. She tapped the screen of her mobile device. The A-Tab had plenty of charge but no connection.  There was no Wi-Fi due to the power outage but surely TeluBell was available? 

“I guess the tower is down,” she said to the dead phone. Her cat, Tom, meowed in response and she petted him and tossed the useless device on to the table.  

Hauling out a drawer, she scrounged around for an ancient radio, found C-Cell batteries in the depths of a second junk drawer, and flicked the buttons to get the news the old-fashioned way. 

There was nothing but static on FM.  The AM dial was the same.  No VOCM. No News director, Colleen Harrison, to explain and reassure, her confident voice as familiar and soothing as the crackle of the wood stove that provided the only source of heat on this strange morning.

Jean peered out the kitchen window.  Smoke rose in grey puffs from next door. Across the cove three more smudges of grey floated against the red dusk. There were no yellow glows in the windows, however. This was a full-blown blackout.

Across to the east the sun rose, heaving itself over the horizon with stoic determination. The sky was an unusual colour, with a reddish-orange glow that climbed from the land and spread across and above it, rather than coming from the sky and spreading down. It had lit up the morning enough to see through the binoculars but not enough to fully illuminate the kitchen. Dread trickled down her spine and through her nervous system, lifting the hairs on her arms and the back of her neck. 

Jean whipped around the AM stations again until finally a voice, muffled in the static, broke through the air waves. She cranked the volume a bit and strained to hear as the voice drifted in and out. 

“What the hell?” she said after listening for a few moments. Tom jumped and her heart pummeled her chest as the words on the radio penetrated her brain. Static static static— massive destruction— static—electronics down—static—satellites destroyed—static static static static static.

She listened harder. Even the satellites that circled the earth and provided the vast communication connections that had made the world so much smaller were destroyed? 

“No fucking way. That’s FoxCan, it must be. Can’t believe a word of it, Tom,” she said. 

The announcer’s voice folded into the static-filled hiss. In a fit of pique, Jean picked up the little radio and shook it, moving the dial back and forth, knocking it off the station altogether. Regretting her temper, she attempted to restore the connection, turning the dial back one click at a time.

The door behind her creaked, the knock that accompanied its opening a mere courtesy.

“I would have called, but there are no phones, no cell, no power, and worse, no TV stream. I went to the ferry this morning and it’s not running because it isn’t allowed to without communication programs, especially in this thick ice, so it’s stuck over on the other side,” Max Dawe said. He was her closest neighbour and her house had formerly belonged to his uncle who sold it when he moved into a nursing home.

“Everything is down, all over the world. I think.” 

“What? I’m doubtful that’s true. Where did you hear that?” 

She lifted the radio up like a trophy. “I put some batteries in the old girl since the APP doesn’t work. I could only pick up one station and they’re reporting something has happened that knocked out all the satellites, the power, the television, essentially all types of communications... well, everywhere. It keeps going in and out, but I think that’s what it’s saying.”

“That’s crazy. Is it to do with the war?” Max pulled off his wool cap and slid out a chair to sit.

Jean put a teacup in front of him and went to get the kettle. 

“I think so. I don’t know. Maybe there has been a nuclear attack, maybe a cyber-attack. Maybe a computer virus. Not sure, but this is serious for us if it’s true. We’re out of touch here on the island. I wonder if I should call a state of emergency.” She had never had to do that before in her years as mayor. 

“How do you call it, if you can’t call people?” Max popped a toothpick out of the little yellow plastic barrel in the middle of the table, stuck it in his mouth and chewed. He’d quit smoking when he turned eighty and had gnawed the little wooden sticks constantly ever since.

“I don’t know. I guess we go door to door and call it? But I’m not comfortable making that decision. The town hall is going to be freezing. Here, kettle’s boiled, watch out, let me pour.”

Max leaned back to prevent getting scalded as she covered his teabag, filling the cup. He stirred it, squeezing the bag to darken the water, contemplating its transformation to a dark amber colour. “Sounds a bit drastic, don’t it, Jean maid?”

Jean poured the hot water into the French press. “Max, I’m not a person who panics but I think we have to get started with the plan. I don’t think we need to implement everything, but we have to declare it and then go from there. If we find out it’s not so bad, we pull back but without power and internet, what else is there to do anyway?”

“You got a point. Nobody’s going to be able to do any work for A-Zon without power or internet,” he said.  

“Maybe first thing, Max, you could take my car, she’s fully charged, drive around and get the council members here for, let’s say at ten? You’ll have to start her though, with the button, can’t do it from the A-Zon. Meanwhile I’ll grab a bite to eat and set things up. Somebody else might have heard what’s on the radio, though I know nearly all use their devices for news now. Let’s see what they all think. We’ll take a vote on it at the meeting and go from there.”

“Oh, ‘tis serious if you’re letting me drive your fancy car.” He grinned. “Good idea, Mrs. Mayor. I’ll go now, the minute I finishes me tea.” Max saluted, then winked and nodded. 

A short while later, tea and a biscuit demolished in record time, the door closed behind him. Jean picked up the radio, twisting the dial again, click by click until the AM station burst in, the signal stronger than before. She could tell it was a Newfoundland voice, so it was not FoxCan after all.  

He repeated the information, in a loop, over and over.

Everything was shut down everywhere. Towns were encouraged to implement their emergency plans and conserve their stocks of Cleanfuel and food, lather, rinse, repeat until he faded out once more. She gave the dial a slow twist going right to the end and back but there was still only static.  

“Okay,” she said out loud. “Implement the emergency plan. That settles that.” Jean went to her office and pulled a file from a cabinet drawer. She kept two copies of every valuable document, one on site, one off. She also had a digital copy and the computer was charged, but the printer wouldn’t print without power.

The meeting would be held by the light of the March sun shining through her dining room window where Tom had claimed a spot in a convenient sunbeam. She set some paper on the table and went back to the kitchen, sawed off two thick slices of bread, buttered them with soft margarine, and poured herself another coffee with the water that had taken a dog’s age to boil on the stove. Topping it up with a drop of Carnation Milk, she stared out the window at the bizarre sky.

She didn’t know how long this emergency was going to last, but as mayor she was in charge. She flipped to the first page of the plan and began to read.

“Jesus, Tom,” she glanced over at the lazy cat. “This is over the top. I have to secure the infrastructure, take inventory of all the food available in the houses and shops, and plan for planting. Surely this will be over before spring?” 

The cat stared at her a second, decided her words weren’t a signal that more food was forthcoming, and settled back into his sunbeam to give himself a good bath. 

Resentment gnawed at Jean. The storm over, she had looked forward to just another ordinary day, puttering around. It was said the first casualty of war was truth, but Jean was beginning to think “ordinary” was the first to go.  it had been damaged in recent years as the devastation from climate change tore nations apart and destroyed people’s lives on every continent. Even here, where houses had been relocated to allow for the ever-rising ocean infringing on coastal properties, things had changed. The extreme weather had average summer temperatures at tropical levels, and a shark infestation that had wreaked havoc on fish stocks of all kinds. Yet they had adjusted. Markets for shark had opened and fishers had pivoted. The longer growing season saw agricultural benefits. The people who lived in Desolate were attached to the place and worked hard to see it survive when many rural communities were now rotted remnants of the old time of cold, dusty ghost towns that had succumbed to the ravages of the heated earth. 

Jean read the entire booklet from start to finish before the council members arrived.  

“Okay, Madame Mayor, let’s call this meeting to order,” Max said when all were assembled.  “We got two away. Sam Jesso is gone to Gander to visit his father in the home and Mildred Marche is out with the flu. Sarah, are you ready for the minutes?” 

At an affirmative from the town clerk, Jean cleared her throat. “I call this emergency meeting of the town council of Desolate Island to order.”

Sarah noted the attendance, regrets, and the time.  It was Ten am, March 12, 2047.

“We are in an emergency situation, “ Joan began.
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“What is happening? Does anybody have any idea? I heard that there was a big attack, and all the satellites are gone, that the US was attacked and that Russian submarines are in Canadian waters, even offshore Newfoundland.” Maggie Rogers’ voice shook, her expression somewhere between terror and delight. The first because she was a naturally fearful woman, the latter because this was the ultimate drama, something she thoroughly thrived on. 

Max Dawe described her as “an infinitely stupid woman” to Jean when she first arrived in town, and she learned soon enough that it was more fact than opinion. Also, Max was known to be a highly intuitive, seventh son of a seventh son. He scoffed it off a lot after spending a lifetime being taunted for his ‘magic’, but if Max said something people listened. Plus, there was demonstrable proof of his assessment.

In Maggie’s daily life, which contained no real employment, she busied herself with chickens. Her collection included an assortment of breeds, some nearly extinct, that were kept in what she called her sanctuary. She was particularly proud of her spitzhauben hens, the speckled, scrawny little creatures with tufts of feathers on their heads like pointy dunce hats. It was little more than a glorified hobby farm, but she busied herself selling eggs to locals and offering introductions of the chickens to the tourists that arrived every summer just to see rare birds.  Inexplicably, the tourists loved it. 

Maggie wouldn’t have been on council if there had been an election. Her rare chickens were great for tourism, but her stupidity and negativity left her unpopular in the community. The gift of acclamation had made counselors out of many unpopular and incapable people in small places and Desolate Island was no different. 

Her panic today was a bit more justified than the usual mink-in-the-henhouse drama and Jean felt less inclined to be annoyed at her.

“We can’t panic,” Jean said, a forced calm in her voice. “I’ve created an agenda for this meeting, but we have to maintain control of this situation, act with care and logic so we don’t scare the town. We’re out here all alone, in March. We have to take things easy. Figure out what we’re dealing with.”

“Mallory and Francis won’t be happy,” Max said.

“This will distract from business,” Sarah Pomeroy grinned. 

Everybody laughed, a welcome sound in the somber room. Jean, like the others, hated Mallory and Francis Richmond, owners of a small, local B&B they preferred to call an Inn. They had refurbished the rooms and fancied themselves town leaders, but Francis was an unmitigated asshole and Mallory was terrified of him. They had alienated nearly every member of the community with their airs about ‘culinary’ and ‘haute cuisine’. 

Once in a public meeting on the fishery, which had begun collapsing when numerous species began to die from the warming seas — salmon fishing was still outlawed despite record numbers, cod stocks were at record lows and sharks roamed the waters in large numbers —Frances had said that the time spent discussing developing markets for new fish species would distract from business. The statement had gotten him loud public jeers and he had grown red with anger at the reaction. 

The fishery still accounted for thirty-five percent of the revenue that came to the small island community, with another fifty-eight percent coming from online work with A-Zon, the international conglomerate that employed people all over the world. People in places like Desolate could live modestly well off the eighteen dollar an hour minimum wage while in other areas it was nearly impossible.

But to Francis Richmond, the only business that mattered was tourism which, to be fair, had increased with his dogged determination to fill his Posada Inn with visitors. While it did add to the economy, bolstering the fishery did not in any way distract from business. 

“You’re being awful, but I’m curious how they’ll take this distraction,” Jean teased Sarah, and the mood lightened a bit.

“Let’s get back to the agenda,” Max encouraged, wanting to get out and do something as soon as he could.

They put their heads down and started assigning tasks according to the emergency plan and the agenda.

A while later, Jean looked around the room. “Okay, we’ve voted on the State of Emergency. We assume the province will call one too if this is that big, so we can get help from them if it’s required. We’ll call a public meeting later. But with this cold, and no electric heat, I think the priority is to turn off all the water in the public buildings including the town hall, the community center, school, and so on. It’ll be a true disaster if the pipes freeze.” 

“Good idea. What about food spoilage?” Sarah stopped typing on her A-Tab to ask.

“The shops have generators for their freezers, I figure. I’m going to leave my stuff in the freezer now so tell folks to do that. If the door stays closed, it should stay frozen for some while. If they think it’s getting soft, put it outside, in their sheds. It’s below the freezing point so it’ll stay frozen out there.”

“I heard on the news last week this cold spurt is supposed to last until next Tuesday,” Maggie said.

“That’s good then,” Jean replied.

“May I say something?” Sarah Pomeroy asked. The town clerk didn’t usually add much to the meeting.

“Go ahead, m’love.” Jean smiled. Sarah was a sweet girl, smart as a whip and pretty like a daisy.

“What if we make a list of suggestions for everybody, then go door to door with them?  If we could get the firemen and the council together, split up the town into sections, make everybody a copy of it, they could take it around along with a statement from the mayor about what is happening to get things going. The note from the mayor will reassure everybody.”

“Good idea! What a pain not to be able to A-talk everybody,” Jean said. “Glad I stocked up on paper. On the same list put an invite to the public meeting with the location and that way we’ll get it all done in one go without having to retrace our steps.”

“That’s exactly what we need to do, good idea,” Maggie agreed.

“Max, can you go get Reg to talk to the firefighters to turn off the water in the public buildings and if you think of any other measures to prevent damage, do that. Then bring them back here with you. Meanwhile, we’ll work on a letter from me to send out. I’m going to bring in my generator and run the printer, so we can make a few copies. I know I should conserve fuel, but I think getting everybody together, keeping everybody calm, and making a plan is the priority right now. What say you all?”

The council members looked at each other and all nodded, their faces grave.

Jean smiled. “Now, ‘tis not the end of the world. We’ll get the Wi-Fi back,” she joked.

“Will be the end of the world if me chickens freezes,” Maggie said. Her eyes filled and she brushed at them with the back of her hand.

“Oh Maggie, I never thought about that. You have their coops heated normally, don’t you?”

“Yeah, we have light bulbs in da coops to keep ‘em warm.”

Keeping those chickens alive was very important, Jean thought. If they were isolated for a very long time, the chickens and their eggs would be an important food source.

“Once the printing is done, you can have my generator to light those lights, Maggie.”

Maggie’s eyes brightened. “Really? That’s wunnifow!” The old dialect was charming, a sign that the past thrived in this quaint place.

Jean’s lips formed a tight smile. She wasn’t being wonderful, though. She was being practical. One chop of a sharp axe and chickens were dinner.

The crowd left, and Jean took a moment to look out her window into the bright cold day. The peculiar hue of the easterly sky still bothered her. She suspected this wasn’t a normal outage. She deduced that the war, long fought in foreign lands, had come to rest now upon their isolated, and highly vulnerable, shores. The only questions were, how bad was it and how long before it got to Desolate Island?
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Jean made her way down the trail to the root cellar. The snow blower had made a nice pile on either side of the pathway, so it just needed a bit of shoveling to get it cleared this morning. She exhaled as she pulled the cellar door’s handle, her breath a cloud of frigid mist rising from her lips and nose, dampening her warmed face as it stroked her skin. 

The outer door gave after a good, two-handed tug, scraping snow along with its snug bottom. The interior latch opened without trouble. She shone the light from her otherwise useless phone into the cavernous vault. 

The pungent odour of root vegetables and dirt drifted into the cold winter air and Jean wrinkled her nose while shining the light around, looking for spiders. Coast clear, she approached the potato bin first. There was a good supply if she were careful. She had plenty of turnips, and still a couple of five-gallon buckets of carrots in sawdust. Preservatives lined the shelves along the walls including beets, relish, pickles, carrots, mussels, and crab. She had been living nearly entirely off the bounty of the island for years.  

“They won’t be laughing at me now, if this trouble lasts a long time,” Jean said to Tom, the cat, who followed her everywhere, guaranteeing a mouse-free cellar. 

The locals had teased her often a decade earlier for moving from Toronto to their tiny island, living a hand to mouth existence while they traipsed off the ferry for nearly all their groceries. Most had freezers full of fresh fish and moose, but unlike her they didn’t have a stock of the coveted dried, salted cod, racks of smoked salmon, a cellar of root vegetables and preserves of all kinds and enough toilet paper to last her for five years. She had a house pantry too, a converted spare bedroom, and in it she kept bags of flour, salt, sugar, baking ingredients, dried fruit, raisins, beans, lentils, rice, tea, coffee, and so on. She could survive for a long time on her stores. She grew greens and herbs in hydroponic beds inside and had even managed to raise two fruit-producing avocado trees in her living room. Her freezer held fresh cod and a supply of moose, shot and butchered by Max. She made jerky out of much of the meat and pickled another batch like salt beef, something Max considered a waste, preferring his moose in slivers with onions in a pan on the stove. She had a license and went along for the hunt as his partner, but he was the experienced shooter who did the killing.

She kept stores like this because she just didn’t like leaving the island. She chose to, every few months for a trip, but her way of life was more like the traditional ways of the past than those whose family had occupied Desolate Island for generations. 

“Why’d you come here anyway?” Reg, the town’s fire chief had asked her about a year after she’d moved, a dangling cigarette stuck to his bottom lip like a tubular mole. It threatened to ignite the beard that didn’t seem to ever grow any longer but never appeared to get trimmed either. 

“Because it was cheap, and I was tired of the city,” she’d answered. Jean had picked up the old salt box house for fifteen thousand dollars and spent another fifteen on ten acres of land in various locales throughout the town after just one visit.

People were anxious to sell but money was hard to come by and they had no further use for the abandoned fields with their long grasses dried and rotted in tangled bunches, vole-ridden and forgotten like their ancestors who had tilled it in years gone by.

“I grows enough for the winter but yoom gone crazy.” He’d drawn on the smoke, handsfree, because it never left the corner of his mouth.

“I wanted an organic farm. This is perfect,” she had added.

“Hard growin’.”

“Not so hard anymore and it is good growing.”

“You needs to flip these over tomorrow and let them dry. We got a spurt of good weather now, so you should be alright with ‘em,” he’d advised, referring to the flakes of fish she had ‘made’ under his guidance. She had cured the illegally caught cod in the sun every fall since after that first lesson, catching them herself by following the marks he’d shown her along with the method to catch them. He was one of only a handful who didn’t use sonar and she’d loved learning from him as much as he loved sharing the nearly extinct knowledge. She risked massive fines, but the Feds barely bothered to come their way anymore, they were so busy monitoring coastal erosion and deadly sea surges that battered their shores with record intensity every year.

Sometimes she thought the town admired her for utilizing so many of their old ways. Most times she knew they considered her an interloper. But they still wanted her to be mayor because she was a good speaker and had brought some government projects and infrastructure to the town when things looked hopeless after the provincial government collapsed back in thirty-eight. 

She wasn’t the only one who farmed. A few others grew a bit too, and then there was Maggie and her chickens that brought the tourists in. That was a hobby, though, and Maggie only sold the eggs, the colourful birds kept as pets. The woman cried to break her heart when the delicate creatures keeled over dead. Sometimes she even took a hen-pecked straggler into her house if the others plucked too many feathers off it.

Jean backed out of the cellar, gallon bucket in hand filled over the top with pradies, as Rex called them, and a turnip.  

Food wasn’t an issue for her, not yet, but it might become one for many. 

The red glow on the horizon to the east caught her attention again. She sniffed. A harsh, smoky odour floated in the air, somewhat like that of a struck match. Something was burning somewhere, and a veer in the wind would send more smoke their way although the ocean was the best firebreak any town could wish for.

How she loved it here. Sometimes when the last ferry left at night, Jean sat in her house enveloped in a monumental peace. She’d knit, or work on a quilt, alone in the quiet, lights out except for the one that shone on her handiwork, grateful for fate landing her in this safest of all places.

Now though, for the first time since moving to Desolate Island, the isolation felt like entrapment and her sense of peace deserted her. She walked up to her bridge, stomping her feet to shake off both the snow and a strange sense of loss. She yanked on the door that always stuck when it was cold and stepped inside, setting the bucket of vegetables on a bench. The heat from the kitchen stove welcomed her. She stripped off her coat and mittens, hung them on the rack then kicked off her boots.

Hands extended, she moved towards the stove, hovering them over its antique surface. She felt a bit smug about this appliance, had searched for it for ages, paid a fortune for it and to have it shipped, then set up in the kitchen by Reg, the fire chief who shook his head the whole time he worked. He admired its beauty but scoffed that she hadn’t bought a modern pellet stove for heat or at least a normal wood stove, since these old things were inefficient and a waste of time.

But unlike other woodstoves, she could cook on this, and the heat, while not as even as electric, still worked in a pinch. The oven required some experimentation, but it too, functioned for cooking and baking. Plus, it warmed the kitchen, bathroom, and bedroom provided she left the oven, and all other doors open and closed off the living room. Wood was pricey, the tree protection act of 2025 forcing every tree cut to be replaced and exorbitant fines for offenders meant wood was pricey — unless you know the right people. Again, in this isolated place, nobody bothered the tree poachers any more than they did the cod poachers. Surely the few trees lopped down on Desolate Island weren’t all that important in the carbon reduction plan, Jean told herself whenever a twinge of guilt made its way into her consciousness.

She pulled a junk of birch out from the tray, opened the round lid, and stuffed it in, enjoying the crackle of the flaming rind before she closed it up. 

Tom leapt up and flopped down on the futon, cocked one leg in the air, and started licking himself, twisting his head as his rough tongue pulled through fur that had been cleaned just as thoroughly an hour before. 

He paused when the knock came, as did Jean. Not that she needed to move. Max opened the door and stepped inside without even his courtesy knock. 

“Jean, I got news. Did you have the radio on?” 

“No, I was out in the cellar and I’m trying to save batteries anyway. What is it?”

He shook his head, as though to clear some thoughts, to make room for hard words. His red-rimmed eyes squared off with hers and he slipped off his hat, holding it in front of his chest like a shield.  Then, he spoke with a voice low and cracked, drenched in the dialect of the people who had settled this island two hundred years before. “Oh, dear Jesus, she’s Goddamned gone, b’y, she’s all Goddamned gone. She’s all gone—” 

Then, unable to speak further, the eighty-odd year-old man hung his head down and wept.
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“What’s all gone?” Jean pulled the distraught man forward. Max was as spry as she was and tough as boot leather. Now, though, he was ashen, his face grey and drawn and his eyes red. 

“She’s all gone, Jean. They blew up the Avalon.”

“What?” She sat. Then stood. She moved to the stove, lifted the lid, and put the stove-top kettle over the open flame shooting out the top. It didn’t dawn on her to doubt him as unbelievable as his words were.

“Was it a nuclear bomb? Bombs?” 

“Might be nuclear, I think ‘tis, but I don’t know, but they was hit by something. And Gander too. Everything on the east coast. They razed it all.”

“Oh fuck.” Jean sat, almost flattening Tom who shifted over a bit.

“The rest of the country is fine. For now, but we’re on fire. Fires would be worse if there wasn’t snow, but you know they don’t have any snow on the Avalon anymore. They says a bunch of people from the Gander area is gone towards Lewisporte, because though it’s close, it wasn’t blown up.”

“Who did it?” 

“Nobody knows, but they figure the target was the Americans.”

“I knew we shouldn’t have let them in.”

“We couldn’t stop them. They’re allies.”

“They’re a target and by being in this province they made us one.” American warships were everywhere in Newfoundland waters. It was a strategically sensible location for them since the war started. There were troops in massive new bases set up in both Gander and St. John’s. Well, there had been. Christ.

“That red glow, that’s Gander?” Jean walked to the kitchen window. The eerie orange light was not as bright but still burned.

“I think it must be.” Max followed her, looking out.

Desolate was several hours drive from Gander. Then there was a half hour ferry ride. 

“If it’s the atomic bomb, we’ll probably get some radiation.” Jean’s voice trembled. 

“You think?” His somber voice shook as well.

“They’re all gone. Everybody in Gander? If that was nuclear... Sam Jesso—does Daphne know?” The town councillor had gone to Gander.
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