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I used to like silence. Though maybe like isn’t the correct word for it. Appreciate would probably be more appropriate. I appreciated the silence of my house before my mom came home from work each night. She didn’t appreciate it so much; she preferred to have music playing at all times. As soon as she got home, she’d connect her phone to the linked speakers in the house – the kitchen, living room, dining room, bathrooms, her bedroom, but not mine – and her favorite playlists would begin to pipe out. I could always tell how her day went from the music she played.


I wish I had streaming music now. Something to fill all the silence.


‘Stop that.’


I look up from the gears and metal fasteners on the boat deck to see that Cara is scolding me without even looking my way.


‘Stop what?’


‘Everything you’re doing right now. Moping or whatever it is.’


‘It’s not moping, it’s thinking.’


‘About what?’ She glances at me as she uncaps the OneDrop winch oil.


‘Music.’


Cara recaps the winch oil and ducks into the cabin of the forty-two-foot sailboat. I hear a door open and a switch flip, and then the speakers built into the cockpit seats crackle briefly. She pulls herself back into the cockpit and points at the helm.


‘See if Blanca is broadcasting,’ she says.


I smile as gratitude fills my chest. Cara knows perfectly well that I wasn’t thinking only about music, but she already said she wasn’t getting in the middle of whatever’s going on between Andrew and me.


She doesn’t want to have to hear about our issues every time she’s with one of us. It’s bad enough that Andrew isn’t on the boat crew anymore and so she only gets to see him for a couple hours on the weekends and at the monthly socials.


I stand and turn on the radio. Static. Blanca broadcasts on the same channel every time, but the hours are iffy. There’s no set schedule, and even if she’s said there is, we don’t really understand it because Daria is the only one on the boat who speaks Spanish. She’s translated a few broadcasts while we listened, but so far it’s just been radio DJ stuff – making announcements for the Cuban settlement, music requests or dedications from people on the island, and once a guest who played guitar and sang live in the studio.


I flick through the AM stations that bookend the one she broadcasts from, hoping to hear her come through even just a little bit. But there’s only static on every station. She must not be on the air right now.


Like us, she’s probably working on something else at the moment. In the apocalypse, the job of radio DJ is appreciated, but not necessary. She most likely only gets to broadcast when she has downtime.


I lower the volume but leave the radio on so the crackle of static drones in the background. It’s better than the silence.


‘It was worth a shot,’ Cara says, and goes back to rebuilding the winch that’s been sticking.


We’re supposed to leave on Sunday morning – the day after my birthday – and we’ll be gone for seven whole weeks.


Seven weeks without seeing Andrew.


When he got kicked off the crew a couple of weeks ago it seemed like a nightmare. I told Admiral Hickey right away that I didn’t want to be on the boat if Andrew wasn’t there, too. That’s when Andrew freaked out. He spoke for me and told Hickey I was staying on the crew, even though I didn’t want to. That night we had a big blowup. He was pissed at me because I was so willing to give up on the boat mission; I was pissed at him for minimizing my fears of being separated from him. After that we got quiet, and the quiet – something I used to enjoy – has now grown into awkward stiltedness. So at first I was scared about being away from him, but the closer we get to the day, the more I think the separation might be a good thing for us.


I hope it might be a good thing for us. That the absence truly will make our hearts grow fonder – or at least make his grow fonder, because he’s the one who snapped at me. The one who didn’t talk to me for a whole day and has been staying late with the kids to avoid me.


‘You’re doing it again,’ Cara says, rubbing a gear with grease and placing it in its spot in the winch.


‘I’m just tired,’ I tell her. ‘Didn’t sleep well last night.’ It’s not a lie. I haven’t been sleeping well any night for the last week and a half. I wake up in the middle of the night and can feel how far apart Andrew and I are.


He used to yell at me playfully – he made it clear that he thought it was adorable – because he says I sleep like a goldfish grows, expanding to take up whatever space is available to me. So each morning I would wake up half on my side of the bed, half on his, with him pressed up against me.


‘I’m looking forward to the winter when your furnace body will be helpful instead of making me sweaty and gross,’ he said.


I told him to just push me back to my side, but he refused, giving me a devilish grin. ‘I like your furnace body making me sweaty.’


But every time I’ve woken up these past few weeks, he’s been hugging his edge of the bed as if he’s trying not to touch me.


He says he isn’t mad at me and he was just upset in the moment that he was kicked off the boat and that I would give up on the trip north to bring back Amy’s mom. But the crew can do that without me. And I don’t understand why staying here with him would be such an issue. So I didn’t press any further, but it still doesn’t feel like we’ve gone back to normal.


Across from me, Cara lets out an annoyed breath through her nose. She opens her mouth to say something, but the radio crackles and finally Blanca’s voice comes through the speaker. My heart leaps and I stand, reaching over to turn up the volume.


I’m happy for the distraction, and Cara seems to welcome it, too, giving me a wan smile. But then the smile drops.


Blanca is speaking quickly, her voice fast and higher than it’s ever been. It’s not her usual, almost sensual radio DJ voice. It’s panicked – at least it sounds that way in between waves of static.


Maybe it’s excitement? For all we know she could be announcing a new guest who’s in the studio with her. I turn to Cara, who crouches near the speaker, listening intently.


‘Do you know what she’s saying?’


Cara doesn’t speak Spanish, but she can understand some. A word here or there that she can pick up and piece together into some semblance of context clues that she’ll repeat to Daria. Then Daria will nod or clarify. But Daria isn’t here. She, Admiral Hickey, and Trevor are all at a Committee meeting going over the plan to head north on Sunday. To scavenge the coast and return with Henri, the woman who is the reason Andrew and I found the Key Colony in the first place.


‘She’s talking too fast,’ Cara says.


More static. Then Blanca comes back and yells something we can’t comprehend. In the background there’s more shouting followed by a high-pitched whistle. The static returns, cutting through her voice like waves crashing against a shoreline.


Movement from the dock catches my eye. Hickey, Daria and Trevor are on their way back. I cup my hands to my mouth and call out to Daria.


‘Something’s going on with Blanca! Quick!’


Daria, a Black woman in her late forties with her hair in locs, runs the rest of the length of the dock – Hickey and Trevor following behind her – then jumps onto the boat. I hold my hand out to help steady her and she grabs it, leaping into the cockpit. Her face clouds as she tries to listen. Hickey and Trevor come to a stop at the end of the dock, and we all listen to the static in silence.


Blanca’s voice breaks in with another shout, but the whole sentence doesn’t come through.


Daria shakes her head. Then another man speaks. He gets a few words out before the static returns.


‘A hundred and ninety kilometers?’ Daria says.


Cara and I share a look, trying to figure out what the 190 kilometers could mean. She seems just as puzzled as I am.


The man’s voice returns, speaking faster, sounding more desperate.


Daria gasps and covers her mouth.


‘What is it?’ Hickey asks behind her. Hickey is an old navy admiral from before the world ended – and one of the reasons Andrew isn’t on the boat anymore. Daria holds up her hand to quiet him. When there’s a longer stretch of static she speaks.


‘The Cuban colony got hit by a storm. Hundred and ninety kilometers is the wind speed.’


Hickey does the calculations in his head. ‘That’s almost a hundred and twenty miles per hour.’


‘Then it’s not just a storm,’ Cara says. ‘It’s a hurricane.’


The static disappears and Blanca returns. Her voice comes through loud and clear for a few moments before static takes over again.


‘The island is flooded,’ Daria translates. ‘Pray for us, pray for yourselves.’


We listen to the static, but neither Blanca nor the other man comes back.
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Listen. I understand that when the world ends, society collapses, and we as a species want to make an attempt at civilization, round two, we’re going to need people who do the jobs that no one wants to do.


But why do I have to be one of those people?


I know this makes me sound like a piece of shit, and I’m only saying it because I’m having a bad day – seriously, catch me on a good day and I’ll talk your ear off about how amazing work is – but being a babysitter is not exactly my postapocalyptic dream job.


It’s not that I have delusions of grandeur. I don’t want to be a doctor or a scientist or the New American president. Honestly, I’d rather be a farmer. The agricultural people in the Keys are figuring out how to get a handle on sustainability and pest control. This time last year everyone was thinking about short-term survival. Now, though, we’re feeling the full-on collapse of the bird link in the food chain. There are still birds – we all look up and point them out when we see them – but they’re like us, few and far between. Maybe a couple million of them, at most, across the entire globe. And that means more insects and pests to destroy crops. And more rodents that might have otherwise been hunted by birds of prey. But the Key farmers are trying their best to deal and evolve with the times. It wouldn’t hurt if I learned how to grow crops. Embraced my destiny as a Plant Gay.


I stop daydreaming to count the kids on the playground, and damn near have a heart attack. I regroup and count again. But I still come to the same number. Twelve. My lucky number thirteen no longer lucky. Which means one of the kids has gotten away from me. Again.


And I know exactly which one.


My heart races, somehow to the beat of Daphne telling me that kids can drown in seconds. But back on the beach side of the playground I still don’t see him. Daphne’s voice in my head goes from lecturing me about drowning to giving advice on looking after them.


Kids are creatures of habit. They’re going to keep doing the same thing, even when you tell them not to.


Let’s see, when was the last time I yelled at the Kid for disappearing?


‘Dammit.’


I sprint to the playground equipment, because Daphne has already been gone for fifteen minutes and could come back at any moment. I whistle hard.


‘Taylor!’ I shout at the top of the monkey bars. Thirteen-year-old, too-smart-for-her-own-good Taylor looks down on me – I mean, what else is new? ‘I need you to watch everyone for a second, OK?’


‘Did you lose him again?’


‘OK, if we’re going to place blame, you should have seen him wander off from up there.’


‘I’m not an adult.’


‘No,’ I mutter under my breath. ‘Just reincarnated Damien from The Omen.’ I bet she has a 666 birthmark hidden under that braid.


‘What?’


‘Keep an eye, please? I’ll owe you an extra cookie tomorrow.’ Shit, wait, did she just call me an adult? I’m only, like, three years older than her, what the hell?


Mustering the best impression of my own little sister I’ve ever seen, Taylor gives me a ‘sigh-fiiiiine’, then, Satan love her, counts the kids playing around her. I sprint in the opposite direction toward the water park.


But it’s not a water park anymore. The engineering folks still haven’t figured out water treatment given the limited amount of power we have, so the fountains and the flower-shaped sprinklers are still turned off.


That also means the pool is empty. But there’s no reason the Kid would need to go to the pool, so he isn’t there. He can’t be. Because I definitely won’t be able to live with myself if I have to look over the edge and see him lying at the bottom of a concrete pool.


He’s six. He knows better than that. I have to give him more credit.


But the closer to the pool I get, the more anxious I am.


Then relief – because there he is, on the sky-blue painted floor of the water park, under the nonfunctioning daisy sprinkler.


‘Kid!’ I call out with enough authority in my voice that I know my dad is looking down on me with a twinkle in his eye. Every time Andrew uses his big-boy voice, an angel gets their wings.


The Kid looks up from the stuffed hippo in his hands. I call him Kid because he’s never told anyone his name. He has no parents or family to tell us who he is, and when we ask him his name he won’t answer – even the name game doesn’t work on him, and the other orphans eat that shit up. Daphne was vehemently against calling him ‘Kid’, but even she’s broken down and uses it when talking to me. Not to his face, though.


It seems to be OK when I do it because whenever I shout it, he answers.


When he sees me, the Kid immediately looks guilty, and it breaks my damn heart. I hate yelling at these kids. I understand why we need to, but it’s not fair that I’m the one who has to do it. I mean, technically there’s four of us swapping off the responsibility, but I do like to hand it off to Daphne as much as possible. Probably because she yells at me enough.


I come to a stop next to him and crouch down. ‘Dude. You can’t run off without telling me.’


His attention returns to his hippo. ‘Bobo needed fresh water.’ He makes a splashing sound.


Bobo’s a stuffed animal, Kid; the less water he gets, the better. Instead of saying this aloud, however, I nod. ‘Well, now that he’s had his fill, we need to get back to the others, OK? Ms Daphne will yell at us if we’re late for lineup.’


That gets his attention, so he takes my hand and we head back to the playground. When we arrive, Daphne still isn’t back – thank God – but Taylor is down from the monkey bars again, talking to another adult.


There’s three full seconds of anxiety before I recognize the tattoos covering every inch of flesh visible around a cutoff denim vest littered with pins and buttons, and I relax a bit.


‘Rocky Horror,’ I say when we reach the edge of the playground. ‘I’ve never been happier to see another human being in my life.’ That’s extremely untrue, but I do love me some Rocky Horror.


He smiles wide and holds out a tattooed fist for me to bump. All the other kids have suddenly noticed Rocky Horror’s arrival and the bravest of them are coming forward to ogle him.


Yes, his name is Rocky Horror. No, not first name Rocky, last name Horror. His first and only name is Rocky Horror. Like the Kid, he won’t tell anyone what his legal name was before what he calls ‘Teotwawki’ – the End of the World as We Know It – and honestly why should he? Rocky Horror’s a great fucking name.


After our fist bump, he leans in and we make a loud show of kissing each other’s cheeks. He puts on a Moira Rose lilt as he speaks. ‘Andrew, wonderful to see you as always.’


‘Isn’t it?’


He goes back to his normal, gruff voice. ‘No. Where’s Daph?’


‘She ran to the loo.’ Bathrooms don’t really exist when there’s no running water, and calling them outhouses is boring, but it’s not like I can say ‘brick shithouse’ in front of the kids. Loo is whimsical.


One of the kids steps forward. Uh-oh, No-Filter Frank. Wanna guess why we call him that?


‘What are those?’ NFF points at the pink scars on Rocky Horror’s bare, hairy, tattoo-covered chest. The scars being the only part of him – at least to my knowledge – not covered by tattoos.


He opens up the vest so the kids have a better view. ‘That? Just some scars from surgery. But they’re old, so it doesn’t hurt anymore.’


‘Especially since they put titanium over his ribs,’ I add with wide eyes.


He puffs up his chest and lowers his voice. ‘Now no one can hurt me!’ He lets out the air in his lungs and adds, ‘Physically, I mean. Emotionally, on the other hand …’


Before NFF or one of the other kids can ask any more questions, Rocky Horror heads over to one of the benches. As soon as he’s out of the vicinity of the playground, the kids disperse – probably realizing Rocky Horror is not going to go down the slides or play tag with them like I do. I bend down so I’m eye level with the Kid and Bobo the hippo.


‘I’m going to go talk to Rocky Horror. But I want you to stay on the playground, OK?’


The Kid nods and walks off. I keep an eye on him until he sits on one of the swings.


‘What’s in the bag?’ I ask Rocky Horror as I sit next to him, pointing to the backpack at his feet.


‘Present for Daphne.’


‘Oh, so she gets a present but you still haven’t handed over Jamie’s birthday gift yet?’


He turns and stares at me in silence and, yeah, I may have walked into what I know he’s about to say. ‘Oh? Are we still giving Jamie his gift?’


‘Why wouldn’t I?’


He shrugs and picks at dirt under one of his fingernails. ‘What use is a radio when you’re not talking to your boyfriend?’ Jamie’s birthday is Saturday and my plan, once I was kicked off the boat, was to have Rocky Horror put together a long-range radio that we could communicate with. But he hasn’t finished the radio yet, and we’re getting dangerously close to the boat leaving. Two things giving me anxiety.


‘We talk plenty.’ If the definition of plenty is ‘good morning,’ ‘good night,’ ‘hey,’ ‘fine,’ and ‘I’m not hungry, thanks.’


‘I’m not going to pretend I know what happened between the two of you—’


‘It’s simple, he—’


Rocky Horror waves his hands at me. ‘Pssh, uh-uh, no thanks. I said I wasn’t going to pretend, but I also don’t care. I know both of you well enough now to know that, whatever it was, the only reason this situation has gotten as far as it has is because – even if you are talking “plenty” – you’re not talking about what happened.’


Yeah, he’s got me there. So I shoot back with my own dig. ‘A single man of your age? Forgive me if I don’t take relationship advice from you.’


‘Risky read considering I could have lost a loved one during the pandemmy, but … yeah, I was single, so maybe you’re right. But if you want some non-relationship advice, stop letting it distract you and live your life. Figure out the Jamie shit on your own time.’


‘I’m not distracted.’


‘According to teacher’s pet’ – he nods in Taylor’s direction – ‘you can barely be trusted to watch the kids.’


‘Gossipy little shit. The Kid’s different. He’s always sneaking off to find fresh water for Bobo.’


Rocky Horror – a man named Rocky Horror – has the sheer audacity to arch an eyebrow at the name Bobo. I double-check to make sure the Kid is still on the swing.


‘These kids cramp my style,’ he says. ‘I don’t know how you do it.’


I pull at the denim vest. ‘This is style?’ He swats my hand and I shrug. ‘It makes the days go by more quickly.’


Though I’m not sure if that’s a good thing or not yet. Being on the boat was boring and the days did tend to drag. But at least I got to hang out with Jamie and Cara all day. Sure, Trevor was a dick sometimes.


That’s all. End of sentence.


And of course, the admiral hated me from the moment he joined the boat crew. His scowl grew scowlier with every joke. Honestly, I feel like he would have done better in Fort Caroline, the authoritarian settlement that hunted Jamie and me down the coast of Florida and almost succeeded in killing him. What’s not for the admiral to love there? Structure, patriarchal rules, white supremacy. It’s just like the navy!


‘Obviously I know the answer, but speaking of things going fast …’ He gives me a side-eye.


‘No.’ I cut him off.


He groans and shakes his head. ‘I really wish I could be your age again.’


‘Right, because fifty years ago was so great to our kind.’


‘Excuse me, I am forty, you skinny bitch. And I mean right now. Because now we’re all more or less on a level playing field.’ He elbows me. ‘And you’re both wasting the precious time you have left.’


‘Here we go.’


‘No. For all we know, one of you could get appendicitis and die tomorrow. And you’re not even talking to each other about what you want. Or why you’re mad at each other – which clearly isn’t because of the sex stuff.’


This is all because I made the mistake of going to Rocky Horror for sex advice a little over a month ago when I found out he was a counselor in the before times. As one of the few queer men in our neck of the Keys, Rocky Horror was the clear answer.


Unfortunately, his advice was, and apparently still is, absolutely batshit: ‘Talk about it!’


Talk about it? How am I supposed to talk about sex with Jamie when we’re only talking ‘plenty’? Maybe that’s our issue. We couldn’t have makeup sex after our fight, so we just fell into this awkward lull we’re in now.


Still, even before the fight I didn’t know how to talk about sex without making it weird. Who’s doing what part, and do we still use condoms even though I’m a virgin and I think Jamie’s a virgin, too? I mean, we’ve done other things and haven’t used them, but are we supposed to use them for sex-sex even if we’re monogamous and virgins and don’t have the ability to become pregnant – and, side note, where does one find lube in the apocalypse?


At first we were waiting because Jamie was still healing from being shot by a bunch of authoritarian lunatics from Georgia. But then it became more about making sure the time was right and that we were both comfortable and safe – like, apocalyptically safe, because see above re: condoms. But then the longer it went on the more difficult it felt to bring it up. Then came the other worries.


What if he doesn’t like it?


Or what if he doesn’t even really like all the other stuff we’ve done but he’s just horny and then doing this makes him realize he doesn’t like any of it and by definition also doesn’t like … me?


Before you get on me for the biphobia in that worry, I already know! Rocky Horror told me when I brought it up to him. But I can’t help it. It’s called being insecure, which I very much am but also very much want to work through.


‘You look like you’re going to throw up,’ Rocky Horror says, patting my shoulder.


‘Must be the appendicitis.’


He sighs. ‘There’s no rush. Really, Andrew. You both love each other, and it will happen when it happens. But before it does you do need to talk to each other about it. So you should do it – talk, I mean. And soon. I’m not only talking about the sex stuff. You can lie to yourself, and me, all you want. But you and Jamie both know you’re being dummies and you need to talk your shit out.’ It sounds like there’s a warning in his voice, and his gaze moves over my shoulder. ‘And if you need help on that front …’ He pats my knee and stands, grabbing the backpack between his feet.


I turn to see Daphne De Silva – bestselling romance novelist – returning to the playground.


Rocky Horror takes Daphne’s hand and kisses it. Then he reaches into the pack and takes out a plastic device with a long cord hanging from it, handing it over to her. While she’s distracted, I lock onto the Kid – no longer on the swing but sitting in the sand with Bobo – and count the twelve other kids.


A white woman in her midsixties, Daphne keeps her hip-length gray hair pulled up into a big messy bun and only wears sundresses, even if it’s raining. Which, come to think of it, may happen soon. I rub at the scars on my leg, the bone aching slightly.


‘What’s that?’ I ask, pointing at the rectangular plastic box in her hands. Daphne counts the kids and sits down next to me.


‘A cassette player!’ She holds it up and I see a speaker and little window to put the cassette in. ‘The library still has a bunch of old books on tape. I figured we could play some of them for the kids so you don’t have to stay so late coming up with stories for bedtime.’


‘Oh, yeah, great idea.’


With my excuse to ‘stay late at work’ now in jeopardy, maybe Rocky Horror is right. Maybe it is time to talk to Jamie.
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It’s only a little past five, so when the front door opens I expect it to be one of the other guys who live with us, but Andrew walks through the kitchen entryway. I stand a little straighter, awkwardness filling my gut.


‘Hey,’ he says. There’s a friendly tone to his voice but it sounds forced. Instead of coming around the counter to give me a hug or kiss, he sits on a stool at the other side.


At least he didn’t go right upstairs.


‘Hey.’ I’m about to offer him something to eat – expecting him to say he ate with the kids and the other caretakers – but then remember that he couldn’t have. The social is tonight.


‘How was your day?’ he asks.


My chest tightens. Seeing him almost made me forget about Blanca’s radio transmission. ‘Oh! Did you hear anything from Daphne yet?’ I don’t want to tell him the story again if he already knows and is just asking me sarcastically.


After the transmission, Hickey and Daria left again to tell the Committee what they heard. If Cuba got hit by a hurricane, there’s a small chance we might get hit, too – or at the very least a few days’ worth of bad wind and rain, possibly enough to delay the boat voyage north another week. Especially if the storm is moving up the coast.


‘Just the usual town gossip,’ Andrew says. ‘Nothing super salacious. Why?’


‘We might be delaying the trip,’ I say.


Andrew’s face clouds and the sad excuse for a smile drops. ‘Why?’


He’s probably going to blame me again. To jump down my throat and call me selfish or say I don’t care about Henri.


‘The Cuban colony is getting hit by a hurricane. Radio Blanca broadcasted it late this afternoon. Hickey and Daria are talking to the Committee and figuring out the best course of action. They’re worried that we could get some severe weather in the next couple days or that the storm might head up the coast. But it depends on what the Committee says.’


He nods, his face softening a bit. ‘That’s probably for the best, then.’


‘Yeah.’


And that’s it.


‘You have to work at the social tonight?’ I try. But I already know the answer. He does because he wants to. Though he’ll make an excuse and say it’s because Kelly was supervisor at the last social or he swapped with Daphne so she could have the holiday social.


But he shakes his head. ‘No, it’s Kelly’s turn.’


I nod. ‘Cool.’


‘I should go wash up.’


‘OK.’


He stands and gets as far as the kitchen doorway, then stops and turns back. ‘You should, too. You smell like diesel.’


I know he’s only teasing me – though, yes, I do smell like diesel from the boat – but without the context of normal conversation it still feels like a dig. He must think the same thing because I see his mouth flatten.


‘Do you want to come with?’ he asks.


The idea of keeping this stilted conversation going all the way to the showers isn’t at all appealing, but I also don’t want to undo any of the progress we’ve made talking. And he is coming to the social tonight, so maybe having the buffer of other people will help us, too.


‘I’ll meet you there,’ I say. ‘I have to check with Cara to see if she heard anything else from Hickey or Daria.’


He says OK and goes upstairs to get his shower caddy and towels. When he comes back down he has mine, too. He places it on the kitchen island.


‘Don’t take too long. There’s bound to be a bunch of last-minute stinkers in line.’


I frown. ‘Stinkers?’


He groans. ‘I’ve been hanging out with kids for too long.’


I laugh as he leaves.


That was good – it almost felt normal. Or at least the most normal that things have felt since he got kicked off the boat.


It was Admiral Hickey’s decision. He came to the Keys around the end of October, and the Committee figured who better to be on the boat than a former navy admiral. The crew didn’t realize that meant one of us would be kicked off. There are only two bedrooms – berths – on the sailboat and the dining area converts into a bed as well. So with just Cara, Daria, Andrew, Trevor and me, it all would have worked fine. Andrew and I could share a bed. Cara and Daria could figure out which other bed they wanted, and there would always be someone awake to sail the boat by night, which we’d make a schedule for. Sailing the forty-two-foot boat alone was difficult, but not impossible. And whoever was sleeping in the dining area would be on call in case of emergency.


With Hickey’s arrival, things got more complicated. It also didn’t help that Andrew jokes around all the time and Hickey is a no-nonsense naval officer. It would work perfectly in a Daphne De Silva novel, but in real life they butted heads nonstop. Andrew put a target on his own back.


I told him over and over to be careful, but he said he already knew he’d be booted off, it was just a matter of time.


Which is when I told him that if he didn’t go, I wouldn’t go either. Cara, Daria, Trevor and Hickey could go on their own to bring Henri down here. Besides, Andrew and I had been talking about leaving and heading back to the cabin my mother had in Pennsylvania. Fort Caroline had sent people as far as northern Florida to hunt me down, all because one of their leader’s sons tried to kill us. Of course, they didn’t care about that part, just that I killed him to save ourselves. So for weeks we talked about running back to the cabin. Alone, in the woods – just the two of us – it’d be harder for them to find us again. And maybe we should just go already before winter really hit.


That’s when we started fighting. He argued with me in front of everyone and stormed off. When I chased him we kept arguing. Back and forth for over three hours. At the time I thought he was just pissed at Hickey and taking it out on me, but the longer we argued the more I wondered if it was something else. Something that had been brewing between us but had never been said out loud.


The next day when he avoided me, it only cemented that feeling.


And now I’m too afraid to ask him what it is.
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I’m trying to force myself to have fun but I’d rather be spending my time with Jamie. Rocky Horror is right: I need to talk this all out with him. Not the sex stuff; that’s obviously on an indefinite hold until we work out our issues. But talking to him before the social wasn’t so bad.


‘Why don’t you stop being a little bitch and ask your man to dance?’ Rocky Horror plops down on the picnic bench next to me with a glass of hooch. The smell turns my stomach. They don’t call it hooch, but it’s absolutely hooch. Basically the cheapest, easiest way to make alcohol: citrus, water, sugar and yeast that they bury in the sand for five days to ferment.


I look over at Jamie, who’s talking to Daphne. ‘He’s doing his goodbyes, in case he doesn’t see people before Sunday. Probably pawning me off on grub duty with Daph while he’s away.’


‘Grub duty?’ Rocky Horror waves away the flies that have already gathered around us because of the hooch.


Daphne is an Islamorada local. She spent her winters here even before the bug, and the greenhouse behind her little bungalow is one of the few places in the Keys – maybe even the world – still growing tomatoes. This past year has been a nightmare for her with the bugs. Apparently every time she picks off a cluster of grub eggs, there’s at least one more she misses. Jamie helps her on Saturday and Sunday mornings – when he isn’t doing boat stuff – in exchange for some tomatoes. I explain all this to Rocky Horror, who nods.


‘Well,’ he says, ‘I have it on good authority that when this song ends, there’s a slow one coming up.’


The band is actually good tonight. No singer, which I sometimes think makes it better. The only electricity is being used for the string lights hanging from the big tent’s ceiling, so the band is just two acoustic guitars, a mandolin, an upright bass and a viola. The five musicians have clearly been practicing together, because their acoustic-bluegrassy version of either Sia or Ed Sheeran almost sounds professional.


When I don’t move, Rocky Horror adds, ‘I have it on good authority because I paid them to make the next song a slow one, so get up and ask Jamie to dance or you owe me fifty bucks.’


I sigh and get up, making it halfway to Jamie before I turn around and walk back to Rocky Horror. ‘Fifty bucks? In what currency?’


He wipes the citrus hooch from his beard and flicks his hand at me. ‘It’s a figure of speech. I just asked them to do it – what are they gonna do, say, “No, we have too much artistic integrity to play slow music”?’ He blows a raspberry and turns his attention to Amy and Cara.


I laugh and, sure enough, as the fast song ends and everyone claps, a slow one begins. I walk up to Daphne and Jamie, and Daph smiles wider when she sees me.


‘Would you mind if I stole you for a dance?’ I ask.


Jamie smiles and his cheeks flush. ‘Yeah, sure.’


‘I wasn’t talking to you.’ I hold out my hand to Daphne, who lets out, legit, the best laugh I have ever heard from a human being in my life. Then she smacks it away and says, ‘You couldn’t handle it.’


‘Wow! And I thought we were friends!’ She holds her hands out to my face and I bend down to kiss her cheek as she kisses mine. Then she lets me take Jamie’s hand and lead him to the dance floor.


But from there he leads me. He pulls me close and holds my hand out as we sway on the tiny dance floor surrounded by picnic tables.


‘I don’t want to ruin the moment,’ Jamie says, and I already know what he’s going to ask. ‘But where is this coming from all of a sudden?’


‘Here’s the deal. I’m a proud person and I really hate apologizing, so save this in your mind grapes for a rainy day because it doesn’t happen frequently: I’m sorry I’ve been avoiding you.’


He feigns surprise. ‘He admits it.’ Then he dips me, and I grab on to him tighter.


‘I’m always surprised when I remember you can dance,’ I tell him as he pulls me back up.


‘Do I look like someone who can’t dance?’


I look up at him. His broad shoulders, his stocky frame. ‘Yes, honey.’


He laughs and leads me into a spin that gives me butterflies, then easily catches me and pulls me against him again. I love dancing with him. He feels confident, which makes me feel confident. We move in sync, and when he does things – like that twirl, for instance – I sense it coming and can lean into it.


The idea of him traveling without me returns and I feel awful again. Because on the one hand, I made such a big deal about him giving up and wanting to stay with me, and on the other, I do selfishly want that, but I’d never say it. Tears sting my eyes and I use it as an excuse to put my head against his shoulder.


‘My mom taught me,’ he says, unprompted. ‘It was very embarrassing at the time, and I kept telling her no, but she said, “Jamison, if you break your date’s toes, she’s never going to want to dance with you again.”’


I manage to blink away the tears and look up at him. ‘And who was this girl?’


‘Lori Hauck.’


‘Gesundheit.’ He laughs and shakes his head. I open my mouth to ask more about Lori Hauck – totally ready with a ‘Lori Hauck-a-loogie’ joke – when I see the admiral approach us.


‘Jamison,’ he says. ‘Can I talk to you?’


Dammit. We were doing so well there for a second. I step away from Jamie as he gives me a look that asks if I’m OK with it.


‘Go ahead. It’s fine.’


‘I’ll be right back.’


I nod, but after I look around at the other dancing couples, I make a beeline back to the table, where Rocky Horror is frowning over his glass of hooch. Daphne is next to him with a disappointed look on her face. I drop onto the bench across from them.


‘We were so close,’ Daphne says, shaking her head.


‘Close how?’ I ask.


‘The two of you have barely talked the past two weeks, but you seemed pretty cozy just now,’ Rocky Horror says.


Daphne turns to him. ‘I told you. Any time I have two characters in my books with a misunderstanding, I just force them to dance. Who slow dances in silence?’


‘Sociopaths,’ Rocky Horror says.


‘Excuse you both,’ I jump in. ‘We did not have a misunderstanding.’


There wasn’t anything to misunderstand. I said everything I needed to say to Jamie about how mad I was and why. I was annoyed that he decided to leave the boat after Hickey kicked me off. If it had just been left at that, it would have been fine. But then when I asked him to stay on the crew, he doubled down and kept telling me over and over that he didn’t care about the boat trip, he just didn’t want to be away from me.


I couldn’t understand. Henri was the entire reason we were here, building this new family with everyone we’ve met. How could he just say ‘I don’t care, I’ll stay here’ when the entire purpose of the trip was to go up and bring her back?


Back to her daughter, Amy. Not to mention her new granddaughter and namesake, Henri-Two. Her family. And ours.


It was a sweet gesture and I appreciated that, but I told him to stop being stupid and stick with the boat. For Henri, but also for Cara. Yes, Cara and Daria are friends now, but she’s still dealing with her PTSD and gets panic attacks every once in a while. She needs more than just Daria on her side, especially with Hickey being as impatient as he is.


And, yes, this is absolutely what I lie awake at night thinking about. When Jamie and I were on the road with a shared goal, we seemed to work. But what if here, now that we’ve reached safety, we want different things? He started to talk about us staying up north after Henri gets on the boat, and going back to the cabin, just the two of us. And when we first got here, that plan made sense. We were scared that what happened in Fort Caroline – authoritarianism and bigotry – would happen here. But the Keys aren’t like that. We have a community here. A family, even. And if Fort Caroline came a-knocking at our one-road-in, one-road-out island-chain community, that family would protect us.


I don’t understand why he wants to leave that.


So, yeah, none of it was a misunderstanding. But it did get bigger than I thought it would. And Jamie being so willing to give up on our plans made it worse.


It felt like something had changed, specifically in him, and I don’t know what it is.


‘If it’s not a misunderstanding,’ Daphne says, ‘then what is it?’


I shrug. ‘Maybe our relationship was just a codependent thing while we were on the road. We felt like we needed each other, and now that we’re safe, things are just … different.’


‘Then why are you the one pushing him away?’ Rocky Horror asks.


‘I’m not pushing him away.’


Rocky Horror and Daphne share a look that says they don’t believe me.


‘I’m not! He just … something is different. And I don’t know what it is.’ We sit in silence for a moment, and I turn to see Cara at the next table with Amy, Henri-Two and another woman with a baby around Henri-Two’s age. I know Cara’s been listening, and judging by the look on her face, she understands what I’m talking about. She doesn’t seem confused like Daphne – or bored-slash-annoyed like Rocky Horror. She seems sad. Pitying, maybe.


‘Wait,’ Rocky Horror says. ‘I don’t know why I’m still here dealing with this. Excuse me.’ He stands. ‘Daph, you need a refill?’


She says she’s OK, and he gives me one last exasperated look before heading back to the punch bowl.


Daphne reaches across the table to take my hand.


‘Whatever’s going on between you two, I think you need to talk about it, for real, before you make any major decisions.’


I nod, but that’s easier said than done. How do I ask my boyfriend – are we even still boyfriends? – if he’s changed now that we’re living in what could be considered a functional society again? How do I not sound rude when I say I think it’s selfish to change the plan so casually and forget about the mission to get Henri?


Jamie’s voice pulls me from my thoughts, and I turn again to see him talking to Cara. She nods, her eyes wide with surprise. Amy and the other woman stop talking and turn to listen just as the band kicks into a high-tempo song and drowns out whatever he’s saying.


Amy puts a hand to her mouth in shock.


‘What’s going on?’ I ask Daphne as I stand.


Jamie turns to me. ‘We’re not leaving Sunday,’ he says. ‘The broadcast earlier from Radio Blanca … the radio operator here lost touch with the outpost over there a few hours ago, and no one has answered yet.’


Daphne is by my side now. ‘Is everything OK?’


‘They don’t know,’ Jamie says. ‘But they’re making an announcement at the end of the social. We’re going to prepare for the storm to hit us, too. Hopefully if it does, it won’t be a full hurricane, but just to be safe, they’re moving everyone into shelters. If it does hit, it will be tomorrow afternoon or evening.’


‘Where are we supposed to go?’ I ask.


‘There’s a school in Marathon that used to be a hurricane shelter,’ Daphne says.


Jamie nods. ‘That’s the one we’re using. The southern Keys are going to the naval base in Key West, Key Largo is staying put and sheltering in a school up there, and from Tavernier down to us are heading to Marathon.’ He turns to me. ‘They want the boat crew to move supplies into the school overnight. You should probably start getting the kids’ stuff together so you can all head over first thing in the morning. I’m going to grab stuff at the house first. Anything specific you want?’


So much for keeping the conversational momentum going. I shake my head, and he turns to Cara to ask if she’s ready and she nods yes. The two of them leave, but he stops and jogs back to me.


He leans down and kisses me lightly on the cheek. ‘See you in the morning. But if the wind and rain start, don’t wait, OK?’


‘OK.’


When he leaves I can still feel the dampness from his lips on my cheek. And it makes my heart ache.


Maybe all we needed was a catastrophe to get back to normal.


That doesn’t bode well.
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Emptying the storage takes most of the night into the early morning because we have to inventory everything first. I’m not sure when they came up with this emergency management system – judging by how logical it all is, I assume months ago – but the Committee wants to keep track of which supplies come from which Key so that afterward everything will go back where it was originally allotted.


The system by which everything was allotted to begin with is entirely above my paygrade.


It’s tedious work, but it feels good to be doing something, even with the air of worry hovering over everyone. When the sun comes up, the sky is still clear and blue. But the afternoon quickly worsens as dark clouds creep in, and it starts drizzling as people arrive at Marathon High School. Cots have been placed in the gym, hallways and several classrooms. The cafeteria is set up as it would have been in the before times, but with stacks of canned and dried goods surrounding the tables.


After we finish triple-counting the Islamorada stores in the caf, the people in charge tell me I’m free to go. I’ve only seen Andrew twice since we arrived, so I head toward the gym to find him. Outside, the rain is coming down steadily, and the wind howls in gusts.


I pick up bits of information and gossip from people in the halls.


‘Sandy and her husband haven’t slept in the same bed in—’


‘Before, anything above a two was a mandatory evacuation for the Keys.’


‘I hope Fern is OK. Do you think we haven’t heard because the radios were damaged?’


‘It’s a full moon, but we’re heading toward low tide. If the storm surge hits at high, we—’


That last one almost makes me stop dead in my tracks. We have sandbags stacked on either side of every outside door, but I’m not even sure those would stop the floodwater if we’re hit with a storm surge at high tide. We had a few hurricanes in Philly over the years, but most of them had weakened to a category one or tropical storm by the time they got that far inland. It was mainly the heavy rain we had to worry about. Once, after a pretty bad one when I was younger, the main highway through Center City was completely flooded all the way up to the overpass.


Marathon High School is a three-story building. If the water gets that high here, we might need to be on the roof – and the food that isn’t canned will be ruined. I look back toward the cafeteria. The Committee people have already thought ahead, I’m sure.


It’ll be fine. We’ll all be fine. I just need Andrew to tell me he agrees, and I’ll feel a whole lot better.


‘Hell no, we’re screwed,’ Andrew says. But as he holds a dodgeball just out of reach while one of the kids tries to jump up to take it from him, I still can’t help but laugh.


‘Can you stop torturing him?’ I nod at the boy.


‘This isn’t torture, it’s playing. You’re having fun, right, Frank?’


Frank is smiling and it seems like he’s about to say yes, but then he looks at me and grows solemn. All the kids in the Keys do that – well, the ones who have surviving family members don’t. But the orphans all do. And it kinda freaks me out. It’s like they can tell I’m an orphan, too. I wonder why they don’t look at Andrew that way. Maybe they sense that I already have one foot out the door. That I want to take Andrew away from here and live the rest of our lives as hermits in a cabin in the Pennsylvania woods.


Finally, Frank speaks. ‘How come you don’t have any scars?’


I have no clue why he’s asking me that.


‘OK!’ Andrew throws the dodgeball to an empty area of the gym. ‘Fetch, Frank.’ Frank runs off after it. ‘I always wanted a dog.’


‘What does he mean about scars?’ I touch the side of my belly where I was shot. There’s a dark-pink indent that hasn’t fully lightened to normal scar tissue. Not that Frank would know about it.


Andrew waves off my question. ‘The kid’s obsessed with them. You should have seen him asking Rocky Horror about his top surgery scars.’


‘Oh! That’s No-Filter Frank.’


‘Aptly named, yes.’ Andrew scans the gym, quickly counting the kids. He stops, recounts, then spins around, relaxing when he sees a kid sitting on a cot playing with a blue stuffed hippo. ‘But, yes, we’re going to be OK. This place was a storm shelter for the area even before the bug, so it’ll still work after.’


I nod. Once we’re past the worrying topic of a flash flood, he steps closer to me and lowers his voice.


‘What about us?’ he asks. ‘Are we going to be OK?’


My stomach clenches again and I shrug. ‘I don’t know. I wasn’t the one not talking to me.’


He sighs as No-Filter Frank returns with the ball and tries to hide it behind his back. Andrew quickly snatches it, then throws it again, and Frank is gone.


‘Everyone has been saying we need to talk about it, but I think I just wasn’t ready at the time.’


‘And are you now?’


Again Frank returns, and again Andrew makes quick work of throwing the ball.


‘Yes, this absolutely seems like the most opportune moment we’ve had for the past two weeks.’


I laugh, but my stomach still tightens with nerves. If he’s about to break up with me, this might be the worst possible time, surrounded by people and No-Filter Frank, who is probably going to ask why I’m crying, and I’ll have no physical scars to show for it.


‘I just need to know where you’re at,’ Andrew says.


I don’t understand. ‘In what way?’


‘In our lives. You were so quick to pivot away from the plan to get Henri. You’d really leave Cara with the boat crew, alone, just because you’d miss me?’


He’s trivializing it, making me feel childish. And that’s not what I was doing at all.


Frank returns, and I have a moment to gather my thoughts as he gets better at keeping the ball away from Andrew. When he finally runs off to chase it again, I speak.


‘Of course I’d miss you. But that’s not it. Our plan was to go north, make sure Henri got on the boat, then go back to the cabin. I wasn’t going to leave you here. And, yes, I would miss you, but “where I’m at” in our lives is I don’t want to be away from you. I left my home because I didn’t want to be alone again. But now I don’t care where I am. I just want to be with you.’


‘This is our home now, your home and mine.’ He motions to the gym around us. ‘These people are our family.’


That gives me pause. I don’t agree – the only person I would consider close enough to be family is Cara. Everyone else is just neighbors and friends. If Fort Caroline comes after me, these people aren’t going to protect us. They want this place to stay safe, and that means giving us up if they have to.


‘I understand what you mean,’ I say. ‘But I don’t think you’re right. You’re my family. I trust you with my life, but—’


Frank returns and I cut myself off. He looks between us – as if he senses something isn’t right – and Andrew takes the moment to steal the ball and throw it, this time aiming for the doors out to the hallway. It bounces out of sight and Frank runs after it.


‘And you trust Cara, too,’ Andrew says.


‘Of course.’ Without her, we wouldn’t have escaped from Fort Caroline. Twice.


‘So what makes these people different? What makes Rocky Horror or Daphne different?’


‘They haven’t lived through what we have.’


‘Everyone has lived through what we have!’ Andrew says, his voice rising. I glance around to see if anyone is watching, but they all seem preoccupied, except for Cara, who looks up from the book she’s reading across the room. ‘We all lost people we loved. There’s a handful who still have the families they had before the bug, and then there’s the rest of us, who are stuck trying to piece together new ones.’


‘Like you and me.’


‘And Henri and Amy. And RH and Daphne and Cara. There are plenty of people here who are becoming a family. At least to me.’


I open my mouth to again say that, yes, they are our friends, but they aren’t our family if we’re planning to go back north anyway, when it hits me.


‘You don’t want to go back to the cabin.’


He looks like he’s surprised I’d say it out loud. But I’m a little pissed that I was the one who had to say it. If this was on his mind, why wouldn’t he tell me? Why would we talk about our plans to leave for so long if he was having doubts? And these past two weeks of awkwardness, he was really going to let me go north without him.


‘I …’ He’s looking at me, but Frank returns, ball in hand and a smile on his face.


A loud clap of thunder shakes the building and No-Filter Frank startles, dropping the dodgeball. Some of the adults go on with what they were doing, but all the kids have stopped, staring up at the gymnasium ceiling as though it’s about to collapse. The wind whistles through the air vents, but the next roll of thunder sounds farther away.


I look to Andrew. He doesn’t seem like he’s planning to pick up our conversation where we left it.


I nod. ‘Guess it’s going to be a long night.’
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The thunder crack that wakes me from a twilight nap is sharp and quick. I sit up on the cot and rub at my aching leg. It doesn’t ease the pain, since it most likely healed wrong after I broke it stepping in a bear trap near Jamie’s cabin, but I can’t help it. I glance around the gym, which is lit by small battery-powered lanterns. The kids are sleeping through it, but on the other side of the room, Daphne, Kelly and Liz – the other members of Team Orphan – are all awake.


A few other people around the gym are as well. But not Jamie.


He sleeps through the storm, lying on his side facing me with his mouth hanging slightly open and his fists curled under his chin. The all-nighter he spent moving food into the cafeteria probably did a lot to help him pass out, because I haven’t been able to sleep well since we talked.


I really didn’t think we were on such different pages. Yes, I want to stay here, with this new family we’re making, but I had no idea he wasn’t torn the way I was. When we talked about the cabin, it felt like one of those fantasies we like to pretend are realistic. Like moving to Spain randomly. How are you planning to do that? Do you have any idea how much it costs to immigrate to another country legally? What are you going to do for work? Where are you going to live? And do you even speak Spanish?


We knew where we’d be living, but getting there was a whole other nightmare we never discussed. Because the plan was the boat. We’d take the boat up to Bethesda and then keep on walking, knowing everyone else would return to Florida without us for their happily ever afters and we’d go back to the cabin for ours. We’d completely avoid Fort Caroline’s authoritarian white supremacist colony in Georgia and we’d never run into the settlement near the cabin who stole most of our food and we’d be happy.


But that wasn’t the fantasy for me anymore. And when they kicked me off the boat, I realized we could still make it here. Jamie could go up and we would miss each other. And when he got back, I’d be waiting by the dock in a flowy kaftan and floppy sun hat I could borrow from Daphne, and slo-mo run to the end of the dock as he hopped down off the boat and scooped me into his arms as a classic 80s-sounding slow ballad blared in the afterlife movie theater where I’d rewatch this scene over and over. The other Best Original Song nominees at the Afterlife Oscars don’t stand a chance, because there wouldn’t be a dry eye in the house as Jamie returned home. To our home.


But to him, this isn’t our home.


Thunder rumbles again as I stare at him. Seriously, he can sleep through anything. He even almost sleeps through his nightmares.


I’ll hear him at night. Sometimes it’s just a quiet ‘nuh!’ But other times it’s low, mumbled screams that progressively get louder and clearer until I have to shake him awake. I ask him what the nightmare was, and it’s usually about his mom or the guy he shot to protect me – Harvey Rosewood. Sometimes it’s Harvey’s dad, Danny, or someone else from Fort Caroline. Other times he’ll mumble that he doesn’t remember, but I’ll hear him tossing and turning the rest of the night. That’s how I know he’s lying.


But he seems to do fine with hurricanes.


Good for him.


Now that I think about it, though, it does seem awful quiet. No rain pelting the building. The wind and thunder quieter than they’ve been all day. I put my shoes on and walk out to the main hallway of the high school. LED lights are hanging on the walls, plugged into surge protectors and jury-rigged to car batteries. I wonder if we’ll be in the dark for a few days or weeks until the solar panels we’ve been using are repaired. Or maybe we’ll get lucky and they won’t be damaged at all. They were probably created to withstand strong winds, right?


Sandbags have been placed at the entrance doors. Beyond them I can see the world outside, and the moon reflecting off the still surface of the water, which is almost up to the high school doors.


The moon?


Is the storm over? Maybe it was a tropical storm, not a full-on hurricane. Sure, the area seems to be flooded, but only a few feet.


Someone is whispering at the top of the stairs to my right. A door opens and then slams shut. I follow the sounds up to the second-floor hallway and onto an outdoor breezeway.


Outside on the hallway-slash-balcony, there’s a line of about ten people staring up at the sky. I step to the end of the line and look up, then almost gasp.


The storm isn’t over. And it’s a hurricane, all right.


The black clouds swirl around us for miles, and right in the center is the open, starlit sky and a bright full moon. Clouds spin into tendrils along the eyewall. The sky lights up with a line of lightning, which follows the path of the churning clouds.


Everyone ‘oohs’ as though we’re watching fireworks.


It’s beautiful. Scary, but beautiful.


I head back down to the gym. Things may be awkward between Jamie and me, but this is something he needs to see. I shake him lightly.


‘Jamie, wake up.’


He doesn’t wake, so I shake him a little harder, hoping not to scare him. But there’s no way I can describe to him later how cool this is.


‘Hey! Jamie!’


He opens his eyes, then startles when he realizes we’re not in our bedroom.


‘It’s OK! But I want to show you something.’


Jamie sits up – the side of his hair that he was sleeping on is sticking straight up and I can’t help but smile, feeling a warm pang of love in my chest. He looks around again and shakes his head. ‘No. Sleep now. Show later.’


‘There is no later for this. It’s a once-in-a-lifetime thing, and you need to get your ass up right now before you miss it.’ I pull his legs off the cot and start putting on his shoes. He groans but works on tying them. ‘I’m getting Cara, Daphne and the others, too.’


I cross the room and tell them they have to see what’s going on outside. ‘The kids will be OK for a few minutes.’


OEBPS/html/nav.xhtml


Contents


		Cover


		Contents


		Praise for All That’s Left in the World


		Also by Erik J. Brown


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Dedication


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Andrew


		Jamison


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author







Guide



 		Cover


 		Title page


 		Contents

 







		i


		ii


		iii


		iv


		v


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		386


		387


		388


		389


		390


		391


		392


		393


		394










OEBPS/images/img_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
THEY SAVED EACH OTHER. BUT A NEW STORM IS BREWING . . .
e \» . % ] ;

~ ERIK J. BROWN

| THE BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF
ALL THAT'S'LEFT INTHE WORLD





OEBPS/images/img_002.jpg
AAAAAA





OEBPS/images/title.jpg





