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Prologue


The members of the Ohana family knew the story of Hilo Dome all too well. It had been passed down from generation to generation for over two hundred years. As a young child, Nathan had listened to his grandmother recount how his ancestors had survived the most devastating event in human history, and how the world outside their domed environment had been changed forever.

The nuclear warheads had rained down upon the Earth like a global thunderstorm of fire. The United Domed Cities of the Americas had not willingly entered into the world war. The domes were never intended to withstand such an onslaught. They had been designed primarily to screen out dangerous levels of UV light, the result of a depleted ozone layer from years of pollution, and to raise crops in a controlled environment to avoid the erratic climatic changes, the legacy of global warming. Warheads that exploded close to the domes released enormous amounts of heat, enough to melt even the advanced plastic composites of the protective shields. As the domes melted, they collapsed in on the enclosed cities, encasing them in a molten shroud that re-hardened within minutes after the explosion.

Cities that were not directly affected by the explosions, but were downwind from the blast, suffered longer. The dome air circulators could not filter out the fine radioactive dust particles that drifted in an invisible lethal cloud from the detonation center. Radioactive particles produced radiation sickness that killed thousands within the first few days. Those who did not die immediately slowly died from a variety of diseases that their weakened immune systems were no longer able to fight off. In many cases, the population of an entire dome ceased to exist. 

The chaos was inevitable. Communications between domes ceased almost immediately. Relay satellites had also been targeted, and the electromagnetic pulses (EMPs) from the explosions wiped out all forms of television, radio, and interpersonal communicators on the ground. The few cities that were not directly affected by the initial blasts or by radiation became isolated islands, forced to exist without the cooperation of other domed cities. The lack of resources began to slowly strangle the remaining cities.

The distant ancestors of Nathan Ohana’s family had been fortunate to live in a dome located on the island of Hawaii, the Big Island, located virtually in the center of the Pacific Ocean. The small domed city of Hilo had escaped the fate of its sister domes on Oahu. The enormous naval presence in Pearl Harbor and the other military bases around Oahu drew missile fire like yellow jackets to a glass of Coke. Fortunately for Hilo, the trade winds carried most of the radiation out to sea, away from the island. The dome structure was enough to shield the inhabitants from the dangers of the light fallout that did drift over from Oahu. Blessed with warm temperatures, ample fresh water, and sunlight, the rich volcanic soil was able to yield enough crops to support the dome population. Hilo was able to avoid the thirst and starvation that slowly strangled many of the other surviving cities. 

In spite of the plentiful resources, Nathan, his parents, and the rest of the citizens of Hilo were now facing a new, life-threatening challenge, possibly as dire as the conditions that had threatened the dome centuries ago. Nathan was old enough to recognize that the interruptions in electrical service, recommendations to boil all water before drinking, and the sight of people wearing protective fiber masks over their nose and mouth were becoming more frequent.

Replacement parts for machinery were unavailable, machinery that was necessary to purify the air and water for the dome, and Hilo did not have the industrial capacity to manufacture them. The relatively abundant resources of Hilo were not enough to overcome the mechanical failures of the life support systems as over two hundred years of constant operation pushed the machinery to the edge of collapse. 

The conversations he heard about conditions in the dome while in his classes at school, with his friends, and even at home with his parents at the dinner table all pointed to one very disturbing fact: time was running out.

 

 




PART 1
Departure


 




1
Awakening


Nathan peered down into the dark cavern, the home of Talonwrath the Dragon. Or so the local peasants had told him. The rumors and myths in the town below had directed him to follow the Path of Doom, from which no man returns. The people told him in hushed whispers that he would find a series of runes at the end of the path that would describe the ways to align the secret stones, revealing the mouth of the cave. He had solved the puzzle of the secret stones, and the dragon hunt seemed to be going well, except for the smell. It was putrid. It was worse than boiling cabbage, worse than rotten eggs, and even worse than the Mystery Meat served in the school cafeteria. Nathan figured if he could choke that down, he could at least check out the cave a bit further.

He drew Fred, the magical sword that had been given to him by the old crone in the village below. The haggard witch-woman had told him it was the only weapon that could pierce the armor scales of the beast that had plagued the village for centuries. Nathan was slightly annoyed at the name of his magic sword: Fred. Other swords had great names like Excalibur, or even Sting, from Lord of the Rings. But no, his sword was Fred. Fred the Magnificent! Fred the Dealer of Death! Nothing worked.

Lacking confidence in his sword’s name did not deter him. He began to descend into the dragon’s lair when …

“Nathan!”

Someone was calling his name. It sounded far away, like someone searching for him down below in the village. He ignored the voice and turned back to his quest, determined to slay the …

“Nathan!”

It was louder this time, getting closer. Who could it be? Distracted, he turned in the direction of the sound, and as he did, his foot hit some loose rocks at the cave’s entrance. They rolled inward, toward the edge of the pit that led down to Talonwrath’s lair. The stones rolled over the edge and into the abyss, echoing throughout the cavern as they bounced downward against the walls of the cave toward the fire-lizard.

“Oh man! So much for the element of surprise,” Nathan said to himself. It was then that the low rumble rolled over him, like the sound of the loudest machine he had ever heard. The beast was awakening. Nathan’s anger welled up inside him. “Who would disturb me at such a sensitive and dangerous time as this? Who would dare to interrupt my quest as I seek to rid the world of this demon? Who placed me in mortal danger as I—”

“NATHAN!”

Mom?

“Nathan Ohana, if you don’t get up now and get in here for breakfast, you won’t be able to go with me on ‘Take Your Keiki to Work Day!’”

Nathan sat bolt upright in his bed, leaving the dragon behind while at the same time smacking his head on the goose neck lamp he used for reading at night. Welcome back to the real world, he thought. He jumped out of bed as he rubbed his head and looked through the pile of clothes on his floor. After returning several items to the pile after his patented “Sniff-And-Reject” test, he decided to get something clean out of his bureau. He threw on some tan shorts and a purple T-shirt—his favorite. Nathan made it as far as the bedroom door.

“Nathan! You’ll need to take a shower if you’re going in with me today!”

Moms! Nathan stomped into the bathroom, took off the clothes HE HAD JUST PUT ON, and climbed into the shower. Five seconds later (or so it seemed to his mother), he was drying off and donning the clothes he had just removed.

As he entered the kitchen, his mom said, “What took you so long in the shower?” 

Nathan thought, Why me? How did I get to be the son of the Master of Sarcasm? He walked over to his stool at the counter where he ate breakfast and stared at the plate. Eggs, again. Eggs, eggs, eggs, eggs! He looked over at his mother, who was standing by the microwave burner. She stared back; her dark brown eyes had the power to penetrate into his brain.

“What’s the matter? You like eggs, right?” She paused. “You liked eggs yesterday, and the day before. What’s wrong now?”

Silence. Nathan wisely sat down and began to eat his eggs. 

“Would you rather have had poi? It’s certainly easier for me to make. I could just spoon some lomi lomi kāhala alongside it, and I’d be done.” Lora Ohana sighed and shook her head. Nathan continued to eat, in silence. He would gladly take eggs over the purple-gray library paste poi, a substance made from the taro plant that claimed to be actual food.

But he was thinking, Poi! Kāhala! That’s all we ever get, besides chicken. Nathan knew that fish and chicken were almost the only sources of animal protein for the people of the Hilo Dome. Soybean products added plant-based protein. Edamame, the steamed soybean pods, were his favorite because you could squeeze the pods, and the beans would pop right out. He had read about other foods, like beef and pork, but none of them existed in Hilo. In fact, they had not been on a plate in Hilo for over two hundred years. Cows and pigs ate too much food and took up too much room. And, he giggled inwardly, they pooped and farted too much!

Chickens were easy. They ate almost everything and could live just about anywhere. Everyone had them. Chickens were mobile garbage cans that dispensed eggs and could be served up in many different ways. The kāhala, a kind of amberjack fish, were farmed in big underwater pens out in Hilo Bay. Nathan knew all about the drone submarines that tended the “farms” since his father was in charge of them. The subs left from an underwater port on Coconut Island off Banyan Drive, close to where Waiakea Pond emptied into Hilo Bay. The drones dispensed chicken bone meal and soybean-based food pellets to the fish and harvested them in old trawler nets that they brought back into a port under the island. 

The subs were the only things that ever left the confines of the dome. As far as anyone knew, no person or living thing had left Hilo Dome since the Great War over two hundred years ago. Nothing, not even a stupid chicken. Nathan had heard rumors of giant radioactive beasts living in the forests outside the dome. The word was, if someone or something left the dome, it was a one-way trip.

The Dome was actually a large main dome about four kilometers in diameter connected by arched passageways to three smaller domes on its periphery. These smaller domes housed most of the agricultural areas. Power was provided by water-powered turbines located in the Wailuku River that flowed through the northwest section of the main dome. These turbine generators provided virtually all the power to the domes. The problem was that they were very old, and keeping them running was extremely difficult since there was no way to manufacture replacements for parts that failed. The one exception to this power source was where Nathan’s father worked, at the kāhala farm submarine base. Here, power was provided by the only solar panels that still existed, the only ones still functioning after 200 years. The submarines and the guidance systems that enabled the remote harvesting of the kāhala ran on electric batteries that were charged by these solar panels.

Nathan pushed his eggs around the plate, mixing the runny yolk with the whites so he would not have to eat them by themselves. Tasteless rubber, he thought. He had been hoping that he could go to the port with his father. The sub base, that’s where the excitement was! But Nathan’s father had told him that it was going to be an extremely busy harvest day down at the port, and that he would have to leave very early. That was all Nathan had to hear. He liked to stay up way too late reading his books to get up early with his father. 

Instead, he was going to the office with his mother. Lora Ohana had a very important job with the dome government supervising environmental control. Filtered air circulation throughout the dome was extremely important for keeping the air oxygenated and for temperature control. Even with air circulation, the dome temperature was 100 to 200 warmer than the outside temperatures. Higher temperatures would make the dome unlivable. Obviously, her job was important; it was just not very exciting.

Of course, anything was better than going to Hilo Middle School, so environmental control it would have to be. It was not that Nathan did not like the subjects taught in his school. He did very well in math and English, especially writing. He figured his writing skill came from all the reading he did. In fact, he truly believed he was running out of books that he had not read. The Hilo Dome library could only stock so many volumes, and very few books were written inside the dome anymore.

When Nathan had really good dreams, he tried to write them out as soon as he could so the details wouldn’t be lost, like the one last night about the dragon. Now he could not even remember the dragon’s name, and his vision of the cave was disappearing. Nathan suddenly jumped when he realized his mother’s face was just inches from his, her elbows resting on the counter.

“Hello! Earth to Nathan!” Lora stood up. “If you’re finished, go brush your teeth, and try to do something with that hair. Perhaps a comb?”

Sarcasm. Again. What else would I use, an old fish skeleton? Nathan took his plate over to the sink, rinsed it, and put it in the automatic dishwasher. He thought that it was a good thing his father knew how to fix things or else he would be washing the dishes himself. The machine was probably as old as his father, maybe older, but it worked. Well, it worked most of the time.

He ran to the bathroom, brushed his teeth, and attacked his thick, sandy blond hair with his comb. The hair was winning. Quick, get some water! There, it’s down. It’s up. Comb, comb, comb. It’s down. Sprong, it’s up again. Once again, the hair emerged victorious. Nathan gave up. He thought, Where did I get this stuff? Mom and Dad have nice, obedient, shiny black hair. He stared at the mirror. And my eyes; they’re green, not dark brown like my parents. In fact, he often thought about the fact that he did not look like his parents. Not only that, he did not look like anyone else in his school.

Nathan figured that his appearance might be the cause of some of his social problems at school. Even though he did well in his classes, Nathan simply did not have many friends, and those he did have were not exactly the most popular kids in school. In fact, his group of friends was often the subject of ridicule and hurtful jokes. As much as he liked his friends, Nathan really wanted to be able to fit in, to “hang” with whomever he wanted. He did not like the feeling that he was on the outside. 

Nathan had his reading and writing to help console him when he felt lonely, but most of all, it was playing his guitar that was best at helping him leave his troubles behind. It was his most prized possession. The beautiful koa wood instrument had belonged to his grandfather, a man Nathan had never met. He felt like he knew him from all the stories his mother had told about him. She would share these stories with him as she taught him the basics of how to play. If only he had some friends to play along with him. Nathan sighed and turned away from the curiosity he saw reflected in the mirror.

He walked into the kitchen as his mother was packing up her kapa cloth bag with things for work. Most of his clothes were made from the same coarse material, pounded and pressed out from paper mulberry bark, then dyed with red and brown extracts from other plants and the volcanic soil. Because of this, just about all the clothes and cloth materials looked very much alike. That is why Nathan liked his purple T-shirt so much. The purple color cost a little more because it was made from grapes. It was worth it, he thought, even though it stained my neck purple the first few times I wore it.

Lora Ohana finished packing her things and looked up at Nathan. “Nice job with the hair. Let’s go or I’ll be late for my first meeting.” Nathan grabbed a couple of books and an old-fashioned set of maze puzzles and threw them in his backpack since there would be long periods of time when his mother would be locked up in meetings. Being left alone was okay; it was better than being in school! Nathan and his mother climbed on their bicycles for the short ride over to her office. Anticipating boredom, Nathan could not have known that what he would learn in the next few hours would change his life forever.

***

Outside the dome, not far from Nathan, and just up the coast in the small village of Honoliʻi, Kayli Pahinui stood at the counter in the kitchen, scooping seeds out of her breakfast papaya. She wanted to save the seeds from this one because this particular fruit was very large, smelled sweet, and had the brightest red-orange color she had ever seen. They were easy to grow in the rich volcanic soil that her village was built upon, and these seeds would be a good start for her own small orchard. It gave her some joy in this otherwise gloomy morning.

Kayli had planned to go on a hunting expedition at the request of Edward Park, the village butcher. He had told her that many people in the village had been requesting more Kahlij pheasant for their dinner tables, and Kayli knew just the spot to find them. They were very plentiful in a clearing in the forest not far from Honoliʻi after expanding their range over hundreds of years from the upper parts of Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea. It would be an all-day round trip, but she had done it many times before.

At fourteen, Kayli was extremely independent and very skilled with the longbow and crossbow. People said that she was a better shot than even Aaron or Byl, her two older brothers. Taking after her father, Sam Pahinui, Kayli was tall for her age, taller than most of the girls two or three years older than she was. Her wiry strength came from years of working the family farm with her mother, Layla, and her Auntie Bernice, and fishing from the family’s outrigger canoes with her two brothers. Paddling the wa‘a kaukahi through the surf and into the open ocean was not an easy task. Her parents had no problem with her going on these short hunting trips, and Edward Park had come to rely on her skills to keep his shop well stocked. She often came back with a small pua‘a, the wild pigs that were almost as common as the pheasants. 

One problem. Before her father left their hale on his way to work, he had told her that she needed to help her mother and Auntie Bernice move the goats from their current pen to a new one in a better grazing area, and then had to tend to the taro patch, harvesting some of the leaves before the tubers were to be dug up about two weeks from now. Kayli knew it was an important job; taro provides greens, a starchy root that can be cooked, flour for baking, and of course, poi. When left to ferment, “three-finger” poi was her father’s favorite condiment. Kayli did not like to disappoint her father.

However, working the family farm for the day meant that she would have to postpone her hunting trip until the following day. As she thought about it, Kayli tried to see the bright side of remaining in the village for the day. A light rain was expected today, but tomorrow was predicted to be clear and sunny, and she preferred hunting in good weather. The paths from the village and through the forest were very slippery when they were wet.

Kayli scooped out her first bite of papaya, thinking about her plans for the following day. The weird thing about going to the clearing was that it was close to the dome. Kayli often wondered what life would be like in such a confined area, never getting soaked by the warm rain, feeling the trade winds that were a constant in her life, or riding the waves into the beach after catching some fish for dinner. Experiencing all these things, and much more, was freedom, not confinement. Although many in the village resented the people of Hilo for locking them out when the dome closed, shutting them out before the war, she was grateful. As far as she was concerned, the dome could stay closed forever.

 

 




2
Revelation


It was a short bike ride, about three kilometers, from the Ohana home on Kalanikoa Street to the office buildings that housed the various government agencies that kept the dome operational. The bike ride was safe because there were no motor vehicles in the dome, and it was always a dry ride since it never “rained,” except by directed spray in some of the agricultural areas, like the taro field located in what was formerly the Hilo airport.

The Hilo Environmental Control Office was housed with all the other government offices in an ancient two-story structure that used to be The Federal Building and was relatively close to the port where Nathan’s father worked. Nathan and his mother coasted down Kalanikoa Street to Kamehameha Bikeway, the wide path named after the ancient ruler who united the Hawaiian Islands that ran along the bay front. Even though he couldn’t get out to the bay, the view through the dome was something Nathan always enjoyed. Nathan tried to imagine what Kamehameha would think of his islands today. He was sure the old king would be heart-broken to know that most of Hawaii, along with the rest of the world, had been poisoned by radioactive fallout from the Great War.

Nathan and his mother turned up Waianuenue Street, pedaled a couple of blocks uphill, and stuck their bikes in the rack outside the main entrance. Most of the old buildings here were only two stories, so they walked up to Lora’s second-floor office. Nathan was aware of many conversations going on around him, even though he could not actually hear them through the walls and closed doors. This was because his sandy hair and green eyes were not the only features that were special about him. 

From birth, Nathan could not speak due to a genetic problem that left him without a functional larynx, his voice box. His parents could understand Nathan because they had found a book about American Sign Language in the library, so from the time Nathan should have been able to talk, he communicated with his parents using ASL. 

Not being able to talk caused Nathan all kinds of problems, but he had one other genetic anomaly that was bestowed upon him as if it were to compensate for his inability to talk. In his mind, Nathan could interpret the thoughts of other people and mentally perceive conversations of people from as far away as one hundred meters. Only his parents were aware of this special ability, and even they did not know just how acute his unique sensory perception was. 

Nathan was not quite sure how he was able to pick up other people’s thoughts when they were thinking and talking, but sometimes it seemed to be a curse more than a gift. He often intercepted conversations his parents had that they thought were secret. From these discussions, he knew that both of them were concerned about the deteriorating conditions of the dome and that the people in charge of the dome were taking actions that did not seem to be fair or democratic. His parents usually seemed cheerful when he was with them, but at times, he knew they were terribly upset and depressed by the conditions in Hilo and the people who were their bosses.

Nathan also knew that it was not his appearance that really caused him to be ostracized at school; it was the fact that he could not speak. His inability to talk, combined with his unusual appearance, made him feel like a freak, even though he knew he was very intelligent, and, despite his lack of speech, he did very well in his classes. Getting some of the best grades in the entire school probably did not help his social status, either, and he would often lie awake in his bed, unable to sleep, trying to decide if he should “dumb it down” just to be less conspicuous. Nathan found that he could not bring himself to do that, even if it might help him to fit in.

As soon as they entered the small room that served as an office, Lora settled in behind her computer. Nathan found an uncomfortable chair in a corner by the door, the only other chair besides the one at the computer desk, and opened one of the books he pulled from his backpack. It was a well-worn copy of Enders Game that he never tired of reading. Lora watched him settle in and said, “I’ll be here for about another thirty minutes, then I have a meeting to go to that may last until lunch. You’ll be okay while I’m gone, right? You can use my computer, if you want.” Nathan nodded and turned his attention back to his book. 

He thought, Use her computer? What good is that? Nathan knew that, before the Great War, computers could talk to each other all over the world through some kind of communications net. His mother’s computer only connected to a few others in the government building, the only ones that still functioned in Hilo besides the controllers at the sub base. It was fun to type out his stories on it, but that is about all it was good for as far as he was concerned.

Unfortunately, Nathan could not concentrate on his book, even though he usually found it to be fascinating. He kept picking up a rather heated discussion going on somewhere in the building, an argument about failed systems in the dome and possibly turning to the outside to replenish dwindling resources. He thought, The outside? How can anyone survive on the outside? His mental eavesdropping was interrupted by his mother’s departure.

“I’ll be back by lunch,” Lora said as she went out the door. She smiled and added, “Don’t get into trouble.” Nathan rolled his eyes and nodded again, then tried to get back into his story as the door closed behind his mother. However, the more he tried to concentrate on the story, the more details he “heard” from the discussion somewhere in the building. Nathan could make out that they were talking about not having enough food for the dome population due to equipment failures and not enough materials to construct places to live or repair the failing machinery. When the subject of a feral population of humans existing outside the dome came up, he put the book down and gave up on trying to read. People living outside the dome? No one had ever mentioned such a possibility. Monsters, yes, but people, no. Now, as his concentration shifted entirely to the conversation, the voices became more distinct.

“We’ll have to deal with them. We know the Ferals are out there, and I seriously doubt that they’ll give up land, food, and other resources very readily,” said one of the voices.

“I know that, Mr. Mayor, but we don’t even know what they’re like, or how they’ve, um, changed or mutated after possibly getting dosed with all that radiation. They may even harbor that Ebola Hemorrhagic Flu that swept across the globe just before the war started.” The voice paused. “We also don’t know if they’re still pissed at us for shutting them out of the dome when the Great War started. They could still harbor some pretty hostile feelings toward us, even after two centuries. We need to be prepared to, shall we say, neutralize them. In fact, I think we should proceed along those lines rather aggressively.”

Nathan was startled. The mayor! He was intercepting a private conversation with the person who was in charge of the Hilo Dome government. Roy Hapuna had been elected to serve as mayor over twenty years ago, way before Nathan was born. Elections were supposed to happen every five years, but Hapuna, along with his Chief of Security, had declared a state of emergency and suspended the democratic process. Nathan knew his parents still had their jobs because they did what they were told and did not openly question what was happening in Hilo. He had also heard that some who did voice their opposition to government operations had lost their jobs, or as rumors implied, simply disappeared. The kids at school even suggested that the bodies of the “disappeared” were ground up and fed to the kāhala, a proposition hotly denied by Nathan since that implied his father had something to do with it. However, it was for that reason that Nathan did not like the sound of the term “neutralizing” that was suggested by the second voice.

“I’m afraid you might be right, Chief. Our dome is basically a small “island” on a remote island with limited resources, and our tests now show that it should be safe for us to go out there, outside the dome, for at least limited amounts of time. We need to be prepared not only to defend ourselves against the Ferals and any diseases they may carry, but to possibly take what we think is necessary for the people of Hilo. It’s either that or we have to find ways to start reducing the population of Hilo more directly. Some sort of euthanization policy might be in order.”

The population of Hilo was already tightly controlled. In an enclosed environment like a dome, there was no way to expand agriculture, and there was no way to increase vital resources, such as water. The people of Hilo faced very strict rules about how many children a family could have. Each year, the government would tally how many people had died during that year. That would be the number of children that could be born in the following year. Who got to reproduce was determined by a lottery; the families with no children were in the first “pool” of the lottery. If there were many deaths in one year, then a second “pool” of families was established from couples with just one child. If they did not conceive in their allotted year, they got a “pass” to try again the following year. It was very rare to see a family with three children. Oddly enough, Mayor Hapuna and Chief of Security, Howard Teshima, were the fathers of such families.

Nathan could not believe this discussion was taking place between the mayor and the chief of Hilo Dome security. His first thought was that it would be totally wrong to just assume that the feral people (Ferals?) needed to be “neutralized,” a term he assumed meant to wipe them out. He really was not sure how this could be done. He had never seen a serious weapon carried by anyone. There was no hunting in the dome, and everybody knew everyone. People never even locked their doors. Most households and a few shops had knives for preparing food, but Nathan could not imagine going out into the wilds outside the dome and attacking the Ferals with just those kinds of weapons.

And what did they mean about “reducing the population of Hilo” or euthanization? It was already controlled. Would they limit births even more? Would they euthanize people after a certain age or if they were terminally ill? 

He had to let his parents know just what he had learned. Nathan got up out of his chair and searched around his mother’s desk for a piece of paper and a pencil and began to take notes. 

 




3
Discovered


After what seemed like hours of notetaking, Nathan was startled when his mother stuck her head into the office and said, “Sorry, Nathan, I know I said I’d only be in the meeting until lunch, but it’s running a lot longer than I expected. Here’s some money. You don’t mind going out to get something on your own, do you?” Nathan shook his head, took the money, and then pointed to the notes he had been writing.

“I can’t read that right now, Nathan. I really have to get back to the meeting. I’m sure it’s very creative, though.” Nathan thought she seemed a little distracted. “I’ll read it as soon as I get back. Okay?” Before Nathan could issue any kind of protest, Lora disappeared from the doorway.

I guess it can wait until after lunch, Nathan thought. He was terribly upset by the conversation, but for now, there was nothing he could do about it. He felt very frustrated that he had to sit on something that he thought was important, even for a short period of time. His feelings diminished his appetite, but dinner was a long way off. At least there was a good take-out place a couple of blocks down from the office building. He sighed and reluctantly put his notes, along with his book, on his mother’s desk.

Nathan made his way down the stairs and out of the building without intercepting any other conversations. He was deep in thought as he walked slowly down the street, but as he turned the corner, the vision of the L & L Drive In made him forget about Ferals and other problems, at least just a little bit. The aromas that drifted out of the restaurant awakened his hunger.

The L & L had been around forever. Literally. This institution was a true survivor from the days before the dome existed. It was still called the “Drive In” even though cars had been non-existent for the last two centuries, and the building in which the restaurant was housed had gone through several reincarnations over the years. With or without cars, good food and generous servings were a hard combination to beat. He went in and placed his order by pointing at the menu. Watching the other customers get their food made him realize just how famished he really was; he could not wait until they served up his plate lunch for him. He had ordered it with chicken long rice because it tasted good, and he really liked the fact that the noodles reminded him of snot, great for grossing out the girls at lunch.

Nathan picked up his containers at the counter and paid the cashier. He looked in the bag to make sure they had put in a fork and not chops sticks. There was no way he wanted to battle the slippery noodles without the benefit of what he considered a modern utensil. As Nathan left the L & L, he thought about sitting in the small park across the street but decided instead that he had better get back to the office so he could be there as soon as his mother got out of her meeting. The conversation he had intercepted was starting to work its way back into his mind.

***

At the same time Nathan was leaving for lunch, the mayor dismissed his chief of security, telling him they would pick up on their discussion later in the afternoon. There were more pressing and immediate problems on his plate, and they involved environmental issues. He had to see Lora Ohana about the deteriorating condition of the processing plants that purified water and filtered and re-circulated air for the dome. 

The air handlers were in desperate need of preventive maintenance, and the water purifiers were strained to capacity. If the purifiers should fail, waterborne parasites such as Giardia and Cryptosporidium could cause severe illness throughout the dome, and even death in infants or the very old. Of course, Hapuna thought to himself, that would be one way to reduce the dome population. He made a mental note to bring it up with Teshima when they met later in the day. He also thought that he could possibly let Lora Ohana take the fall for the spread of the debilitating diseases, even though finding repair parts for the aging systems was really beyond her control. The general public wouldn’t need to know. Why not shift the blame?

The mayor got up from his chair with a great deal of effort. With over two hundred and fifty pounds being carried on his five-foot, eight-inch frame, the dome’s filters weren’t the only things being strained. He walked slowly down the long hallway to Lora Ohana’s office, still going over the disease possibilities in his head.

The door to Lora’s office was open slightly, so he tapped lightly on the frame. “Lora? Have you got a minute? I need to talk to you about the air and water situation.” No response. He pushed the door open a bit and looked around the edge. “Lora?”

It was obvious that no one was there; the office was not that big. The mayor opened the door the rest of the way and squeezed past the chair Nathan had been sitting in. As he stood behind Lora’s computer chair, he took a quick look around. Thinking that he would have to catch up with her later, he turned to leave. It was then that he saw the handwritten notes that Nathan had left behind. Leaning over for a better look, it did not take Hapuna long to realize that it was basically a shorthand version of the conversation he had just completed with his chief of security.

“So, it seems we have a spy in our midst, or at least someone nosy enough to cause problems,” he said to the empty office. What he could not figure out was how Lora had intercepted his discussion with Teshima just moments earlier. In fact, he was sure Ohana had been in a meeting with her staff for most of the morning. Hapuna looked back at the desk and noticed a book that had been under the notes. Hapuna thought, This doesn’t look like something Lora would be reading. It was then that he remembered that Lora had asked permission to bring her son in on “Take Your Keiki to Work Day.” Hapuna had thought it was a stupid idea at the time, and now it appeared to be more than stupid. This kid could expose everything. He tried to think back if he had ever seen Lora’s son, and all he could remember was that he had blond hair. Hapuna found the intercom on Lora’s desk and pressed the button for Howard Teshima’s office.
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200 YEARS AFTER THE GREAT WAR
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...a post-nuclear-war Hawaii where community
and conflict are equal parts of the fallout.
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