— Sooner or Later Everything
Falls into the Sea —

- The rock star washed ashore at high tide. Earlier in the day, Bay had seen
:somethmg bobbmg far out in the water. Remnant of a rowboat, per-
haps, or something better. She waited until the tide ebbed, checked
her traps and tidal pools among the rocks before walking toward the
inlet where debris usually beached.

- All kinds of things washed up if Bay waited long enough: not
just glass and plastic, but personal trainers and croupiers, entertain-
ment directors and dance teachers. This was the first time Bay recog-
nized the face of the new arrival. She always checked the face first if
there was one, just in case, hoping it wasn't Deb.

- The rock star had an entire lifeboat to herself, complete with
otor, though she'd used up the gas. She'd made it in better shape
an many; certainly in better shape than those with flotation vests
t no boats. They arrived in tatters of uniform. Armless, legless,
times headless; ragged shark refuse.

hat was that one?” Deb would have asked, if she were there.
ever paid attention to physical details, wouldn’t have recog-
dancer’s legs, a chef’s scarred hands and arms.

thing anymore,” Bay would say of a bad one, putting it on

he rock star still had all her limbs. She had stayed in the boat.
found the stashed water and nutrition bars, easy to tell by the
ers and bottles strewn around her. From her bloated belly and
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ay ot two before, maybe

¢ had run out a d
ark skin.

cracked lips, Bay guessed sh
Sunburn glowed through her d

tried drinking ocean watet.
She was still alive.
Deb wasn't there; s
would have shown her the ¢
and the thumb of her right.
“How do you know she came off the ships?” Deb would have
asked. She'd been skeptical that the existed, couldnt

believe that so many people would just pack
The only proof Bay could have given was these de

1s. If she had been, Bay

he couldn’t ask questio
f the woman's left hand

alloused fingers o

ships even

relict bodies.

Inside the Music: Tell us what happened.
Gabby Robbins: A scavenger woman

from my lungs, spoke air into me. The o

that mometit romantic, but it wasn’t. [ gagged. Only barely

retch in the sand.
She didn’t know what a 1o¢
dead, choking seawaler, that she learne
ﬁfst attempfts at conversation didn’t g0 we
warmmed my bands by ber fire, and when I saw an instrumettt ha
wuned it and began to play. That was the first language we spoke between us.

dmgged me fro
Id films they show on the ships w

L star was. It
] there were such things in th

A gruth: 1 don't remember anything between fallin
place.

washing up in this
There’s a lie embedded in that cruth.
Maybe a couple of them.
Another lie I've already to
nd me.
her sled, did take
the beach. 1 warmed myself b

the scavenger woman a
She did put me on

cottage on the cliff above

didn't offer me a blanket

stove. She
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up and leave their lives.

m the ocean, pumped water =

ould call

managed to roll over fo

was only when 1 washed in half~
e world. Our

1. We bad no language i common. But L
nging on its peg, L

g off the ship an'

1d: We did have language in common

me back to her stone-walleg
y her Wood

or anything to replace the th

— Sooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea —

stage clothes I still wore, so I wr

! ill ; apped my own arms around

tI:ew my kneés in tight and sat close enough to the stove’lslz mebarllld
at Ssgarks hit me when the logs collapsed inward e

- Sei hfiar:gd a srr.lall pot of soup on the stovetop and poured it
1 nlg ; czlwl without laying a second one out for me. My st

ach growled. I didn’t remember th i | . o

i er the last time I'd eaten. I eyed her, eyed

b If ym;1 re thinking about whether you could knock me out with

’pot a:k take my food, it’s a bad idea. You're taller than me, b
youffl weaker t’han you think, and I'm stronger than I look.” =
wouldn't! I was just wondering if maybe youd let ;11e scrape

~ whatever’s left from the pot. Please.”

She nodd
ed after a moment. I stood over the stove and ate the

fe h [eﬁ daen s 11 SPOOon

k W |II()U.t]]i uIS sne Elad me from the WOO g P .

“tasted POL’&IOGS alld Seaweed, Salt ﬂ.]].d la[ld al'ld ocearn. It burned y
e

thro;tl going down; heated from the inside, I felt almost warm
B (I)_(I)ked fri;)und t.he room for the first time. An oar with “I.—Iome
i an}i urnt into it adorned the wall behind the stove. Some
tipiomi ces ondsu; upturned-plastic milk crate, a wall stacke'd high
E.h - an.ne hood, clothing on pegs. A slightly warped-look-
! "9 thglt’ztir ung on arfother peg by a leather strap; if I'd had
”, - gB o t;‘;e E:;eato-lfeﬁig;te it. A double bed piled with
o d, nightstand with a framed photo of
on a hiking trail, and a tall stack of paperb J Thad
&gil ;0 walk over and read the titles; mypfalzheratjls(ezotc;k;; hii
3 i uri;:; It)I:I‘SOIl by the books on their shelves. A stronger uy;_‘ge
:the groundencover}:: on the bed, but I resisted and settled back
.::kept i ESear the stove. My energy went into shivering,
moughyco); ont .e stove, as if I could direct more heat to me
3 i bcentratton. The woman puttered around her cabin
g buta}vle el,;e_n any age between forty and sixty; her movemen;.
y z, g et skin was Weatlhered and lined, her black hair streaked
g y. After a while, she climbed into bed and turned her back to
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me. Another moment passed before 1 realized she intended to leave
me there for the night.
“Please, before you go to sleep. D

fire”

"1 said. “The

on't let it go out,

She didn't turn. “Can't keep 1t going forever. Fuel has to last all

winter.”
“It's winter?” I'd lost track of seasons on the ship. The scavenger
ooded sweatshirt.

woman wore two layers, a ragged jeans jacket overah

“Will be soon enough.”
“T'1l freeze to death without a fire. Can 1 pay you to keep it
going?”
ith?”

“What do you have to pay me W

“T have an account on the Hollywoo
that, I realized I shouldn’t have. On mul
if it sounded like a brag or desperation. 1 was at her me

WaSl’l,t mn my interest to come across as

than her.
doesn’t count for anything off -
+ money, I'm

She rolled over. “Your money
your ships and islands. Nor credit. If you've got pape

happy to chrow it in to keep the fire going a lictle longer.”
I didn't. “T can work it oft”
“There’s nothing you can

it now, 1 don't get more, 1 freeze two months
“Why did you save me if you're going to 1
“Pulling you from the water made sense. |

whether you live or not””
“Can I borrow something warmer to
g

ket?” 1 sounded whiny even to my own ears.
She sighed, climbed out of bed, rummaged in a corner,
pulled out a down vest. It had a tear in the back where some $

ing had spiﬂed out, and smelled 1

scream when the fabric touched my sunburned arms.

“Thank you. I'm truly grateful."

down the line.”

et me die?”
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d Line. A big one” As1said i
tiple levels. Didn't matter
rcy, and it .
if 1 thought I was any better i.sleep,"

work off. Fuel is in finite supply. T use

t's your business now

wear at least? Or a blan-

ike brine. I put it on, trying not to

—3S
ooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea —

She grunted a res
ponse and retreated to h ;
my elb ; o her bed again. |
th};tel horzs;ﬁtoht-he vest, my hands into my armpits. It }ijlmed t‘ifliled
didn’% still shivered. I waited a few minutes, then spokepa e
seem to want to talk, but it kept me warm. R goin. She
I was still here. Awake, alive. . Reassured me that
“If I dldn’t sa
y SO already, th .
water. My name is Gabby.” y, thank you for pulling me out of the
“Fitting,"
“Are you going to ask m
eh .
“None of my business.” ow I ended up in the water?”
Just as well. Anythi
) . Anything I told her would’
Do you have a name?” I asked ould've been made up.
“I do, but I don't o .
oy ot n't see much point in sharing it with you”
“B y . 3
ecause I'm going to kill you if you don't shut up and let
: me

I shut up.

1 ide the Music: Tell us what happened
Gabby Robbins: I remembe .
: . r getting drunk duri '
;o _ ' ring a set on the E
ylor. Making out with a bartender in the lifeboat, since neither Of:ts kit{zab'qh
7] pﬂvate

1

-_nks. L must bave passed out there. I don’t know how it ended up adrift
rift.
as sh i
- s‘?l clta\rvent iiout her morning, like a dog hoping for scraps
) ge picked-over garden spread around two sides of tl:;le

cH-

ou have i '
- dto piss, there’s an outhouse over there,” she said
c ard a stand of twisted trees. ,
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— Sooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea —
- Sarah Pinsker

et cottage Lo e Talking made me cough more. I was thirsty, too, but waited to be

offered something to drink.

We made our Way down the footpath from h
“What's your name?” 1 knew I should shut up, but the mote

iffsi d she
i i d into the cliffside. I was amaze
e e o Swm:hbaCkss::; 3111 incline. Then again, if Td rolled

d to tow me up ,
hi_ﬁ t?m;gefi and fallen to my death, she probably would've scraltfed
. . hes and left my body to be Picked clear.x by gu s

3" Thad managed not to say anything since waking

“Wh e we? -
" ::zl since her threat the night before, so 1 hoped the stat

uncomfortable I am, the more I talk.

She didn’t answer for a minute, sO by the time she did, I wasn't
even sure if it was the answer to my question at all.

“Bay.”

“That’s your name? It’s lovely. Unusual.”

“How would you know? You don’t even know what country this
" is. Who are you to say what's unusual here?”

“Good point. Sorry.’

up, not 2

{mitations had expired. )
ey e i ' h rest city, last 1 checked:
“Forty Lilometers from the nea ;

= )”
Better than nothing. “\When was that?

“When 1 walked here.” “You're lucky we even speak the same Ianguage.”
“And that was?” “Very.”
«p while ago” She pointed at a trickle of water that cut a small path down the

. 1.in look of her cabin and
the Jived-i 509 ' cliff wall. “Cup your hands there. It’s potable.”

“A spring?”

She gave me a look.

. “Sorry. Thank you.” I did as she said. The water was cold and
clear. If there was some bacterium in it that was going to kill me, at
¢ I wouldn't die thirsty.

- [ showed my gratitude through silence and concentrated on the
IL. cent. The path was narrow, just wide enough for the sled she
pulled, and the edge crumbled away to nothing. I put my feet where
she put hers, squared my shoulders as she did. She drew her sweat-
hirt hood over her head, another discouragement to conversation.
We made it all the way down to the beach without another
sestion busting through my chapped lips. She left the sled at the
£ the cliff and picked up a blue plastic cooler from behind a
e kind with cup holders built into the top. She looked in and
d, then dumped the whole thing on the rocks. A cascade of
et two small dead fish. I realized those had probably been meant
be her dinner the day before; she had chosen to haul me up the
instead.

Tt must have been, given
garden. «yWhat city?”

“Portage.’

“Portage what?”

“Portage. Population

heard of it doesn’t make it any less a c1

like I was stupid- 5 T don't even know Wha.t?

& tate? Or what country: |
1 mean, what s ‘

1 don't know. Just because you havent

ty.’ She glanced back at me

i w48
country this 1s. -
Sh); snorted. “How long were you on that ship?

“A long time. 1 didn't really pay attention.

1

“Too rich to care. , :
. T didec know why it matie

“No! It's not what you think” 1 didn’t y ‘

l . . 113 3 ] ] = ] ]’ \

W th()u ht Of me, ut 1t dld. I W&SI[ ton the S ].P ECaLISE ’.F‘

hat She g Ef II ]: Wﬁ"]th -ﬁﬂe ()1 he! PEOP] .
|

i ich” 4

“You told me last mght you 'were ric = :

1 :;sed to hack and spit over the cliff’s edge. 1 havc; r:c.)oi

g

it’ h to m o8

i b s s Tl never even afford a pn_.

passenger :

stateroom. SO 1 spend 2 lictle and

atter. I'll never be rich enou
instead of entertain j . 4
let the rest build up 10 MY accoun
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— So
oner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea

k, dotted everywhere “Tn onl .
only trying to be helpful. You dor't need to mock me.”
ck me.

This section of beach was all broken 1o
with barnacles and snails and seasheﬂs.The rocks were wet and slick, “No, T su
the footing treacherous. 1 fell to my hands several times, slicing them B , T suppose I don't. You found a crab, so you're not enti I
ils. Could you catch anything from a snail cut? At least | T}iat e el irely
E: ing t :
At least she was speaking to ieolg{goamphment I supposed Td get.
person, not debris that had

on the tiny sna

the ship could still get us antibiotics.
«\What are we doing?” 1 sdleed. “Burely the most interesting ~ shown an unft
: ortunate tendenc
toward speech
['hat evenin i 4 P s
g 1 pan—fned our catch on the stovetop with litel
1th a litcle

closer to the actual watet.
watching where she stepped. She didn't fall.
om the rocks down into the

been picked over.
more

| oI sea salt. Ihe fish was oil and tasteless, but the crab was Ci
f 00d.

thlﬂgs Wash Out
‘I'li ar ‘ ¥
g

She kept walking,
The rusted hull of an old ship jutted fr
d long since

ocean; | imagined anything inside ha

We clambered around it. 1 fell farther behind her, trying to be

careful with my bleeding pa]ms. All that rust, Do more tetanus shots.
She slowed, squatted. Peered and poked at something by her feet.

As 1 neared her, 1 understood. Tidal pools. She dipped the cooler
into one, smiled to herself. 1 was selfishly glad to see che smile. Per="
haps she'd be friendlier now- |
Tnstead of following, 1 ook a different path from
into other pools. Some tiny fsh in the first tWOs not wor

nothing in the third. In the fourth, 1 found a large crab.
“Bay, 1 called.

water to wash them off. Tried to
- : replace th i
ﬁ\fter dinner, | looked over at i)learcifiiﬂat O
Sl;lfiayhl? I asked, pointing at the guitar.
e shrugged. “Dinner and entertainment—I fished the righ
e right

;.

Qrson out Of the sea. Be my guest o
". It was an Old S i g .)a II) I [—]
8 Cla Slcal uitar i 1 t
A . 3 rior Slzed yl i g a
E ; I 3 on strin ed.
r g? g Y
‘[]e ’ St l) €SS1I since Steel sStrings W‘Ould Sute]. llave COIIOded 1‘11

ers. i air. Pute P] C O tune ad to t
ne to, so h d S¢ € 111
] on tu €
g h

¢th catching,

s relative to i
o gg - Crzilii :iﬁ:ﬂr, alllrelative to the third string because its
. Iuse ess. Sent up a silent prayer that none
i ‘,)V e was fairly sure Bay would blame me for
rong in my presence. The result sounded sour
!

She turned around, annoy
and her expression softened. “Good for you. You get to eat tont B Ll
find like that” @ e
-What music do you like?” T asked her
“Now or then?” ’

o0, with 2 nice
She waited

cooler with the one dece

“What is i’ 1 asked.
“A fish. What does it matter what kind?”
i¢h fish, but 1 don't rec8

“T used to cook. I'm pretty good W
erent preparations.’ y

for me to catch up with her and put the crab in hef

nt-sized fish she thad found. “What's the e

:6hzlzda;1ything political. Hip-hop mostly.”
looked down at the little guit , |
“ e rlOW?”gui ar, wondered how to coax hip-hop
Now? Anythi ;
_7 nything you play will be the first music I've heard oth
er

that one. Different fish taste better with dif
“You're welcome O do the cooking if youd {ike, but if youn& i
lemon butter and capers, you may want to check the poois closer B sn;;gmg in half a dozen years. Play away.”
the end of the rainbow!” She pointed down the beach, then Jaught d ooked at the guitar, waitin for i '
: ed. Fought back my st g for 1t to tell me what
) » for thousands of ! ran.ge sudden shyness. Funny how
Bt 50 people didr't bother me, but I could find

at her own joke.

ﬁiil
il 40
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myself self-conscious in front of one. “Quitar isnt my instrument,
by the way.’
“Close enough.
1 looked up, surprised.
“I'm not stupid. 1 know
“Why did you ask my name,

“1 didn't. You told it to me.
“QOh, yeah.’ ' T was glad 1 hadn't lied ab

“] et’s have the concert, then.”
d her a few songs, stuff 1 never played on the ship.

You're 2 bassist.”
“How do you know?”

who you are.’
then?”

out that particulat detail.

—3S
ooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea

I waited until Bay was aslee
R il p before T left, though i
{ th); helifoopwtzsnf; t; take.off running the second sl%e ;et:t(i)cl)(nzg
B Waiteod - a hnothlng t_o pack, so I curled up by the cooli
B rcl)r er breathing to slow. I would never have tak:g
E o g—other than the vest—but I grabbed the guir )
. B it b y way out the door. She wouldn't miss it. Thegdo .
B behind inges, and I held my breath as I slipped through o
k ehind me. oug and
B The cliffrop was bright with stars. I
. . . I scanned the s -
f;er; S?:Zh;ng 1‘but stars and stars and stars. The :z If:rl.h ;h_
na arely saw stars at all, a reassurance for all of}? us lffo:;

I playe
«“\Whered the guitar cOmMe from?” T asked when I was done.
An unreadable expression crossed her face. “Where else? Tt 4 B s
washed up.’ I walice il
. : ] ; th ;
I let my fingers keep exploting the neck of the guitat, but turned s m‘:lI ;Zzn[?taci to the cliff. The moon gave enough light
to her. “So is this what you do full time? Pull <tuff from the beach?® b i butlh 4 ozt }t10 step off into nothingness if %h
“Precy much!” o e ' gured the farther I got fi 3
“Canzou <ivive on Hiat?” relhkelyl was to run into trees. Or maybegan a}z(:mdthe OECARLAIE
“The b for findi <cuff can be precty substantial® lgot lucky. Someplace they viouldn't spot me if aomsaihiiiafl
W:l onu;; ¢ for fnding sore stuff can be PEECey =2 F - Any hope I had for stealth, I ab Pd m; 15 theyawefiboveilane.
“What stuff?” o nd , I abandoned as I trud
“Foil. Plastic. People”’ ] :;1;1}:1 tar road and decided it had to lead to‘iﬁgi anf-d‘ !
“People?” valked. The cough that had been building i Omerning:
&P = cked me now. g 1 my Chest through the
- The farth
The farther I went, the more I began to doubt Bay’s story. Would
. Wou

“People who've lost their ships.’ ’

“You're talking about me?”
“You, others. The ships don't like to lose people,

dont like to be separated from their ships. It’s a nice change O
able to return someone Jiving for once- T'm sure y
ot back to where you belong.”
“Yes, thank you. How do you alert them?”
“Tve got call buctons for the three b

copters.’
d military machines:

1 knew th
1 played for a while longer,

hung the guitar back on its pe

ose copters. Sleek, repurpose
50 stopping W

42

and the peopl
-,1_!“

ou'll be happy &
ig shiplines. They '_

ouldn't seem abrupt, #

g It kept falling out of tune anywa}

e ships bo

P 5-1 e futelilei: tr:(())ois(el;d anyone? I was popular enough, but was I

ybe. If they knew Ii:;)rfoewg:rte;n fli Ii';h;y s

: ! e lifeboat delib

061;01g:;z?b2;ub;ful. Ux'ﬂess they wanted to ;iizzg’r:atoi

et : ‘;Ooi.tdg};% if they docked my account now: Id
o :nl ay have contacted them? Shed said
' ] ess she had a solar ch —

possible, actually. Cop e M

she obviousl
- y wamlted me gone or she wouldn't have said it
j g my reaction? Whaiting to see if I cheered the .
news
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OPE
was W 1 ) M §

| to think Id make it

¢ words

d lied about. 1
d. 1 was a foo
food, no money- Thos
ated by my cough. No

I wondered what else she ha
toward the city she had mentione
to safety anywhere. 1 had no water, 0
formed a marching song for my feet, syncop

food. No money. No luck.

- on the Oprab deck for air. Th
| jith - They were over near the gun turrets, doi “Ki

the W{o{;ﬁi{ ;::rmg, a Tow: that should bave been outlmfed bg;:':e:;eyiz:gottbg ﬁmﬁa 4

| - fshourd on ]
. ow who ﬁmt’ is, right?”’ I looked over to see | this Bafrmder Iels'kzi{
‘ £xy ﬁ.'o, sexy swimmer’s build. It bad been a while si ¥ '
.JP . ile since we'd hooked up.
I took it and said he looked familiar,
{{H )

¢ used to have one of those talk radio shows. He was the first o
e to sug~

water. INO

out at first light, the moment she realized the guitar had left
ok star. It wasn't hard to figure out which way she

feverish, stupid with the stupidity of someone still

. . .
 gest the ships, only his idea was religious folks, not just general rich folks. Leave th
. Leave the

Bay set
sinners bebind, be said. Founded the Ark line, where all those fundamentalists spend
ists spen

with the stupid o
had gone. She was
used to having thin
expected o survive,

canteen. A hat. 5 :
something good about her character, Bay supposed, down below the

blind pr'wilege of her position. 1f she hadn't taken Debra’s guitaf

Bay's opinion might have been even more

their savings waitin :

gfor the sinners to be washed

. away so th

}t. ;fe slt;fj; t};e first two years with them, then annouifedf ke?v:f ;zo 'mkf; ki
age to . HIGAD

landgl A an out wibat .was happening everywhere else. Only, instea dif ;go oln a

. proper pilgrim, he came on board this ship. He's been he raveling

First time : - re ever si

it ve seen him at one of your shows, though. I guess he’s I]me,'nge; .Smcl;;

: imse

jnto his new lifestyle””

0w
i

avorab1€~
U ]7. .
g J Tﬂﬂfmb.‘,’?’ blm Hnow., jie boyfottfd my SSEOI’td album At lﬁdSl tb@ lOOk

”‘,” ?ﬂ
 Yeah '
~ “Yeah, exccept that isn’ his wi j
) sn't bis wife. His wife and ki
8. . " ‘
N L if kids are still on the Ark waiting

g R K g il . ii =
. /4 1, Of -tll]f HOIM a]td }JIS not Wfl'-f Saﬂﬂlf?fd Oﬁ W?)Eﬂ lbf jotﬂt as jin
Wi

hed. l 3
d, JP melted away as well, leaving me alone with my thoughts until some drunk
¢ arun

Inside the Music: Tell us what happened.
Gabby Robbins: My last night on the ship was just like three thousand nights

before, up until it wast’t. We played two sets mostly my stuff, with requests m

in. Some cokebead in a Hawaiian shirt offered us a thousand credits each t0 play My
§

Heart Will Go On” for his lady.
“P'll give you ten thousand credits myseb‘ if you don’t make us do this” St i.f«-
leaned in over ber kit to consult on whether we could fake our Wi
would never play here”
1+ we've bad to play?” our guitarist, Ke

¢ one song 1 promised myself I
What difference does it make at this poitl

andered '

- ao:::mu;:f :l mag;um i]{’ d;ampagm. I climbed over the railing into the
& one. I could almost pretend the voi ]

engine’s Ikﬁ;m through the bull, the waves lapping fa: Z:;Ot:”e Bl s

n d ' ;

wzob;v “;00 },vasn t a 'paymg guest—entertainers and staff—bad bee

" release the lifeboats, and I found myself playing with th i

I 7 i it i i

u Somm»;ou d;}: bs" to drop it into the water? We couldn’t be that fai -

| " ere. The lifeboats were all equipped with stores of “food and =
andful of people for a few days. s o

at 1
ever had been in my last drink must have been some - form of liguid stupid
ipid.

said when we all
through it. “That’s th

«“PWhat about all the Jimmy Buffe
ber. “We've Prostimted ourselves already.

Sheila ignored Kel. “Dignity, Gab, Please”
[ was tired and more than @ little drunk. “What does it matter? Let’s justp

ith the tempo if yow warnk. Swing if, maybe? Tronic ch
I can’t hit those diva notes?”
going to weep a5 she counted off-

at was | '
it was lowered now, whacking against the side of the enormous ship, and I

stash the last tie
; e last tie just to keep from being wrecked against it. And then the ship

the song. You can mess w
lounge style? In C, since

Sheila looked like she was
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Sooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea —
where she had come from

e or where she was going. B .
from gesturing in the right direction. She ickegd thg' i e
followed. P e right way. Bay
“A .

. ; .you' going to ask me why I left?” Even this sick, with all her
] ing into putting one foot i ’
| b 1dctt stop talking, g in front of the other, the rock star

was pulling away, vidiculows and buge, a foolisb attempt fo save something that bad

never been worth saving.

I wished I bad kissed
to die.

P one more tiré, seeing as bow I was probably going

“Wasn't planning on it.”

“Why not?”

“Because I've met you before.”

BFor ;ealZLBefore the ships?” Gabby looked surprised

3 » ;

A toy V:asi})loasiler ?ead. No. Your type. You think you're the first
Y o ore? To step away from that approximati fli
You're just the first one who made it alive.” fon of e
rrI{_- 3 e ) :
- Gg’;)]: don't I1ke“rhe ships, why did you call them to come get
h . y paused. “Or you didn’t. You just wanted m :
Why e to leave.
“I can barely feed m
yself. And you aren't the ;
. ; tob
J.th,,ga': hfeIanyhow. Might as well leave now as ZF;”O .
xcept I'm probably going to die of thi .
all night in the cold, you psychipadll.f ey e

Gabby hadn't gotten far at all. By luck, she had found the road in the
but she was lying '

dark, and by luck had walked in the right direction,
in the dirt like roadkill now. Bay checked that Deb's guitar hadnt
been hurt, then watched for a moment to see if the woman was_
breathing, which she was, ragged but steady, her forehead hot enough
some combination of sunburn and fever. 4
“Are you real?” she asked.

" Bay told her.

to melt butter,
The woman stirred.
“More real than you are,

“T should have kissed 154
“Seems likely.” Bay offered a glass
Gabby drank half. “Thank you.”

Bay waved it away when the other woman tried to hand it ba \
“I'm not putting my lips to that again while you'e coughing your
lungs out. It's yours! ' ‘. 3
“Thank you again.” Gabby held out the guitar. “You probably
came for this?” 4
“You carried it this far, you ¢
have brought the case.”

“It had a case?”
“Under the bed. 1 keep clothes in it.”
“T guess at least now you know I didn't go through your things:
Bay snorted. “QObviously. You're a pretty terrible thief.”
“In my defense, I'm not a thief”

“My guitar says otherwise.”
Gabby put the guitar on the gtound. She struggled to her f

and stood for a wobbly moment before leaning down to pick it
She looked one way, then the other, as if she couldn't remen

jar of water. “Drink this.”

b ?z;}lf shrugged. “That was your choice.”

- They walked in silence for a whil -

. : .Th '
Elatmg her choices or too sick to etalk ok statwas ither con
:.Why?" Bay asked, taking pity.

.f?abby Vv:hlPPEd her head around. “Why what?”

‘Why did you sign up for the ship?” '

an keep carrying it. Me, I wo ild

:ISt seemec.l like a good idea at the time.”

'{ :;;nds like an epitaPh fitting for half the people in this world.”

é glefl_ve a half smile, then continued. “New York was a m :

5 C111L.states had just tried to secede. The bookers for T:lis,
ine made a persuasive argument for a glamorous life ai

erything was so well planned :
Ons to provide food andpﬁlelj.e » too. They bought entire island
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They walked. Gabby was sweating, her eyes bright. Bay slowed

her own pace, 1n an effort to slow the other woman down.

“Where are you hurrying to, now that T've told you there’s
: nobody coming after you?”

“I'm sure the island nations appteciated ]zhat," Sa..ii Eag;mke(i 3
ile. “T know, right: ’
he other woman gave a wry {;ml . "
B t:ie:r foered good money, and it was obvious no bands would be
u .
touring the country for a while.

“At first it was just like any other tour. We played our own stuff.

“You said there was a city out here somewhere. I want to get there
d them, restau-

before I have to sleep another night on this road. And before I starve.”
1 Bay reached into a jacket pocket. She pulled out a protein bar
and offered it to Gabby.

“Where'd you get that? It looks like the ones I ate in the lifeboat.”
gt is.’

i s if we wante
- werel “l;omrelr; o ri:.e I:\lYgi’ ::23 parts of touring WitbOI:lt the
rants and € ;1 : i SIEZping in the same bed every night,.ev?n if it was '
ac'tual ttavli P'a; m band, like on the bus. But then it didn't stoP, a.nd
kil wn;ed rzlaking us take requests, and it sta-rted closing in :
thenkt:flley .,S ;i’rthere was somebody you wanted to avo1d., you couldnt;:;
{01;35 }(:r.d o find anyplace to be alone to write of tht'zk; 3 :
t “Then the internet went off completely.. Wedlex;t; gzton v:
from land at A1, even when we docked on the LSllan t; grad Eft i
letting us off when we docked. Managerne'nt said mglsj S ti an-_
real bad here, that there was for real noth.mg to co;l; : A ! hke;
The passengers all walked around 111.(6 they didnt }c; ; was',
IEZ:Z& system, and the world was sO fucchig far ax:aér a::y) s
1 i e world was S 2
SuP.Posed ;3 w?t;t’:: Y;:Ziez},lzfl we'd just float around oblivm:r
entl're - mu%: of something that wasn't even important t0 be r
ur'ml & ra?) Od would freak out because there was no more
wu}z.ciz:;mo? r};semary, and then all those beautiful people wo j_l
ot

Gabby groaned. “I didn’t have to starve those last two days? 1
could've sworn I looked every place.”

“Vou missed a stash inside the radio console.”

“Huh”

- They kept walking, footsteps punctuated by Gabby’s ragged
breath.

“We used to drive out here to picnic on the cliff when my wife
nd I first got married,” Bay said. “There were always turtles trying
) cross. We would stop and help them, because there were teenagers
ound who thought driving over them was a sport. Now if I saw a
rtle Id probably have to think about eating it.”

“T'ye never eaten a turtle.”

“Me neither. Haven't seen one in years.”

abby stopped. “You know, I have no clue when I last saw a

g on eadh other.” e. At a zoo? No clue at all. I wonder if theyre gone. Funny how

“Q, that's why you jumped?” !
gsb;yarzbbe}c; }}Iaer head. “Sort of. I guess that also seemed 3
ood idea at the time.”

“What about now?” !
e | cozld’ve done with a massage when 1 woke up today, but

- wie 3 1
il alive. -
» B orted. “You wouldn't have lasted two seconds in a M
ay sn: ;

&

y didn't say anything,

\ me

L

he rock star held Deb’s guitar up to her chest, started pick-
It a repetitive tune as she walked. Same lick over and over, like
eping her going, driving her feet. “So when you said you
ings like aluminum foil and people, you were lying to me,
*V don't trade anything.”

ith that sunburn.’ |
= Gabby looked down at her forearms and winced.
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We'll both fit,” she said. “Body heat'll keep us warm, too.”

Bay shook her head. “Nobody to trade with.”
“So you've been here all alone? You said something about your It was watmer than if they hadst shared, lyi
wife? T shared, lying back to back
d in front of her, kicked it again set out to follow. Thepcolgd srgigﬂ sez;:; ‘;V:tr;n hisr h];:n ef’ ;f she harh;}:
. Bay felt every in

of her left side, as if the bones themselves were in contact with

- ground. Aware, too, of her back against the other Wo;rC Wltf "

' fact that she couldnt remember the last time she had coman', ) h th'e
cal contact with a living person. The heat of Gabby’s f . mbp o

? thro‘rrlgh the layers of clothing, but she still shivered e
Why are you living out there all alone?” Gabb}; asked

Bay considered pretending she was asleep, but then sne wanted

Bay kicked a stone down the roa

when she caught up with it.
The rock star handed her the guitar and dropped to the ground.

She took off her left shoe, then peeled the sock off. A huge blister
“Fuck.”

was rising on her big toe.
¢ some of the stuffing from your vest to

Bay sighed. “You can us
build some space around it.”

Gabby bent to pick a seam. .
“No need. There’s a tear in the back. Anyhow, maybe it's time to
i

‘to answer. [ said alread _
3 ! y we used to picnic out h ;
» : 5 i ere, my wife an
scopufor the night! | “We always said this was where we'd spend our old a 1’317 ' dL
Sorry. I saw the tear when you first gave me the vest, but I ‘aranger, we'd live out our days in the ranger's cabi e get ajob as
ow far have we traveled?” gers cabin. [ pictured having

We're still on the park road.

electricity, mind.”

She ' on 1

. paus&;d. She felt the tension in the other woman’s back a
she suppress 9 i ' :
E PP }j a cough. “Debra was in California on a business trip
when ever 1

: ything started going bad at a faster rate than itd been going

: I;efore. We nerer er'en found out what it was that messed u

:he e'ctrolnrcs. T}rmgs ]u-st stopped working. We'd been living in E

-rj;. ' couldn't stay in our building with no heat or water, but

( :Ic; A ndt cont;ct each other, and I wanted to be someplace Djebra

ol nd me. So when I didn't hear from he

¥ ' r for three months, |

3 Zdl usgat I t:oughti might need into some kid’s wagon | fousnd

1 the lobby and started walki L

. K ed walking. I knew she'd know to find me out
‘i—low bad was it? The cities? We were already on the ship.”

"I can only speak for the one I was living in, but it Wafn’r like

forgot about it. H
“Hard to say.

“Park road?”
“This 1s a Protected wilderness area. Or it was. Once we hit

asphalt, we're halfway there. Then a
the T used to be vacation homes, b

years ago. Right takes you to the city.”
Gabby groaned. She squinted at the setting sun. “Not even

little farther to a junction. Leftat
ut a hurricane took them twen v

halfway."
“But you're still alive, and you're complaining about a blister, not

the cough or the sunburn.”

“T didn't complain.”
“T don't see you walking any farther, either” Bay dropped el

knapsack and untied a sleeping bag from the bottom.
v,]

“I don't suppose you have two?

Bay gave Gabby her most withering look. What kind of fool
out on this walk sick and unprepared? Then again, she had been tf
d driven the woman out, too afraid to interact with

n her head.

s:rc'}e1 mc})lvres where everyone turns on one another. People
; Weeli);: :;;VZ got SOnclhe electricity up and running again in
one who ha ] ore COmmunit, I;la e , smaller scale. If <Ly thing, I'd say we
actual person instead of the ghosts i I b oth); :PZI:I]:CIIEV“ hzdeEE it didn't feel right for

] ; 1 wante eb.”
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sting nd looting. Breaking into “Oh?” There wasn't much to say to that but I tried a 55
) nyway. S0

“They told us people were Tl
mansions, moving dozens of people n”

“Would you blame them? Your passenge

d abandoned perfectly good houses. But again, Tcan

to their ships an
only speak o what I saw, which was folks figuring out the new order

and making it work as best they could”
Gabby stayed silent for a while, and Bay searted to drift. Then

«Did Debra ever find you? T mean I'm guessing

basically you're puttin i

. g yourself ind i

cs redirected all the gas danger because you made me thinlill ;rfe; ZZf;:: ’I pet mysel
| “You put yourself in danger in th o Ty et
.. S ger in the first place by jumping off

True. 1 sat back down on the i

| : sleeping ba and 1

. 1 foot. The blister looked awful. I neatly wept as Ig ackednSPeCtedf -

one mote question: ' g P o i

. ][hStoocl again to indlicate my readiness, and she walked back over

S e ;n-ded.me the guitar, then shook out the sleeping bag rolleci

it, ;1: tied it to her pack. She produced two vaguely edible-lookin

sticks frf)m somewhere on her person. I took the one offered t ;

I sniffed it. “Fish jerky?” )

She nodded.

" 1
I really would've starved out here on my own 2

”

no, but . . -

“No. Now let me sleep: '

Inside the Music: Tell us what bappeﬂed.
Gabby Robbins: You know what bappened. There is no you anyimore. No reality

selevision, no celebrity gossip, 1o music industry- Only an echo playing itself out ot

and in the heads of those of us who can’t quite let it &0- “You're welcome.”

3 “Thank you. I mean it. Td M-~
i i . ave otessed I'd h
long without finding anything to eat” gHess ave to walk so

the ships

] ﬂdT;;fe_’S plenty to eat, but you don't know where to look. You
e 3 sh if }‘rou had gear. You might find another crab. And there
are bugs. Berries and plants, too, in better seasons, if you kn h

0 ook for.” ks e what

As we walked she meandered off the road to show me what

Bay was already out of the sleeping bag when 1 woke. She sat ona

rock playing a sirnple ﬁngerpick'mg pattern on her guitar.
“H thought you didn't play," 1 called to her.
“Never said that. Said I'm a lousy singets but didn't say an

We should get moving. Td rather get to

about playing the guitar.
. . 3 3 e 5
e vas -
city earlier than lat - . 4 s edible. Cattail roots, watercress. Neither tasted fantasti
seretched, letting the sleeping bag pool around m) g took time an d gave an excuse £0 e stic raw, but
slower.

1 stood up and ‘
d red. T could hear watet ap ~“I'm guessing you were city kid?” she asked

feet. The sun had only just risen; low an
ping on both sides now, beyond a thick growth of brush. 1 coughe

so deep 1t bent me in two.
“Why are you sty L asked when 1 could speak.
She gave me 2 look that probably could have killed me at cl
range. " Because 1 didn't bring enough food to feed both of us
much longer, and you didn'c bring any- Because 1 haven't been thert
and 1 don't know if they shoot strangers who ride in at g

*.b:eral'; bGrew up in Detroit. Ran away when ] was sixteen to
gh because ever}lone else ran away to New York. Put together
ent band,r got noticed. When you're a good bass player geo 1
| ygu out. Id_re_lease an album with my band, tour that)j t},lfil th:ui
ﬂi aga ot Trillium or some flavor of the month.”

greahzed that was more than she had asked for, but she hadn’
E{- e to shut up yet, so I kept going. “The funny thing about bein;

years,
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on a ship with Al those celebrities and debutantes is how much atten-
tion they need. They throw parties or they stage big collapses and
recoveries. They produce documentaries about themselves, upload to
the ship entertainment systems. They act as audience for each other,
taking turns with their dramas.
“I thought they'd treat me as a peer, but then I realized I was
just a hired gun and they all thought they were bigger deals than
me. There were a few other entertainers who realized the same thing
and dropped down to the working decks to teach rich kids to dance
or sing or whatever. I hung on to
music still meant something. I still kinda hope so.”
A coughing spell turned me inside out.
“That’s why you took my guitar
gagging.
“Yeah. They must still need music out here, right?”

“1d like to think so.”

I had something else to say,
ahead distracted me. Two white towe
cal, the other at a deep curve. “That's a weird-looking bridge.”

Bay picked up her pace. ']
saw the bridge wasn't pur
end still stood, but the roa
water. Heavy cables trailed from t
to the edge, looked dow

the long gap to the other side.
the edge.
I tried to keep things light.
island.”
“Your grasp of geography hasn't prov
“How long do you think it's been out?”
“How the hell should I know?” she snapped.
I left her to herself and went exploring.
tears that smudged her face looked dry.
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the idea longer than most that my

?” Bay asked when 1 stopped

but a change in the landscape up..
rs jutted into the sky, one verti-~

imped after her. As we got closer, i
Posefu]ly skewed. The tower on the near
d between the two had crumbled into the
he far tower like hair. We walked'

1 at the concrete bergs below us, then out at
Bay sat down, her feet dangling over

“I didn't realize we were on an

en to be outstanding”

When I returned,

— Sooner or Later Everything Falls into the Sea —

[13
It must’ i
I ust've been one of the hurricanes. I haven't been out here in
years.” Her tone was dry and impersonal again. “Just goes to sh
: . o sho
soonet or later everything falls into the sea.” "
i b ? et '
‘She didn't give up on you,” I said.
You don't know that”
“NO.,,
I . ) . )
; alszs quiet a minute. Tried to see it all from her eyes. “Anywa
walke 1 . :
- arou1:1d. You can climb down the embankment. It doesn}ft
ook like there’s much current. Maybe a mile’s swim?”
She 1 “A mile’s swi '
' _;)I:ked up at me. “A mile’s swim, in clothes, in winter, with
a guitar. i ’
guitar. Then we still have to walk the rest of the way, dripping wet
g s

-_ You're joking.”

:}l’-m not joking. I'm only trying to help”
here’s no way. Not now. Maybe when the water and the air

are both warmer.”

She was probably right. She'd been right about everything else

I sat do
i wnhnext to }?er and looked at the twisted tower. I tried to
_@?g1r;e what Detroit or Pittsburgh was like now, if they were all
twisted t 1 [
[ owers and broken bridges, or if newer, better communities

had grown, like the one Bay had left.

15 g
e » L3 s k)
1 I\;H got a boat,” I said. “There’s no fuel, but you have an oar on
your wall. ine 1
ye We can line it full of snacks when the weather is better

and come around the coast instead of over land.”

“I I don't kill you before then. You talk an awful lot.”

i

But itar,” T sai
3 I can. play decent guitar,” I said. “And I found a crab onc
s0 I'm not entirely useless.” ;
s ' ”
b Not entirely,” she said.

side the Music: Tell s what happened,
RoB{at’ns: I was nearly lost, out on the ocean, but somebody rescued me
; ifferent life, a smaller life. I'm writing again. People seem to like my ne‘u;
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he slung her bag over her shoul-

. o8
Bay ook a while getting to her feet Deb's guitar. She played as

d waited while Gabby picked up . : 44
Ctlir;/a;lfalllez back toward Bay's cottage, some lictle riff Bay didn't
e

de up her own words to it in her head, about how

recognize. Bay ma : . i
= falls into the sea, but some things cr

sooner or later everything i
back out again and turn into something new.
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— The Low Hum of Her —

 Father built me a new grandmother when the real one died. “She’s not a
1 replacement,” he said, as if anything could be. This one was made
- of clay and metal all run through with wires to conduct electricity,
- which Father said made her a lot like us. At her center, where we have
 hearts and guts, she had a brass birdcage. I don’t know how he made
 her face look right. He put my real Bubbe’s clothing on her, and
‘ wrapped one of my real Bubbe’s headscarves around her iron-gray
‘hair, and put Bubbe's identification papers into her skirt pocket, and
told me to call her Bubbe.

~ "Does it cook?” I asked him. “Does it bake, or sing?”

“She can,” said Father. “Those are exactly the things she can do.
You just have to teach her. She can look after you and keep you com-
pany when I'm working.”

~ “I won't call it Bubbe.”

- “Call her what you like. Maybe you can say ‘the new Bubbe’ and
she’ when you're around me, though. I worked hard to make her for
- He had spent months at his workbench. Long evenings after days
bent teaching, and then long days after he was no longer allowed
ork at the university. I had heard him cry sometimes, when he

i%fhat night, it offered help as I prepared beets for soup.

Just stand in the corner and watch,” I said. “You don't know how.”

57



