
        
            
                
            
        

    Praise for Megan E. Freeman’s 
ALONE
“A tense, engrossing survival story on par with classics such as Hatchet.”
—Booklist
“The lengths to which resourceful Maddie must go in order to survive feel realistic, and Freeman’s well-paced verse magnifies significant and harrowing moments.”
—Publishers Weekly
“Hatchet for a new age…. Suspenseful, fast-paced, and brief enough to engage even reluctant readers.”
—Kirkus Reviews







for the readers who kept insisting there was more to the story and for Lexi



The way to right wrongs is to turn the light of truth upon them.
—Ida B. Wells, The Light of Truth



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Sometimes I think back to those last days leading up to the evacuation.
If I could travel back in time knowing what we know now, could I have stopped it? Would anyone have believed me?
I know what you’re going to say. If any of us had made a different choice—well, let’s just agree we had a lucky combination of grit, talent, and skill.
Honestly, if Future Me could have told Past Me what was about to happen, I don’t think I would have believed me either.
Truth is always stranger than fiction.



Build Up
(v) to increase, intensify; (n: buildup) a gradual accumulation, as in military force, sometimes leading to a crisis



TUESDAY 
5:00 P.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
On the radio
“You’re tuned to KRKY 97, and it’s time for news at the top of the hour.
New protective action curfews are in place across Colorado this evening, with mandatory checkpoints for anyone traveling beyond registered county limits. Be sure to leave in plenty of time to get home safely tonight.
We’ve got record-breaking temperatures in the forecast again, but Splash Gardens opens for the summer in less than three weeks. You won’t want to miss the new and improved waterslide, so get your season passes before the price goes up.
And it looks like we’re heading into another hot, dry weekend with high fire danger in the mountains and foothills, so double-check all burn bans and fireworks restrictions.
For all the latest in Colorado news and weather, we’re here for you on KRKY 97, the Rocky Mountains’ most trusted news source.”



TUESDAY 
6:35 P.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
A public pool in Millerville, Colorado
Ashanti Johnson, age 12
after swim practice
i stand in front of mom
like tethys the water goddess
rivulets running down my limbs
she doesn’t notice
good book?
my teeth trip chattering
over my tongue
she looks up
foggy from story
really good, she smiles
rubs me in terry cloth
wraps me up tight
i tuck goggles and swim cap into my suit
flip-flop behind her out to the car
so can i? i ask
buckling seat belt over towel
can you what?
sleep over at emma’s friday?
her hand pauses on neutral
her doctor eyebrows dip down
debating dangers versus
developmental growth
no trampolines?
no trampolines
no drinking? no drugs?
no r-rated movies?
no texting strangers?
no leaving the house?

of course not
i promise
this is me we’re talking about
she checks the mirror
shifts into drive
okay then, she says
okay sure
!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!



TUESDAY 
6:55 P.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
Ashanti
text to emma and maddie
   
                      WEEKEND MISSION IS GO



WEDNESDAY 
2:30 A.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
A ranch near Feathermore, Colorado
Grandin Stone, age 14
mama cow’s sides heave
she moans and shifts
udder distended
her ribs shouldn’t show
but they do
hours tick by
sky pinks in the east
Ma brings us
a thermos of coffee
I hand Dad a cup
Thank you, son
Dad worries
mama cow doesn’t have
the strength
tiny hooves play peekaboo
then hide again
the outline of a head
pushes against skin
the tip of a tongue
then a nose
I clear fluid from baby’s nostrils
slide my hands around mama
Dad attaches calving chains
we pull together
finally
the head is born
I clear more fluid
Dad sticks a piece of straw
up each nostril
baby sneezes
mama cow moans
we pull
and
we pull and pull
until
a slick mess
of calf
falls
into the straw
working with Dad
we are bonded
with land
with animal
generations of ranchers
generations of cattle
working together
to safeguard
the future
of food
but
there’s not enough rain
to keep the fields green
not enough water
to keep the creek full
mama cow is
too weak
too dehydrated
too exhausted
her eyes soften
as she sinks to the straw
focused on something
we can’t see
going somewhere
we can’t help
Dad curses
as he starts up the tractor
to move the carcass
says ranching gets harder
every year
but the calf
lives



WEDNESDAY 
3:45 P.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
Harmony Addams-Paul, age 12
Dear Aunt Beckie,
Ahoy from Colorado! How are you? What country are you in now?
I thought you might like to see my journalism “Slice of Life” assignment, which you’ll notice I formatted like an Associated Press article. (Mr. Sedillo didn’t say to do that, but I figure if I want a career covering international stories like you do, it’s never too soon to start. I loved your last postcard, by the way. I can’t believe you rode a camel!)
And speaking of covering stories, wait until you see our new press badges. They even have our photos on them! They’re going to get us into home games AND school board meetings AND the faculty lounge to use the copier. (I can’t wait to use the copier.)
Mr. Sedillo said journalists must learn to pay attention and take notes, so I’m going use these letters to observe and record everything around me. And I’m going to practice writing articles in my journal. (Journal? Get it? JOURNAList?)
Mr. Sedillo also said that learning to pay attention starts with the man in the mirror. Or the woman in the mirror. Or whoever’s in the mirror. He said it doesn’t matter who’s in the mirror as long as we’re paying attention to what they’re up to. And right now I am up to my elbows in Elmer’s glue, so I better sign off.
From Redhawk, Colorado, this is Harmony Addams-Paul reporting.
OR
This is Harmony Addams-Paul, reporting from Redhawk, Colorado.
(Which one do you like better?)



Slice of Life Observation Assignment 
7th-Grade Journalism
Mr. Sedillo, Period 3
GETTING READY FOR MOTHER’S DAY

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—Mother’s Day will soon be upon us, and families everywhere are preparing to celebrate. My little sister Pax and I are in our small apartment, planning to make a gift for our mother.
I come into the kitchen to discover Pax has begun without me. “Pax!” I say, grabbing the Elmer’s bottle from her sticky hands. “I was only in the bathroom for a second! You can’t just pour glue like you pour milk on cereal.” I place a small, empty flowerpot upside down on the table.
“Okay, watch. See?” I dab the base of the pot and quote Pax’s kindergarten teacher. “ ‘Dot-dot. Not-a-lot.’ ”
Pax takes the glue and copies me, tongue out in concentration. We glue the flowerpot saucer to the upside-down base.
“We need to let it dry,” says Pax, suddenly an expert.
I set a short, fat candle in the center of the saucer, effectively transforming the flowerpot into a chalice, the symbol of the crunchy-granola church where our mom works. She’s a “the best gifts are homemade” kind of mom, and this will be our first Mother’s Day since the divorce, so we want to make it extra special.
“A chalice!” says Pax, clapping her hands. “We made a chalice!”
“We did, Paxie,” I say. “And she’s going to love it.”



WEDNESDAY 
9:22 P.M. MOUNTAIN STANDARD TIME
Alpenglow Dinner Theater in Spruce, Colorado
Teddy Brenkert, age 11
INTERIOR THEATER—EVENING.
WIDE SHOT on the lobby of a theater, where actors in full costume scurry back and forth carrying trays of cheesecake and cups of coffee. The sounds of the audience talking and eating are audible from the theater.
Cut to MEDIUM SHOT of GRAM standing behind the ticket counter. Gram is about seventy years old and is clearly in charge. She flips a switch, and the lobby lights blink on and off. TEDDY, a boy with a special kind of focused intensity, comes down the carpeted stairs to the lobby carrying a small bag in his hand.
TEDDY
(handing his grandmother her glucose monitor)
Here you go, Gram. Don’t forget to check your levels.
GRAM
Thanks, hon. Intermission’s almost over, so you’d better get back up to the booth.
TEDDY
(taking the stairs two at a time)
See you after curtain call!
TRACKING SHOT on Teddy running down the hall to the tech booth. He puts on headphones and adjusts a camcorder on a tripod.
The STAGE MANAGER whispers into her headset. Lights in the theater dim, then blackout. The technicians’ faces glow pale blue from their clip lights.
Teddy presses record on the camcorder.
Stage lights come up as the orchestra begins a refrain of “Somewhere Over the Rainbow.”
DOROTHY, SCARECROW, TIN MAN, and COWARDLY LION enter upstage right.
Teddy leans forward and zooms in.
INTERIOR THEATER—LATE NIGHT.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy as he rolls a long pole with a bright light to the center of the stage in the empty, dark theater.
Cut to a WIDE SHOT backstage, where actors in street clothes leave through the stage door, calling good night to one another.
GRAM
(following everyone out and locking the door)
Great show, everyone!
TEDDY
(waiting until the actors are out of earshot)
Tin Man keeps missing his mark on his solo. His face is always in shadow.
Gram unlocks the car. They both get in and fasten their seat belts.
GRAM
You know beggars can’t be choosers, Teddy. It was him or Mr. Doshi from the post office, and he can’t carry a tune in a bucket.
TEDDY
It’s going to make the final edit a lot less professional-looking.
(taking off his glasses and cleaning them on his shirt)
How is it that in the movies with Mickey Rooney and Judy Garland, they always live in a town full of people who can sing, dance, and act, and we can’t even assemble a decent barbershop quartet?
GRAM
(backing out of the parking space)
Everyone in Hollywood was a triple threat back then. And we are a long way from Hollywood, my friend.
Teddy sighs.
GRAM
(patting his knee)
You’ll make it work, honey. You always do.
CLOSE-UP on Teddy as he stares out the window.
TEDDY
(muttering)
I wish I could go straight to film school. I can’t wait to work with people who take art as seriously as I do.



THURSDAY 
6:00 P.M.
On the radio
“You’re tuned to KRKY 97, and it’s time for news at the top of the hour.
If you’re heading to the mountains this weekend, be sure to allow extra time for the cone zones from Millerville to Snow Valley. And anyone traveling between Ponderosa and Switchback Springs should note that National Guard convoys are on the move again, causing slowdowns and delays. Alternate routes are suggested.
Tomorrow Governor Clark will hold a special press conference to introduce his plan for addressing Colorado’s drought issues. He is expected to lay out tiered management options for urban water conservation, along with additional restrictions on rural and agricultural water usage—”



THURSDAY 
6:01 P.M.
Grandin
Dad turns off the radio
says
government and ranching don’t mix
no one understands
where food comes from
anymore
Ma hands him a knife
to carve the roast
Dad says
when he was in the service
people respected
authority
and
authority respected
people
says
now politicians never even serve
and
things are going to you-know-where
in a you-know-what
Ma tells him
to hush now
and
we sit to eat
when I enlist
I will serve
not just my country
but
the land
that provides for us
the air and water
that nurture us
I want to
restore habitats
protect resources
renew Dad’s faith
in a brighter future
for
everyone



THURSDAY 
8:30 P.M.
Ashanti
i’ve never lied to my parents before
but like apate goddess of deceit
emma and maddie and i
have woven a plan so perfect
it rivals athena and her loom
my folks think
tomorrow i’m sleeping at emma’s
emma’s folks think
she’s sleeping here
maddie’s mom thinks she’ll be at her dad’s
and her dad thinks she’ll be at her mom’s
but
(here’s the chef’s kiss)
we’re going to have
a secret sleepover
at maddie’s grandparents’
empty apartment

no adults
no nagging
no bedtimes
no rules

we
are
geniuses



THURSDAY 
11:17 P.M.
MOTHER IGNORES CURFEW

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—Three stories down from this reporter’s apartment, engines rumble in the street. I peek through the blinds into the night. Convoys of trucks move like animated shadows.
It’s past curfew. Mom still isn’t home.
I rehearse my oral report on “Muckraker Journalists Who Changed the World”:
Ida B. Wells—reported on lynching
Ida M. Tarbell—reported on greedy oil tycoons
Upton Sinclair—reported on the meatpacking industry
I can’t focus.
When I finally hear Mom’s key, I am a tangled knot of worry. When she finally comes through the door, I am pissed.
“Mom! It’s way past curfew!”
Mom drops her jacket and bag on the couch. “You’re up late. Is Pax asleep?”
“Hours ago.”
Mom fills the teakettle. Turns on the stove. “You know when my parishioners need me, I have to go. Death doesn’t care about curfews.”
Mom always says stuff like this. Always does stuff like this. Someone dying of cancer. Someone fresh out of rehab. Someone elderly, housebound. No matter what else is going on, Mom’s work is always the most important thing.
“I’m serious,” I say. “The curfews are a big deal. Pax freaked out the last time we had to lock down and you weren’t here. What if something happened to you?” (Would we have to go live with Dad and what’s-her-name in Maine?)
I don’t say this last part out loud.
“Nothing’s going to happen to me.” She kisses me on the head and goes to take a bath.
Another truck rolls past. The whole building trembles.



THURSDAY 
11:52 P.M.
EXTERIOR—DARK.
ESTABLISHING SHOT. Gram and Teddy are pulled over on the side of a winding mountain road. A state patrol car is parked behind them with lights flashing.
Cut to CLOSE-UP of Gram and Teddy in the front seat.
TEDDY
Remember that scene in National Lampoon’s Vacation where Chevy Chase gets stopped by the cop?
(imitating a deep voice)
“Well, Officer, whatever it is I’ve done, I’m sure I can explain.”
STATE TROOPER approaches their car.
GRAM
(rolling down her window)
Good evening, Officer. Was I speeding?
STATE TROOPER
No, ma’am. May I see your license and registration?
The state trooper leans down and looks at Teddy in the front seat. Gram hands over her documents.
STATE TROOPER
Ma’am, are you aware you’re out past curfew?
GRAM
Yes, Officer. We just got off work at the dinner theater, and we’re on our way home. We have our employment passes right here.
Teddy passes Gram two cards, which she hands to the trooper. The trooper glances at everything and hands it all back.
STATE TROOPER
All right, you folks go directly home now. No stopping.
GRAM
That seems a bit extreme, doesn’t it? The only real threat around here is bears getting into trash cans.
STATE TROOPER
(stone-faced)
Extra precautions are warranted, ma’am. That’s why we have curfew.
GRAM
(nodding)
Thank you, Officer. You stay safe now, too.
WIDE SHOT of Gram pulling back out onto the road. Teddy turns in his seat to look out the back windshield. Red and blue lights illuminate his face.



FRIDAY 
5:30 A.M.
Grandin
Ma scrambles eggs
at the counter
hands me
a piece of toast
and
points to a bottle
by the sink
I mix formula
and warm water
attach
a red rubber
nipple
grab a jar of honey
on my way
out
the door
in the barn’s
dim light
the calf snuggles
in the straw
like a broody hen
on her nest
wouldn’t graft
onto another cow
so
I tickle
her mouth with
a sticky sweet
finger
she starts to suckle
takes the bottle
like a pro
pushes warm
against my leg
Dad comes in
leans on the stall
watching
gives me
a thumbs-up
a nod
I turn
to hide the pride
surging
from my boots
the scent of bacon
lures us back
to the kitchen
and the possibility
of a better day



FRIDAY 
11:45 A.M.
Dear Aunt Beckie,
After my muckraker oral report, Mr. Sedillo praised my use of eye contact and primary sources but criticized my yawn in the middle of the speech. He said, “To the uninformed viewer, yawning could suggest a minimal level of engagement.”
I wanted to blame Mom, to tell him it wasn’t my fault, but he said reporters have to have thick skins. He said this business will chew you up and spit you out.
I do have thick skin. I do.
And I want him to see my muckraking potential. That someday I’m going to investigate and report stories to make the world a better place.
You know Nellie Bly is my favorite muckraker, right? She said, “Energy rightly applied and directed will accomplish anything.”
Sleep-deprived or not, I’ve got to start thinking more like a journalist. More like you. I hereby vow to keep my levels at maximum engagement.
This is Harmony Addams-Paul, reporting from Redhawk, Colorado.
PS: Mr. Sedillo said he thinks that sign-off has a better ring to it.



FRIDAY 
1:15 P.M.
INTERIOR—MIDDAY.
FADE UP on Teddy’s bedroom. Movie posters cover the walls. Some are from old black-and-white films, but others are more contemporary. All are classics. Biographies of filmmakers and film history fill a bookcase.
CUT TO Teddy sitting in front of a huge computer monitor, wearing headphones and editing video footage.
GRAM
(calling from the doorway)
Did you finish school already?
She walks over and lifts one headphone off his ear.
GRAM
Did you finish school?
TEDDY
Yep. Just logged off.
GRAM
Is it my imagination, or am I right that this new curriculum isn’t challenging you either?
TEDDY
It’s easy, but I’m learning, don’t worry.
GRAM
Have you made any friends in the group chat?
TEDDY
Gram, please. I’m fine. And it gives me more time to do my real work.
Gram leans over Teddy’s shoulder and looks at the monitor. On the screen, Dorothy and Scarecrow dance on the yellow brick road. Teddy freezes it.
TEDDY
That’s where he flubbed the lyric. I’m going to dub over it with the audio from last night.
GRAM
(squeezing his shoulder and turning to go)
Well, lunch is ready, so come and get it.
TEDDY
Would it be okay if I eat in here?
GRAM
(hands on her hips)
Seriously, Teddy?
TEDDY
(looking at her)
I bet Giuseppe Tornatore didn’t have to stop for lunch when he was making Cinema Paradiso.
GRAM
I’m sure Giuseppe Tornatore had an Italian grandmother who loved him and would never let him miss a meal. Come on. It won’t kill you to take a break. Too much time staring at that thing is bad for your eyes, anyway.
TEDDY
Okay, okay. Be there in a minute.
Gram leaves the room, and Teddy leans forward again, concentrating.
On the screen, Dorothy and Scarecrow remain frozen, their feet off the ground mid-dance, their mouths wide open in song.



FRIDAY 
6:25 P.M.
Ashanti
the goddess nemesis
punishes my filial lies
with fever and flu
my muscles contract
into cubes of ache
my stomach spins
and launches lunch
i can’t even open
the car door in time
no sleepovers
for deceitful daughters
(but really, nemesis?
the stomach flu?
that retribution is not divine)



FRIDAY 
11:43 P.M.
MILITARY PRESENCE ALARMS RESIDENTS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—For a minute when I first wake up, I’m back in our old house. Then, across the room, Pax rolls over and I open my eyes. My book on my chest. My flashlight dying next to my pillow. I click it off.
The apartment is dark and quiet. I tiptoe across the hall, but Mom’s not in her bed. Fury simmers again in my chest, but then I see her, silhouetted against the window.
“Hey, sleepyhead,” she whispers, putting an arm around me. “Couldn’t sleep?”
She peers out again. In the street below, a military Humvee idles with its lights off. They don’t seem so big out on the highway, but in our little neighborhood, it looks huge and strange.
“What’s going on?”
She shakes her head. “It’s probably just more curfew stuff. I’m sure it’s nothing.”
“Nothing” was a common refrain in the divorce. What did we do? (nothing) What does he want? (nothing) What can we say to make him come back? The absence of something in nothing is everything.
A second Humvee turns the corner and parks at the end of the block. The glow of a cell phone is visible inside.
A tremor of fear rolls through me.
I glance at Mom.
It’s probably nothing.



Evacuation
(n) removal, eviction, expulsion; withdrawal or exodus from



Text Message
 EMERGENCY ALERTS 12:01 a.m.
   
                      IMMINENT THREAT ALERT. INCREASED PROTECTIVE ACTIONS ARE BEING TAKEN. FOLLOW INSTRUCTIONS OF LOCAL AUTHORITIES. THIS IS NOT A DRILL.



Reverse 911 recording
“This is the Colorado National Guard. Mandatory evacuations are now in place for your area. Proceed immediately to designated embarkation zones for further instructions. Local law enforcement will provide additional guidance specific to your location.”



Live news reporting from radio station KRKY 97
“Mass evacuations are happening across large regions of Colorado tonight. Evacuation centers are being established in locations across the state, and affected residents are being instructed to leave their homes and report in as quickly as possible.
The specific cause of the evacuations is not yet known, but there are unconfirmed reports of a pipeline explosion, possibly multiple explosions. Sources at the state capitol say a major threat could be imminent, and terrorism has not been ruled out.
All residents are urged to follow instructions of local law enforcement.
Stay tuned to KRKY News 97 for live developments throughout the minutes and hours to come.”



SATURDAY 
12:31 A.M.
Grandin
late
dark
noises outside
coyotes or cougars
after the stock?
the calf?
she’d be easy pickings
but
she’s in the barn
safe
Dad goes down
with his shotgun
deputy sheriff
apologizes for waking us
says we have to go
now
mandatory orders
doesn’t matter that Dad
wants to stay
isn’t afraid
of any
“imminent threat”
deputy commands
Dad argues
I don’t know
what to do
or
how to help



SATURDAY 
12:31 A.M.
EVACUATION CATCHES RESIDENTS OFF GUARD

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—I’ve finally fallen back to sleep when Mom comes in hollering at us to hurry and pack. Half dreaming, Pax thinks Dad has come back. But then we realize, no, we are evacuating.
Evacuations aren’t that uncommon (fire, flood, mudslide), but usually we know what we’re fleeing and how much time we have. Is this about the soldiers outside? Before I can ask, Mom hands me our go bag, tells me to grab stuff for Pax, and runs out of the room.
I pack clothes, a few of Pax’s toys, and some books. At the last minute, I add my notebook and press badge.
Pax whispers in my ear. She wants to take the flowerpot chalice hidden in the closet. She cries when I say no.
“I’m sure we’ll be back by Mother’s Day, Paxie,” I tell her. “Don’t worry.”



SATURDAY 
12:31 A.M.
Ashanti
wake up, baby
mom’s voice
far away
baby, wake up
we gotta go
brain too hot for skull
joint-muscles moan
pop leans in the doorway
says something about the car
sweet girl, we’re evacuating
shoes find feet
sleeves catch arms
what’s going on?
mom tucks me into the back seat
pop loads suitcases
mom’s medical bag
the night
against glass
chills me



SATURDAY 
12:31 A.M.
CAR INTERIOR—NIGHT.
MEDIUM SHOT on Gram and Teddy sitting in a long line of traffic stopped at a military checkpoint. Through the front windshield, taillights are visible far into the distance. Gram is frowning.
TEDDY
Why do you think we’re being evacuated?
GRAM
(fiddling with the staticky radio dial)
I have no earthly idea. We never get good reception on this stretch of road.
TEDDY
That soldier looks like LL Cool J in Toys.
GRAM
Is there ever a time when your brain’s not stuck on the movie channel?
TEDDY
(looking at his phone)
Nope.
Gram rolls down her window and calls to a SOLDIER wearing full tactical gear.
GRAM
Can you tell us what’s going on?
SOLDIER
(leaning down)
This whole area is under mandatory evacuation orders, ma’am. All civilian personnel are being diverted to Ute Junction.
TEDDY
(holding up his phone)
Is it true that a pipeline exploded? Is that why we’re being evacuated?
SOLDIER
I can’t comment on that. Everyone just needs to follow instructions. Head to the train station and they’ll have more information for you.
GRAM
Are we in danger?
SOLDIER
(backing away and directing traffic)
Imminent threat in the area. Please drive forward.
Gram slowly pulls forward in the traffic jam of cars.
Teddy takes out his camcorder and begins filming.



SATURDAY 
2:13 A.M.
The highway between Feathermore and Timberline
Grandin
our truck follows
the deputy’s taillights
others follow ours
no trailers allowed
no stock
who will care
for the animals?
how long will we be away?
Dad seethes
Ma worries
her wedding ring
in circles
shadowy elk
graze the edges
of the road
lift their heads
at our strange
parade
in the silence
filled with dread
no one speaks



SATURDAY 
2:19 A.M.
Interstate Business Loop, Ute Junction
EXTERIOR—NIGHT.
ESTABLISHING SHOT of a gridlocked intersection. Traffic is at a standstill.
CUT TO Gram and Teddy in Gram’s car.
GRAM
No one’s moving. Even if we can get closer, how will we ever park?
TEDDY
(checking his phone)
The train station’s still about twenty blocks away.
Gram puts the car in park and turns off the engine.
GRAM
Okay, let’s go.
TEDDY
What are you doing? You can’t walk that far. And we can’t just leave the car in the middle of the street like Michael Douglas in Falling Down.
GRAM
(sliding her purse strap across her body)
In that movie, Michael Douglas had a choice. We don’t. And I walk three miles every day. Don’t be ridiculous. Be sure to grab your backpack and phone charger.
WIDE SHOT as they get out of the car. Other people are doing the same. Gram looks around, trying to decide what to do with her key. She finally puts it on the front seat. They start walking, following the crowd. Teddy remembers something and runs back to the car.
GRAM
(anxiously)
Teddy! Whatever it is, just leave it!
Teddy leans in and pulls out her glucose monitor. He runs back to her.
GRAM
(taking Teddy’s arm)
Thank you, sweetheart. I don’t know what I’d do without you.
CLOSE-UP on Teddy’s hand, squeezing hers.
TEDDY
(resolutely)
We’re off to see the Wizard.



SATURDAY 
2:30 A.M.
REDHAWK RESIDENTS MUSTER AT FAIRGROUNDS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—Thousands of evacuees assemble at the county fairgrounds, waiting for instructions. The moon hangs high above the western horizon.
I hold Pax’s hand. Mom stands in front of us. Are we moving? I can’t tell. The crowd presses around us. I wish for the millionth time I was tall. I’m not even sure which way is forward.
Mom glances back. “Don’t let go of her.”
“I won’t.”
“If she falls down…” Mom surveys the mass of bodies around us. “Just don’t let go of her, okay?”
I drop my duffel and slide my backpack to my front. I squat and Pax jumps on for piggyback. I adjust her on my hips. Mom picks up my bag and shuffles forward. I pin my eyes to her back. She is wearing her clerical collar. She almost never wears it, but says sometimes it opens doors.
What door is she afraid won’t open?



SATURDAY 
3:03 A.M.
Ashanti
text to emma
   
                      sorry i missed ur text! r u at the parknride? im FREAKING out. fever of 101 and praying i don’t puke again.
text to maddie
   
                      hey girl!!! im scared out of my mind and i cant believe we got so lucky imagine if we hadnt been home????we r in line for #78 but the guy says its full so i dont know if we’ll get on where r u? i hope we r on the same transport!



SATURDAY 
3:45 A.M.
Train station, Ute Junction
EXTERIOR—STILL DARK.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy and Gram sitting on the curb outside the train station, surrounded by people and luggage. Red Cross volunteers pass out coffee and cartons of apple juice.
PUBLIC ADDRESS RECORDING (V.O.)
Cell phones have been compromised and are not safe to use. As a matter of state security, all cell phones must be deposited in designated receptacles located throughout the station. Compliance is mandatory.
GRAM
This doesn’t make any sense.
TEDDY
This is exactly like WarGames.
GRAM
Oh, Teddy.
TEDDY
Don’t you remember when Matthew Broderick almost starts World War III because the video game he thinks he’s playing is actually a supercomputer with artificial intelligence capable of starting a real war?
GRAM
Oh please. I can’t even figure out how to adjust my notifications. I don’t think my phone is going to start a war.
Soldiers pass by. Gas masks hang from their backpacks.
Teddy and Gram look at each other. Gram takes her phone out of her purse and holds her hand out for Teddy’s.
Teddy starts to hand it to her, then stops and removes the SIM card. He tucks it into his backpack, then gives Gram his phone. She walks to a barrel and drops both cell phones inside.



VERY EARLY SATURDAY MORNING
EVACUATING RESIDENTS MUST LIGHTEN LOADS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
REDHAWK, Colo.—Before we board school buses to be taken to safety, we are told to consolidate our belongings into one bag each. This reporter’s mother leaves extra sweaters and socks folded in a stack and says someone who needs them will find them.
But isn’t everyone leaving? Who will be left to find anything? I pull out a jacket my dad gave me last Christmas and toss it on a picnic table.
The school bus smells like AXE body spray and old socks. We squeeze into one seat and rest our feet on our bags. Pax falls asleep across our laps. I close my eyes too, just for a sec.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
You would tell me to stay awake. A story is unfolding right in front of me. This feels bigger than just curfew or lockdown. Something is happening.
When we get back to school, I will have a responsibility to report what I saw. I am recording history for generations of Burton Bulldog seventh graders. Mr. Sedillo would say it’s noble work, and I want the byline above the fold.
Okay, technically we don’t have a fold. The Bulldog Bulletin is online. I know that “above the fold” is from the olden days when there were actual newspapers, and it meant the top headline story that was literally, like, above the fold in the paper.
But you and I both know that having a story above the fold is still a big deal.
I’m staying awake.



SATURDAY 
5:19 A.M.
Ashanti
on the bus
pop hands me
a bottle of water
i rub my fingers
on the cap ridges
chase ripples from my skin
drink, mom says
hydrate
hydra
the water serpent
slain by heracles
i drink
in fever sleep
i dream of monsters



SATURDAY 
5:41 A.M.
Train station, Ute Junction
INTERIOR—EARLY MORNING.
FADE UP on the inside of a passenger train packed with evacuees and luggage. Most people are sleeping. The sky grows lighter outside.
CUT TO Teddy and Gram seated next to each other. Teddy films out the window as the train begins to move.
TEDDY
(aiming the camera at Gram)
Mrs. Brenkert, what do you think is happening? Where do you think this train is going?
GRAM
(eyes closed)
I wish I knew.
(realizes he’s recording)
Turn that thing off, will you? People don’t need you filming the longest day they’ve ever lived through.
TEDDY
(stops filming and looks around)
No one’s paying any attention. Seriously, though. Where do you think we’re going?
Gram looks out the window at the rising sun.
GRAM
East. Wherever we’re going, it’s in the east.
The train picks up speed.
TEDDY
(mostly to himself)
I don’t suppose there will be a trolley with Bertie Bott’s Every Flavour Beans and Chocolate Frogs….
GRAM
(leaning back and closing her eyes)
What’d you say, hon?
Teddy drapes his sweatshirt over her.
TEDDY
Nothing, Gram. Try to get some sleep.
Gram’s breathing deepens. Teddy pulls a worn notebook out of his backpack and begins writing.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Whatever’s happening definitely wants to be a movie, I just don’t know what kind. A short? A documentary? What about privacy issues? Would I need permission? I know nothing about the legalities involved.
There will obviously be multiple locations, depending on where we end up when we get wherever we’re going. And the cast will be determined by format, so I’ll have to wait and see on that. Obviously a documentary doesn’t need actors. Unless we end up dramatizing certain scenes. But that always looks super cheesy, so probably not. No, definitely not.
I don’t see any electrical outlets on the train. I’m going to have to charge my camera battery somewhere. I hope I have enough SD cards to record all the footage I’ll want to shoot. Without a computer or phone, I’ll have to wait to edit until we get home.
Working Title:
Imminent Threat
Director/Writer/Producer: Edison “Teddy” Brenkert
Premise:
A mysterious threat forces a mass evacuation of the Rocky Mountains. But will everyone get out before disaster hits?
Storyboard:




SATURDAY 
7:03 A.M.
Timberline Regional Airport
Grandin
at the embarkation point
Dad refuses to give up
his cell phone
people around us
step back
Ma looks at Dad
please, honey
he shrugs her away
soldier doesn’t ask this time
soldier tells
Dad says
come and get it
two huge men
grab him
wrench the phone
from his grip
he staggers backward
they turn
to Ma and me
we hand over
our phones
Dad says no way
is he boarding
a plane
but there are no planes
only personnel carriers
painted camouflage
along
the runways
they herd us along
an inch at a time
bodies shift forward
in waves
I’ve never swum
in the ocean
after this
I never want to
Ma climbs up
into a carrier
then my turn
foot
on the step
Dad is behind me
until
just that
quick
he disappears
gone
can’t see him
anywhere
nowhere
all directions
the undertow
pulls me
deeper
into the truck
a riptide of bodies
pushing
where I am
away from
where I need to be
then Ma
(in my ear)
let him go
glances at the soldier
up front
puts a finger
to her lips
(whispers)
think of the stock
the calf
I
can’t move backward
forward
can’t move
trapped
Dad’s not afraid
to disobey
but   I am
what if the threat
really is
imminent?



Shelter
(n) temporary protection from bad weather or danger



News Broadcast
An imminent threat alert awakened residents in Colorado last night, resulting in a historic number of mandatory evacuations. Temporary shelters are being established in multiple jurisdictions, and additional evacuation zones continue to be announced while some regions remain on pre-evacuation alert.
The Incident Command Center established at Camp Rogers released the following statement:
“It is our top priority to protect the state’s infrastructure and ensure the safety of all Coloradans. It is critical that residents in affected areas cooperate fully with local law enforcement. We will not rest until all vulnerabilities have been assessed and mitigated.”



DAY 1 OF EVACUATION
THE WHEELS ON THE BUS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
EASTERN COLORADO—The highway hums and vibrates under the bus. The wheels go round and round and round, like the nursery rhyme.
Mom shakes us awake and hands us each a cup of applesauce and a granola bar. Pax pushes hers away and lies down again across our laps. She has a tendency to get carsick.
The buses in our convoy snake along like a parade of yellow crayons. I lean my head against the window. The rhythm of tires on pavement is a metronome counting to infinity.



Ashanti
bus gears down
i wake up drenched
neck stiff under
pop’s long arm
sweat and sunlight
mingle on my skin
mom reaches across
feels my forehead
fever broke, she says
drink some juice
i glance at the soldier
driving up front
never eat in the underworld
i whisper
hydration is life
says dr. mom
and persephone
never had the flu
even a goddess
needs vitamin C



Grandin
after centuries
of staring
at the blurred landscape
green and brown streaks
become
fields and fences
buildings appear
in
the distance
the truck
slows
as
my pulse
quickens



EXTERIOR—DAY.
AERIAL SHOT of an old military base. Dozens of buildings surround a large, open quadrangle. A maze of streets leads away from the quad, and a tall fence runs along the perimeter. Buses, trucks, and personnel carriers line the curbs.
CUT TO hundreds of people standing in lines before a large building. A recorded announcement plays repeatedly over loudspeakers:
ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Welcome to Camp Rogers. Please follow the painted yellow lines to the Disaster Assistance Center. Intake personnel are waiting to assist you. Welcome to Camp Rogers. Please follow the painted yellow lines…
MEDIUM SHOT of Gram and Teddy holding their few belongings. Teddy looks around. Soldiers offer directions, and Red Cross volunteers hand out bottles of water. Evacuees look ready to collapse. Children sit on the ground next to their parents. Babies cry.
TEDDY
(doing his best Agent K impression)
“Three-hour delay in customs after a trip of seventeen trillion miles is gonna make anybody cranky, ya know what I mean?”
Gram looks at him.
TEDDY
Men in Black? The original? After Will Smith tries to pet the grouchy alien?
Gram shakes her head, chuckling in spite of herself.
TEDDY
(looking around)
Do you think everyone is from Colorado?
GRAM
I imagine so. Where else would they be from?
Gram sways a little on her feet. Teddy digs through his backpack and pulls out a butterscotch candy.
TEDDY
Here. We don’t want your blood sugar to drop.
GRAM
I’m fine, hon. Just tired.
TEDDY
(spotting a bench)
Why don’t you sit over there for a few minutes and take a break? I’ll hold our place in line.
She kisses the top of his head and goes to sit.
Teddy takes his camera out of his backpack and begins filming. He pans the crowd. A girl holding a notebook stares at him near the front of the line, where she stands with a woman and a younger girl. There is an unusual intensity about her. Teddy lowers the camera, but when he looks for her again, she is gone.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Greetings from Camp Rogers, an old military base on the Colorado side of the Kansas border. A guardsman said it hasn’t been used since the Cold War ended. He said they’re scrambling to find enough shelters for all the people being evacuated.
This is our second full day in camp, and Pax’s motion sickness was cured after one night of sleeping on a bunk bed. On our way to breakfast, she wouldn’t stop squawking about a white squirrel she’d seen running across the quad.
The Disaster Assistance Center (everyone calls it “the DAC”) reminds me of spring break at Denver International Airport. People stumbling off buses, dragging around luggage, waiting in lines.
Mom dropped us at the mess hall to eat and went to see where she could volunteer. I peeled an orange for Pax, and she tucked the peel over her teeth and grinned at me. She doesn’t seem to realize the scope of what’s happening.
There are so many people here that everyone is starting to look familiar, though I haven’t seen any of my friends or classmates yet. The guardsman said there are lots of these centers being set up, so maybe people are being sent to different places?
When I went to get a hard-boiled egg, I saw a boy I’d noticed yesterday filming evacuees outside the DAC. He saw me see him. I stared back, but he didn’t look away. I wonder if he’s a journalist too.
Personnel carriers keep rolling in. Evacuees keep coming and coming and coming.
Are you still traveling internationally? What time zone are you in? Do you even know what’s going on?
xo,
H.
note to self: ask Mom about Cold War



Grandin
the yolk
is pale yellow chalk
not the sunshiny gold
of our hens
I’m not hungry
anyway
Ma stirs sweetener
into her coffee
never takes
a sip
do you think he made it?
I almost ask
but her jaw is set
lips stitched
shut
the egg tastes
as ashy
as it looks



DAY 2 OF EVACUATION
STUDENT JOURNALIST PRACTICES WITH UNCOOPERATIVE LITTLE SISTER

by Harmony Addams-Paul
CAMP ROGERS—I take out my press badge and put it around my neck. A sense of authority settles over me. I love the clickety sound my pen makes.
“Paxie, you’re going to be my first interview, okay?”
She nods, her mouth full of blueberry yogurt.
“Okay. Where are you from?”
She rolls her eyes. “That’s a dumb question. I’m from same as you.”
“Mr. Sedillo says objectivity is the key to accuracy. Right now I’m not your sister. I’m a journalist.”
“Ohhhh, I get it.” She nods seriously. “Okay, I’m from Kansas and my name is Dorothy. I have a magical white squirrel named Glinda.”
“Pax!”
“You’re playing journalist, I’m playing Wizard of Oz.”
I bet Nellie Bly didn’t have to put up with kindergartners.



MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy. He is debating something with great concentration. After several minutes, he throws his breakfast trash away and crosses the room to Harmony and Pax’s table. They look up.
TEDDY
I saw you in line yesterday. I’m Teddy Brenkert. Hi.
PAX
I’m Pax Addams-Paul and she is not my sister. She’s a journalist.
HARMONY
Ignore her.
(to Pax)
Will you please eat your breakfast?
(turning back to Teddy)
I’m Harmony. I saw you filming yesterday. Are you a reporter?
TEDDY
(pulling up a chair)
Filmmaker. When we get home, I’m going to produce a documentary about all this.
HARMONY
(nodding)
I’m doing a story for our school paper.
TEDDY
That explains it.
HARMONY
Explains what?
TEDDY
You seem very focused.
PAX
Do you like The Wizard of Oz?
TEDDY
As a matter of fact, we were just doing that show at my grandma’s theater in Spruce.
PAX
(sitting up on her knees, excited)
I’m Dorothy and I have a pet squirrel named Glinda. Who do you want to be?
HARMONY
We’re not playing now, Pax.
TEDDY
Tin Man. Definitely. Gram says I already have too many brains.
PAX
That makes you Scarecrow, Harmony!
HARMONY
What if I want to be the Lion? Or the Wicked Witch?
PAX
(frowning)
Do you?
HARMONY
Nah. I’m good with Scarecrow.
(to Teddy)
Hey, I was just about to start my interviews. Want to help?
TEDDY
(lighting up)
Woodward and Bernstein! All the President’s Men!
HARMONY
All the who?
TEDDY
Bob Woodward and Carl Bernstein. The reporters who broke the Watergate story. Played in the movie by Robert Redford and Dustin Hoffman?
(frowning as he thinks)
Or maybe we’re a little more Almost Famous. Cameron Crowe’s film about the high school journalist who follows that rock band?
HARMONY
I’ll take your word for it.
PAX
(twisting a napkin mustache across her upper lip)
Is a watergator like an alligator?
Teddy jumps up and starts across the room.
HARMONY
Where are you going?
TEDDY
Gotta get my camera! Be right back!
PAX
(licking yogurt off her fingers)
We’re definitely not in Kansas anymore.



Grandin
after breakfast
we stand in line
for decades
barrack assignments
toiletries
paperwork
nothing that tells us
anything
nothing about the threat
back home
whether Dad
is okay
whether Dad
is alive
did he choose to stay?
or was he pulled
out of line?
only been
twenty-four hours
and
I’m already
doubting
what I think
I remember



Ashanti
because mom’s a doctor
they direct us
to a different line
will she set up an infirmary
while we’re here?
provide support?
i already know her answer
her oath to hippocrates
apollo and aesculapius
(hygeia and panacea are also
named but everyone
forgets the goddesses)
“whatever houses i may visit
i will come for
the benefit of the sick”
when i become a doctor
i’m going to find a cure
for the stomach flu



Incident Command Press Conference
Rows of reporters sit with notebooks in front of a lectern flanked by the Colorado and American flags. A group of official-looking men and women enter the room. Some wear military uniforms, others are in suits.
The communications director steps up to the microphone. “Thank you for coming. This will be the first of our regular briefings by Incident Command. Now I’d like to introduce General Giles of the Colorado National Guard.”
General Giles steps up to the lectern and glances at her notes. Then she takes off her glasses and addresses the reporters.
“To everyone tuning in from evacuation centers around the state, I want to assure you that we hear your requests for information and are working diligently to provide you with answers. Here’s what I can tell you right now.
“For several months, the governor’s office and the Colorado Investigation Bureau have been monitoring a series of credible threats across Colorado. On Friday, we received intelligence of an imminent threat jeopardizing the safety of thousands of residents. We immediately launched a noncombatant evacuation operation named Operation Relocate Freedom. We do not know how long evacuations will last, and the state remains on emergency alert.”
A reporter calls from the back row, “What kind of danger are you anticipating, and who do you think is behind all this?”
“I don’t want to speculate, but we are investigating all possibilities.”
Another reporter shouts, “Why did everyone have to give up their cell phones?”
“The threats we’re facing are complicated. Our cyber team determined that devices had been covertly compromised and posed dangers to state and local safety. All cell towers and internet providers across the state have been disabled, and power to the evacuated zones is being shut down.”
An officer approaches the general. The general covers the microphone as the officer whispers in her ear. She nods, picks up her notes, and leaves the room. The communications director steps to the lectern.
“Apologies, but it seems that the general has been called away on an urgent matter.”
The reporters shout more questions.
“General Giles appreciates the outstanding work of local law enforcement agencies and the Colorado National Guard. These dedicated men and women are working tirelessly to ensure their fellow Coloradans’ safety, and we are all in their debt. Thank you for your time, and we will keep you updated as we learn more.”



Grandin
so many nothings
tumble
from their lips
unanswered questions
unquestioned answers
so much jargon
so few facts
just tell us
what
is the threat?
when
can we go home?
(where
is my dad?)
Ma says
patience
trust him
he’ll send word
but
what
about the danger?
how
will he find us?
why
can’t we have our phones?
calm down, son
we’ll learn more soon
I’m sure
impossible frustration
worried
out of our minds
without a clue
what
we should be worried
about



Ashanti
from dust and empty space
mom conjures a clinic
unpacks boxes and supplies
i’d love to help but
i’m still wiped from flu
just want to rest in bed
not this narrow bunk
these scratchy blankets
but my own nest of pillows and down
my own four-poster back at home
like a fever dream
sent by morpheus
the last seventy-two hours blend and shift
into shapes unrecognizable
if only we could just
wake up



INTERIOR OF THE DAC—DAY.
CLOSE-UP of Pax sitting on the floor near her MOM, telling herself a story with plastic silverware. Adult feet are visible, moving behind her as volunteers work in the booth.
CAMERA PULLS BACK to become an AERIAL SHOT of Teddy and Harmony working their way through the DAC, conducting interviews. Harmony asks questions and Teddy circles slowly, filming the conversations from different angles.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Some people are making arrangements to get picked up by friends and relatives. The Red Cross brought a big bank of temporary landlines into the DAC, but the wait time to make a call is over five hours. I asked Mom if we should call Dad, but she said we probably won’t be here that long, and she won’t compromise her dignity by asking him for help.
Teddy and I interviewed kids all day yesterday and today. I asked each of them what they had heard about the evacuation.
One girl said she’d heard a train carrying chemicals had derailed. Another heard there had been explosions in a mine shaft and a dam had broken. Someone else said a pipeline had burst. A kid from the Western Slope insisted “nonhuman biologics” were colonizing remote parts of the Rocky Mountains. One boy said his mom thought it was a nuclear accident, like the ones in Fukushima and Chernobyl. Do we even have nuclear reactors in Colorado? I have no idea.
We’ve heard conflicting reports about the scope of the evacuation. Some news stations said the entire state was evacuating. Others said only certain areas. Private Liu, that guardsman I met on the first day, said lots of people were still on pre-evacuation alert.
I don’t know how to follow up. I can’t report on rumors, right? I need to get a source on the record.
Do you think whatever’s going on is connected to all the military around Redhawk the last few months? And the curfews?
Mr. Sedillo said sometimes we don’t find the story—the story finds us. He said we need to be like water and find the fissure in the granite. Look for light leaking through the cracks.
By the end of our interviews, only one thing has come to light.
No one has any clue what’s really going on.



DAY 3 OF EVACUATION
EVACUEES CONTINUE TO ARRIVE

by Harmony Addams-Paul
CAMP ROGERS—A wide variety of people, including children and teens, have been evacuated and temporarily relocated to Camp Rogers due to an imminent threat in parts of Colorado.
Fourth-grade twins Elliott and James Davis traveled with their parents and baby brother from Millerville, Colorado. They reported having a stepsister who was evacuated with her father but who may have been transported to a different location. They have not yet been able to establish contact.
A tall, skinny boy wearing dusty cowboy boots declined to be interviewed for this story. He was distracted watching all the new arrivals, but when asked if he was looking for someone specific, he turned and walked away.
Seventh grader Ashanti Johnson was also evacuated from Millerville despite having the stomach flu. She even threw up on the bus, but her mother is a doctor and had a kidney-shaped bowl called an emesis basin for just such an emergency.
Young filmmaker Teddy Brenkert was disappointed not to catch any vomiting on film, but this reporter was relieved to only hear a firsthand account.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Should I be scared? Other people are upset, but I see no reason to panic. We’re clearly safe in camp, and whatever’s going on out there will become obvious soon enough.
I’ve never had a true colleague before. It’s not terrible, actually. Harmony gets good sound bites when she goes off script and follows tangents in people’s answers. And her intensity meshes well with mine. Different, but compatible.
I do wish we could get aerial shots of the camp. I wonder if someone has a drone.
Should we be getting parental permission to interview minors?
How much attention should we pay to rumors?
How do we know what’s a solid lead?
Which theories should we investigate?
Or maybe the story is the rumors: how people invent information in the absence of facts. That could be an interesting theme.
Bottom line: Are we telling a story about the evacuation? Or are we trying to discover the cause of the imminent threat?
**Remember to check on Gram. Make sure she’s taking her meds. (I hope we have enough to last until we go home again.)
Storyboard:




DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
Three weeks after emergency alerts caused the evacuation of large areas of the Rocky Mountains, toxic synthetic chemicals have been identified in certain regions within the evacuation zones. These chemicals can be lethal or incapacitating to humans and are imperceptible to human senses, making them extremely dangerous.
Out of an abundance of caution, the evacuation zones are expanding. All areas designated potentially hazardous remain off-limits. No unauthorized personnel may enter the contamination zones under any circumstances. Everything is being done to discover the source of the toxicity and mitigate any future danger as quickly as possible.
Operation Relocate Freedom remains in effect, and the Colorado National Guard will continue to shelter evacuees. However, all evacuated personnel must quarantine until further notice. Evacuation shelters will remain locked down until the extent of contamination can be assessed and evaluated.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
No one is allowed in or out of camp unless they have special permission. They’re afraid we might have been exposed to something contagious. They’ve even removed the landlines from the DAC to reduce the chance of spreading contamination. And a couple of people were discovered with cell phones they weren’t supposed to have. The military police arrested them, and we haven’t seen them since.
I’ve been having super-weird dreams. Last night I was running through these creepy woods, and there was an evil cloud following me, like a thick fog, but alive. I tripped and fell, and the cloud caught up and pressed down on me, and I started to suffocate. I tried to scream, but I couldn’t. Pax must’ve heard me thrashing, because she climbed down and crawled into bed with me. She can be pretty sweet, even with her sharp elbows and knees.
But the idea of an invisible, imperceptible poison… well, that is about the most terrifying thing I can personally imagine. At least tornadoes are visible, and forest fires give off smoke. But invisible toxins? Totally freaks me out.
And how do they clean up contamination like that, anyway? How long does it take? How will we know when it’s safe to go home?



Grandin
imperceptible to human senses
Dad won’t even know
until he’s sick
or worse
contamination zones
like an occupation
by a hostile force
Ma says
regions
only regions
he’s safe still
i’m sure
but
her eyes overflow
with fears
as she clings
to a frayed thread
of hope
I am a deer
frozen
the oncoming truck
will not
slow down
still
I pray



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy and Gram sitting on a bench in the hall outside the infirmary. Gram looks pale and tired. Her hands flutter in her lap. The door opens, and ASHANTI steps into the hall.
ASHANTI
Mrs. Brenkert? Dr. Johnson is ready for you.
Gram and Teddy both stand up.
GRAM
You don’t need to come with me, Teddy. I’ll be fine.
TEDDY
You’ll tell her you’ve been feeling dizzy?
GRAM
I’ll tell her.
TEDDY
And that you can’t sleep?
GRAM
(putting her hand on his shoulder)
I’ll tell her everything.
TEDDY
I’ll be right here. Just come get me if you need me.
CUT TO Ashanti holding the door open for Gram. After a minute, Ashanti comes back out and sits on the bench next to Teddy. She holds up two Dum-Dums.
TEDDY
Thanks.
He unwraps the lollipop. They sit in silence.
ASHANTI
She’ll be fine. My mom will take good care of her.
TEDDY
She’s been having symptoms of diabetic hypoglycemia. And now with the contamination stuff…
ASHANTI
It’s good you brought her in.
TEDDY
I worry about her.
ASHANTI
(waving her lollipop)
And that’s why we have Dum-Dums. They’re scientifically proven to calm the nerves.
(glancing at him)
Is it just the two of you?
TEDDY
We take care of each other.
LONG SHOT as they wait, sucking on their candy.
CUT TO DR. JOHNSON coming into the hall. Teddy stands up quickly.
DR. JOHNSON
Your grandma will be out in a minute, but she wanted me to tell you she’s fine. She said you wouldn’t believe it unless you heard it from me.
TEDDY
What about her symptoms?
DR. JOHNSON
Just anxiety. And with everything going on, who can blame her? I’m glad she came in, though, and I gave her some tips on managing stress. I’ll see her again in two weeks, if we’re still here. If not, she can follow up with her physician at home.
(turning to Gram as she comes to the door)
Remember, Evelyn, inhale for four, hold for seven, exhale for eight.
GRAM
(nodding and clutching some brochures)
Four-seven-eight. Got it.
DR. JOHNSON
(studying Teddy)
How about you, hon? How’re you doing?
TEDDY
Me? Oh, I’m fine.
He bites off the rest of his candy and tosses his Dum-Dum stick in the trash.
ASHANTI
(chuckling)
Everyone here is fine: Freaked out, Insecure, Nervous, and Exhausted.
TEDDY
I’m not freaked out. Or insecure.
GRAM
It’s just a joke, hon. And it describes me perfectly. Thank you both for all your help.
Gram and Teddy make their way down the hall. Teddy glances back. Ashanti waves.



Ashanti
since news of
the contamination broke
we’ve been seeing
muscle aches, blurred vision
dizziness, joint pain
everyone’s certain
they were poisoned
some kind of
slow-acting toxin
dr. mom finds
no clinical manifestations
no evidence of toxicity
or abnormal bodily functioning
all poisonings are exposures
she explains
but not all exposures
are poisonings
she doesn’t say
but strongly suspects
they’ve only been poisoned
by fear



Acclimation
(n) the process of changing something or someone to fit a situation; the result of becoming accustomed to a new climate or environment



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
Any evacuees who own homes or properties in the contamination zones are urged to register those properties immediately with Incident Command. Doing so will ensure efficient communication and expedite status updates. More information and registration assistance is available in Disaster Assistance Centers at all evacuation shelters.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
We’ve been here almost seven weeks, and it’s hard to believe the rest of the world is just rocking along, business as usual, while our apartment is in a disaster zone and we’re quarantined in a shelter. None of us even remembered to celebrate Mother’s Day.
I haven’t run into many people from home, just a couple of teachers and a few kids from school. Mom has connected with some of her parishioners, but it’s such a small church, there weren’t that many to begin with. She thinks the evacuation was handled badly, and not everyone from the same towns was sent to the same camps. At least no one seems to be getting sick from the contamination, but we’re all washing our hands obsessively.
I’m still writing articles in my journal, but I haven’t been able to get any stamps to mail these letters. For now I’m just saving them until the DAC gets a post office going.
I wish I had my phone. My notebook is getting full. Thank goodness they have office supplies at the DAC. (Mom says I could write faster if I had bothered to learn cursive, but we both know she’s kind of stuck in the last century.)
Which do you use more? Your little notebook or your voice recorder? At least the battery can’t die on a notebook.



2 MONTHS SINCE EVACUATION
PRIVACY OPTIONS LIMITED FOR TWEENS AND TEENS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
CAMP ROGERS—With efforts to manage the contamination zones underway back home, families are adjusting to quarantine and young people are finding creative ways to meet their needs for privacy in barracks and dormitories across Camp Rogers.
Edison “Teddy” Brenkert and his grandmother are housed with three other senior citizens. Teddy discovered that the early bedtime of his roommates offers him abundant alone time after hours, though he’s regularly awakened at sunrise by his grandmother’s meditation and sun salutations.
Ashanti Johnson and her parents share two rooms adjacent to the infirmary, where her physician mother attends to evacuees’ medical needs. Ashanti has transformed a corner of a medical storeroom into a reading nook complete with flashlight, pillows, and blankets.
This reporter occupies a barracks room with her mother and little sister, but by hanging a bedsheet from the top bunk, she creates the illusion of privacy amid the chaos. Now if only she could train them to ignore her when the curtain is closed…



Ashanti
after the final patient
mom flips the sign
turns the lock
hangs her white coat
and shuffles next door
to soak her tired feet
i wait
kettle whistles
epsom salts melt
dr. mom exhales
then
i slide arms
into long
white sleeves
drape stethoscope
around
my neck
sit opposite
my imaginary
patient
(kindly, gently)
i’m dr. johnson
what brings you in today?



Teddy
Film Production Diary
I’m filming tons of footage but have no way to edit. I can’t control the shooting sequence, so it’s just going to have to wait until I get back to my computer.
Most people we interview are nervous at first, but once they start talking, they don’t want to stop. Even when what they’re saying makes no logical sense and/or contradicts the laws of physics. Lately it’s been chemtrail theories. Do people not understand basic atmospheric science? And then everyone starts freaking out about how few planes have been flying overhead. I mean, which is it, people?
Gram is feeling better, at least. She’s been a lot calmer since talking with Dr. Johnson. She’s also getting that “Let’s put on a show!” look in her eye. She says making art is the best stress reliever, and there’s nothing wrong with escaping into a fictional world for a few hours.
Living with old people actually suits me fine. There’s a lot of baking in the mess hall. Coffee cake improves any situation.



Grandin
camp is completely
enclosed
fences
on all sides
gates
staffed by guardsmen
nearest people
nearest town
over eighty miles
away
sometimes
a trapped animal
will escape
by gnawing off
a paw
the urge to live
to return to the den
more powerful
than pain
I respect the guardsmen
“Always Ready, Always There”
and
the boundaries
but quarantine
or no
I wonder
if
there isn’t
a way
to sneak
out of here



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
Cases of anomalous health incidents are being reported in some evacuation camps. Symptoms include nausea, vertigo, and neurosensory dysfunction. At this time it is unknown whether these cases are related to contamination in the evacuation zones, but all evacuees will continue to quarantine in camps until more can be determined about the nature and cause of the symptoms.



Ashanti
dr. mom says not to fret
but i can’t help wondering
how would we know
if we were radioactive?
could we be contaminated
but asymptomatic?
like odysseus’s men, poisoned
by circe’s deadly enchantments
we wait on the mercy
of divine intervention



EXTERIOR—DAY.
EXTREME WIDE SHOT of a large quad spreading like a lake in all directions in front of the DAC.
CUT TO Pax pirouetting across the grass as Teddy and Harmony sit in the shade of a tree. They lean forward over Teddy’s camera, watching recordings of their interviews.
HARMONY
People are freaked out about getting sick.
TEDDY
Gram said it’s only in certain camps. It hasn’t happened here.
HARMONY
I know. But it’s still scary to think about.
PAX
Hey, you guys, look at me!
(trying to do a cartwheel)
Hey, you guys!
HARMONY
(not looking)
We see you, Paxie. Awesome job.
Pax tumbles onto the grass.
PAX
You’re not even looking.
HARMONY
It’s too hot. Come sit in the shade and cool off.
TEDDY
(glancing up)
We need to shoot some B-roll. Footage from around the camp and stuff. We should get it now while we can. We’re going to need it when we edit.
HARMONY
(putting on her press badge)
Let’s go.
PAX
Mom said not to leave.
HARMONY
She’s not here, though, is she? And anyway, I think that was more of a suggestion than a rule.
(to Teddy)
Come on. We can be back by lunch.
PAX
(hands on hips)
I’ll tell.
HARMONY
For crying out loud, Pax. Seriously?
PAX
Unless you let me come too.
TEDDY
Let her come. She can be my assistant.
(to Pax)
You want to carry my camera case?
PAX
I want to be a producer.
HARMONY
(standing up)
You don’t even know what that means.
TEDDY
Producers make sure the directors have plenty of snacks.
PAX
(bouncing with excitement)
I’ve got a whole pocket full of Goldfish! Let’s go!
WIDE SHOT of the kids walking across the grass. At the edge of the quad, streets branch out like a river delta in all directions.
PAX
(pointing to the painted yellow line on the ground)
Follow the yellow brick road!
TRACKING SHOT as they follow the line down streets and around corners. The paint eventually fades away, but the kids keep walking, taking video, and exploring. The buildings look more and more derelict the longer they walk.
TEDDY
(hesitating)
This feels out of bounds.
HARMONY
They said not to wander off. They didn’t specify what “off” meant.
PAX
(tugging on Harmony’s shirt)
I’m hungry.
HARMONY
Eat some Goldfish.
TEDDY
(looking around)
I bet no one’s been back here for years.
The kids stand still and listen. All they hear is birdsong.
HARMONY
Let’s go just a little bit farther.
PAX
(running down the road)
Race you!



Grandin
exploring
a forgotten corner
of the camp
behind
an old hut
between three
dumpsters
in a nest
of rags
I find
a female Labrador
nursing seven puppies



FULL TRACKING SHOT on Teddy, Harmony, and Pax as they walk along a deserted road.
PAX
(pointing)
Look! The Emerald City!
MEDIUM WIDE SHOT of a long green hut. The arched roof reaches the ground, like a half-buried tin can lying on its side. The windows are boarded, and the doors at each end are padlocked. Bushes and trees push through a fence, like the foliage is trying to swallow the camp, one building at a time.
HARMONY
This place gives me the creeps.
PAX
(grinning)
Like when the trees throw apples at Dorothy.
TEDDY
There’s no fruit on these trees.
PAX skips along, studying pebbles and picking wildflowers.
HARMONY
(to Teddy)
Hey, remember those reporters you mentioned? The president’s men?
TEDDY
Woodward and Bernstein. All the President’s Men. Won four Academy Awards. It’s a book too, actually.
HARMONY
Right. I wanted to look them up, but I don’t have my phone. Obviously. Duh.
Teddy nods, listening.
HARMONY
Anyway, were they muckrakers, do you think? Woodward and Bernstein?
TEDDY
Oh, definitely. A hundred percent. They raked a lot of muck. That’s what Watergate was all about. President Nixon resigned.
HARMONY
(embarrassed)
I guess we haven’t gotten that far in social studies yet.
TEDDY
They were working for the Washington Post.
HARMONY
“Democracy Dies in Darkness.”
Teddy looks confused.
HARMONY
The slogan of the Washington Post. Mr. Sedillo made us learn a bunch:
“All the News That’s Fit to Print,” “The Daily Diary of the American Dream.”
TEDDY
“Metropolis’s Greatest Newspaper.”
HARMONY
Um, you know the Daily Planet isn’t a real newspaper, right?
TEDDY
Tell that to Clark Kent and Lois Lane.
HARMONY
(looking around)
Hey, where’s Pax?
A high-pitched squeal comes from the back of the hut.
WIDE SHOT on GRANDIN and Pax, their backs to the camera, seated on the ground between some dumpsters.
TEDDY
(coming around the corner)
Hey!
(running)
What are you doing?
Grandin turns and reveals the Labrador puppies in his lap.
PAX
(squealing)
Teddy, look! Aren’t they adorable?!
CUT TO Harmony around the corner as she hears Pax again. She runs as fast as she can toward the sound.
TEDDY
(seeing her panic)
It’s okay! It’s okay. She’s fine.
PAX
(excitedly)
Look, Harmony! Puppies!
Grandin gets up awkwardly. He cuddles a puppy against his chest. Harmony grabs Pax by the shoulders.
HARMONY
You gave me a total heart attack! Don’t ever scream like that again!
PAX
(shrugging her off)
I was just exploring and found this dog boy and he said it was okay if I petted the puppies.
HARMONY
(to Grandin)
Who are you, anyway? What are you doing back here all by yourself? You know this is out of bounds, right? No one is supposed to be here.
Grandin looks at her for a second, then tucks the puppy next to the mama dog. He picks up his backpack and turns to go.
TEDDY
Hey, we met you at the DAC. That first day. You were looking for someone. Did you find them?
GRANDIN
(to Harmony)
Didn’t mean to scare you. Was just curious about the dogs.
(nods toward Pax)
She came out of nowhere.
PAX
(to Grandin, scrounging in her pocket)
Want some Goldfish?
Grandin looks at Harmony, not about to accept the crackers unless it’s okay with her.
PAX
Harmony, he’s nice.
HARMONY
(embarrassed)
I’m sorry. I panicked when I heard her yell. It’s just that… Never mind. I’m sorry.
TEDDY
(kneeling by the dogs)
How did you find the puppies?
GRANDIN
I heard them squeaking.
HARMONY
They’re so tiny!
GRANDIN
Their eyes are opening. They’re about two weeks old.
TEDDY
Are you a dog expert?
GRANDIN
My uncle breeds Labs. For hunting.
(stroking a puppy’s belly with one finger)
They’ll need solid food soon.
PAX
They can have the rest of my crackers.
(picking lint off something sticky)
And a gummy bear!
HARMONY
Crackers and candy aren’t the best for puppies, Paxie.
(to Grandin)
But we can help. Just tell us what they need. Four people can smuggle a lot of food.
Grandin looks at them. He looks at the puppies.
GRANDIN
Okay.
Teddy lifts a tiny yellow puppy and turns to the others.
TEDDY
Is this one all right? He seems kind of limp.
GRANDIN
(tucking his finger under the puppy’s chin)
I don’t know. Could be fading puppy syndrome.
Pax’s eyes widen.
GRANDIN
Sometimes the others push the littlest away from mama. It gets cold. Dehydrated.
HARMONY
Should we try to find a vet or something?
TEDDY
Ashanti’s mom is a doctor.
PAX
(leaping up and running back toward the DAC)
Come on, let’s go!



Ashanti
mom sees the parade of kids
escorting the tiny puppy
examines him
right there in the hall
diagnoses “failure to thrive”
injects fluid
prescribes warmth
round-the-clock care
cautions against
too much hope
the kid with the cowboy hat
cuddles the puppy
whispers to him
promises
he will live



MEDIUM SHOT of Grandin seated outside on the steps of the DAC. The puppy is snuggled in a shoebox in Grandin’s lap. Grandin gently massages him with two fingers as the other kids gather around.
ASHANTI
(looking over Grandin’s shoulder)
You’ll feed him with the dropper every two to three hours?
GRANDIN
Yep.
ASHANTI
And you’ll sterilize it in between?
GRANDIN
Yep.
TEDDY
Don’t sleep through a feeding.
GRANDIN
I won’t.
The puppy curls into Grandin’s hand and falls asleep. One tiny leg twitches.
PAX
Aw, look! He’s dreaming.
HARMONY
(to Grandin)
So do you have a name, or should we just call you Dog Boy?
GRANDIN
(smiling, shy)
I’m Grandin.
PAX
(taking charge and pointing)
That’s Harmony, that’s Ashanti, he’s Teddy, and I’m Pax. But here’s a more important question.
Do you ever play Wizard of Oz?



Grandin
the puppies
expect us every day
solid food
almost weaned
still dependent
while
every day at the mess
we hold out our plates
solid food
more dependent
never weaned



Dear Aunt Beckie,
The mama dog finally wandered back to wherever she came from. The little runt is stronger now, and we’re finding homes for the other puppies throughout the camp. A guardsman even took one.
I keep thinking about the mama dog leaving. How did she know her job was done?
Did my dad think we were weaned?



EXTERIOR—DAY.
WIDE SHOT on the kids sitting on the quad, watching Grandin play with the rescued puppy.
TEDDY
Runts always turn out to be the pick of the litter. Charlotte’s Web? Jock the Hero Dog? Babe?
HARMONY
Was Babe a runt? I don’t remember that.
PAX
I want a piglet!
The puppy trips over his own feet and tumbles in the grass.
ASHANTI
(laughing)
He’s the roly-poly puppy.
HARMONY
He’s going to make someone a great dog.
GRANDIN
(lifting the puppy and rubbing his belly)
I’m keeping him. I’ll teach him to retrieve. When this is over, we’ll hunt and camp on the ranch.
The others glance at one another and smile. They’ve never heard Grandin speak so many words before.
ASHANTI
I knew you would. He’s clearly decided you’re his person.
PAX
You have to name him Toto! You have to name him Toto!
GRANDIN
Nope. Popcorn.
PAX
(frowning)
That’s not from The Wizard of Oz.
GRANDIN
(lifting one floppy paw)
Smell his feet.
Pax leans in and sniffs.
PAX
Buttered popcorn!
GRANDIN
Yep.
(rubbing the paw pads with his thumb)
Say hello to Popcorn.



Grandin
at home
(with Dad)
baby animals
were everywhere
calves
chicks
kittens
foals
we made our living
with our hands
feeding stock
mending fence
herding cattle
baling hay
work and stewardship
action and intention
here
my hands seek tasks
close on nothing
but Popcorn nips
at my jeans
growls
a fierce soprano
menace
then falls asleep
his chin
on my boot
his heart
in my pocket



Stopgap
(n) temporary emergency measure; substitute for something lacking; an expedient



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
Five months after mass evacuations were carried out across the state, the governor’s office has formed a Council for Displaced Coloradans. The council will advise the governor on issues concerning evacuees quarantined in relocation shelters.
Immediate priorities include providing adequate housing and supplies, and establishing temporary schools for evacuated children.
The council is unable to comment on the state of the contamination zones or individual properties and refers all related questions to Incident Command.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Everyone’s calling it Temp School. Like we all have fevers.
Mom’s glad we won’t have “learning gaps,” but Teddy says “traditional classroom education” is like wearing a wool sweater three sizes too small. Itchy and tight. A tourniquet for your brain.
Ashanti pointed out that a tourniquet is a lifesaving device, but Teddy says not if you leave it on too long.
I can’t tell what Grandin thinks. He plays poker with the world.
Personally, I’m excited. Temp School means:
 
	Pax will be someone else’s responsibility.
	We’ll get tablets with word processors.
	There might be a journalism class!

I wish Mr. Sedillo were here to teach it. I wonder if he’s in a different camp. I wonder if he’s taking as many notes as I am.



Grandin
opening schools
must mean
they think
we’re
stuck here
a long
long
time



Ashanti
dr. mom says
school will scaffold
the never-ending
days in camp
like a ladder
ascending into
healthy routines
i’m just glad
i won’t fall behind
if i’m going
to medical school
(and i’m definitely going
to medical school)
i want
i crave
i require
academic rigor
on par with athena



INTERIOR—DAY.
EXTREME WIDE SHOT on throngs of children and teens in a large auditorium in the camp.
CUT TO Teddy and Harmony seated together in a middle row.
TEDDY
Organizing us according to age and grade is ridiculous. I haven’t done grade-level work since preschool.
HARMONY
(craning her neck to look around)
There’s Ashanti! But I can’t see Pax. Oh, there she is!
(waving)
She isn’t even looking at me.
TEDDY
It’s a total waste of time. What are we supposed to learn if we already know all the material?
HARMONY
Forget the grade levels, will you please? We’re getting tablets! We’ll finally be able to get some real work done. I’m gonna write a zine.
TEDDY
What’s that?
HARMONY
Like a magazine, only self-published. Mr. Sedillo says it’s a form of “citizen journalism.” I’ll publish stories and interviews from around the camp. And aren’t you excited to be able to edit your documentary?
TEDDY
(looking around and cringing)
School is an awfully steep price to pay.
Up on the stage, teachers cluster together over lists, scribble on clipboards. Children talk and shout and climb over seats to get closer to friends. In the back of the room, someone shrieks. A baseball cap flies overhead and lands in the aisle.
TEDDY
(taking out his notebook)
I’d rather take my chances in the contamination zones.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
I cannot do conventional school. Gram knows that. She’ll have to write me a note.
It raises an interesting question, though. Is there a way to cinematically portray the experience of claustrophobia? Suffocation? A fight-flight-freeze response?
Can images capture feelings? Or only ideas?
What’s the difference?
School definitely makes me feel claustrophobic (and suffocated and panicked). Are visual metaphors the only way to illustrate it? (wild animals in traps; zoos; puppy mills; crowded elevator; overstuffed train; packed tornado shelter)
I will promise Gram anything.
Storyboard:




Ashanti
my mind needs knowledge
but my body misses swim team
so many months since we knife-sliced
through ribbons of blue chlorine
like the nereids dancing with
dolphins in poseidon’s sea
flipping turning kicking
arcing breathing reaching
outside the camp, dry prairie stretches
like an ocean of grass in four directions
no pool for over a hundred miles
my muscles mourn



Grandin
after school
outside
an old man drops
his keys
I bend to get them
Thank you, son
his baritone voice
(low like Dad’s)
sucker punches
my solar plexus
vibrates the bones
around my heart
leaves me stunned
off-balance
in tears
old man
doesn’t seem surprised
to have a boy weep
for no reason
he talks
to distract me
I think
six grandchildren
far away
one tall like me
he used to manage facilities
at the Colorado capitol
now drives
incident commanders
to meetings
in camp and beyond
his name
he says
is Ramón
maybe
I’ve been carrying
too much
too long
maybe
his faraway
grandson
my faraway
father
but I spill my
guts
the puppy
the calf
my fears
(my dad)
I don’t know why
I trust Ramón
but I do
I hope I can



Ramón says
when we have a choice
between
worry and hope
(and we do, he says
we always do)
choose hope
not passively
like waiting for a pizza delivery
but
like it’s
an option on a brunch buffet
just reach out
grab it
swallow it
whole



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Of course the tablets didn’t work. The teachers finally collected them and passed out stapled packets. Teddy swears they’re making him dumber.
Ramón told Grandin the principal quit and they don’t have a plan B. Ashanti is on her last nerve. Teddy thinks I’m intense, but that girl is ambitious. I think the teachers are a little afraid of her.
And Teddy’s not wrong about the worksheets. We can only do so many before our brain cells die off faster than they regenerate.



Ashanti
our biology teacher
never even took biology
used to be
a school counselor
thought anaerobic respiration
was a type of exercise
doesn’t even know
the parts of a cell
says
facts can be found online
but feelings define us
i am feeling like
punching her in the mouth
and that’s
a fact



SIX MONTHS SINCE EVACUATION
COMMUNITY OPPORTUNITIES EMERGE FOR EVACUEES

by Harmony Addams-Paul
CAMP ROGERS—As cold weather arrives in Camp Rogers, residents are seeing new opportunities to get involved in camp life. Religious services are held every weekend, led by leaders from a variety of faith traditions. Pastor Addams and Rabbi Lerner have formed an interdenominational committee and are seeking volunteers to help with holiday planning.
Auditions are coming up for the first-ever Camp Rogers Community Theater. Evelyn Brenkert says all are encouraged to participate, even if you’ve never acted before. She is also looking for help with technical aspects of the production, so let her know if you’re handy with a hammer.
Dr. Johnson is offering wellness classes for all ages. Topics include tips for maintaining mental and physical health in times of stress. Check out the complete list of offerings on the bulletin board outside the infirmary.
And the monthly birthday dinner will be held next week for all November birthdays. Yours truly will be there, though I never imagined I’d turn thirteen wearing donated clothes and living in quarantine. When we get home, we’re going to have a lot to make up for.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Gram’s holiday musical went as well as could be expected, given that the sound system is from the last century and the heat went out at intermission. I got some useful “life in camp” footage. And people seemed cheered by the cookie swap afterward.
Sugar cookies are pointless. Why decorate something just to eat it? But Dr. Johnson’s lemon bars were good once I shook off the powdered sugar.
At least we’re off school until after New Year’s. If you can even call it school. More like babysitting and busywork. A colossal waste of time.



Grandin
corks pop
even Ma
raises a glass
toasts at midnight
then
apologizes
with her eyes
for a second
we almost forgot
to worry
guilt descends
and
I resolve
to remember
keep him
ever present
whatever
else
the new year
brings



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Happy St. Patrick’s Day. I’d give anything for some of your corned beef and cabbage right now. The stuff in the mess tastes terrible. Anyway, I hope you’re staying safe.
Life in quarantine is like watching an ant farm. The world has shrunk. So much for eighth grade.
Remember how you told me to listen to specific words people use? Well, people around here talk in “months” now, instead of “days” or “weeks.” Time has stretched.
There’s even a garden committee. But what’s the point of planting a garden if we’re just going to turn around and go home again? Who would harvest the food? It’s like everyone’s forgotten we’re only here temporarily. How does that happen?
I asked my mom, and she says it’s natural to make the best of a bad situation. We were driving once through a rural part of Colorado, and we passed this broken-down farm with nothing but a single-wide trailer and some half-collapsed outbuildings. The only sign anyone still lived there was a pot of fresh geraniums on the front steps. Someone was tending and watering them, and they overflowed with lush green leaves and bright red blooms. Mom says it’s human nature to create beauty wherever we are.
But I also keep thinking about what my dad used to say about driving: the car goes where your eyes go, so keep your eyes on the road.
Why are we focusing on fruits and vegetables if our primary goal is to get back home?



Enterprise
(n) a project requiring effort; a difficult or important plan; a purposeful activity



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
Today the governor announced that despite heroic efforts over the past eleven months, the toxic contamination affecting wide regions of the Rocky Mountains has spread, increasing the size of the uninhabitable zones and requiring new emergency measures. General Giles is calling up additional troops to help manage containment efforts and secure the zone perimeters. In an effort to reduce new cases of Contamination Syndrome, remaining east-west routes through the mountains have been closed until further notice, and interstate traffic is being diverted through New Mexico or Wyoming.



Ashanti
after every press update
patients present
with new symptoms
stomachache
loss of appetite
insomnia, hives
mom says
what happens to human minds
shows up in human bodies
sometimes a friendly face
a listening ear
gentle reassurances
(you’re not going crazy
it’s normal to feel afraid
you are not alone)
are the best medicines
human hands can offer
human hearts



EXTERIOR—DAY.
ESTABLISHING SHOT of sun shining on the quad. Birdsong is audible.
MEDIUM WIDE SHOT of the kids sitting at a picnic table doing schoolwork. Popcorn sleeps curled at Grandin’s feet.
PAX
(coloring a handout)
I’m hungry.
ASHANTI
Me too.
PAX
Let’s make ramen when we get home.
HARMONY
This isn’t home, Paxie.
(chewing on the end of her pen, thinking)
Hey, you guys?
Pax stops coloring. The others look up from their work.
HARMONY
Does it feel like everyone’s getting a little too comfortable with the status quo?
PAX
The what?
HARMONY
(glancing around)
It’s like everyone’s forgotten this isn’t normal and we don’t actually live here.
ASHANTI
(leaning back)
Lotus Eaters.
PAX
Is that a movie?
ASHANTI
It’s from The Odyssey.
TEDDY
(interjecting)
There have been many films of The Odyssey.
ASHANTI
The Lotus Eaters were lulled into passivity. They lost their drive and their ambition.
GRANDIN
(leaning down to scratch Popcorn’s back)
What happened to them?
ASHANTI
They fell asleep and forgot everything. Lost their memories. They even forgot they were trying to get home.
PAX
Like Dorothy. And the Lion and Toto.
Everyone looks at her.
PAX
In the poppies.
CLOSE-UP of Harmony staring off in the distance, deep in thought.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
It started as a tingly feeling in the back of my brain. A tiny pinprick of a sparkler of an idea. And then it was Pax who suggested the old green hut. Nobody ever went there but us, when we used to feed the puppies. She still calls it the Emerald City.
It would have been easier to break in with Grandin’s pocketknife, but he refused to vandalize military property, so we ended up pulling a board off one of the back windows and crawling through to unlock the door. When everyone finally got inside, we had to wait for our pupils to dilate.
We discovered:
 
	a room with charts, maps, and encyclopedias
	an office with wooden desks
	chairs with seats that spin up and down
	closets with staplers, file folders, colored paper
	adding machines
	electric typewriters
	a copy machine

A copy machine!



EXTERIOR—DAY.
ESTABLISHING SHOT on the facade of the hut and the deserted road.
CAMERA ENTERS the hut and TRACKS down a hall to an office where Harmony sits at a desk. Teddy and Ashanti sit across from her, and Grandin stands in the back with Popcorn, practicing sitting and heeling. Pax spins on a chair, making dusty circles on the floor with her toes.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP on Harmony.
HARMONY
Remember, you can’t tell anyone about this, Paxie.
PAX
(spinning)
I said I wouldn’t.
GRANDIN
So what are we doing here?
HARMONY
We are going to be muckrakers. Shine a light on what’s wrong in the world.
ASHANTI
Muckrakers?
TEDDY
Journalists.
HARMONY
Not just any journalists. Journalists who specifically investigate and report on stories to expose corruption or exploitation or other stuff like that. They rake the muck of society.
TEDDY
Like in Spotlight. Michael Keaton and his reporters investigate and report on stories for the Boston Globe.
HARMONY
Exactly. We can’t just let everyone become Lotus Eaters. And maybe if we can figure out what caused the contamination in the first place, it’ll accelerate the cleanup process, and then we can go home again.
PAX
(dragging her toe to stop spinning)
I want to go home now.
TEDDY
I second that motion.
GRANDIN
We all do.
HARMONY
That’s why we’re going to publish this zine! The truth will set us free.
ASHANTI
Though honestly, it would be a lot easier if we could just click our heels together.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Mr. Sedillo said without readers, a newspaper is about as powerful as packing peanuts.
I’ve been reading through all my stories and trying to decide which ones to update and run, and which ones to start over from the beginning. Ramón gave us copies of the official press releases and photos from the press conferences, but we’re planning to keep the first issue simple. We need to build a readership so we’ll have a platform when we break the big story.
Teddy showed me how to work the typewriter, but I keep ruining pages because I forget to hit return. Even the little bell doesn’t help. I’m glad I didn’t live before computers.
I know there are things I’m not thinking of, and I’m so afraid of making a mistake.
I wish you were here!



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
- Inaugural Edition -
GOVERNOR HONORS EVACUEES

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Twelve months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—To mark the one-year anniversary of Operation Relocate Freedom, Governor Clark has declared next Saturday to be Evacuee Appreciation Day.
“We know how hard the past year has been on everyone quarantined in shelters across Colorado,” the governor said at his weekly press conference. “We recognize and appreciate the cooperation and patience demonstrated by evacuees, and we are committed to returning you to your homes as soon as it is safe to do so.”
Plans for celebrations are underway at all evacuation shelters. Activities will include a BBQ lunch, live music, and bouncy castles for the kids. Face painting and craft activities will be available, as well as cotton candy, funnel cakes, and a build-your-own ice cream sundae bar.
More information and a full schedule of events are available at the Disaster Assistance Centers.



INTERIOR—EVENING.
ESTABLISHING SHOT on the Emerald City, decorated with paper chains made from adding-machine tape. The kids sit around the conference table, which is covered with pizza, bags of chips, root beer, and lemon Oreos. Popcorn lies at Grandin’s feet.
CUT TO Harmony raising her plastic cup.
HARMONY
To the inaugural edition of the Camp Rogers Gazette! May this be the first and only anniversary we spend as evacuees.
Everyone lifts their cups and toasts. Popcorn wags his tail.
TEDDY
(belching)
I love root beer.
Grandin and Harmony laugh.
ASHANTI
Disgusting, Teddy!
HARMONY
You’ve got to admit the food options have improved since we first got here.
PAX
(bouncing from all the sugar)
Okay, it’s time to play a game.
HARMONY
I’m too full, Paxie.
Pax runs from the room, with Popcorn chasing her. She comes back with a round glass coffeepot.
PAX
We’re going to play Glinda’s Crystal Ball.
TEDDY
(wiping his mouth with a paper towel)
I thought the Wicked Witch had the crystal ball.
PAX
Not in this game.
Grandin moves an empty pizza box, and Pax sets the coffeepot in the center.
ASHANTI
How do we play?
PAX
Everyone has to gaze into the ball for fifteen seconds. Then share the truth the crystal reveals!
(kneeling on her chair)
I’ll go first. Somebody time me. Fifteen seconds.
TEDDY
(looking at his watch)
Ready… go.
Everyone is quiet while PAX gazes at the coffeepot.
TEDDY
Time.
MEDIUM SHOT of PAX looking solemnly at the kids around the table.
PAX
(in a deep voice)
I have seen our future.
HARMONY
Oh yeah? What have you seen?
PAX
(standing on her chair and waving a pencil like a wand)
Our fates are innerwined—
HARMONY
Intertwined.
PAX
Our fates are intertwined. We shall free the meek and the enslaved.
HARMONY
(to the others)
She’s obsessed with the Winged Monkeys. I don’t even know how many times we’ve read that chapter.
PAX
(pointing the pencil at each of them)
You will each find what you seek, but only by facing your fears will you free what’s hidden in your hearts.
(sweeping the pencil over their heads)
All you have to do… is BELIEVE.
(sitting down again)
Okay, your turn, Ashanti. Can I have the watch, Teddy?
TEDDY
Aren’t they called the Flying Monkeys?
PAX
In the movie. Not the book.
TEDDY hands the watch to Pax.
HARMONY
You can’t even tell time yet.
PAX
I can so. Ashanti, on your mark, get set… GO.



Ashanti
fifteen seconds or fifteen days
my aspirations don’t change
heal people
cure disease
aid the afflicted
comfort the sick
did you know an adult has over
100,000 miles of blood vessels
a heart beats over three billion times
in an average lifespan
and humans are the only species
known to blush?
i want to be an oracle
of the body’s temple



MEDIUM SHOT on Harmony smiling at Ashanti.
HARMONY
You’ll be an awesome doctor.
ASHANTI
As long as we get out of here soon.
PAX
(looking at the watch)
Okay, Teddy, your turn. Mark, set, go!
EXTREME CLOSE-UP on TEDDY staring at the coffeepot, his face pensive.
PAX
Time! Okay, tell us your deepest truth.
TEDDY
(hesitantly)
My parents died when I was a baby.
ASHANTI
Oh God, Teddy. You don’t have to… you know…
TEDDY
(shrugging)
I don’t remember them. Or the car crash. Gram raised me.
PAX
(quietly)
Like Aunt Em and Dorothy.
TEDDY
Yeah. Like that.
Popcorn licks Teddy’s hand.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy as he looks around the table and then down at the dog. He seems to be debating whether or not to say something.
TEDDY
That’s why I don’t have a lot of time.
HARMONY
For what?
TEDDY
I have to make a feature film before I’m thirty.
PAX
When I’m thirty, I’m going to have a beach house with a balcony and sea turtles.
HARMONY
Hush, Pax—but wait, why thirty?
TEDDY
I just do. That’s why I hate being stuck in this stupid place, going to this stupid school. I don’t have time to waste.
ASHANTI
What’s so magical about thirty? Lots of filmmakers are way older than that.
GRANDIN
(quietly)
They were thirty.
HARMONY
What?
GRANDIN
(to Teddy)
Right?
Teddy looks down at his lap again.
ASHANTI
Who was thirty? What are we even talking about?
GRANDIN
When they died.
ASHANTI
(realizing)
Oh. Oh jeez.
HARMONY
(to Teddy)
But you’re only twelve. Just because they… that doesn’t mean…
The kids look around the table at one another. Teddy avoids eye contact with everyone.
TEDDY
(changing the subject)
Whose turn is it now, Pax?
PAX
(circling her wand over her head)
It’s… Harmony’s turn!



Dear Aunt Beckie,
I didn’t need fifteen seconds. I already knew.
You always said the best journalists tell stories that matter. Shine a light on justice. I want to be the greatest journalist of the twenty-first century.
If I can make the world a better place, maybe my parents will be proud of me. Maybe even start speaking to each other again. Maybe then it could be more like it was before Dad left.



CLOSE-UP on Pax with tears in her eyes.
PAX
Dad didn’t leave! He’s just taking a break.
HARMONY
Calm down, kiddo.
PAX
He didn’t leave. He told me. He’s taking a break, and he’s coming back.
HARMONY
Oh, Paxie, come on now. It’s been almost two years since he left.
PAX
(sniffling)
Maybe he can’t find us because we’re evacuated! Maybe he can’t go home because of the poison! You don’t know everything!
(turning her back on Harmony)
It’s Grandin’s turn. Grandin, your turn.
The other kids sit quietly, looking at the sisters.
HARMONY
(touching Pax’s arm)
Pax, listen to me, okay? Dad left. He left. He packed his things and he loaded his truck and he left.
Pax tries to pull away, but Harmony holds her.
HARMONY
And I get why you don’t want to believe it, and it totally sucks, but it’s still the truth. Dad’s not coming back.
Pax narrows her eyes and pulls her arm away.
PAX
(pushing the coffeepot to Grandin)
Your turn.



Grandin
simple
I used to want
to serve my country
heal the world
and
ranch with my dad
now
I just want
this nightmare
to end



Discontent
(n) dissatisfaction, agitation, disturbance, turmoil



Incident Command Press Conference
Officials enter the room. General Giles steps to the microphone.
“Good afternoon. It’s been seventeen months since evacuations began across Colorado, and I understand the lack of progress has been frustrating for everyone.” She looks around the room.
“I want to caution that what you are about to see may not be easy to watch. Parents and teachers should use discretion when viewing these images with children present.”
The general gives a nod, and video footage begins to play. Familiar towns flash on the screen: Redhawk, Ponderosa, Timberline, Spruce, Snow Valley, Switchback Springs.
“You may know some of these places from your travels through our beautiful Rocky Mountains, or some of you may have lived here prior to evacuation. Unfortunately, damage caused by toxic contaminants has resulted in the rapid deterioration of many of these locales.”
New images appear on the screen. Dust blows across empty highways and through ghost towns. Trees and bushes have been reduced to skeletons. Streams and lakes are discolored or dried up. Animal carcasses litter the ground.
The video cycles through forests, towns, and farmland. Everything is devastated.
“We know these are shocking images. We know this is not the news you were hoping to hear. But as you can see, widespread contamination has rendered large areas of the state totally uninhabitable, and these zones may remain uninhabitable for months—or possibly years—to come.”
Reporters jump to their feet, shouting questions. The communications director steps forward.
“Please! Keep your seats! We can’t address your questions if you all shout at once!”
The reporters continue to holler over one another.
Governor Clark trades places with General Giles. He holds up his hands to calm the crowd. “One at a time now, please.”
“Governor, what does this mean for evacuees quarantining in camps and shelters around the state?”
“We are keenly aware of how many people this impacts, and we grieve with those Coloradans who have lost homes and businesses. Multiple agencies are working to provide resources and ensure the continued safety of everyone affected.”
“Have you asked the White House for aid?”
“No, I have not. In the West, we take care of ourselves and our neighbors. Coloradans are a self-reliant people.”
“How did the contamination occur, and what’s the outlook for the future?”
“Now, I’m not a scientist, but I’m told by people a lot smarter than I am that it’s impossible to predict how long decontamination could take.”
The reporters shout another barrage of questions. “Are we talking months? Years?”
“I’m not qualified to even guess, but the Council for Displaced Coloradans will be unveiling some relocation packages to help those folks whose homes are—or rather, were—in the uninhabitable zones. More information will be forthcoming soon.”
“Governor, have you seen the damage for yourself? Are you worried about coming down with Contamination Syndrome?”
Governor Clark pauses. “I’ve seen enough to know I don’t want anyone I love going anywhere near it. And that includes the people of Colorado. I promise we are doing everything in our power to contain the contamination and to prevent the uninhabitable zones from getting any larger. We want people to be able to leave quarantine as soon as possible.”
“Governor, what triggered the initial evacuation to begin with? How did all this happen?”
Behind the governor, a woman wearing a gold pin on her lapel glances at a man in a dark suit. He says something into his sleeve. The communications director steps forward quickly.
“I’m sorry, that’s all the time the governor has today.”
The reporters continue to shout questions as Governor Clark and General Giles are escorted from the room.



Grandin
seeing the mountains
what’s left of them
devastated
horrif—
terrib—
unbelie—
no words
it can’t all be like that
maybe not
everything?
maybe just
parts?
I have to go back
have to find
Dad
find out
if
he’s still alive
if
I can help him
get away



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
PRESS CONFERENCE FOMENTS UNREST

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Seventeen months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—Following the governor’s most recent press conference, angry protesters marched at Camp Rogers, occupying Incident Command headquarters and refusing to leave. People expressed fear and frustration, demanding answers about the cause of the unprecedented devastation across the uninhabitable zones and the mysterious condition known as Contamination Syndrome.
Officials rejected all requests for interviews, even when this reporter repeatedly displayed a press badge. Fights broke out among evacuees, resulting in arrests and orders to disperse. The camp was eventually locked down, and a dusk-to-dawn curfew was imposed until Halloween.



Ashanti
curfew quiets
the camp
but behind
closed doors
rumbling
continues
like soldiers hidden
in the trojan horse
the sun sets
the moon rises
and people
sneak out
howl like wolves
into the dark



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Did you see? I didn’t even recognize half the places in the pictures, and I’ve been to all of them. I still can’t believe it. No one I know around here has gotten sick, but people are still worried.
Mom’s furious that protesters have been detained. She’s working with other faith leaders to negotiate on their behalf. She says Incident Command can’t share images that shocking and not expect a passionate response. These are people’s homes we’re talking about. Their lives.
What’s the difference between a protest and a riot? Does the Bill of Rights still apply in an evacuation camp? During a statewide emergency? Can protesters be arrested and/or charged? (I need to ask Ramón if there’s a jail in camp.)
Could any of our film footage be used in court?
I don’t even want to write what I’m thinking because I don’t want to make it more true.
(i don’t think we’re ever going home)



Teddy
Film Production Diary
What kind of invisible toxin kills everything indiscriminately, including flora and fauna? And why is no one talking about the cause of the contamination? Is the story shifting?
How can we determine and verify the scope of the damage? We’ll need to explore the impact on evacuees (emotionally, psychologically) and the forecast for the future (logistically, economically).
This is no longer a film about disaster and restoration. This totally changes the nature of the story we thought we were telling.
What happens to Dorothy if there’s no Kansas to go back to?
Storyboard:




EXTERIOR—DAY.
CLOSE-UP on Teddy hurrying across the quad toward the DAC. His breath is visible. He runs into the building and finds Harmony, Grandin, and Ashanti in the mess hall, deep in conversation.
TEDDY
(holding up a thumb drive)
Ramón was able to get me the video files from the press conference! I can use them in the documentary!
(realizing he’s interrupting)
What’s going on?
HARMONY
(visibly upset)
Grandin wants to leave.
TEDDY
(dropping his backpack on the floor)
We all want to leave.
HARMONY
(looking around and whispering)
No, I mean leave now. Sneak out. Back to Feathermore.
TEDDY
(to Grandin)
Why?
GRANDIN
I’m done waiting for someone else to deliver my pizza.
TEDDY
(glancing at the others)
What pizza?
ASHANTI
Grandin, it’s not even safe to breathe out there. What part of “uninhabitable” doesn’t make sense?
GRANDIN
I’ll find a gas mask. I’ve got to go look for my dad.
HARMONY
After everything we saw, do you really think he’s still—
The look on Grandin’s face stops her.
TEDDY
Your mom won’t let you go.
GRANDIN
She won’t know until I’m gone.
HARMONY
(growing desperate)
This is totally nuts.
TEDDY
We’re in the middle of nowhere.
ASHANTI
Technically the camp is still in Colorado.
GRANDIN
I’ll figure it out.
ASHANTI
(lowering her voice)
Let’s say you manage not to freeze to death or die of exposure. What if you get there and your dad’s gone? Like, what if he left and went somewhere else? And then you get contaminated? Or hurt? Then what?
GRANDIN
At least I’ll know more than I know now.
HARMONY
Oh my God, Grandin. This is insane.
GRANDIN
(standing up)
I shouldn’t have said anything. I wouldn’t have. But I need you to take care of Popcorn.
MEDIUM WIDE SHOT of the dog through the window, playing fetch in the grass with Pax. CUT TO CLOSE-UP on Grandin’s face. His eyes fill with tears and he turns away.
HARMONY
I wish we had cell phones. How will we know you’re okay?
ASHANTI
What’s your plan?
GRANDIN
(looking at them)
The less you know, the better.



Grandin
in the cold quiet
of the warehouse
in the dark trunk
of Ramón’s car
I smell
motor oil
old tires
gym socks
I wait



Dear Aunt Beckie,
I get why Grandin needs to go.
The day Dad moved out was a slow-motion implosion of the walls and roof and windows of our family. We were the uninhabitable zone. (Mom and Pax and me.) Dad evacuated.
Mom said the end of their marriage wouldn’t mean the end of our relationship with him, but he was gone before she finished the sentence. His lies were the mortar in the brick wall he built between himself and us.
The absence of truth means the presence of suffering.
Grandin needs the truth.



Grandin
daylight
owl hoots
warehouse opens
silent prayer
don’t let Ramón
look in the trunk
car door
ignition
locomotion
reverse
forward
count the corners
to the gate
hear the sentry
Ramón
then
acceleration
turning
onto
the highway
away



Grandin
motor hums
a lullaby
I try to doze
but
every bump
bounces my head
off the spare tire
every turn
tucks my knees
tighter against my chest
once safely
away from camp
I’ll sneak out
of the car
make
the rest of the way
on
my own



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy sitting at a desk in the Emerald City, watching film footage on his video camera. Harmony and Ashanti come in, holding stacks of brightly colored papers and smiling. Popcorn prances behind them, dragging a big stick.
HARMONY
The new issue is flying off the newsstand! Everyone in the mess was reading it.
ASHANTI
Using colored paper was a great idea.
TEDDY
(not looking up)
Eye-catching.
HARMONY
I saw Grandin’s mom. Still no word.
ASHANTI
It’s been almost a week.
HARMONY
But, Teddy, get this. Incident Command is opening a new movie theater, a bingo hall, and a bowling alley.
TEDDY
Where?
HARMONY
That big building next to the DAC.
ASHANTI
And for the kids, they’re adding a video arcade with a karaoke room and a frozen yogurt machine.
TEDDY
(turning back to his camera)
What I need is a computer lab.
Harmony plops down in a chair, and Ashanti leans on the edge of a desk. Popcorn settles at Harmony’s feet and gnaws on his stick.
HARMONY
But there’s a story here, right? Offering an olive branch after the protests, improving the comfort of the evacuees?
TEDDY
(taking off his glasses)
Ugh. I can’t see to work on this tiny screen. I think I need a new prescription.
He sits back and pushes the video camera away. Popcorn goes over and puts his chin on Teddy’s knee.
HARMONY
What are you working on?
TEDDY
(petting Popcorn)
Ramón gave me files of the video footage from the press conference. I’ve been going through the clips from the uninhabitable zones to see what we might be able to use.
HARMONY
It’s so depressing. I don’t know how you can keep looking at it.
TEDDY
It’s hard when I can’t see it very well. The screen is so small.
ASHANTI
Wasn’t there an old TV in the library room supply closet? It’s not a computer, but could that—
TRACKING SHOT of Teddy and Popcorn jumping up and running down the hall. By the time the girls catch up, Teddy is pulling a big, heavy TV and a box of cables out of a closet. Popcorn follows, chewing on an extension cord.
TEDDY
(grinning)
Ashanti, you are a genius.



Grandin
walking
alone
on the plains
the ribbon of road
vanishes
in the distance
open prairie
spreads
horizon to horizon
like a banquet
without any guests
I scuff along the shoulder
keep the sun
out front
head west toward mountains
I cannot see
but
trust in still



Teddy
Film Production Diary
The TV monitor is a game changer. I can’t believe I managed as long as I did without it. Now I can actually see what I’m doing.
In all our latest interviews, people are having the same conversation. Everyone knows someone whose cousin saw something:
 
	–a sabotaged pipeline
	–birds falling dead out of the sky
	–someone hospitalized with mysterious symptoms
	–smoggy air too polluted to breathe

What’s truth?
What’s fiction?
In the absence of facts, everything adds up to nothing at all.
Storyboard:




Grandin
after identical
days
frigid nights
snowy peaks appear
on the western horizon
rise like a choir
wearing pink robes
of sunrise
deceptively close
impossibly far
ancient
steadfast
and true
the compass of my heart
points home
at first I think
it’s a mirage
but mirages
don’t have engines
out of vapors
into three dimensions
a pickup truck
rumbles to a stop
through the open window
an elbow
in a tattered sleeve
need a ride?



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
CURFEW EXTENDED, THREATENING HOLIDAYS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Eighteen months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—The curfew imposed following protests earlier this month was extended by another four weeks today. A spokesperson for Incident Command said they hoped to lift the restrictions in time for holiday festivities, but there were no guarantees.
To accommodate the new time constraints, rehearsals for the winter concert have been moved to 4 p.m. If you are a tenor and can sing in tune, please contact Evelyn Brenkert as soon as possible about joining the choir.
Anyone interested in helping plan the second annual New Year’s Evacu-Eve can sign up at the volunteer booth in the DAC. The holiday committee welcomes everyone.



Grandin
shoulder throbs
against a mattress
each heartbeat
a sledgehammer of pain
I float in the shallow end
of breath



eyes heavy
want to
sleep
click click click click
click click click click
(gotta fix that generator)
no
not at the ranch
ceiling fan
ticking away
minutes
(rotating hours)
in rhythm
where am I?
infirmary

broken arm

concussion

(straw/water/sip)
I don’t remember
an accident

truck slid off the road

guardsmen brought you back

i’m ashanti, remember?

(straw/water/sip)
wait
where am I?
infirmary

at camp rogers

(straw/water/  spill)
no (thank you)
don’t want anything
for the pain
I’m already numb
with
failure



where’s my mom?
outside

in the hall

talking to my mom

dr. johnson

you’re safe

you’re okay

is the evacuation over?
no

then nothing
is okay



INTERIOR—EVENING.
WIDE SHOT on Teddy working alone in the Emerald City. He sits in front of the television, studying video clips. Popcorn sleeps curled on the floor nearby.
TEDDY
(staring at the TV screen)
Whoa.
He takes off his glasses, peers through them, then puts them back on and leans in again, studying the image.
TEDDY
What the…?
CUT TO Harmony and Pax bursting into the room, bringing a gust of cold air with them. Popcorn jumps up and runs to Pax, wagging his tail and running in circles around her feet.
PAX
He’s back!
TEDDY
(distracted)
Huh?
HARMONY
Grandin was just brought back. There was some kind of accident, and he’s in the infirmary. Ashanti said he’s not allowed visitors until tomorrow, but he’s going to be okay.
PAX
(dancing with Popcorn)
Grandin’s back!
TEDDY
(comprehending)
Oh. Wow. When can we see him?
HARMONY
Teddy, I just said we can see him tomorrow.
TEDDY
And he’s okay?
HARMONY
Weren’t you listening? What’s the matter with you?
TEDDY
(turning back to the TV)
Sorry. Distracted.
CUT TO Harmony crossing the room and standing behind him. The television is paused on footage from the uninhabitable zones.
HARMONY
(to Pax)
Hey, take Popcorn out to run around a little, will you? He probably needs to pee.
Pax calls the dog, who jumps excitedly and scampers outside.
HARMONY
(turning back to the TV screen)
I don’t know how you can watch that over and over again.
TEDDY
It helps to pretend it’s not real.
HARMONY
I realize we have to include it in the documentary, but you should probably limit how much time you spend staring at it. My mom would say you need to protect your brain. You’ll give yourself nightmares.
Teddy studies the images on the monitor for another long moment, then turns it off.
TEDDY
You’re right. I’ll take a break. So when can we see Grandin?
HARMONY
(shaking her head and chuckling)
You’re hopeless, you know that?
INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on Grandin asleep in his infirmary bed. CAMERA PULLS BACK as he wakes to discover Harmony, Teddy, and Ashanti in the room. He closes his eyes and tries to roll over in the bed, but it’s too painful.
HARMONY
Oh, no. I saw you. We know you’re awake.
ASHANTI
(putting up her hand)
Hey, take it easy. My mom’s not going to let us stay if you harass the patient.
Grandin stares at the ceiling.
TEDDY
We’re glad you’re back.
Harmony nods.
GRANDIN
(avoiding eye contact)
Is Ramón mad?
ASHANTI
We’re all just glad you’re okay.
Ashanti pushes a button and raises the bed to an upright position.
HARMONY
What happened out there? Did you find your dad?
Grandin turns his face away.
ASHANTI
Mom said not to overstimulate him. He needs to rest.
TEDDY
Okay, but there’s someone else who wants to visit.
CUT TO Teddy opening the door to the hallway. Pax comes in, trying to conceal Popcorn behind her. The dog sees Grandin, bounds into the room, and jumps up on the bed.
PAX
Surprise! Popcorn missed you most of all!



Ashanti
hint of smile
for the first time
(thank you, pup dog)
mom says his bones will knit
but more than plaster’s needed
to heal a heart that’s cracked
compound fracture
of the cardiac variety
even volunteering
on the pediatric ward
i never knew so sad a boy



Grandin
all those miles
all those days
only
to be brought back
helpless
no one else was hurt
they say
I’ll heal up
just fine
but
the constant ache
my chest
my gut
my limbs
has less to do with
broken bones
and
more to do with
defeat



Conspiracy
(n) a secret plot, scheme, or plan that is often unlawful



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
The governor’s Council for Displaced Coloradans has announced an emergency plan to purchase properties deemed permanently uninhabitable. In addition to receiving fair market value for the real estate, eligible property owners will be assisted in relocating to new, permanent housing in regions outside the disaster zones. Interested parties can learn more and pick up applications in Disaster Assistance Centers (DACs) at all evacuation shelters.



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
EVACUEES EMBRACE RELOCATION PLAN

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Nineteen months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—Following the announcement of the governor’s plan to purchase contaminated properties, evacuees braved light snowfall and formed lines that wrapped around the DAC and out onto the quad.
One Ponderosa rancher said, “We’ve been robbing Peter to pay Paul for over ten years, and every season is harder than the last. This contamination fiasco was just the final straw. I’m not too proud to know when I’m licked.”
A university professor from Switchback Springs said, “My husband and I are only four years from retirement, and our insurance won’t cover all our losses. We don’t have time to earn everything back again, so this deal is a lifeline. We might have a merry Christmas after all.”
But this reporter’s mother said, “The governor’s plan may be well and good for Coloradans who own their homes. But what about those essential workers who live paycheck to paycheck and can barely afford to pay rent each month? What kind of support will be available to them?”



INTERIOR—AFTERNOON.
MEDIUM SHOT of Harmony and Teddy coming out of the cold and into the Emerald City. Teddy closes the door behind them and walks quickly to the TV monitor, pulling off his hat and scarf.
TEDDY
I haven’t shown this to anyone else. I wanted you to be the first.
HARMONY
Did you get more B-roll?
TEDDY
No.
(clicking play)
Take a look at this.
Images from the uninhabitable zones appear. Harmony is visibly disturbed.
HARMONY
It’s so horrible. Why are you showing me this again?
TEDDY
What do you notice?
HARMONY
What do you mean?
TEDDY
Look closely. Does anything look weird to you?
HARMONY
Weird how?
TEDDY
Like off.
(freezing the image)
There. Right there. See that shadow?
HARMONY
Yeah. So?
TEDDY
Where’s the light source?
He looks at her, then points at the screen.
For that shadow to be on that side of that wall, the sun needs to be over here. But where’s the sun?
HARMONY
Well… I guess… based on all the other shadows, it’s gotta be on the other side?
TEDDY
Bingo.
HARMONY
So what?
TEDDY
(facing her)
It’s CGI. Computer-generated imagery. These images have been altered. Doctored. What you’re looking at here are bad special effects.
CLOSE-UP on Harmony as she peers at the television.
HARMONY
Are you sure? Like, a hundred percent completely sure? Maybe it’s just a weird glitch or something.
TEDDY
Nope. Even the texture is wrong. Whoever doctored this footage did it on the cheap. I’m surprised no one else has noticed it.
HARMONY
(glancing at him)
Who else would be looking at it frame by frame, 24/7 on repeat?
TEDDY
(shrugging)
Sometimes it pays to be hyper-focused.
HARMONY
But what does it mean?
TEDDY
The Running Man.
HARMONY
Teddy, I swear—
TEDDY
Based on a Stephen King novel. The bad guys doctor video footage to frame Arnold Schwarzenegger and force him onto a deadly reality TV show. The public falls for it hook, line, and sinker.
HARMONY
Okay, but what’s the point here? Now?
TEDDY
I don’t know.
(he looks at her)
But Nellie Bly would want us to find out.



Ashanti
pop wants to take
the governor’s offer
says there’s no point
postponing the inevitable
mom says it’s too soon
wants more information
we don’t even know the cause
how can we know the outcome
we’ll know when it’s time
and it’s not time yet
like penelope
we fend off the future
hoping the past
will return



Grandin
I’m sorry
Ramón
won’t look at me
keeps washing his car
I needed to get home
I’m truly sorry
his hand
squeezes the wet sponge
soapy water runs
down the tires
sorry for sneaking out?

getting caught?

or not making it home?

I close my eyes
exhale my shame
all of it
everything
his hand
squeezes my good arm
salty water runs
down my cheeks
he hands me a towel
next time, just ask



INTERIOR—EVENING.
ESTABLISHING SHOT of Harmony, Ashanti, and Teddy sitting around the TV in the Emerald City. A space heater glows warm in one corner.
Grandin sits quietly off to one side. His arm is in a sling, and Popcorn lies at his feet, chewing on the leg of his chair.
TEDDY
(freezing the picture and pointing)
There. See that? Now that I know what to look for, it’s throughout the whole thing. I actually wonder if any of the footage is real.
HARMONY
Grandin, did you see any signs of devastation when you were out there? Anything at all?
Grandin shakes his head.
ASHANTI
Maybe the original footage is just too intense and they’re toning it down? Why would anyone go to the trouble of faking something like this?
TEDDY
(counting on his fingers)
Erin Brockovich. Spotlight. Wag the Dog. The Insider. Dark Waters. Silkwood. All the President’s Men.
HARMONY
And…?
TEDDY
In every single one of those movies—all of which are based on real events—there was a conspiracy. A cover-up of some kind to protect the interests of a powerful entity. Bad guys bamboozling the general public. It’s a classic trope.
HARMONY
Okay, we get your point, but evacuating thousands of people? What on earth for?
ASHANTI
Hang on a sec. Are you saying the contamination isn’t real?
TEDDY
Not necessarily.
ASHANTI
What about the quarantine? Contamination Syndrome?
TEDDY
Has your mom seen a single case?
ASHANTI
Well, no, but—
HARMONY
If you’re right and we are looking at CGI, why hasn’t anyone else noticed it? Why hasn’t anyone said something?
TEDDY
For the record, we are definitely looking at CGI. And no one questioned the Wizard of Oz either, until Dorothy showed up and pulled back the curtain.
HARMONY
Maybe other people have noticed but are afraid to say anything.
TEDDY
Or they’ve said something and been ignored. Or silenced.
CUT TO Grandin shifting uncomfortably in his seat. He clears his throat.
GRANDIN
Uh, I met a kid.
The others look at one another. These are the first words Grandin has spoken to them all evening.
HARMONY
What kid? Where?
GRANDIN
While I was gone. Out west. He called himself Mustang.
TEDDY
That’s his real name?
GRANDIN
I don’t know. He was helping me get back to Feathermore when the truck crashed.
HARMONY
Wait, a kid was driving the truck?
Grandin’s face clouds over.
ASHANTI
(putting her hand on his arm)
You don’t have to talk about it.
TEDDY
But who was this Mustang kid? What was he doing there?
GRANDIN
Just an ordinary kid. But his family didn’t evacuate. Or maybe they did but went back. And he’s not the only one. He said there’s a whole network of kids scattered throughout the mountains. They send messages.
ASHANTI
So not everyone is a Lotus Eater.
GRANDIN
He also said there are people still living in the uninhabitable zones. He called them “uninhabitables.”
HARMONY
But I thought everyone was evacuated.
GRANDIN
They were supposed to be. Most people were. But I guess there were others who defied orders and stayed, like my dad, or maybe they got left behind.
ASHANTI
(pointing to the TV)
But what about the contamination? How could anyone survive that?
TEDDY
Not hard if it’s not real.
GRANDIN
Exactly. Mustang said the damage is exaggerated. Or even invented. At first I wasn’t sure, but now, seeing this fake footage…
(sitting up straighter)
I think someone is lying.
HARMONY
Oh, come on.
(realizing he’s serious)
All this time? Rumors don’t make something true. That’s why democratic societies need a free press. To report the truth.
GRANDIN
But the media ignores what’s happening in the middle of the country.
HARMONY
That’s not true!
GRANDIN
Then where are they? Why aren’t they breaking down the gates to cover this story? No one cares about the flyover states. We’re just a bunch of circles and squares they see out the window when they’re jetting from one coast to the other.
HARMONY
That is so not true! Believe me, if my Aunt Beckie thought someone was lying, she would—
ASHANTI
(raising her voice)
People, please! Can we stay focused here?
(to Grandin and Teddy)
Are you actually suggesting that there’s been no contamination this whole time? No devastation? It’s all a giant conspiracy that everyone in Colorado has fallen for, but a few brainiacs and a bunch of feral kids figured it out?
GRANDIN
(quietly)
Fear breeds fools.
TEDDY
And adults routinely underestimate children.



Grandin
the best cattle chutes
curve
take advantage of
cattle’s natural impulse
to turn with the herd
curves conceal the end
cattle stay docile
even when heading
to slaughter
no adrenaline
makes for
better meat



WIDE SHOT on the room as the kids think about what Grandin said.
ASHANTI
I don’t get it. We’re all just cattle being herded to slaughter?
HARMONY
(still angry)
Even without the hyperbole, where are we being herded to? It’s been almost twenty months, and we can’t even leave the camp.
TEDDY
The bowling alley. The pizza parlor. The karaoke room.
GRANDIN
(nodding)
Curved chutes.
TEDDY
They’re keeping us occupied. Distracted from the bigger picture.
HARMONY
But what about the relocation assistance? Providing new homes and jobs and stuff?
GRANDIN
A lot of our neighbors in Feathermore were already in deep financial trouble. A buyout might seem like a lucky break.
MEDIUM SHOT as they think about all that’s been done to make the evacuees more comfortable since they arrived.
ASHANTI
(whispering)
So the imminent threat was never real? The contamination? It’s all some sort of massive hoax?
TEDDY
Whether it’s real or not, someone is producing fake video images.
GRANDIN
And I think Mustang was telling the truth. He had no reason to lie.
CLOSE-UP on each face as they digest the implications of their conversation.
ASHANTI
That would mean we might still have homes to go back to. Maybe not everything is destroyed.
HARMONY
If this is true, and I’m not saying I’m convinced, then our only hope is to figure out why someone would invent a lie like this in the first place.
ASHANTI
But still, all that work and all that expense. What could possibly motivate the evacuation of thousands of people?
TEDDY
Mining? Drilling?
HARMONY
There’s already tons of mining and fracking all over the state. You can’t drive fifty feet without seeing it.
ASHANTI
If it’s not mining, what else could it be? What’s more valuable than oil and gas?



Grandin
dehydrated mama cow
orphaned calf
dusty fields lying fallow
rain gauges
clogged
with desiccated flies



WIDE SHOT as Grandin walks into the library room. He comes back, awkwardly carrying an atlas with one arm. He places it on the table and flips through the pages.
GRANDIN
(pointing at a map)
What do you notice about the Eldorado River Basin?
They all lean forward, studying the page.
ASHANTI
It’s big.
HARMONY
The river starts in Colorado and runs all the way to Mexico.
TEDDY
It winds through a bunch of mountain towns.
CAMERA ZOOMS IN over their shoulders, focusing on the map. Harmony pulls out her reporter’s notebook and sorts through her notes. She looks back at the map.
HARMONY
(frowning)
Check this out. The evacuees we’ve interviewed… they’re all from towns along the river.
TEDDY
(nodding)
Or some of the tributaries.
ASHANTI
Yeah, you’re right. Wow.
HARMONY
But why evacuate the river towns? Flash floods?
ASHANTI
Or maybe they just want all that property?
CLOSE-UP on Grandin as he looks at everyone.
GRANDIN
Water. That’s what’s more valuable than oil or gas. This whole charade is over water.



Ashanti
the goddess demeter caused a drought
when her daughter persephone
was trapped in the underworld

no water
no crops
no crops
no food

no food

no life


who would want water
desperately enough
to steal an entire river?




Dear Aunt Beckie,
You. Won’t. Believe. What’s. Happening.
I’m not sure I believe it myself. But I don’t think Teddy’s wrong about the CGI, and Grandin’s right that this Mustang kid has no reason to lie. Not to mention, there’s no way his family could survive in an uninhabitable zone if the contamination was real. And he said they weren’t the only ones, so…
I have so many questions.
How is access to water determined? For agriculture? Cities? Drinking water? What’s the difference between well water and municipal water? If you own land, do you also own any water running through it? Or under it? Who decides water rights and conflicts?
Mr. Sedillo taught us there are six rungs on the ladder of journalism:
 
	1. Who
	2. What
	3. Where
	4. When
	5. Why
	6. How

So far we have:
 
	6. How: emergency alerts, press conferences, doctored video (fact)
	5. Why: access to water (theory)
	4. When: right now and for the past twenty months (fact)
	3. Where: towns along the Eldorado River (fact)
	2. What: mass evacuation (fact)
	1. Who: ????? (no clue)

You always say, “Conjecture is the bedfellow of bias and the enemy of truth.”
So before we jump to any conclusions, we have to prove number 5 and solve number 1.
Ready.
Set.
Go.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
New Premise:
Four kids uncover a mysterious conspiracy threatening life in the Rocky Mountains. Will they be able to solve the mystery and save the day before it’s too late?
We thought we were documenting a disaster, an evacuation, and the impact. We’re not.
We’re documenting a crime. A conspiracy of unprecedented scale. This story could be the Watergate of the twenty-first century.
We need to proceed with caution. Assume whoever’s behind it will be desperate to protect themselves.
So where do we start?
Who can we trust?



Proof
(n) evidence, verification, corroboration, authentication



DAC Bulletin Board
Incident Command Media Advisory
For Immediate Release
The governor’s Council for Displaced Coloradans announced that eligible property owners should submit application paperwork in the next ninety days to qualify for the Emergency Purchase Plan. The EPP will expire in six months, and properties left unsold may be condemned.



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on the kids seated in a booth at the video arcade. Valentine hearts hang from the ceiling. Pax works in an activity book. Popcorn sleeps curled up beside her on the floor.
HARMONY
It’s been weeks, and we’re not any closer to figuring it out.
GRANDIN
I think we need to tell someone.
PAX
(looking up)
About what?
TEDDY
Who would we tell?
GRANDIN
I don’t know, but this is too big for us to handle on our own.
PAX
What’s too big?
HARMONY
Never mind, Paxie. Here, solve this word search.
(to the others)
How do we know who to trust?
ASHANTI
Maybe we start with our parents?
(realizing her faux pas)
Sorry, Teddy. I meant your grandma, too.
TEDDY
Any adult we tell has the potential to compromise the investigation.
GRANDIN
Or advance it.
PAX
What are you guys talking about?
HARMONY
(ignoring her)
My mom always talks about “following communication pathways.” You have to talk to the person whose responsibility it is to help you.
TEDDY
And that would be…?
HARMONY
Our parents. Or guardians.
The noise of the pinball machines seems louder in contrast with the silence at the table.
ASHANTI
Okay, where do we start?
HARMONY
Operation Safe to Tell?
GRANDIN
(nodding)
There’s no place like home.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
No one believes us.
Mom thinks we’ve got “overactive imaginations.” Teddy’s grandma told him he’d seen too many movies. Ashanti’s mom said we could be experiencing “paranoia due to refugee syndrome.” And Grandin decided his mom was too stressed to handle it, so he didn’t even tell her.
The principal at Temp School practically patted us on the head and told us to “keep having fun with our little newspaper,” and the teachers just handed us more worksheets. I did finally manage to schedule an interview with someone at Incident Command, but then he stood me up, and I couldn’t get anyone to reschedule.
As impossible as it is to fathom, I think we’re going to have to break this story on our own.



Grandin
Ramón
believes us
suspected something
wasn’t right
didn’t know what
or who to trust
agrees to eavesdrop
when he drives commanders
share anything
that might be relevant
as long
as I swear
I will never
take advantage
of him
again



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on the kids in the corner of the mess hall. The room is noisy and full of people eating lunch.
HARMONY
We need to pivot. Work the story from a different angle.
GRANDIN
(glancing over his shoulder)
If we can confirm that water really is what they’re after, maybe that will lead to whoever’s behind it.
ASHANTI
But how can we confirm anything? We don’t even have internet.
TEDDY
(cutting the crust off his sandwich)
Woodward and Bernstein didn’t have internet. But they did have a source inside the government. They used secret signals and held meetings in an underground garage.
HARMONY
They also weren’t stuck at Camp Rogers in the middle of nowhere.
GRANDIN
Ramón will pass along anything he hears.
ASHANTI
But would Incident Command really say anything incriminating in front of a civilian?
TEDDY
Woodward and Bernstein’s source kept telling them to “follow the money.” That’s how they ultimately broke the story.
ASHANTI
Do you think this is about money?
TEDDY
I don’t know. But I think we should follow anything that doesn’t make sense.
HARMONY
The fake video footage. Find out why they’re using CGI. Figure out what’s really going on in the uninhabitable zones.
ASHANTI
How on earth are we going to do that?
Grandin glances around the room, then leans in and lowers his voice.
GRANDIN
Mustang gave me a contact number.
HARMONY
(surprised)
Have you talked to him?
ASHANTI
How could he with no phone?
GRANDIN
Mustang had a phone, though. I saw it.
HARMONY
But I thought all the networks were down. “Security issues” and “compromised devices” and whatever.
TEDDY
He could be using a different network. One that wasn’t deactivated. Or a satellite phone. Or maybe the networks aren’t down at all.
ASHANTI
Maybe that’s why they took our phones in the first place. So we couldn’t communicate and figure out there really is no danger.
HARMONY
(to Grandin)
So how are you supposed to contact him?
GRANDIN
(shrugging)
All I have is the number.
HARMONY
(leaning back)
Well then, we need to get our hands on a phone.



Ashanti
in mom’s doctor bag
for emergencies from before
anaphylaxis
ischemic stroke
cardiac arrest

probably forgot she has it
might not even work
but i know
how to get it



EXTERIOR—LATE AFTERNOON.
ESTABLISHING SHOT of the Emerald City. Muddy footprints lead through melting snow to the door of the hut.
CUT TO an interior CLOSE-UP on a cell phone in Grandin’s hand. He powers it on and waits, but there is no visible signal.
ASHANTI
I guess the network really is down.
HARMONY
It was worth a try. I hope you won’t get in trouble.
ASHANTI
Just hope she doesn’t notice. So what do we do now?
GRANDIN
Maybe there’s a landline in one of the offices? I could ask Ramón.
TEDDY
Hang on.
(grabbing his backpack and digging around inside)
Try this.
Teddy holds up the SIM card from his old phone.
HARMONY
Where did that come from?
TEDDY
I saved it when we threw away our phones. I almost forgot I had it.
Teddy hands the SIM card to Grandin, who inserts it into the phone.
CUT TO the screen as it lights up with signal bars. Teddy smiles, and Harmony and Ashanti hug each other.
HARMONY
Okay, Grandin. Ready. Set. Go.



Grandin
straight to voice mail
doesn’t even ring
no recording
just a beep
um, hi yeah
this is Grandin Stone
the kid from the truck crash?
um, I’m calling
because
we could really use
your help



FULL SHOT on the kids looking at Grandin. No one talks or moves. He sets the phone in the middle of the table.
HARMONY
We need a plan for when he calls us back.
GRANDIN
If he calls us back.
HARMONY
Let’s say he confirms everything. Say you’re right, and this whole mess really is about stealing Eldorado River water. How do we get proof? We can’t just take some mountain kid’s word for it.
TEDDY
We need photos from the uninhabitable zones showing that the devastation is fake. Proof that people are living there.
GRANDIN
They’ll accuse us of faking photos too.
HARMONY
We’ll have to prove ours are real.
GRANDIN
Easier said than done.
ASHANTI
(excitedly)
There’s a classic old Jimmy Stewart movie. I can’t remember the title. Anyway, he’s this reporter who proves a guy’s innocent using a photograph that has a newspaper in the background. The date on the paper proves the witness lied and the guy was wrongly convicted.
TEDDY
Call Northside 777. One of Gram’s favorites. Also based on a true story, by the way.
ASHANTI
That’s it! Anyway, the key to the whole thing is the date on the newspaper in the photo.
HARMONY
So you’re saying…
GRANDIN
If we can get photos of people in the uninhabitable zones holding copies of the Gazette, they’d have to believe us.



Grandin
like a coiled rattler
ready to strike
the phone on the table
vibrates
everyone jumps
looks at me
hello?



WIDE SHOT of the interior door as Pax bursts into the Emerald City with Popcorn at her heels. Grandin turns his body to hide the phone and hurries down the hall.
PAX
Why do you guys keep ditching me? Mom said I’m allowed to come with you.
HARMONY
We’re not ditching you. We’re just working on important stuff. And anyway, Popcorn needs you to train him.
PAX
(excitedly turning to the dog)
Watch this! Popcorn, come. Popcorn, sit. Good boy!
(pointing at the floor)
Popcorn, down.
The dog lies down and looks at her. Pax places a dog treat on each front paw.
PAX
(backing up slowly)
Wait, Popcorn. Wait. Wait.
Pax backs all the way across the room. The dog follows her with his eyes. A string of drool drops slowly from his lips.
PAX
Okay!
The dog scarfs down both treats and scampers over to her, tail wagging.
PAX
(cuddling him)
Good boy! Good boy, Popcorn.
ASHANTI
Wow! That’s amazing, Pax!
TEDDY
(nodding)
Impressive.
Grandin comes back into the room. There is no sign of the phone.
HARMONY
Well??
TEDDY
Did he…?
GRANDIN
(looking at Pax and then the others)
Ready. Set. Go.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Filming a documentary about a conspiracy perpetrated on film is like looking in a mirror in a mirror in a mirror to infinity.
When do I shoot us doing what we’re doing, and when do I focus outward on what’s happening around us?
Are we the story?
Are we in someone else’s story?
Or do we create the story by observing it from the outside?
What are the boundaries?
Where is the edge?



INTERIOR—DAY.
WIDE SHOT of groups of kids sitting around tables in the DAC. Outside the window, younger children are bundled up, playing in the snow. Pax is visible, throwing a stick for Popcorn.
GRANDIN
(speaking quietly)
Mustang texted. They’re tightening security around the evacuation zones. And Ramón says riots are breaking out in camps around the state. People are demanding to know the source of the contamination. He says Incident Command is cracking down. New curfews and tighter checkpoints. Searching all bags and parcels going on and off base.
HARMONY
How will we get the zines to Mustang?
GRANDIN
I’m supposed to text him when we have a plan.
ASHANTI
Could Ramón smuggle them for us?
GRANDIN
They’re searching all the cars too.
HARMONY
Do you think he could help me get an interview with one of the commanders?
ASHANTI
But we don’t want to raise suspicions. If anyone finds out we’re investigating, they could shut us down.
TEDDY
(whispering)
We should just keep publishing stories from camp. Let them keep thinking we’re naive kids playing newspaper—
HARMONY
(frowning)
But—
TEDDY
—meanwhile we keep the investigation secret until we have the proof we need to go to print.
HARMONY
(nodding)
Right. Nellie Bly didn’t just waltz into the asylum and announce she was there to investigate. She stayed undercover until she got the story. Then she blew the lid off.
CUT TO Popcorn bounding through the snow to drop the stick at Pax’s feet. She picks it up and throws it. Popcorn fetches it and brings it back, dropping it again.
GRANDIN
(looking out the window)
You guys… I think I just found our smuggler.



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
SNOW SURPRISES CAMP RESIDENTS

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Twenty-two months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—Evacuees woke up on Wednesday to discover eight inches of fresh snow blanketing the camp. For anyone looking for new ways to get in shape, the National Guard has snow shovels available and welcomes any help in clearing sidewalks and roads.
All ages are invited to participate in a snowman-sculpting contest on the quad in front of the DAC, and hot chocolate and marshmallows will be available in the mess every day after school until the snow melts.



Ashanti
popcorn is friends
with everyone
even the guards at the far gate
in the north woods
where no one ever goes
they think
we’re just everyday kids
on everyday walks
with our everyday dog
i can’t help but wonder
do their machine guns
keep us in
or others out?



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Remember that sticker on your laptop? Good enough is the enemy of excellence. I would add: diligence + attention to detail = perfection.
According to Grandin, the military says: Perfection is the enemy of success, and Mom says perfection isn’t real. But the concept exists, right? So if it’s conceivable, it’s possible. Why not aim high?
This plan has to be perfect. Every detail. Every step. Every outcome.
(I’ve never said this out loud, but sometimes I wonder… if I had been more perfect, would Dad still have left?)



Grandin
the copier
jams
Harmony curses
cries
I take apart
the components
follow the manual
unjam
pieces of paper
older
than I am
we print the zines
on bright orange
curl a few dozen
into a tight roll
slide them
into
a paper towel tube
fill with dirt
seal with tape
I text Mustang
ready
set
go



EXTERIOR—EARLY EVENING.
WIDE SHOT of a guardhouse at a remote, wooded entrance to the base. CLOSE-UP on a SOLDIER reading a paperback book.
TRACKING SHOT of the kids walking along a muddy road with Popcorn. Every few feet, Grandin throws a stick into the woods and Popcorn fetches it. Teddy glances at his watch. Harmony and Ashanti talk about a project for school. They approach the guardhouse.
PRIVATE LIU
(stepping out)
Hey, Popcorn! Whatcha got there, boy?
Popcorn runs to take the soldier the stick. The soldier tosses it farther down the road. Popcorn chases it and brings it back.
HARMONY
Hi, Private Liu. Have you gotten the latest edition of the Camp Rogers Gazette?
PRIVATE LIU
Not yet.
HARMONY
(pulling papers from her pack)
Here you go. On page two, there’s a feature about the history of the camp.
Harmony and Ashanti chat with the soldier, while Grandin calls for Popcorn to bring him the stick.
CUT TO Grandin turning his back to the group and sliding the paper towel tube out of the sleeve of his sweatshirt. He glances at Teddy and swaps the tube and the stick.
Teddy checks his watch and gives one short nod. Grandin throws the tube as far as he can into the woods beyond the gate. Popcorn takes off chasing after it.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP on the soldier and the girls. Grandin and Teddy approach.
PRIVATE LIU
Yeah, when I enlisted, I was excited to travel. See the world and all that. I never figured I’d end up here.
ASHANTI
(turning to Grandin)
Grandin’s applying to West Point.
GRANDIN
Someday. Maybe.
PRIVATE LIU
That’s awesome.
GRANDIN
(glancing at the woods)
I probably won’t get in. Especially after all this. Won’t have the credits.
Teddy keeps glancing at his watch and at the woods where Popcorn disappeared.
PRIVATE LIU
They’d be lucky to have you. But it’s getting dark. You guys don’t want to miss curfew.
(looking around)
Where’d that goofy dog go?
The kids glance at one another nervously. Teddy looks again at his watch. Grandin turns toward the woods and puts two fingers in his mouth. A shrill whistle rings out through the trees.
GRANDIN
Popcorn! Hey, boy! Popcorn, come!
CUT TO Popcorn emerging from the woods with nothing in his mouth.
HARMONY
(excitedly)
There he is! Good boy, Popcorn! Good boy!
Popcorn stops and looks at Grandin, then turns back toward the woods again.
GRANDIN
Popcorn, come!
The dog stops and looks over his shoulder at Grandin, who whistles again. Finally, the dog runs to him.
GRANDIN
(relieved)
Attaboy! Good dog. Good boy.
ASHANTI
(exhaling)
Okay, well, see you around, Private Liu.
PRIVATE LIU
You can call me Sam. At least when we’re out here.
He picks up a new stick and throws it for Popcorn as the kids head back toward the barracks.
PRIVATE LIU
(holding up the zine)
And thanks for the paper!



Dear Aunt Beckie,
After the handoff, we couldn’t get back to the Emerald City fast enough. Ashanti was so nervous, she almost peed her pants, which horrified Teddy. He doesn’t want to hear anything about bodily functions.
Once we were safely inside, Grandin got a confirmation text from Mustang. I still can’t believe it worked. I didn’t even know dog whistles were a real thing. But Popcorn heard it and delivered the zines perfectly. Afterward it was like he knew he’d done something special. He wagged his tail so hard, he knocked himself over. What a goofball.
Now we wait.



Grandin
gathering proof
will take time
a network
of mountain kids
secretly
connected
like groves
of aspen trees
spread
over hundreds
of high country
acres
individual trees
one root system
underground
invisible
to the unsuspecting eye
so
we wait



Best-Laid Plans
(idiom) from Robert Burns, an expression meaning even carefully crafted plans may go awry; futility



Incident Command Press Conference
Governor Clark and the communications director enter the briefing room. No one else is present. The communications director steps forward and speaks directly into the camera.
“Good afternoon. We know everyone has been eager for some good news in light of all that’s happened over the past two years. Today, I’m happy to report the governor has some exciting updates to share. Governor Clark?”
The governor steps forward. “As of this morning, an Emergency Relocation Agency has been established to coordinate the resettlement of all evacuees into permanent housing. Previous home ownership is not required to participate, and we want to ensure every Coloradan affected by the contamination tragedy is comfortably resettled and able to make a fresh start.
“So far, more than three dozen counties across the state have signaled a willingness to participate. Grants will be made available to supplement local resources, and the scope of the project will include construction of new neighborhoods, schools, hospitals, emergency services, and other infrastructure. The first phase will be launched by the end of next year, and more details will be available soon.”



Dear Aunt Beckie,
We have to break this story. But we need Mustang’s photos with people holding the zines to show that the contamination isn’t real and prove that the uninhabitable zones are a hoax.
If they end quarantine and everyone relocates, there may be no one left by the time we get the proof. Even Mom wants to meet with a relocation agent. I keep begging her to wait, but she says we might as well cut our losses. Ashanti’s dad has been saying the same thing for months, and Teddy’s gram already filed paperwork to accept compensation for their house in Spruce. She says Teddy needs a stable home. Lots of other people have sold their properties too. The only people I haven’t heard talk about leaving are Grandin and his mom.
Ramón says Incident Command has stopped inviting reporters to briefings and is only accepting questions submitted in writing. Even then, the questions are rarely answered.
If Mustang doesn’t come through soon, it’s going to be too late.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Gram doesn’t believe the conspiracy theory. Isn’t even willing to discuss it. She’s afraid the state’s offer on the house will expire and we’ll end up with nothing. Or worse.
I feel like Sandra Bullock in the movie Speed. The bus is about to blow up, but Keanu Reeves is nowhere in sight.
We’re running out of time.



Grandin
Ma speaks
in future tense
when we get
home
ignores
press briefings
Dad won’t believe
how tall you’re getting
keeps faith
we’ll need to prep the fields
for planting
but
at night
I hear her
weeping
through the walls



Ashanti
the infirmary clock
keeps military time
like the horae
goddesses of hours
every sunrise
new hope
every sunset
new despair
every day
we don’t get word
is another day closer
to doom



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
VOLUNTEERS SOUGHT FOR TASK FORCE, STUFF SWAP

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Twenty-three months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—The Council for Displaced Coloradans seeks camp residents to serve on a task force advising the Emergency Relocation Agency. Participants will assist in planning for rehousing evacuees. More information and applications are available in the DAC.
The service club is organizing a Spring Stuff Swap. Camp residents should bring stuff no longer needed or wanted to the gym next Saturday starting at 9 a.m. Stuff not swapped by 4 p.m. may be reclaimed or can be donated to the Red Cross for redistribution to other shelters around the state.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
What if we can’t stop the conspiracy in time? What if more people start to leave?
Do we run the story without Mustang’s proof? And even if we can get it, what if no one believes us?



Ashanti
my nana says
“if ifs and ands were pots and pans
there’d be no need for tinkers”
but there are no more tinkers
are there?
no peddlers
going from town to town
no carts with wares
clanking behind a mule
so what does that mean
for ifs and ands?



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT on Teddy sneaking down an empty hallway. He tiptoes into an empty conference room and hides in a closet, leaving the door slightly ajar. He pulls his camera from his backpack and positions it on a stack of boxes.
CUT TO the COMMUNICATIONS DIRECTOR entering the room. He arranges folders around the table. GENERAL GILES enters with several OFFICERS, who take their seats and open the folders.
CUT TO Teddy leaning on the boxes, aiming the camera through the crack in the door. He pushes record. Just as the general begins to speak, the stack of boxes collapses. Teddy loses his balance, and the closet door bursts open.
CUT TO the officers jumping in surprise. Two SOLDIERS run into the room. Teddy tries to clamber to his feet, not wanting to drop the camera or stop filming. One of the soldiers corners him in the closet and holds out his hand. Teddy clutches the camera. The soldier takes a step forward—
BLACKOUT
EXTERIOR—DAY.
TRACKING SHOT of Teddy, running down the road, breathing hard.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP on his face, a cut on one cheek and tears in his eyes. He rounds the corner, and the Emerald City comes into view. He sprints and almost falls.
CUT TO the interior, where Harmony, Ashanti, and Grandin sit deep in conversation. Teddy bursts into the room. Everyone speaks at once.
HARMONY
Teddy, what’s the matter? What’s going on?
TEDDY
(panting)
They got it. They took it. There was nothing—
ASHANTI
Are you hurt?
GRANDIN
(jumping up)
What happened? Who took what?
Teddy puts his hands on his knees.
TEDDY
My camera. They took my camera. Incident Command.
(gasping for breath)
I hid in a closet… tried to film a meeting. They took it.
They stare at him, stupefied.
GRANDIN
(disbelieving)
You did what?
HARMONY
They can’t do that! It’s private property! We’re still in the United States. We have rights!
TEDDY
(frantic again)
I tried to fight…. Two soldiers grabbed me…. I couldn’t stop them.
ASHANTI
Teddy, try to calm down. Are you hurt?
GRANDIN
There was nothing you could’ve done against two grown men.
HARMONY
What made you sneak in? What were you hoping to hear?
TEDDY
Ramón said the general holds regular meetings, so I thought maybe I’d get lucky. Capture proof on film.
GRANDIN
(impressed)
Gutsy.
TEDDY
(crying furious tears)
But what are we supposed to do now? Huh? That camera was our only hope. What are we supposed to do now?



Grandin
without
the camera
we’re
done for
I check the phone
every night
no word
from Mustang
is it broken?
is the network?
when we don’t know
what we don’t know
how do we know
when we’ve
failed?



INTERIOR—DAY.
ESTABLISHING SHOT on everyone inside the Emerald City. Ashanti changes a bandage on Teddy’s cheek while Harmony paces.
HARMONY
(to Teddy)
At least you saved the SD card.
ASHANTI
I would never have had the presence of mind to do that, even if I knew what it was.
TEDDY
(glum)
Fat lot of good it does without a way to access the footage.
CUT TO Grandin coming in, with Popcorn at his heels. He drops a large envelope on the table.
GRANDIN
The latest press conference transcripts and photos from Ramón.
HARMONY
Face it. We need a backup plan in case Mustang doesn’t come through.
GRANDIN
Let’s refocus. Figure out who’s behind it all.
ASHANTI
The governor?
HARMONY
Maybe, but why would he voluntarily sacrifice his own state?
TEDDY
(bitterly)
Someone in Incident Command?
HARMONY
But there have to be lots of evacuation centers, right? What are the chances it’s all being run from here?
ASHANTI
More likely near Denver somewhere.
HARMONY
Where do they film the press conferences?
GRANDIN
I can ask Ramón.
HARMONY
That’s where we should start.
ASHANTI
In Denver?
HARMONY
(pointing to the envelope)
No, the press conferences. Figure out who all those people are in front of the flags. Until we know who’s at the top, we can’t fully grasp the big picture.
TEDDY
(nodding)
Follow the money.
CAMERA WIDENS AND PULLS UP. Harmony opens the envelope and spreads photographs across the table. Ashanti fills an electric kettle and pours packets of powdered cocoa into mugs. Teddy goes to a filing cabinet and pulls out a folder with photos from earlier conferences. Grandin calls to Popcorn and heads back out the door.
TRACKING SHOT follows Grandin and the dog outside, where storm clouds are gathering in the east.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Filmmakers make films.
With cameras.
Without a camera, my hands just hang at the ends of my arms.
Without a camera in my hand, who am I?



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Mr. Sedillo failed to mention the drudgery of research.
It takes forever to dissect the press conference photos. So many uniforms and rankings to look up. Bars, stripes, stars. Each one means something.
The communications director and General Giles don’t change. But the faces behind them do.
Except for two.



INTERIOR—MORNING.
MEDIUM SHOT of the kids seated around the conference table covered in maps and photographs. Food wrappers and mugs clutter the surfaces, and Popcorn sniffs around the floor, searching for scraps.
HARMONY
(studying a photograph)
Has anyone else noticed that the same two people are always there? At every single press conference?
GRANDIN
Who?
HARMONY
(pointing)
Her. And him. He’s always in a dark suit, never a uniform, so he must be a civilian, right? And she usually wears navy or plum and stands way in the back. Almost like she doesn’t want to be noticed. Neither of them ever interacts much with anyone.
TEDDY
I don’t recognize them.
ASHANTI
(peering closer at the image)
What’s on her jacket?
HARMONY
It’s a pin of some sort.
TEDDY
Gram would call it a brooch.
GRANDIN
(sorting through the pictures)
She’s wearing it in all the photos.
HARMONY
I wish we could blow it up and see it better.
CUT TO Teddy pulling a Swiss Army knife out of his pocket. He opens a tiny magnifying glass. They look at him.
HARMONY
You’re quite the Boy Scout.
ASHANTI
(peering through the lens)
It looks like a bear. A jeweled bear.
HARMONY
A bear? Shouldn’t it be an eagle or something more patriotic?
TEDDY
Maybe she’s got a thing for bears.
Harmony runs into the library room and comes back with an encyclopedia, which she sets on top of the maps on the table. She flips pages until she finds the one she’s looking for.
HARMONY
Okay, every state has an official animal. And flower. And song. Wow, and a whole lot of other stuff too.
ASHANTI
Any bears?
HARMONY
Yep! Alabama!
TEDDY
Why would someone from Alabama be at the press conferences?
HARMONY
Wait, there’s a bunch more. Um… West Virginia, New Mexico, Montana, Louisiana, California. I think that’s all.
GRANDIN
(to Harmony)
Where does the Eldorado River flow when it leaves Colorado?
HARMONY
It ends in Mexico.
GRANDIN
Right, but before that.
Ashanti opens the atlas to a map of the western United States.
ASHANTI
(tracing the river’s path with her finger)
Okay, so it starts in Colorado, obviously. Then it flows through Utah, Arizona, Nevada, California, and then Mexico. That’s it.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP over their shoulders as they study the map.
TEDDY
California.
HARMONY
What about it?
TEDDY
The bear pin woman could be connected to California.
ASHANTI
Then again, maybe we’re wrong about what’s going on. Maybe it’s not about the river at all.
GRANDIN
Or maybe we’re right.
CLOSE-UP on Grandin’s face as he looks at the others.
GRANDIN
What’s the biggest issue threatening California’s future?
Silence while everyone thinks.
TEDDY
Drought?
GRANDIN
Bingo.



Ashanti
my whole life
i’ve planned to go to UCLA
become a doctor, like my mom
like hygeia
goddess of health
panacea
goddess of cures

if california doesn’t have enough water
to keep itself alive
do my dreams die too?



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Okay, I’m freaking out. I mean, what if we’ve gotten it wrong? What if the contamination is real? We’ve been here so long, I don’t even trust myself anymore. The stakes feel so high.
Mr. Sedillo would say, “Where there’s smoke, there’s fire.” Except when there isn’t, and it’s just a controlled burn.
We’ve got to stay focused on the story. That’s how we manage not to give up hope, right? The truth shall set us free?
Come on, Mustang. Bring us the proof we need.



Confluence
(n) an act or process of merging; a coming together from different directions; intersection; union



INTERIOR—DAY.
WIDE SHOT of the kids huddled in the back of a classroom. Outside the window, the sun is shining and birds sing.
MEDIUM SHOT of STUDENTS watching a prerecorded press conference on a big-screen TV. A TEACHER holds the TV remote at the front of the room, her back to the class.
TEDDY
(muttering)
I wonder if they filmed this using my camera.
CUT TO the TV screen, where Governor Clark is entering the room with a large group of officials. He greets a few people, then steps up to the lectern.
GOVERNOR CLARK
Good afternoon. I’m pleased to announce today that I have named California state senator Susan Colman as a special consultant to our Emergency Relocation Agency. Senator Colman has extensive experience managing permanent relocations following natural disasters in California, and she has generously offered her support as we navigate these challenges here in the Centennial State.
CUT TO Senator Colman, wearing a jeweled bear pin on her lapel. The kids all look at one another.
HARMONY
(whispering)
The woman from the press conferences!
ASHANTI
California!
On the screen, Senator Colman makes the briefest eye contact with a man in a dark suit, then looks away.
HARMONY
That’s Dark Suit! Did she just look at him? It kind of seemed like she looked at him, didn’t it?
TEDDY
Who is he? What’s he doing there?
Senator Colman steps forward and shakes hands with the governor.
GOVERNOR CLARK
Welcome, Senator.
SENATOR COLMAN
(stepping up and looking directly into the camera)
Thank you, Governor Clark. In California, we are all too familiar with how lives can be upended by unforeseen disasters. We empathize with the thousands of Coloradans who have been directly and indirectly affected by the contamination in the uninhabitable zones. I look forward to working with Governor Clark to help navigate these difficult hurdles, and together we will emerge stronger on the other side.
Senator Colman smiles and shakes hands with officials onscreen.
HARMONY
Smooth.
All of a sudden, Grandin jumps in his seat. He looks quickly toward the front of the room.
ASHANTI
Snake bite you?
Grandin opens his jacket pocket and shows them the phone inside. It’s vibrating.
HARMONY
Omigod.
TEDDY
(keeping one eye on the teacher)
Go!
TRACKING SHOT on Grandin as he leaves the room, keeping his hand in his jacket pocket. Once he’s out, he runs down the empty hall to a custodial closet, goes in, and closes the door behind him.
CUT TO his hand as he pulls the phone out, his thumb hovering over the switch.
GRANDIN
(whispering)
Hello?



Dear Aunt Beckie,
MUSTANG GOT THE PHOTOS!



Ashanti & Grandin
hold still
or the plaster
won’t set right
will anyone believe
I broke my other arm?
daredevil kids
break stuff weekly
my mom’s office
is a revolving door
I told Ramón

the truth

he knows

it’s just a ruse

gotta do
what you
gotta do
we’ll hide the SD card

in the cast

smuggle it past the guards

into camp

it’s a perfect
plan
there
relax your arm
good



INTERIOR EMERALD CITY—EVENING.
MEDIUM SHOT on Ashanti folding back the last bit of stockinette on Grandin’s cast as the others watch.
HARMONY
Nice work, Dr. Johnson. That looks like a real cast.
ASHANTI
It is a real cast.
TEDDY
Day of the Jackal.
ASHANTI
Day of the…?
HARMONY
Another movie reference. Just ignore him.
ASHANTI
(to Grandin)
Wiggle your fingers.
GRANDIN
Feels fine.
HARMONY
Is there enough room?
ASHANTI
I left a little space here, at the top.
(to Grandin)
Let it set for a while before you mess with it.
TEDDY
I’d like to once again register my strong objection to telling any adults about this, even Ramón.
GRANDIN
But you know we need his help. And once I earned his trust back, I couldn’t lie to him again.
HARMONY
(to Teddy)
What does your gram think we’re up to?
TEDDY
She’s still just thrilled I have friends.
(suddenly embarrassed)
I mean, she thinks we’re friends and doesn’t realize that we’re really… I mean…
HARMONY
It’s okay, Teddy. We are friends.
ASHANTI
(to Harmony)
Have you said anything to your mom?
HARMONY
Nope. But she’s so busy helping parishioners with their relocation paperwork, she doesn’t pay much attention, anyway.
GRANDIN
Ramón won’t say anything. If anyone asks, he’s just taking me to get X-rays.
CUT TO individual faces. Teddy frowns.
GRANDIN
We can trust him.
MEDIUM SHOT on the door as Pax comes in with Popcorn, who runs around the room, sniffing everyone for treats.
PAX
(seeing Grandin’s cast)
Ooh, are we playing hospital? Can I have one too? Please?
ASHANTI
Sorry. Only real broken arms get casts. Hopefully you’ll never need one.
PAX
(frowning)
His arm isn’t broken.
HARMONY
Paxie, I need your help stapling. See that stack over there?
PAX
Seriously? You can’t just distract me with stupid office tasks. I can tell when you guys are up to something.
Harmony looks at the others. Grandin shrugs.
HARMONY
(reluctantly)
Okay. I’ll fill you in on the way back. But you have to keep it a secret. And I mean top secret, Pax. I’m not kidding.
Pax crosses her heart and turns the lock on her lips.
TEDDY
(to Grandin)
Tomorrow, then?
GRANDIN
(nodding)
Tomorrow.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Mustang’s photos are coming on an SD card. Without the camera, they will be useless.
What would Jason Bourne do?



EXTERIOR—MIDNIGHT.
MEDIUM SHOT of Teddy standing against a tree in the quad, wearing all black.
Cut to WIDE SHOT of the DAC. A cleaning crew comes out the front door, chatting and laughing. Their keys jingle as they lock up. Teddy watches them walk away down the road. He looks around, then squats behind the tree, his eyes glued to the building.
Cut to LONG SHOT of the moon, partially obscured behind some clouds. A Humvee drives by. Teddy stays in the shadows. After counting to a hundred, he slides his backpack over his shoulders and darts across the road. He sneaks around the corner of the building.
CLOSE-UP over Teddy’s shoulder as he pulls a key from his pocket and inserts it into a lock. A door opens. He disappears inside.



INTERIOR EMERALD CITY—DAY.
Bright sunlight streams through the windows. Harmony and Pax play UNO at the conference table. Ashanti reads a medical textbook.
PAX
I’m hungry. Why can’t we go to lunch?
HARMONY
We’re waiting for Teddy and Grandin.
PAX
Can’t they just meet us at the DAC?
ASHANTI
(looking up from her book)
Did you know that loss of smell is called anosmia? My nana has it. She drank sour milk once because she couldn’t tell it had gone bad.
HARMONY
Gross.
PAX
(waving a card)
Uno!
The outside door opens and Teddy rushes in, wearing his backpack and breathing heavily.
HARMONY
Where have you been? Did you oversleep?
ASHANTI
Dude, you’re tracking mud everywhere.
Teddy runs to the table and opens his pack. He pulls out something flat and heavy, wrapped in a sweatshirt.
HARMONY
What is that?
TEDDY
(excitedly)
I broke into the DAC!
CUT TO Harmony looking quickly at Pax, who calmly crosses her heart and locks her lips.
PAX
I see nothing. I hear nothing.
TEDDY
(eyes shining with triumph)
I had to try to find the camera. Gram’s theater key opened everything!
ASHANTI
You’re turning into quite the little miscreant.
PAX
(pointing to the thing in the sweatshirt)
That doesn’t look like a camera.
TEDDY
It’s not. It’s even better.
CLOSE-UP on the table as he unwraps the sweatshirt and reveals a thick, dark gray rectangle.
TEDDY
(practically dancing with excitement)
They had a whole closet full! They’ll never even miss it!
HARMONY
What is it?
TEDDY
A brick!
He sees their confusion and opens it like a book.
TEDDY
A laptop!
HARMONY
No. Way.
ASHANTI
That thing looks ancient.
TEDDY
But it works! And it has a card reader!
He beams at them.
Footsteps crunch on gravel outside. Everyone freezes.
HARMONY
(whispering)
Crap.
ASHANTI
Hide it! Here!
Teddy grabs the laptop and pushes it into the trash can. Ashanti shoves the sweatshirt on top as Pax drags her chair in front of it.
CLOSE-UP on the door opening. Popcorn bounds into the room, followed by Grandin.
ASHANTI
Jeez.
HARMONY
You gave us such a heart attack!
GRANDIN
Sorry I’m late. We had to wait a long time.
TEDDY
Did you get it?
GRANDIN
(holding up his arm)
I shoved it down so far, I can’t get it out.
Ashanti runs to her backpack and pulls out a cast saw.
ASHANTI
Good thing I know what I’m doing.
HARMONY
Seriously?!
ASHANTI
(smiling at Grandin)
I promise this won’t hurt a bit.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
I’ve never told anyone this, but when my parents got divorced, I had an out-of-body experience. I hovered above the trees and watched Dad’s truck turn the corner. I looked down and could see the three of us left standing in the yard. I didn’t come back into my body until Pax started to cry.
Journalists are always looking for turning points, right? The investigative breakthrough? The revelatory interview? For months I’ve been debating if we were on the brink of something big, or just going in circles right back to where we started.
When Teddy blew the plaster dust off the SD card and inserted it into the laptop, I hovered again.



Ashanti
on that ancient brick
the video buffered and buffered
and buffered
but then
people gesturing
jumping up and down
waving orange zines
at the camera
like nike goddess of victory
towns supposedly “destroyed”
by the so-called
“toxic contamination”
timberline
switchback springs
ponderosa
so many places
perfectly intact
abundantly pristine



WIDE SHOT of everyone standing around the laptop, breathless.
ASHANTI
Incredible. Just incredible.
TEDDY
Better than we could have hoped.
HARMONY
I was expecting photographs, not video footage. There’s no way to deny this is real.
GRANDIN
Don’t be so sure.
Grandin watches intently until the images fade. He turns and sinks into a chair.
HARMONY
You okay?
GRANDIN
Just need a minute.
He covers his eyes with his hand.
HARMONY
(excited)
Why so sad? This is proof the contamination’s not real!
GRANDIN
I was hoping…
CUT TO Ashanti crossing to him.
ASHANTI
You were hoping to see him. But just because he’s not on the video doesn’t mean he’s not okay. He could just be staying hidden.
GRANDIN
(pulling away)
Just gimme a sec.
He leaves the room.
CLOSE-UP on the laptop screen as it stops buffering and starts playing again. Montages of people waving and holding up zines are replaced by aerial landscape shots.
TEDDY
This is interesting.
HARMONY
What?
TEDDY
Gotta be drone footage.
ASHANTI
What are we looking at?
The drone camera skirts treetops high above a river, over a massive construction zone. Cranes, excavators, and stacks of blue pipeline are visible.
The camera focuses in closer on the worksite. Several trucks on the riverbank sport a teal logo against a white background.
HARMONY
Can you read it?
TEDDY
(leaning in and squinting)
“Collier Marine Construction, Inc.”
HARMONY
Marine like the ocean?
ASHANTI
It looks… it looks like… could they be building a dam?
TEDDY
Or a pipeline?
MEDIUM SHOT on Grandin standing behind them, watching the screen.
GRANDIN
They’re tapping the aquifer.
ASHANTI
How can you tell?
GRANDIN
Ranchers work with water all the time. Like with ditches and gates to control irrigation. Or windmills to fill a stock tank.
HARMONY
But in this case?
Grandin studies the images.
GRANDIN
I think they’re diverting the water to California before it has a chance to flow through the Rockies.
He looks at the others.
GRANDIN
They’re going to turn Colorado into a desert.



Ashanti
molecules containing
two hydrogen atoms and one oxygen atom
make up 50 to 60 percent
of humans’ entire bodies
we can survive
many weeks without food
we can survive
only days without water
so
stealing water
is stealing the source
of ourselves




MEDIUM WIDE SHOT as the kids take in the enormity of what they are seeing.
CLOSE-UP on Harmony.
HARMONY
Okay, we have to figure out who owns Collier Marine Construction.
TEDDY
(nodding)
Follow the money.
ASHANTI
But we’re never going to get anywhere with a bunch of old atlases and encyclopedias. How did people live before the internet?
HARMONY
I don’t know, we’ll ask around. Casually.
GRANDIN
This might help.
He pulls a piece of paper from his pocket.
HARMONY
What’s that?
GRANDIN
Ramón gave it to me. It’s the latest password to Incident Command’s secret Wi-Fi network. He said they change it every day.
TEDDY
But there’s no internet.
GRANDIN
(holding up the paper)
Apparently there is.



Dear Aunt Beckie,
The strength of the signal was shocking. We thought we were in a technological wasteland. Turns out we were just technological hostages.
We connected the laptop, and it didn’t take long to find the website. Collier Marine Construction, founded in Maryland in 1941.
The About Us page listed the CEO, the chief engineer, and the chief architect.
And then I saw him, staring up from the board of directors.
Dark Suit.



CLOSE-UP on the laptop in front of Harmony, with everyone crowded around her.
ASHANTI
That’s definitely him!
HARMONY
His name is Victor Albus.
TEDDY
Why would a construction board member be attending the governor’s press conferences?
Harmony types rapidly on the keyboard. She reads and her mouth falls open.
HARMONY
Oh holy crap.
She points to the screen.
GRANDIN
Now we’re getting somewhere.
ASHANTI
Read it out loud.
TEDDY
(leaning in)
“Victor P. Albus, deputy director of the Colorado Investigation Bureau.”
HARMONY
And listen to this: “Mr. Albus lives in Denver with his wife, Major General Jessica Giles of the Colorado National Guard.”



Grandin
of course
it’s multiple agencies
the CIB
the National Guard
the governor’s office?
the resources
the reach
the nerve
only conspirators
at the highest levels
could scare
everyone enough
to steal
an entire river
obliterate
an entire ecosystem
in broad
daylight



Exposé
(n) exposure, disclosure, revelation, often of something scandalous



Dear Aunt Beckie,
The facts are clear:
 
	The footage from the contamination zones is definitely fake.
	The “uninhabitables” waving the zines are definitely real.

But does the video from the zones actually prove a conspiracy? Or does it only confirm a bias we already believe? What if the construction is legitimate and needed to mitigate the contamination? What if the danger is actually real, but the governor is lying for some other reason?
We know the general lied.
But wait, do we?
What if the CIB is feeding false information to the National Guard? The general could be lying and not even realize it.
How do we reveal the Wizard behind the curtain?
(Where’s Toto when we need him?)



INTERIOR—DAY.
MEDIUM SHOT of the kids around the table in the Emerald City. Popcorn carries a tennis ball from person to person, trying to get someone to play with him.
HARMONY
(petting the dog)
We followed the money. We found Collier Marine Construction and Albus’s connection to General Giles. So what would Woodward and Bernstein do next?
TEDDY
Publish.
GRANDIN
A Gazette article? This needs to reach further than that.
ASHANTI
Maybe we need to talk to our folks again. Maybe they’d take us seriously this time.
TEDDY
Even if they did, we still have to get the story out there.
GRANDIN
And we don’t want to tip anyone off. We don’t want to give them a chance to cover their tracks.
HARMONY
So then we have to do something really public. Big enough that it can’t be manipulated or buried. Something that will reach beyond Camp Rogers.
ASHANTI
(to Teddy)
Okay, Spielberg, what’s a movie we can use as a blueprint?
HARMONY
Yeah, where’s a handy-dandy film reference when we really need it? What would James Bond do?
Teddy stares at them. His hands start to flutter, and he wipes his palms on his jeans.
ASHANTI
What’s wrong?
HARMONY
It’s no big deal, Teddy. We were just kidding around.
Teddy gets up and goes outside, slamming the door behind him.



Teddy
Film Production Diary
What’s the matter with me?
Why can’t I think of a film? Or even just a trope?
Because I’ve never seen this film before.
I have no idea how it ends.



MEDIUM SHOT on Grandin and Popcorn following Teddy outside.
GRANDIN
You okay?
TEDDY
(pacing)
No, I am not. I’m trying to do my square breathing, so please just leave me alone.
GRANDIN
Okay.
Grandin sits on the ground and leans back against the hut. Popcorn sniffs around.
Teddy walks back and forth, inhaling and exhaling in a slow pattern. Eventually he comes over and slides down next to Grandin. Popcorn brings Teddy the ball and lies down next to him.
GRANDIN
Better?
TEDDY
I can’t think of a film.
GRANDIN
Totally fine.
Grandin plucks a blade of grass and blows through it to make a whistle. He picks another blade and hands it to Teddy. They sit, playing their whistles, not talking.
GRANDIN
I thought I could survive out there all alone, you know?
Teddy glances at him.
GRANDIN
I didn’t think I needed anyone. But then I did.
He flicks his piece of grass into the road.
GRANDIN
I hope someone’s helping my dad.
Teddy tries to flick his piece of grass into the road, but it falls on the ground next to him.
TEDDY
(suddenly)
The Flying Monkeys.
GRANDIN
From The Wizard of Oz?
TEDDY
(excited)
How big is Mustang’s network?
GRANDIN
I don’t really know.
TEDDY
Do you think they have contacts in all the other evacuation centers?
GRANDIN
Maybe. I can ask.
TEDDY
(standing up)
I might have an idea.
Teddy picks up his backpack and heads quickly down the road. Popcorn barks.
GRANDIN
Where are you going?
TEDDY
(over his shoulder)
Gotta talk to Gram!



Dear Aunt Beckie,
If Teddy’s idea works, this story could hit news outlets from coast to coast.
You might even see it, wherever you are.



Ashanti
if Teddy’s idea doesn’t work
i’m still going to medical school
i’ll still become a doctor, like my mom
they may steal our river
they may seize our homes
but they can’t hijack our future



Grandin
whether Teddy’s idea works
or not
after this
I’m going away
I’m going
to find my dad



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
PLANS FOR FOURTH OF JULY CELEBRATIONS UNDERWAY

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Twenty-five months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—To show appreciation for all the servicemen and women who work so hard every day, residents in evacuation camps across Colorado are planning special celebrations. Here at Camp Rogers, our very own Camp Rogers Theater Troupe will host a special picnic and performance at noon on the Fourth of July.
The festivities will take place on the quad in front of the DAC and will include performances by Big Bob’s Barbershop Quartet, the Junior Dance Team, and the Camp Rogers Community Choir and Orchestra. Hot dogs and hamburgers will be served, and there will be games and prizes for the kids.
A workday will be held on July 3 to construct the stage and set up for the performance. If you are available to help, please contact Evelyn Brenkert in Barracks 71. Evelyn says, “The more the merrier!”



EXTERIOR—AFTERNOON.
AERIAL SHOT of the quad in front of the DAC. The sounds of hammering and drilling are audible as CAMERA PANS DOWN to carpenters building a stage.
CUT TO volunteers unfolding chairs on the lawn. Gram is visible in the distance, holding a clipboard and giving instructions.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP on Teddy under a tree, talking to the others as Pax and Popcorn play fetch on the lawn.
TEDDY
(keeping his voice low)
Okay, tomorrow we’re on right after the barbershop quartet finishes their medley and before the orchestra plays “You’re a Grand Old Flag.”
HARMONY
If the orchestra plays.
TEDDY
(to Grandin)
Have you heard from Mustang?
GRANDIN
(nodding)
He just confirmed. The other camps are good to go.
TEDDY
(turning back to the others)
Gram will introduce us, and then Harmony will take it from there.
ASHANTI
Where should we be?
GRANDIN
Once it starts, everyone move to the back or off to the sides. Stay alert.
HARMONY
For what?
GRANDIN
Anything.
WIDE SHOT of Harmony and Ashanti walking over to help Gram. Teddy turns to Grandin.
TEDDY
Got a minute?
GRANDIN
What’s up?
Teddy gestures for Grandin to follow him across the street. They duck behind the DAC, out of sight of everyone. Teddy looks all around before pulling the laptop out of his backpack.
TEDDY
Where in Colorado did you say your ranch was?
GRANDIN
Feathermore. Why?
Teddy turns the computer screen toward Grandin.



Grandin
familiar fence
familiar building
Feathermore Community Hall
and
there he is
squinting into the sun
there he is
alive
I thought he was
dead
knew he was
dead
couldn’t admit it
couldn’t dare
to hope
but now
my fears crack
like summer lightning
my burdens fall
like hailstones
my legs surrender
gravity wins
the earth
which has always been there
cradles
me



CLOSE-UP on Grandin’s tear-streaked face. He finds a bandana in his pocket and blows his nose.
GRANDIN
(pulling himself together)
I gotta find Ma. I gotta tell her.
Teddy tucks the laptop away in his backpack.
Grandin whistles for Popcorn and turns to go. He stops.
GRANDIN
Thank you, Teddy. Really.
TEDDY
(nodding)
Ready. Set. Go.



EXTERIOR—DAY.
ESTABLISHING SHOT of the quad, where hundreds of people are seated in rows of folding chairs. Many wear hats and sunglasses. Some fan themselves in the heat.
In the front rows, Governor Clark is seated with General Giles, Senator Colman, and other high-ranking officials from Incident Command. Dark Suit Albus is not in attendance.
CUT TO Gram, standing onstage, holding a microphone. An orchestra sits behind her in front of a large screen.
GRAM
Thank you so much, Big Bob, for that wonderful a cappella performance! Let’s have another round of applause for Big Bob’s Barbershop Quartet!
The audience claps and cheers.
GRAM
And now we have a very special treat for you. As many of you know, we have a group of young people here in camp who have been hard at work ever since the evacuation began, gathering news and publishing it in our very own Camp Rogers Gazette. I imagine many of you have been interviewed at some point by the editor in chief, Harmony Addams-Paul. And you all received the latest edition on your chairs when you arrived today. Yes, it’s that bright piece of paper you’re using to fan yourselves. Local news comes in handy!
In addition, my grandson, Teddy, has been making a documentary of life at Camp Rogers, and today we get to see the premiere of their hard work.
Please welcome Harmony and Teddy to the stage!



Teddy
Film Production Diary
Does every documentary depend on one scene? The payoff for the entire film? What if that one scene never happens? What if you keep filming and filming and filming, and it turns out that what you were waiting for just never comes?
Is a story without an ending still a story?



MEDIUM SHOT on Harmony crossing the stage to the podium. An orchestra sits behind her in front of a large screen. Teddy kneels down next to a video projector.
HARMONY
(into the microphone)
Thank you, Mrs. Brenkert.
(looking out over the crowd)
When we first arrived, we were all confused and frightened. Like Dorothy in the land of Oz, we found ourselves far from home without any idea what was in store. None of us could have imagined we would still be here, almost twenty-six months later, with no end in sight. If only we could tap our heels together three times and be back home again.
But since we can’t, we want to share with you the film we’ve been making to document all that’s happened since those first emergency alerts. Thanks to everyone who participated in our interviews and shared your experiences with us. You all helped make this film possible.
CAMERA PULLS BACK as Harmony exits the stage and Teddy pushes play.



WIDE SHOT of the screen behind the orchestra as the film begins. Recorded music plays. Montages of birthday parties, softball games, mealtimes, and holidays scroll by.
MEDIUM CLOSE-UP of different audience members smiling as they recognize friends and events. People in the crowd become emotional. Some dab at their eyes with tissues.
CLOSE-UP on the screen as the images shift to press conference footage. The music becomes somber and the audience grows silent, seeing horrific images from the uninhabitable zones.
CUT TO audience members weeping openly. Some can’t bear to watch.
FADE from Incident Command’s images of devastation to Mustang’s smuggled footage: people standing in familiar locations, holding up the orange zines, waving them. Shot after shot from towns across the Rocky Mountains, showing landscapes and buildings and people, all intact, safe, undamaged by any sort of contamination or destruction.
CUT TO CLOSE-UP on the latest issue of the Camp Rogers Gazette.
VOICE-OVER of Harmony reading the article aloud.



The Camp Rogers Gazette
As Powerful as the People Who Read It
NEW EVIDENCE SUGGESTS CONSPIRACY, WATER THEFT

by Harmony Addams-Paul
Twenty-six months since evacuation
CAMP ROGERS—Independently obtained video footage from so-called “uninhabitable zones” casts doubt on claims of contamination and destruction across a wide region of the Rocky Mountains. Contrary to information publicized by Incident Command, these new images suggest no environmental destruction and no danger to human life. Multiple sources on the ground refute official reports of decimated landscapes, and close analysis of official government footage and photographs reveals significant use of computer-generated imagery.
Furthermore, recent drone footage exposing a massive pipeline project currently underway at the headwaters of the Eldorado River raises questions about the justification for the emergency evacuations and subsequent land acquisitions. The suggestion of collusion between certain state agencies and the on-site construction company warrants further investigation.



CUT TO the audience, looking at the zines in their hands.
CLOSE-UP of Senator Colman shifting in her seat, Governor Clark frowning and glancing at General Giles, and Incident Command officials whispering to one another.
CUT TO aerial footage of the pipeline project and Collier Marine Construction vehicles.
CUT to the final shot in the film, an image of Grandin’s dad, wearing his cowboy hat and waving the bright orange piece of paper like a flag.



Ashanti
not in our wildest dreams
could we have predicted the roar
like a tornado of furies
razing the ancient gates of tartarus
years of fear and anger
coalesced into one righteous mass



Grandin
I remember grabbing
Ma and Pax and Popcorn
yanking them all
down
crawling
under the stage
as everything
around us
exploded



Teddy
Film Production Diary
The rumble. The trampled grass. The mass of bodies, moving. The demands for answers. The refusals to disperse. Without a camera, all I could do was try desperately to commit every detail to memory.
Ramón pulled Gram and me into his car. I still remember the sound of the doors locking. Such a strange and specific memory.
Ribbons of heat and tension shimmered in the air. The balance of power shifted.
Thanks to Mustang’s secret network, our little film screened in every evacuation center across the state. And everywhere it screened, outrage followed.
Anyone who says art can’t change the world never studied history.
Storyboard:




Grandin
from under the stage
we watched the chaos
no clue
how much more
we would have to endure
how much more
would have to happen
before we would
return home
finally
fall
into Dad’s arms
fall
to our knees
our tears
soaking
the reclaimed soil
our hands
sowing seeds
we would harvest
for generations
yet to come



Ashanti
for days afterward
the infirmary swarmed
with injuries
cuts and bruises
abrasions, concussions
a few broken bones
astounding stories emerged
from all the camps
heroic and frightening
the most incredible
like a prediction
from cursed cassandra
was that maddie
my sleepover friend
was missing
not with either
of her families
nor in any shelter
i confessed our secret plan
last-minute cancellation
midnight fever texts
could she have been
left behind?
could she have survived
alone?



Dear Aunt Beckie,
Later that night we rendezvoused in the Emerald City. I remember Ashanti showing us how to shake our bodies to release adrenaline. Start at your core and shimmy to the tips of your limbs. Like animals in the wild, she said. Like prey after dodging a predator.
The camp was kindling, and the story ignited an inferno of rage that burned in four directions to all four state lines. Hours of pandemonium stretched into days. Incident Command tried to restore order, but it was impossible. People refused to be calmed by curfews and press conferences.
The best part, the part I never in a million years could have dreamed, was you picking up the story after we broke it. You followed the money, and your discovery of kickbacks between Senator Colman and Collier Marine Construction was just the beginning. Then there were the secret recordings of Colman discussing how water would secure California’s future and her power. And when the investigation revealed bribes in offshore accounts tied to Clark, Albus, and Giles, the Wizard’s curtain was ripped to the ground and the Wicked Witch melted away.
To this day, it’s hard to fathom how a small group of unscrupulous people could cause such enormous suffering. But water was the new gold, and scarcity mixed with ambition and greed is a treacherous combination.
There was so much deceit to unravel, so much damage to undo. We had no concept of how tangled bureaucratic red tape could be. Despite your journalism and state and federal investigations, it still took months just to scratch the surface of the conspiracy. And even though we had video proof of people living in the mountains, the evacuation zones remained closed until comprehensive testing could definitively prove the contamination was a hoax.
So it was another entire year before we were allowed to return. And when we finally got home, everything had changed. We had changed. Nothing could restore the years they had taken from us. Nothing could remove the scars they had left on the land and our hearts and our minds. When trust is shattered, the shards cut deep.
Sometimes I’m still amazed that our little band of muckrakers managed to accomplish what we did. If we had known how long it would take to repair the harm done by those stolen years, would we have had the tenacity to fight for the truth?
I think so. I hope so. We believed in one another and ourselves, and we were mightier united than alone.
Like Nellie Bly said, “Energy rightly applied and directed will accomplish anything.”



Coda
(n) “tail” in Italian; refers to the final portion of a film or musical composition



Where are they now?
Teddy Brenkert graduated from film school at age nineteen. His full-length documentary about the Eldorado River conspiracy was celebrated at festivals around the world. He is currently working on a film about sustainable alternatives to fossil fuels.
Ashanti Johnson went to college on a swimming scholarship and then attended medical school. She is now a trauma surgeon for Doctors Without Borders, and she travels to international conflict zones, providing medical humanitarian assistance to people in need. She specializes in the care of displaced people in refugee camps.
Harmony Addams-Paul double-majored in college, earning degrees in journalism and international relations. She has written for news outlets in Singapore, Melbourne, and Paris and she won a Peabody Award for her investigations into corporate pollution in the United States. She is currently a correspondent for the Washington Post.
Grandin Stone attended West Point and graduated with honors. He serves as an army environmental engineer focusing on climate science and water conservation. When he completes his military career, he plans to return to Colorado to work with his dad on the family ranch, where Popcorn’s great-grandpuppies frolic and play.
All remain friends to this day.
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