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CHAPTER 1
Abigail Winthrop lay in her bed, staring up at the ceiling. It was the middle of the night, but she could not sleep. Her room was sweltering, and sweat dripped savagely from her brow, but this was not the reason for her restlessness. Abigail had too many thoughts running around in her mind; thoughts of the world, thoughts of the environment, and worries about the longevity of the human race.
Earlier that night, Abigail had witnessed a television broadcast by the President addressing the public. The President solemnly informed the nation that within the past week temperatures had reached an all time high, brush fires have been erupting all over the world, people are dropping from heat stroke, and as a people they must unify to battle against global climate change immediately. Abigail watched in shock. Although, she could feel the sudden change in temperature, she was unaware that it was as widespread as she had just learned.
Abigail was considered to be one of the leading researchers on the global climate change issue, and she had been researching the subject for well over ten years. Abigail was up to date on all the happenings, up to one week ago, when she had to take off work when she came down with the flu. What shocked her about the broadcast was the spontaneity of the change. She knew that temperature changes were gradual, but recently, the temperatures shot up by thirteen degrees Fahrenheit from the week earlier, and twenty one degrees Fahrenheit from the previous year’s April average. These numbers were unheard of, and this was the cause for Abigail loosing sleep. Abigail knew that a sudden spike in the temperatures was means for concern, and not just because of fires and fainting, but for what truly caused it. A cause, that Abigail was not sure of, but she knew it was well worth worrying about.
Now, hours into the night, and Abigail knew she would have to return to work tomorrow, whether or not she was feeling over her ailments. Abigail needed to go to work; she needed to sink her brain into the dramatic climate change. This was her life’s work, and this snuck up on her. Only a few hours until work, and still no sleep. Abigail tried to free her mind by staring up at the ceiling fan which rotated slowly above her. She focused on a singular blade as it cut through the air silently. Abigail could not help but wonder how effective the fan would be if the temperatures kept rising, only distributing warm air around the room. She squinted her eyes harshly at the thought, reprimanding herself for derailing back onto the train of thought of the news.
“You can do this,” Abigail said in a soft spoken gentle voice, “just a new hours of sleep so that you are not useless tomorrow.”
Abigail took a few deep breaths and was able to calm herself down enough to rest her eyes. Her head fell complacently onto her pillow and she obtained some much needed rest, but next thing she knew, her alarm was blaring. Abigail groggily arose from her nighttime tormenting grounds and entered the shower. The warm water refreshed Abigail, as for a moment she was worry free. She thanked the shower for its relaxing powers and jokingly contemplated spending the night under the running water. The thought brought a smirk to her face, but it soon faded as she returned to reality.
Abigail finished up her morning bathroom routines and opted to skip her makeup applications, claiming to herself that makeup could not save her today. The giant dark bags under her eyes, combined with the overall drooping of her skin from her illness, was more than a challenge to cover up. A challenge Abigail was unwilling to overcome, plus she never worried too much about her appearances. Abigail rummaged through her pantry for something to eat for breakfast and settled on a granola bar. She knew that she needed the energy so she wanted to eat, but she had yet to fully regain her appetite.
Abigail grabbed her keys and backpack, and blew her fish a goodbye kiss. She exited her apartment, locked it, and then double checked the doorknob to ensure that it was indeed fully fastened. She made her way to the parking garage, where she unlocked her bicycle and boarded it. Abigail started a ride to work, a ride that was just over two miles, which she justified as not necessary to drive her car. Abigail was a strong believer in conservation of energy practices.
As Abigail peddled, she could feel the back of her shirt dampening and rubbing against her and she regretted not throwing an extra change of cloths into her bag. The sun was not even up yet, and it was only April. The heat was almost unbearable to be out in, let alone cycling in. Abigail took a brief rest at the halfway point underneath the shade of some aged oak trees. In her time of rest she reviewed some research papers that she pulled from her bag. During her week absence from work she spent much of her time reading old papers that were published on climate change and planned on incorporating and comparing some of the more archaic methods into her research in order to test some of her hypotheses. From her research Abigail had predicted a sharp increase in the temperatures, but never predicted that it would appear so soon and in such extreme conditions.
Feeling up to continuing her journey to work, Abigail packed up her papers and went on her way. She pulled into her bicycle parking stand, a stand that she had a tough time convincing the Wellington Research Institute to install as a way to encourage employees to reduce emissions by riding bikes. She then entered the automatic sliding doors to the institute and was met by the cold breeze of air. Since it was Monday morning, Abigail shook her head at the thought that the air conditioning was left on all weekend to cool the undoubtedly empty building.
Abigail walked through the facilities, making her way to her personal area. Along the way she passed one of her colleagues, Jake Swanson, a tall, thin, clean shaven man, who looked like he was close in age to Abigail, both appearing to be in their mid thirties. As the two passed, they exchanged typical workplace formalities before jumping into personal dialogue.
“How are you feeling?” Jake asked, seeming sincerely concerned.
“Better physically, but distraught over the news,” Abigail wasted no time directing the conversation.
“I know, I got in early this morning and already started collating the data over last weeks gauges,” Jake noted, “I should have the reports to you by mid afternoon.”
“Thanks; that will be a very useful. I need to look at everything I can.”
“Try to take it a little easy today; we do not want you getting yourself sick again. No offense, you look horrible today.”
Abigail shot Jake a look at the comment, but followed it with a smirk. Abigail knew what she looked like today, but also knew that others commonly found her attractive, an attribute of hers she felt had gone to waste since she was dedicated to her work and found no time for a personal life other than her two fish, Christian and Doppler. “Has Todd gotten in yet?”
Jake shook his head no and continued on his way. Abigail then continued on her way to her office, which she shared with Todd Peters, her research partner. Abigail opened the door and was delighted to see that Todd had cleaned their office, a gesture which meant a great deal to Abigail since the two of them usually bickered about the clutter in their shared workspace. Abigail placed down her bag and began to unload her papers so that she could get right to work, when she heard a familiar gruff voice from the doorway.
“Hello Miss Winthrop, I was expecting you.”
Without turning around Abigail responded, “how did you find me?”
“Quite easily actually. Your name is on the door.”
“I have been meaning to get that removed. Perhaps I have become too complacent. What are your intentions?”
“I was thinking of a welcome back hug.”
Abigail turned around smiling to greet the cheery face of her research partner Todd. Todd was only an inch or two taller than Abigail, but out weighted her by a considerable amount. It was apparent from looking at him that he was fighting a loosing battle with obesity. His smile protruded through his thick black beard. “It is good to see you Todd.”
“We all missed you and were worried sick about you,” Todd said as he grabbed Abigail and hugged her tightly. It was clear that the two had a special bond formed by years of close quarters and long hours together.
Still remaining focused on the issue at hand, Abigail cut right back into her work, “what have you heard on the recent events? Do we have any numbers yet?”
Todd pulled up his swivel chair, plopped down and coasted over to his workspace. “I have started mapping temperature trends, but I am still waiting for Jake to get me the current data.”
“I spoke with him earlier, he said by this afternoon.”
“That works well. We can run a spatial analysis and test the uniformity.”
Abigail paused for a moment in thought and then continued, “I would also like to see if hot spots are being generated, and see the correlation to elevation, proximity to coastal waters, and subsurface earth conditions.”
Hearing the loud discussion in the room, Nina Larcroft, a receptionist poked her head in the door, “you two are right back at it. Good to see that you are well again Abby. Any way to fix this heat wave we are having?”
“Still too early to tell,” Abigail commented, “and this is no heat wave, this is an apparent worldwide catastrophe.”
Nina rolled her eyes and backed up slowly from the door and walked away muttering under hear breath, “you just can’t make small talk with scientists.”
Abigail and Todd dove back into their work, brainstorming ideas and taking notes on their dry erase board. The look of focus was visible on each of their faces, with a hint of distress. Once other workers started filling up the facilities to start their weeks, Todd closed their door to try to avoid disturbing others with their loud methods of research. Todd and Abigail had grown accustom to proxy-argumentative discussion tactics, where each one tries to shoot down the others ideas to try to agree on a tactic that was flawless. Unfortunately, due to the nature of this abnormality, and the limited amount of data available for the recent surge in the heat, most of their ideas were flawed at best. Neither of the two could come up with a decent angle to attack the research and try to place their minds on what caused the heat.
“So to clarify,” Todd summarized, “could not be green house gases because the jump was not gradual enough to imply that the sun rays were being harvested. We have also ruled out that the earths orbit has shifted placing us closer to the sun because we would have seen other anomalies other than temperature. Can we also agree that this does not have anything to do with a worldwide conspiracy where everyone turns on their hair dryers at the same time and aim them towards the sky?” Todd stared at Abigail with a deadpan look on his face.
At first Abigail questioned her partner, but she knew him too well, and knew his joking manners. “I think you may be on to something. Perhaps we should initiate a mandatory planetary crew cut policy to halt this conspiracy. If no one has a use for a hairdryer, then the industry would run dry, no pun intended. Todd, you are a genius.”
The two chuckled to break the mood and give them a much needed mental break. Also, since the morning was coming to an end, they agreed it was time for some coffee to perk them up again. The two walked together, as was their routine, to the kitchen, each armed with their mugs. Abigail’s choice of mug was solid black, and she held in out in front of her tightly. Todd’s choice of mug, much like his personality, was more eccentric. His mug featured a battle scene between Captain America and his nemesis Red Skull. Even the manner in which Todd held his mug, contrasted with Abigail. Todd held his mug loosely in his hand, swaying with back and forth at his side with each step. The two were an unlikely pair, but were highly regarded among professionals as two of the best at what they do.
“What did you do without me?” Abigail asked Todd.
“A whole lot of weeping, cowering under my desk, you know, the usual,” Todd joked.
The two entered the kitchen to Jake rinsing out his own “World’s Best Dad” coffee mug. “Good news you two. I am almost finished getting you your data. I should have it ready within the hour.”
“No need,” Todd replied. “We already figured out the source. Apparently, we narrowed down the hotness to Fabio posing shirtless for another romance novel cover. We took the initiative and contacted him and the author and negotiated that he be fully clothed until November. That should give the weather plenty of time to stabilize, and the give the book a publication date closer to the holiday season. Everyone wins.”
Jake looked at Todd with a blank stare and slowly shook his head from side to side. He then looked at Abigail and said, “are you sure you do not want to take another day off? Todd jokes may make you sick again.”
Todd faked a hearty laugh and added, “laughter in the best medicine.”
Jake, having experience with Todd’s shenanigans, continued, “but doesn’t that mean she would actually have to laugh at your jokes?”
The two smiled at each other then went on with a less demeaning conversation. When all was done, each left with hot coffee to keep them going and a much needed mental break from their work. Abigail and Todd went their way back to their office and continued with some rough preliminary calculations before they received Jake’s work, which was delivered via email. The two hungrily devoured the data bases on their screens, their eyes darting back and forth from page to page of temperatures over the entire world. After hours had passed, the two had generated over one hundred unique graphs which were plastered on all the open wall space they formerly had. They studied the graphs to the finest detail and subscribed their findings onto a world map, which they had begun to color code.
Abigail straightened her back from the hunched over position she spent most of the afternoon in and announced, “it looks like my inclination was correct. There do appear to be hot spots across the world, but oddly enough they are not in the warmest climates. They range from Hawaii, to Alaska, to Chili, to Italy, to China, to Russia, to Djibouti. I am not seeing any pattern to the hot spots.”
“Well the hot spots do appear to act as emanating sources. Temperatures decrease as distance increases. Perhaps we can run some partial differential heat equations and see the power of each.”
“I think there is value in that. Should I put on another pot of …” Abigail was interrupted by an announcement, which played intermittent with static from the speaker in the corner of their office.
“Attention all employees,” the voice, which they recognized as the president of the facilities. “We have just been informed that in efforts to conserve power in this time of extreme temperatures, all non-essential work places must power down after normal business hours. I apologize for the inconvenience, but you must all vacate the building at 5:00 P.M. and will not be permitted back into the building until 7:00 A.M. tomorrow morning. Once again I apologize.”
Abigail and Todd stared at each other in frustration and then glance over to the clock, which blinked 4:36. “Great, how are we supposed to get any work done,” Abigail threw up her hands into the air.
“Well I am going to take some of this home, and I can run the equations from my sofa.”
“I will do the same. I will take the northern hemisphere, you can take the southern? I know how much you love your Latin American culture.”
“Abigail, you are too good to me.”
The two went through their work and separated it off into who was taking what, and just as they finished, the lights went dim. “Five minutes until lights out,” a voice announced. Abigail and Todd went on their way, Todd to his car, knowing better than to offer Abigail a ride home, which she would refuse, and Abigail to her bike. The frustration Abigail was feeling about cutting her work short was useful as it supplied her with the energy to ride the entire way home without stopping for a break. As she rode all she could think about was how her work was not deemed essential. Without her research they are one step behind finding a viable solution. She shook her head in disappointment as she pulled into her garage.
Abigail locked up her vehicle and headed up to her apartment. She entered with a less than enthusiastic greeting to her fish, and fed them promptly. She quickly prepared herself a meal, since she had skipped lunch and was starving. This was common for her, as she usually lost track of times and neglected her body demanding sustenance. She sat down in her softly lit apartment with a large spinach salad. She turned on the television so that she could watch the news.
The reporter on the television was reporting on the temperature rise, as Abigail had suspected, “…that is correct; the temperatures have increased even more so today. We are looking at some sort of record breaking heat. Top scientists around the country have been gathering in the locations to identify what could be the cause of this phenomenon. We also have reports of devastating floods being report all over the world. We have been asked to issue a warning to all of those who live in or around low lying areas and flood zones, to consider staying someplace higher under the heat subsides. What? What is that? This is astonishing; I have just been told that the heat is now causing brownouts worldwide. Please try to conserve your electricity and…”
Abigail sat staring at a blank television set, in a dark apartment. As if on cue, her electricity went out, further ruining her plans of getting work done. Abigail fumbled around in the dark until she uncovered a box of scented candles she had packed away. She then started a search for matches, which she had recently seen, but could not remember where. After a few minutes of groping through some boxes, she remembered that she saw the matches underneath her kitchen sink. She could not figure out why they were there, but she did not care, as long as she had them now. She sparked one and lit all three candles. She placed the candles around her apartment for maximum lighting potential. As she walked back through her apartment to attempt to work in the faint glow of lavender, she could not help but notice the heat. She did not notice earlier, but she had become drenched in sweat. She could not help but worry about others with health problems in these times. Abigail felt a burden on her shoulders to help figure out what was going on in the world so that a solution can be derived and a minimal number of people will get hurt, or even worse, die.
Abigail sat down and started scratching out equations in her notebook, but after having to erase, and rewrite the same equation several times because of her limited vision, she decided it was not worth her time to work at ten percent of her normal speed. Abigail sat back in her couch to rest for a moment, hoping that the lights would return, but she was overtaken by her fatigue. In the commotion she did not realize she was abusing her body yet again and wearing herself out. She drifted off into slumber, only to awake hours later at the bright flash of her lights, which she forgot to turn off when the power went down.
“Huh, what time is it?” Abigail questioned to herself, all discombobulated. She looked around and remembered the events of the night earlier and was glad to see that her lights had returned. “Quarter past ten,” Abigail said to her fish in an upbeat manner as she checked her watch. “I still have some time to get work done.”
Abigail returned to her work and started scribbling down numbers and plugging away at her calculator. She worked feverishly for an hour or so before she was interrupted by the ringing of her phone. Abigail let out a sigh before standing up to answer the phone, but still answered in a polite tone.
“Hello,” Abigail asked. “Yes mom I am alright. Yes my power went out too. No, we are not even in the same state; it is not the same power plant. Because I just know. No, I have not spoken to him. Because, I barely even know him. Because, I am not looking for a boyfriend. I have a brother you know. If you want grandchildren call him, he is older. Why must we have this conversation now? It is late, I have work to do. Because, not many people can do what I do. This is a big deal. No it is not just a few hot days, this is a worldwide catastrophe. No, I am not being overly dramatic. This is a serious problem. I am not working alone, I have my research partner, and you know this. Yes, Todd, and no, we are not dating. Because. Alright, I am going now. I have another call, talk to you later. Bye.”
Abigail hung up her phone and looked at it for a moment before rolling her eyes. She sat back down, but as soon as she looked at her notebook, the phone rang again.
“There is seriously something wrong with that woman,” Abigail turned to her fish before picking up the phone, less politely that earlier. “What is it now? Oh, I am sorry. How are you doing? What? When? How? This can’t be.” Abigail fell to her knees as tears streamed down her cheeks. “But I just saw him today. He was doing fine. Tomorrow? Alright.” Abigail’s sobbing grew louder and she sniffled back her mucus trying to remain coherent, “thank you for calling.”
Abigail raised her hand holding the phone to place in back on its holster on the wall, as she slumped back against the wall. She had just gotten off the phone with Nancy Peters, Todd’s sister. Todd had suffered a heart attack as a result of the un-air-conditioned heat and had passed away before the ambulance arrived. She did not know what to think, he was her best friend. She thought of how her research was going to progress, and then turned to self blame, claiming in her mind that had she been working last week when the heat problem had began, she might have been able to catch it early enough.
CHAPTER 2
Abigail stood knee deep in a marsh. She looked down at her once white pajamas, now filthy and stuck with mud and leaves. “Where am I?” she thought. She looked around, and nothing seemed familiar. A bright flash caused her to cower out of shock, and the flash was followed by the untamed chattering of wildlife. The shrieks of birds grew louder and she covered her ears with her hands, closed her eyes tightly and crouched further into the muck.
A secondary flash occurred, Abigail able to see it through her eyelids. She opened her eyes to see a fire had erupted around her. The fire was closing in on her, so she unclenched her fists and started running. The flames flickered their way after her, dancing along the tops of trees, leaving a trail of embers about Abigail. She ran as fast as she could until she came to a brick wall. She was surrounded by flames, there was nowhere else to go, but try to go up the wall. She jumped into the wall and extended her arms as high as they could reach, but it was no use. She looked back and saw that her bare feet where being kissed by the flames, yet she felt no pain.
She looked back up at the top of the wall and a form appeared. The illuminating glow of the fire revealed that Todd Peters stood atop the wall. He reached out a hand to Abigail and asked her to take hold. Abigail grabbed onto Todd’s hand and was pulled temporarily out of harms way. On top of the wall, Todd embraced Abigail, pulled away, flashed her a smirk, then leaned in and whispered, “goodbye Miss Winthrop,” into her ear. Todd then dropped himself off of the wall into the flames.
Abigail jumped after him, but instead of feeling a sensation of being burnt, she shot up in her bed. Breathing heavily, Abigail strained her eyes through the darkness and patted down her body as if to make sure she was in one piece. She pulled her hands away from her body, dripping with sweat. She could not decide if the moisture was a result of the humidity in the room, or as a result of her dream. She determined that it did not matter since she was awake now. She took a glance at her clock, which read 4:33. She was surprised she was able to get as much sleep as she did, all things considered. Abigail turned and placed her feet onto her carpeted floor, knowing that it would be futile to attempt to fall back asleep. She performed her morning rituals and then sat down with her notebook.
Finally having quiet time to escape into her work; forgetting all the woes of her life, and finally becoming complacent. She finished deriving her heat equations when an uneasy feeling overwhelmed her. Todd had taken home half of the work she had done. She knew she would be attending his wake today, but would it be inappropriate to ask Nancy for the papers? She did not want to think about it any longer, since her notebook was getting barraged with tears. Abigail packed up her work and laid out her cloths of mourning, which she would bring to work and change before she headed to Todd’s wake. Following every movement with a sigh, to help fight back more tears, Abigail was finally ready to embrace the challenges of the day.
She rode her bicycle in the heat, less people out on the streets than she had ever seen before. The roads were practically empty besides for the occasional car that roared by. Abigail thought it to be peculiar, but continued on her way. Abigail arrived at work and was relieved to not be the first one there. Nina greeted her with a smile that was painstakingly masking a frown, and her eye makeup was smeared around her eyes, evident that she had been crying.
Nina ran up to Abigail and threw her arms around her. “This place will never be the same.”
Abigail, not wanting to show weakness at work, decided not to share her emotions and stood there motionless, and immediately changed the topic. “Why are the streets so empty today?”
“Didn’t you hear? Riots have started everywhere.”
“Really? Riots for what?”
“Because people feel like they are being lied to. Protestors have marched on city hall demanding answers. They say it was an experimental weapon gone wrong.”
“That is absurd. How large is this mob?”
“Well it is growing in numbers, but not everyone is with them. Some are just rioters who are stealing from all the closed stores. No one wants to leave their homes. It is dangerous out there.”
“I had no idea. If you knew the danger, how come you came to work today?”
“Abby, if you saw where I lived, you would understand. I am safer on the streets than in there.”
“Well, I have some work to do, but if we are the only ones, I will work out here to keep you company,” Abigail said with a smile as she walked to her office. Abigail did not particularly care for Nina’s companionship, but knew that she would serve as a good distraction from Todd’s passing, and sitting alone in the room that they shared for so many years would just be torment. Abigail return to the reception area, placed her papers down, and pulled up a seat.
The two worked quietly through the morning aside from the dull tapping of a keyboard and the occasionally rustling of papers. As lunchtime approached Nina stood to stretch her legs. She walked over to the glass doors of the building and stared outside at the desolate city.
“What is happening?” Nina asked as she turned towards Abigail.
Abigail raised her head from her work to look at Nina but something outside caught her eye. It was a gray spherical projectile making its way towards the building. “Watch out,” Abigail cried and she lunged at Nina, knocking her out of the way of the large rock that crashed through the glass doors.
Covered in shards of glass, Abigail raised her head to find the source of the projectile and to her dismay, a band of several men armed with bats and sticks headed for their facilities. Abigail should have known that when rioting begins, research facilities are usually targeting since they have the potential to be harboring drugs and medicines.
Abigail helped Nina to her feet, cradled her papers in her arms, and pulled Nina further into the building, “run, Nina, run.”
The two ran, not knowing the intentions of the intruders, but not willing to wait to find out. They ran for the back exit of the building, but once they opened the door, a second mob was waiting, trying to climb through a barred window. When the two women pushed the door open, a well dressed man darted his eyes at them and reached for the door. Abigail tried to pull it shut, but it was too late, the man had already formed a barricade with his forearm. Abigail turned and pulled Nina stealthily into the bathroom and motioned to keep quiet by placing her finger over her lips.
“What do we do Abby? They are going to eventually find us in here.”
Abigail thought as she better organized her papers. She heard the breaking of glass and violent rummaging through the walls of the bathroom. “If you can’t beat them, join them.”
“Please explain.”
“We wait by the door and listen for when no one if right by the door, and we slip out of the bathroom and start breaking stuff. Others will think we are just part of the mob, and we will slowly make our way out to the street.”
“What about our cloths? Will they think we are with them?”
“I do not think rioters have a dress code, so I think we will be alright.”
Abigail and Nina followed through with the plan. Slipped the door open and slunk out into the main area of the facilities. Abigail saw a few surrounding a locked storage locker, rocking it back and forth to try to tip it onto its side. Abigail immediately kicked a nearby desk and bent over to delve into the contents of its drawers. Nina followed by picking up a desk lamp and hurling it into the wall. No one seemed to pay any mind to the two as they crept out of the building and towards the street, Abigail tightly clutching her papers all the while.
Abigail’s jaw dropped at the sight of the city street before her. Less than and hour ago the streets were peaceful, and now the once isolated city was now victim to mass destruction. Hundreds of angry people marched through the streets, filtering in and out of store fronts carrying as many goods as they could. Complete chaos surrounded them, and even amongst the madness, Abigail knew she had to make it to Todd’s wake.
“I need to go to Todd’s, will you join me?”
“Of course, I do not want to be alone in this mess.”
Unfortunately, Todd’s home, where the wake was being held, was a few miles away, just outside the city limits. Recognizing it would be useless to attempt to drive Nina’s car through the streets, and unable to carry the two on Abigail’s bike, they had to walk. They walked in horror through the insanity of what society had degraded to all because of the weather. They watched each rioter dripping with sweat, some dripping with blood, and many toppling over from heat stroke resulting in them being brutally trampled. Abigail clung to Nina, so that neither one would trip and meet an atrocious end.
They trekked for hours and the sun was finally beginning to set, granting them with at least the comfort of the rays not bearing down upon them. Abigail also took refuge in knowing that Todd’s home was only a few blocks away from where they were. Since they were now outside of the city limits, the riots had subdued, and they were able to pick up their pace. They arrived at Todd’s residence and knocked on the door. Todd’s sister answered, still crying over her loss.
“I am so sorry Nancy,” Abigail said as she placed a hand on Nancy’s shoulder.
Nancy did not say a word, just showed them inside to the living room, where a dozen or so empty chairs sat. Abigail knew that the room was empty because people did not want to leave the comfort of their homes, even to mourn the loss of a great man. Abigail became visibly angry at the thought of no one paying their respects to a man that would have always gone out of his way to cheer someone up or offer a helping hand.
Nancy picked up on the tension in Abigail face. “It is alright, Todd would not have wanted people to get hurt just to be here. I am alright with it. I am sure the only one he wanted to show is here right now. He adored you.”
Abigail was touched at the truth in the words and a single tear rolled down her cheek. “He was the only true friend I ever had.”
Nancy took a few steps back and picked up Todd’s briefcase off of a coffee table. “I spoke with him last night before it happened and he mentioned that you two had a breakthrough in what is happening. I think he would want you to finish up the work. It was his passion, as I am sure it is yours as well.” Nancy extended the briefcase to Abigail, who gently grasped it.
The three women sat in the living room for the remainder of the night, every now and again partaking in solemn small talk, but for the most part remaining silent. Abigail considered what her actions should be. She knew that Nina would prefer to stay as long as she could to avoid not only the walk back, but the dangers that may reside at her home. She also did not want to leave Nancy alone, since Todd was her only family. Abigail then considered if Nina stayed with Nancy then it would be alright if she left, but she was also not looking forward to the walk back to her place.
“I apologize, but…”
“I know,” Nancy interrupted. “You have so much work to do. Twice as much now. Why don’t I give you a ride home?”
“You mind if I stay the night?” Nina asked of Nancy, “this way neither one of us have to be alone.”
Abigail admired Nina’s ability to not dance around issues and speak her mind. “I think that is a good idea, and I would love a ride home, since I know stubbornness is hereditary and I will not be able to convince you not to drive me.”
The three smiled and loaded into the car parked in the driveway. The radio turned on along with the car, and the station was announcing more news as it unfolded. “...official. It has now been confirmed with satellite imagery that coast lines are retreating. To accompany the worldwide temperature increase, the icecaps are melting quicker than ever and the increase water is raising the ocean levels at alarming rates. I have here with me Doctor…”
Nancy turned the radio off, “I do not think we need to hear any more of that.”
“We are all going to drown. I do not believe it,” Nina said in shock.
“I do not believe it either,” Abigail said, much more skeptical and right minded. “The icecaps are currently in the water. They displace water just by being there, and the volumetric displacement of ice is much greater than that of water. It does not make sense for the ocean levels to be rising drastically just based on a temperature increase. I feel like we are missing something.”
“Well I know how much Todd thought of you, and if anyone was smart enough to figure it out, I am putting my eggs in your basket,” Nancy said with a smile.
Abigail spent the remained of the ride considering factors she had not considered in her research, but was not coming to any conclusions. Before she knew it they arrived at her apartment complex and she departed with brief farewells. Abigail returned to her home and did not waste anytime; she spread Todd’s and her own papers around and paced back and forth speaking aloud to herself. Abigail worked through the night, running numbers, comparing charts and graphs, writing down ideas, and it was not until the morning dusk broke that it occurred to her.
“It is not the weather that is changing the earth, it is the earth that is changing the weather,” Abigail announced. She hurriedly grabbed a few choice papers threw on a fresh pair of cloths and sprinted toward city hall.
She arrived in a panicked state, adrenaline pumping from the run, but awkwardly off balance from her sleep deprived nature. Abigail climbed the stairs to the entrance of the building, but alas, it was not open. She glanced at the clock tower, which implied that no one would be there to open up the building for another forty five minutes. She took the time as a gift to reclaim her breath and gather her thoughts. With the importance of her message she had to be in the right frame of mind.
Abigail descended the stairs in search of anywhere to get a cup of coffee and along the way she noticed that the protestors were once again starting to congregate. “Do not let them lie to you,” a man shouted to Abigail as she walked by. The man appeared to be in his late twenties, unkempt and unshaven, and wielded a picket sign that was currently blank. “This is a conspiracy cover-up. Weapons of mass destructions are their lies. This time they brought the war home.”
Abigail, intrigued by the obscurity of the comments decided to invite him into a debate. She was going to use this as practice for her presentation to the city officials. “What if it is not a government conspiracy, but a planet conspiracy? What if the weapons you speak of were not mechanical in nature, but nature itself? What if we have overstayed out welcome? Perhaps it is just time for us to go.”
The protestor stared at Abigail in confusion and Abigail realized how absurd she sounded. She turned and walked away; glad she said those words so that she can refrain from saying them later. She found her coffee and sipped it as quickly as possible without suffering scalding injuries. Abigail disposed on her coffee cup and once again ascended upon city hall. She was delighted to be able to open the doors this try. She approached the Mayor’s office, a man whom she had dealt with before, and therefore knew that he would see her.
CHAPTER 3
Abigail sat down when Mayor Gregory Jenkins offered her a seat. “I apologize for not scheduling an appointment, but this could not wait.”
“I understand,” Mayor Jenkins nodded. “To be quite honest, I would rather see you barge in here than any of those protesting nut-jobs out front. Now, what can I do for you?”
“I have a theory about the source of the global climate changes. Most people are assuming that the weather is what is causing the changes on earth. The sun heats the atmosphere, heats the earth, melts the ice, etcetera, but I do not believe this to be true. I have found hot spot located around the globe. Areas that are degrees higher than areas around them with a distinct radius of temperature drops as distance increases away from them. They are not uniformly spaced and they vary in intensity of heat. What if it was the earth that was the primary contributor to heating up the atmosphere and not the sun’s rays? What if these hot spots are caused by inner earth molten lava surfacing? Also the receding coastal boundaries, this is not natural based on rising temperatures. Perhaps the ocean bottom is shifting, also caused by subsurface activity, which would better explain ocean levels changing.”
Mayor Jenkins leaned back in his chair and raised his eye brows. “Miss Winthrop, you know that I respect what you do and hold your research in the highest regard, but if I call up Washington and tell them that the earth is acting up, I can kiss my political career goodbye. I can see that you are tired, and I know that you want to have the answers, but the earth has never behaved in the manner to which you explained. Why would it start now?”
“The temperatures have also never jumped thirteen degrees in one week before, and the ocean never started swallowing up the land before. This is not simply the world getting hotter from global warming, there is something causing this change. We need to investigate these hot spots if we ever want to understand what is happening so that we can reverse the effects.”
“Can anybody vouch for this research? Has anybody verified your findings? What about your research partner, what is his name, Peter?”
“Todd Peters, he passed away two days ago from the heat, but he believed in me.”
Taken by the news that Todd has passed, “oh Abigail. You are grief stricken. You are looking for answers that are not reasonable, just to find answers. You have been an asset to this city for over a decade; do not throw your career away on this nonsense. Please, this city has suffered enough.”
Abigail stood and walked to the door, turning to face the Mayor just before leaving to have the last word, “science is about exploring all possibilities; ignorance is only exploring what you want to believe is possible.”
Abigail exited city hall, and was met with a harsh heat as if she had just stepped into a preheated oven. All of the protestors from earlier had abandoned their posts and were huddled underneath a large oak tree on the front lawn of the government center.
Abigail paused and contemplated where she could resume her research. She was not going to give up her pursuit, but she knew she needed more evidence. Her office was ransacked, so she headed back to her apartment, taking the long way to capture as much shade as possible. When she arrived back home Abigail immediately turned on the news to see if any other theories were arising, perhaps aiding in hers.
“..the death toll is rising,” reported a news anchor. “The horrific images you are about to see were taken just moments ago in Rome, Italy, where an unlikely monsoon struck, killing up to three thousand people. The monsoon struck overnight, causing floods and swallowing homes.”
Abigail changed the channel, “…Atlanta, Georgia, where wave after wave from the hurricane has left the city devastated. Eight hundred and thirty confirmed dead, and the hospitals are running out of…”
Abigail flipped to another station, “…earthquake of tremendous proportions. The Tokyo skyline will be forever changed.”
Only having one more major news network to try, Abigail pressed her remote. “…are blazing. Water supplies have run dry here in Nevada and the fire is almost statewide. Many civilians have been asked to evacuate, but road congestion has become a major issue. It has not been confirmed but estimates are up to ten thousand injured or dead.”
Abigail turned off the television and slumped into her couch. Her world was falling apart around her, and the world was falling apart around that. Abigail straightened up and had become more inspired to find the cause of the destruction, even after Mayor Jenkins rejected her ideas. She knew she was onto something, and she must find it. Abigail studied her findings, growing more and more excided as her work all seemed to piece together. Abigail focused her studies on the most severe of the hot spots, and one stood out as being scales larger in magnitude over the others. Abigail managed to estimate the longitude and latitude of the zone and researched the coordinates on her computer.
The coordinates corresponded to a mountainous region located in Pennsylvania. Abigail considered driving there after looking up directions revealed that it was only a ten hour ride from her apartment in Connecticut. Abigail knew she was going to go there to investigate, but wanted to make sure she was fully prepared with her research first. She browsed the internet for any information regarding the region, and checked her resources of published research papers. To her surprise, there was a plethora of information from various researchers, all focused on abnormal activity. One article claimed that airplanes have mysteriously crashed in the area when no mechanical failure was evident. An environmental researcher published that multiple species of previously thought to be extinct deciduous trees had emerged in the region in vast numbers. Abigail then stumbled upon an archive of newspaper articles on animal attacks in the mountains, claiming that animal related deaths in the country are highest in a twenty mile radius from a Pennsylvania State park. Abigail looked up the coordinates of the park, and as she expected, the park was in the vicinity, a mere fifteen miles of her hot spot.
As Abigail continued reading, the name of one research group kept surfacing; the Researchers of the Ever Natural Evolving World. Abigail researched the group, and they were based out of the mountain region, this had to be more than coincidental. Abigail figured they must have the answers she needed, or perhaps they had already been working on the issue involving the climate change. She had to speak with them, so she found their telephone number and dialed. Unfortunately, only an answering machine picked up, asking for her to call back during business hours. Abigail looked at her watch and realized the whole day had passed.
Abigail stood up and stretched, reaching towards the ceiling. She took a deep breath and moist air filled her lungs; the air moisture content was getting uncomfortable. Abigail decided to take a cold shower and head to bed early so that she can travel to the researchers first thing in the morning, giving them a call along the way to schedule an appointment is possible.
CHAPTER 4
Abigail sprung out of bed, panting. The nightmares were becoming an agonizing ritual. This one did not involve Todd, but the world bursting into flames. In the dream Abigail attempted to restrain the fire, but she was overpowered. She tried to blow back the flames, but her breath ran out. By the end of the dream, Abigail had watched all her family and friends burn and was helpless against its power.
Abigail abandoned the idea of returning to sleep, and prepared for her journey. She packed a few essential items, mostly research aids, and some food. She grabbed the directions she printed out the night prior and went to feed Christian and Doppler. She twisted off the top of the fish food, and went to sprinkle some into the bowl but stopped. Both of her pets were belly up, in a half evaporated fish bowl. The temperature of the water must become too much for them to handle. Abigail put down her bags and tended to her fallen friends. She poured them into her toilet, and paused a moment, reflecting on their presence before making the final flush. Abigail then return to preparing for her departure, and went on her way, making sure to lock up her apartment. Abigail headed to her car, which had not been used in some weeks. Abigail hoped that it was still in good enough condition to make the trip.
The car started promptly, and Abigail was ecstatic to find that she had last left it with a full tank of gas. Her journey began. Abigail took to the streets, and since it was still early the rioters were still tired and sleeping from a full night of busy looting. She escaped the city with ease and in no time found herself crossing the New York border. The sides of the highway were lined with what could have been mistaken as road kill, but there was the chance that these animals died from the heat. Abigail could not make it over a mile without seeing the carcass of a deer, or a skunk, or a raccoon. It could be a traumatizing experience for any younger child, but luckily, Abigail was fully matured and she had become numb to the idea of death. She had seen to many things die around her, with the recent days standing the most prominent.
Thinking of the animal casualties, Abigail could not help but let her mind wander to a time when she was younger; a time when she was only seven years old. Her father, Chester Winthrop, was a researcher in the field of electromagnetic energy, a self proclaimed king of his lab, and was more dedicated to his work that to his family. Chester could tell that his daughter, Abigail had a quick mind, a mind for science, and took pride in her. His pride was more of a self fulfillment over a love for his daughter, more of a bragging right, but regardless, Abigail adored the attention. Chester would bring Abigail to work with him whenever Abigail had off from school. On this one day, to which Abigail was reminiscing, was one such day where parent teacher conferences had caused her to be on her way to work with Chester.
Chester loved to explain the details of his research to Abigail, hoping to pass on his legacy when she grew up. Even at the age of seven years old, Abigail was able to comprehend the scope of her fathers work. Chester had just received an expensive new machine in his lab, which he was eager to show Abigail. The machine harvested electromagnetic forces by revolving rings of magnets around one another. Chester and Abigail set up an experiment with the machine and Abigail waited in anticipation to see what Chester referred to as “the magic.”
The two huddled safely behind the shatterproof safety glass before Chester through the switch. Abigail watched in amazement as the machine spun, filling the room with a static buzz. Chester pointed to the computer screen which recorded the power output compared to the input and nodded approvingly. Abigail smiled from ear to ear, but then noticed an unlatched metal lock creeping its way towards the magnets. Abigail pulled on her fathers sleeve and pointed to the lock.
“For crying out loud,” Chester expressed his anger, “who left that out? This could ruin the machine and bankrupt the lab.” Chester emerged from behind the safety glass and ran for the lock before it plummeted into the electromagnet. Just before Chester’s out reached hand grabbed the lock, it took flight into the spinning blades of the magnet and upon striking the metal was propelled back with great velocity. The lock struck Chester, whom had been bent over looking up at the magnet. The lock lodged itself in Chester forehead, and Abigail watched her father stumble backwards, with maroon blood pooling around his head. Abigail quickly ran over to the lever for the magnet, a precaution to which Chester should have taken, and once the machine was turned off, she ran over to her dad. She knelt aside him and grabbed his hand in her hand.
Chester blinked at Abigail and pursed his lips, preparing to say what he knew were going to be his final words to his daughter. Chester coughed once before whispering the words, “I have no regrets.” Chester’s head then went limp, as Abigail cried with her father’s lifeless hand still clutched in her.
Abigail sat and wept until other lab technicians ran in and pried her away. The events that unfolded that day molded Abigail’s life. Although she grew up to resent her father for never being around for her mother, she admired his dedication to his research. Even his final words were not about his family, or anything to do with Abigail, it was his pride in what he accomplished in his field. As Abigail grew older she inherited her fathers drive and tunnel vision for research, but she was aware of her attributes and vowed never to put work before her family, which is why she never considered starting a family of her own.
Abigail shook her head, as if to snap herself out of her daydream, and her eyes fixed onto a signed she passed. “Welcome to Pennsylvania,” the sign read; only a few hours left. Abigail pulled over to the side of the road and pulled out her cell phone. She dialed the number of the Researchers of the Ever Natural Evolving World and after three rings a soft spoken man answered. Abigail introduced herself and expressed her interest in their work and asked if she could stop by and ask them a few questions. The man obliged her request and said she could stop in anytime she wanted and they would be glad to help in any way possible. Abigail packed her phone away and merged back onto the road.
To help clear her mind, Abigail turned on the radio, in search of some music. Since Abigail did not have a preference to any musical style, she just kept changing the station when the music was interrupted by commercials or static. She drove for hours, the music passing the time quickly, until her directions implied she was coming up to the location of the research center. She turned off of the highway, followed by an array of lefts and rights, which lead her to a fenced off driveway. A sign on the driveway read ‘Research Center Ahead - Foot Traffic Only.’ Abigail pulled her car onto the shoulder of the road and pulled the key from the ignition. She grabbed her backpack full of her work and exited the car into the searing heat. She locked up the car and tested the handled to assure herself it was indeed locked, and she walked through a pedestrian gap in the fence.
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