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      No power, no electronics, no way out.

      When the world descends into anarchy on an idyllic island, who will survive?

      Tech-savvy Elna is determined to bring her family’s vineyard into the twenty-first century. Located on its own private island, Elna hopes her resourcefulness will finally earn her father’s respect and keep visitors flocking to their idyllic retreat.

      But her ambitions are shattered when a catastrophic EMP attack descends on North America. With only a brief warning before the missile strikes, Elna and her father soon realize they are marooned on their island with a group of unusual guests.

      With no power, electricity and little chance of reaching the mainland, life in paradise quickly sours. Food and water is growing scarce; they have no access to medical supplies; and they have no idea what’s happening in the world outside of their island vineyard.

      They must find a way to unify as a group—fast. But when an unexpected assailant threatens their lives, Elna’s father goes missing, and another guest is gravely injured, Elna's wits are put to the test.

      A journey to the mainland won’t be easy, and even if they make it there’s no way of knowing what dangers could lie in store for them. But staying on the island is becoming less viable with every passing day. In a world where law and reason have descended into post-apocalyptic anarchy, survival of the fittest reigns supreme...
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      Elna loved walking the orderly rows of their vineyard, where the trellis posts and tops of the wires seemed to stand at attention as she passed, like soldiers at inspection. There was a beautiful simplicity in it, though she knew there was a complex and exacting science behind the design—which made her love it all the more.

      It was, in her opinion, the perfect time of day, with the sun burnishing the distant waves and casting long shadows over the island. It made the tasting room—a faux-rustic building, all aged oak and sturdy beams—seem almost to glow. The vineyard was on a slight slope, and as she worked the rows with her pruning shears, constantly kneeling, squatting, and standing, she felt the growing stiffness in her shoulders and legs.

      As she often did when she worked alone, she had her earbuds in and was currently listening—well, half-listening—to a rather dull NPR interview on her phone. She preferred talk to music. It gave the restless part of her mind—the part that needed to think, consider, solve—something to focus on when she was doing repetitive tasks.

      She had just rounded a bend and turned into the last row of vines when the interview abruptly cut off. After a moment of silence, there was a harsh squawk, and then a different voice cut in. Elna reached up to remove the earbuds, but just as her finger touched the wire, the new speaker’s words caught her attention.

      “Breaking news. NORAD has issued a high priority warning confirming that missiles have been launched from multiple locations in the Korean peninsula, some of which are thought to be EMP missiles. According to the warning, EMP missiles work by detonating in the atmosphere. The intent is to disable electronics. The missiles were launched five minutes ago. Interceptor missiles have been launched in an attempt to minimize the attack, but this is”—the speaker’s voice cracked—”this is a massive attack involving dozens of missiles that could…potentially impact the whole of North America.”

      Elna rose, the pruning shears slipping from her grasp. Was this some sort of War of the Worlds hoax? It had to be. How was such a strike even possible? Wouldn’t they have known about the threat long before the missiles were launched?

      “It can’t be,” she muttered. But some deeper, more analytical part of her mind responded: Of course, it can.

      “Anyone listening to this broadcast is advised to seek shelter immediately,” the voice continued. “We will provide more information as it becomes available. Again, we have confirmed an EMP missile strike targeting the U.S. from multiple positions in the Korean peninsula. If you are hearing this broadcast, take shelter immediately.”

      Elna looked to the west. She had a clear view down a gradual slope toward the water’s edge. If the U.S. military was launching a counter-strike, would she see something? It was unlikely, but she scanned the cloudless sky for a few seconds anyway until the bright sun forced her to turn away. The voice in her ears was repeating the same message, so she pulled the earbuds out and tucked them into her shirt pocket.

      What’s the speed of an intercontinental EMP missile anyway? she wondered, heart racing. How much time do we have?

      Questions she intended to address, but first her father needed to know what was happening. Faintly, she heard voices coming from inside the building—a burst of laughter followed by the deep voice of her father. Elna hurried up the slope toward the back door. As she did, she put one of the earbuds back in. A different voice was sharing the same information, as if the first speaker had been overcome with emotion and had to step away.

      As she passed beneath the awning at the back of the building and reached for the polished brass door handle, the endless voice in her ear offered a new vital bit of information.

      “Estimated flight time for the first missiles is just over thirty minutes,” the speaker said. “Homeland Security is telling people to prepare for prolonged power outages and interruption of services.”

      Elna repeated the information as she stepped inside the tasting room. “Estimated flight time,” she said, thinking out loud, “just over thirty minutes. But the news is probably a few minutes behind, and five minutes had already passed. How much time does that leave us?”

      Her self-talk drew the attention of everyone in the room. The tasting room was a large open space dominated by an L-shaped bar of polished oak. A few decorative barrels were scattered about, but otherwise, the room was largely unadorned. At the moment, her father was behind the bar, frozen in mid-pour, with three guests sitting on stools before their wine glasses. George Pasqualee was wiry like his daughter, but he had a protruding gut—the consequence of a fondness for enjoying the family product. His face was craggy, had a perpetual reddish tinge, and he maintained a generous, well-groomed mustache. His warm-brown eyes turned toward her with concern.

      “Elna? What is it?” he asked as he set the bottle down.

      “Pop, turn on the news right now,” Elna said, trying to ignore Selene Bondere’s gaze. Elna had met each of the current guests already, and if there was one she’d taken a disliking to, it was Selene. “This is bad. Really bad.” She pointed at a small TV hanging in the corner behind the bar. “You have to hear it for yourselves.”

      Selene turned to look at her, startled and seemingly ready to flee the room. In her loose floral-print dress, her brand-new Birkenstocks, Selene was the quintessential New Age faux-hippie, a wannabe flower child who worked as a fortune teller. At least, that was Elna’s read of her. Her age was impossible to gauge. The combination of big cheeks with a lined forehead made her seem both childlike and weathered with age. She had big brown eyes, but crow’s feet sprang from the outer corners.

      As always, the woman had her tiny white Bichon Frise dog tucked in the crook of her right arm and the little dog yelped as she tightened her arm reflexively around him. Selene’s profession alone went against everything Elna believed in, but under the “peace and love” vibe, there was a deep anxiety or fear that showed in the tightness of her facial features.

      “Right now?” her father said. “Can’t you see I’m in the middle—?”

      “Yes, right now,” Elna said. “It doesn’t matter what you’re in the middle of doing. Everyone needs to hear this.”

      Something in her voice must have gotten to him based on the gape-mouthed look of alarm that he quickly masked before any of the guests saw it. As he turned toward the television, Malin, another one of the guests, pulled his phone out of the inner pocket of his suit jacket and held it up.

      “My God,” he said. “Look at this! We’re dead meat.”

      Malin Weber was the kind of guy who wore colorful t-shirts and cargo shorts with a suit jacket—a gold-ring-with-white-sneakers type. He turned in his seat and showed his phone to the man sitting next to him, his best man. Both of them were stuck on the island after oversleeping and missing their flight home, refugees from Malin’s bachelor party the day before.

      “Garret, are you reading this?” he said.

      Garret was a stockier fellow in a lime-green polo shirt. “Missiles from Korea?” Garret said, as if he’d never heard the words before. “Impacting all of North America? No way. Dude, it can’t be real.”

      By then, her father had found a national news network, which was in the middle of broadcasting a CGI depiction of the missiles being launched from North Korea and crossing the Pacific. Dozens of missiles.

      This is really happening, Elna told herself, waiting for the reality of it to sink in. This is happening right now!

      “Pop, we have to round up the other guests,” she said.

      As always, her first instinct was deal with the problem. Even if it hadn’t sunk in yet, her analytical mind was already looking for solutions. Her father read the captions on the muted television a moment longer before turning to his daughter and nodding.

      “The other three are outside,” she told him. “They were strolling around the vineyard while I was pruning.”

      “I’ll go and get them,” he said, stepping out from behind the bar. His voice was shaking. George Pasqualee’s voice never shook. “Everyone, please stay here.”

      He rushed out of the room, smoothing his thinning hair back as he went. Immediately, all three guests turned and looked at Elna.

      Waiting for someone to tell them what to do, she realized. It was a bit more responsibility than she was comfortable with.

      “Okay, uh…let’s wait until the others get back,” she said, moving across the room to stand at the end of the bar. “It won’t take more than a few minutes. Then we can decide what to do.”

      Selene shook her head, loosening the sisal flower scrunchie holding her long brown hair. She continued to hold her dog a little tighter and he gave a bark of disapproval. “Are we not going to consider the possibility that this is some kind of prank? When someone gets on TV and says that all of North America is about to be nuked, are we just supposed to accept it? Isn’t that a bit extreme?”

      “It’s not one person,” Malin said, flipping through screens on his phone. “It’s every single news source on the web, plus a message from the Emergency Alert System.” He turned the phone to show her the screen, but she didn’t look at it. “It’s real.”

      “But we’re on an island,” Selene said. “Surely it won’t reach us.”

      “We’re ten miles off the California coast,” Malin said. “They’re saying the EMP blast could reach all the way up to Northern Canada and as far south as Mexico City. I don’t think ten miles of water is going to protect us.”

      “EMPs are bad news,” Garret said. He picked up a half-filled glass of red wine and downed it in a single gulp. “I’ve read a thing or two about them. How did this happen without us knowing in advance? Aren’t there agencies that are supposed to monitor things like this?”

      “I don’t know,” Malin replied, “but I’ve gotta get back to the mainland. I need to be with Claire.”

      He stood up, as if he intended to leave right then and there.

      “Just wait,” Elna said. “Don’t go anywhere. Let’s get everyone together first, okay?”

      He glanced at her, frowned, then sat down again, defeated. “Thirty minutes would get me across the causeway to the mainland, but then what? I’ll never get on a plane in time. Oh, man, this is bad.” Following his best man’s example, he downed his glass of wine.

      A few quiet minutes passed before she heard the door in the lobby open and close, voices moving down the hall toward the tasting room. Soon, her father came into the room, leading three chattering guests.

      They had just turned toward the bar when the lights flickered rapidly—as if someone were turning them on and off repeatedly. After a couple seconds, they went out completely. Then the refrigerator behind the bar gave a soft sigh and went silent, and a flash of yellow shone through the east-facing windows. Outside the windows, Elna saw a shower of sparks raining down from the power lines that fed into the guesthouse.

      In the silence that followed, the late afternoon sun seemed to burn with a peculiar strength, casting the room in a fiery orange light. The silence was broken when Selene suddenly screamed and pushed away from the bar, stumbling backward with her dog wrapped in both arms.

      “No, it hasn’t been thirty minutes,” she said. “They said thirty minutes. It can’t happen yet! It can’t be real!”

      This set her dog off, who began to bark like he was being killed. The frantic barking was ear-piercing in the small room, and Elna had to fight an urge to cover her ears.

      “Please, someone shut that dog up,” Garret snarled. “It’s hard to think with all that yapping.”

      “He can’t help it,” Selene said. “He’s afraid!”

      “We’re all afraid,” Garret snapped, “but we’re not screaming at the top of our lungs for no reason.”

      As Selene petted the dog in an attempt to calm him down, Elna reached under the bar and picked up the landline phone that was stored on a shelf there. She lifted the receiver to her ear but got no dial tone. She turned on the nearby FM radio, but it didn’t work either. No static, no response, the little red light didn’t even come on.

      “I’m telling you, that dog is driving me nuts,” Garret said.

      Malin placed a hand on his best man’s arm, but Garret shook it off. Elna’s father pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and stared at the blank screen, as if he were unaware of the tension. Clearly, he still intended Elna to take charge of the room. With a sigh, she stepped up on a small footstool behind the bar so all of the guests could see her. She wasn’t sure what to say, and her heart was pounding so fiercely that she’d become light-headed.

      Pop, say something. Do something. Put away the phone and help me.

      “Um…okay, everyone,” she said, but her voice cracked. “Let’s not panic.”

      The barking of the Bichon Frise had finally stopped, but only because Selene had covered her dog’s mouth with her hand. Elna heard muttering, whimpering, and cursing all over the room. Only Malin was dead silent now, clenching and unclenching his fists on the bar top.

      “We need to come up with a plan,” Elna said. A task which would have been a lot easier if there hadn’t been so many chattering people in the room. She could scarcely think.

      Her father tossed his cell phone onto the bar. “It’s dead,” he said. “Can’t call out. Can’t even get the screen to light up.”

      She was about to ask him what they should do when he signaled for her to continue.

      “We need a plan,” she said again, all too aware that every eye was on her.

      “Can we get off the island?” Malin asked.

      “I’m afraid not,” Elna said. “The drawbridges are designed so that if the power goes out, counterweights cause them to automatically rise. It’s so boats can pass.”

      Malin clapped a hand to his own forehead. “So we’re stuck here for how long?”

      “Until power is restored,” Elna said.

      At this, the room went dead silent. Even the dog had finally stopped making noise, as Selene paced back and forth in front of the west-facing windows, drawing her long shadow across the room. Afternoon was giving way to evening all too quickly, the orange light taking on a slight purplish hue.

      “We need a—” Elna almost said it a third time but caught herself.

      “It’s no use,” Garret said, interrupting her. “It’ll be night soon. We can’t do anything but light candles. If the power’s not restored by tomorrow morning—and it won’t be—then we can take inventory of what you’ve got on the island.”

      “We have a powered water pump system,” Elna said, “with a backup generator. We’ve got canned food.”

      “How much?” Garret asked.

      Elna pictured the food pantry in her mind. How much would it last the handful of people on the island? “Maybe a week’s worth,” she said. “Plus, we have a stocked freezer and a small garden. We’re not a big operation here, as you all know, but we’re not without means.”

      “And we have plenty of wine,” her father added.

      Selene groaned loudly. “So we just have to stay put for the night with no idea what’s happened in the rest of the country? With no electricity? No phones?”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Elna replied, trying to keep the fear out of her voice. She almost succeeded. All of this would have been so much easier without the guests. She dreaded having to deal with them if the problem persisted. She wasn’t good around people; especially strangers. “I’m afraid so. I think Garret’s right. In the morning, we can figure out what to do.”

      “We get off this island is what we do,” Malin said concern etched across his face. “We swim, we float on a log, we do whatever we have to do, but we get off this island. That’s it. I have a fiancée to return to. She’s all the way in Las Vegas, and she’s waiting for me.” To punctuate his point, he smacked the bar with his hand loudly enough to make Elna jump.

      Dabbing a sheen of sweat off her upper lip, she gazed through the west windows. The sun was dropping too fast. Night was in a hurry to arrive, ready to cast them into its hopeless dark. She shuddered at the thought.

      Reassure the guests, dummy, she scolded herself. That’s your job.

      “It’s okay, folks,” she said. “We have comfortable accommodations for you tonight. We’ll figure this all out in the morning.”

      Her father had an uneasy smile plastered on his face, but he nodded at her and gave her a thumbs-up. Clearly, he wanted to reassure her that she’d handled it well, but she didn’t feel reassured. Not at all.
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      Garret spat a big gob of chewed-up bagel as he spoke. It landed on the table near the bowl of raisins. Elna quickly covered it with a napkin then tried to surreptitiously wipe it away. They were sitting at tables on the shaded veranda overlooking the parking lot, a crisp morning breeze sweeping over the island from the Pacific. Elna hadn’t slept well that night, and she had a pounding headache. By the looks of the people around her, she wasn’t alone.

      “I’m not claiming to be a scientist,” Garret was saying, a bit louder than necessary. His big face seemed redder and rounder than ever, and his thick fingers were crushing the life out of the bagel. “I’ve just read some things about EMPs. I know what we’re dealing with better than most of you. That’s not bragging, okay? That’s a fact.”

      Selene was nibbling on a bit of prosciutto, her dog curled up in her lap. The morning looked so ordinary. Elna had experienced a thousand mornings like this on the island: guests on the veranda, sunlight streaming across the bay from the east, wind stirring the vines. No smoke billowed up in the distance, no sign of the apocalypse carried on the wind, but one glance at her dark cell phone screen told her the truth. Something was very, very wrong.

      “So tell us what you know,” Selene said. “Or maybe I don’t want to hear it.”

      “I’m getting to it,” Garret said sharply. He was wearing the same clothes from the day before, and his dark hair looked like he hadn’t bothered to run a comb through it. “Basically, what we’re dealing with is a nuke—or, in this case, dozens of nukes. They explode in the ionosphere and create a massive electromagnetic pulse.”

      “But we didn’t see any sign of explosions,” Malin said, swirling a bit of cold coffee in a ceramic mug, his own breakfast lying untouched on the table. “We didn’t feel or hear any shockwaves.”

      “Dude, they could have been detonated hundreds of miles from here,” Garret said. “A big enough EMP can impact a huge area. They said all of North America.”

      “I know they said it,” Malin replied, gripping his forehead. “I just have a hard time accepting it.”

      “What does an electromagnetic pulse do?” Selene asked.

      “It causes a rapid increase in charged particles,” Garret said, ripping another bagel in half. “Then it sends out a massive wave of electrical currents, and basically, any piece of modern electrical equipment in the area gets fried. Cars, phone systems, computers, the whole power grid. Blasted. Wiped out. Gone!” And with that, he stuffed another chunk of bagel into his mouth and bit down hard, as if taking his frustration out on the food.

      “You’re being a little overdramatic,” Malin said. “Fried? Blasted? Wiped out? I don’t think so. It could just cause transformers to overload, trip circuits breakers and stuff. Let’s not forget, you run a construction company. Anything you know about EMPs came from Google searches, not from actual training or expertise.”

      “What’s your point?”

      “Just that we should take it all with a grain of salt,” Malin said. “A lot of websites are full of alarmist content. They deal in worst-case scenarios. Our situation might not be so bad. We don’t know that every piece of electronics is destroyed. We don’t know anything yet. Why assume?”

      Elna nodded, not because she knew Malin was right but because she wanted him to be. “It wouldn’t take much to overload the power grid. Might be a while before they can get it up and running again.”

      “Powered things can be repaired,” Malin said. “It’s not going to fry everything.”

      “Dude, it’ll burn out the circuits,” Garret said. “Complete obliteration. Stop with your wishful thinking.”

      “Okay, I’ve heard enough,” Selene said. “I never should have asked. Please stop talking about this.” She seemed on the verge of tears. The woman had looked distressed from the moment she’d arrived on the island, but now she appeared to be on the verge of some kind of breakdown. “Please!”

      Elna’s father rose from his seat and stepped over to the porch railing, leaning heavily against it. He’d been sitting with an older couple, the white-haired and bent septuagenarians, Joe and Rita Dulles, and they held hands as the others spoke. Elna envied them the comforting touch, but that was a thought-trail she didn’t want to go down. Another guest, Norman Davis, sat across from them. A portly middle-aged African American gentleman, Norman had a broad, handsome face and seemed especially fond of long-sleeve dress shirts and khaki pants

      “Nope, sorry,” Garret said. “Nobody wants to be wrong more than me, but an EMP big enough to affect the entire continent is going to burst power lines, fry circuit boards, kill vehicles on the road, and knock airplanes out of the sky. Think of all those screaming passengers, man. Damn. That could have been me and Malin! One second, flying along, going about your business, and the next second you’re falling out of the sky like you got swatted by the hand of God. We didn’t see the chaos because we’re stuck here in the middle of the ocean, but hell got unleashed yesterday evening.”

      Malin shook his head, pushing his untouched breakfast away from him. “None of us are experts on what an electromagnetic pulse can do. You’ve read a few articles, that’s it. What good does frightening everyone do? You’re just getting people worked up.”

      “Not wanting to hear the truth won’t make it go away,” Garret said, tossing the remaining chunk of bagel onto his plate so hard that it bounced and went sailing off toward the parking lot.

      This caused Selene’s dog to growl and give a halfhearted yip. Elna’s dad finally turned to face his guests, crossing his arms over his chest. His long wispy hair had fallen in his face, and he shook his head to get it out of his eyes. Despite his slight build, George Pasqualee could command attention when he wanted to. The look in his eyes, the set of his jaw, the way his heavy eyebrows drooped down, the bulge of muscles in his hairy forearms—Elna paused with everyone else, waiting for him to speak.

      “I’m with him,” her father said, nodding his head at Malin. “Maybe he’s wrong, maybe he’s right, but let’s not start talking about everything being blasted or airplanes falling out of the sky unless we know it’s true.”

      Norman, who had been quietly enjoying his bagel, spoke up then. “We shouldn’t do or say things that will cause undue stress. Better to stay calm and see how things play out. That’s what I say.” He had a deep, soft voice.

      “Exactly,” Mr. Pasqualee said. “Right now, we have to figure out what we’re doing next. Let’s assume this’ll get fixed soon and keep a positive attitude, okay? And then we go from there.”

      He gave Garret a lingering look, and their fierce gazes met somewhere in the air between them. Garret finally shrugged, pursed his lips, and leaned back in his chair. Elna wanted to agree with her father, but she couldn’t quite get there. How could they pretend like everything was going to be okay?

      “Hey, your call, Pasqualee,” Garret said, holding up both hands. “It’s your vineyard, after all. Yeah, we’ll have power in three hours. There you go. I said it. Now what?”

      “Let’s assume this might last a few days,” Elna’s father said. “What do we need to do to get through that time? Elna?” He gestured at his daughter.

      She sat up straight. Yes, this was where she was most comfortable: analyzing the problem and finding solutions. “What do people always need? Food, water, and shelter. We’ve got plenty of shelter.” She gestured at the building over her shoulder. “No problem there. We have the water pumps for the vineyard. Food will last a few days, maybe, right?”

      “Everything in the freezer will go bad,” he replied. “We’ve got cheese and crackers that should keep for a while, some canned vegetables.”

      “Or we drink ourselves under the table and sleep until this mess is over,” Selene muttered, furiously petting her dog.

      Garret scowled at her and seemed on the verge of saying something. Why did he always look so hostile? Finally, he blew his breath out loudly and stood up.

      “I think we should gather up all the tools you’ve got around the property and bring them together to one place,” he said. “You never know what we might need, and we won’t want to go searching around if there’s an emergency.”

      “Emergency like what?” Malin said. “The power went out. That’s all.”

      “I happen to think he’s right,” Elna’s father said. “Let’s break up into small groups. We’ll round up anything of use and bring it back to the tasting room. We’ll store everything there for easy access.”

      “Do we have to?” Selene said with a sigh.

      “Isn’t it better than sitting here and imagining the worst?” George said, giving her a pointed look.

      Selene hugged her dog tightly and bowed her head. “I suppose so,” she said softly, after a moment.

      “Good. Elna, you take a group to the water tank and see how much fresh water we have stored,” he said. “Run the longest hose to the main building. It should reach. Take these two with you.”

      He pointed at Malin and Garret, and Elna fought an urge to groan. She was tempted to argue with him—she just wanted to go alone—but what was the point? With a curt nod, she rose from her seat and beckoned the two men.

      “Follow me,” she said.
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      Elna was at her wit’s end with Malin and Garret. Despite being groom and best man, and apparently years-long friends, the two had very different personalities, and they constantly bickered making her wonder if they were always like this or if it was simply the stress of Malin’s upcoming wedding and their current situation. By the time they reached the water storage tank, the two had debated ad nauseum whether or not fried electronics could be repaired neither willing to concede to the other.

      “You’re telling me an overloaded electrical transformer can’t be fixed?” Malin said.

      “We’re talking about circuits that have been burned out,” Garret replied. “What don’t you get about that? Burned out!”

      Malin scrubbed his face with his hands, his gold university class ring glinting in the morning sunlight. His gelled hair was starting to fall apart, stray blond strands sticking in various directions.

      The water storage tank sat in a small clearing amidst the vineyards. It pumped fresh water for irrigation. A metal ladder led to the top of the tank, and Elna made sure to get in front of the men so she could climb. Anything to put a little distance between them.

      “Okay, when it’s full, this tank holds 8,000 gallons,” she said, mounting the ladder. “I’ll check the level. You guys root around for loose tools.” She pointed to a small storage shed at the edge of the clearing. “You’ll find some stuff over there.” Just wander away, guys. Wander far, far away. Please!

      She reached the top of the tank and opened the small hatch to peer inside. It was a little less than half full. The vinyl tank liner made the water seem dark and murky, though she knew it was relatively clean.

      Maybe 3,000 gallons, she thought. A little more. With no power, the pump won’t work. We can use the generator, as long as it still has fuel. But how long will it last?

      “Surely it’s enough,” she muttered, as she started back down the ladder.

      In the end, they ran their longest irrigation hose from the water tank all the way to the tasting room. It reached the back door with just a little bit of slack left. Malin and Garret had rounded up some gardening tools: rakes, hoes, spades, shears, brooms, loppers, and more.

      Elna’s father, Selene and her dog, the Dulleses, and Norman were already gathered there. Canned food had been stacked on the bar alongside numerous bottles of water and boxes of crackers and snacks. Malin and Garret set the tools in the corner.

      “Backup generators aren’t working,” her father said. “Won’t even start.” As he said it, he hoisted a large 12-volt battery onto the bar. “But these lead-acid batteries still seem to have some power. Not sure if we can make use of them.” He hoisted a second battery beside the first one.

      “Water tank is half full,” Elna told him, arranging the tools thematically: snipping tools over here, long-handled tools over there.

      “We tried a few of the vehicles,” Norman said. “They won’t start. Heck, they don’t do anything. Interior lights don’t come on when you turn the key.”

      Elna caught Garret giving Malin a meaningful look, eyebrows climbing his lined forehead. See, dude, I was right, the look said. Elna cringed at the unnecessary intensity of it making her wonder what else was behind that look.

      “It’s as bad as I said,” Garret muttered, plopping himself down on a chair in the corner and propping his feet on a decorative barrel. “We are one-hundred percent screwed.”

      “You’re not helping,” Malin replied. “I have to get to Vegas. There’s no telling what Claire is going through there. Our wedding is supposed to be in two days, and now she’s stuck at the Fremont Hotel with her bridesmaids. Can you imagine how crazy things are in Las Vegas right now? Especially on Fremont Street. All of those tourists must be going nuts. She’s not safe, dude. Plus, she has no idea what’s happening to me. I’m sure she’s worried sick.”

      “Well, you’d better send up smoke signals or something to let her know you’re fine,” Garret replied. “There’s no easy way off this island, and, believe me, I want to get out of here as much as anyone.”

      “Guys, don’t start fighting again,” Selene said, carrying her dog into the far corner. “It stresses out Sniffy.”

      “Who’s Sniffy?” Garret said with a laugh.

      Selene didn’t answer, but instead hugged her dog tightly and gazed out a window.

      “I’m supposed to get married,” Malin said, directing the comment at Selene. “I think you can understand why I might be a bit on edge.”

      To this, Selene shrugged. She didn’t bother looking at him, but she muttered, almost inaudibly, “Oh, marriage isn’t so great anyway.”

      “Folks, let’s not give up,” Elna’s father said. He attempted what was almost certainly meant to sound like a friendly chuckle. It came across as forced. “Things are not so bad. Look, there’s a lot of good food in the freezer. Since it’ll spoil, why don’t we go ahead and prepare a nice big lunch? We’ll have steak and mashed potatoes, a pasta salad, some chicken, steamed vegetables, all sorts of delicious things.”

      “One nice meal,” Garret muttered, “before we start scrounging for scraps like rodents.”

      Elna’s mood was definitely drifting toward the Garret end of the spectrum. How could Pop pretend like everything was okay? Didn’t he understand that within days, if they didn’t find some drastic solution, they would be in real danger here on the island? Wine alone wouldn’t keep them alive (though it would ease their long, painful demise), and it was weeks past the August harvest time. The grapes wouldn’t be edible for a while.

      As her father invited the guests to the kitchen to help with lunch, Elna rose and turned to her father. He was beaming from beside the stacks of cans. Elna waited until the guests had filed out of the room before approaching him.

      “Pop, you shouldn’t give them false hope,” she said softly.

      “If I don’t try to keep things positive, they’ll be at each other’s throats in no time,” he replied, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Even with this small group, if everyone starts to panic, we’ll have instant chaos.”

      He had a point. A positive attitude, even if forced, would keep them levelheaded and contribute to clear thinking. She was letting Garret and Malin get to her.

      “Okay, I get it,” she said. “No sense worrying too far ahead. One problem at a time.”

      “There you go,” her father said, reaching across the bar to pat her on the shoulder. “That’s the way. Now, let’s eat, and let’s try not to think about the future for a little while.”
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      It took a little over an hour, and most of the guests helping, to prepare the rather ridiculous meal. In the end, they produced an impressive spread of steak, mashed potatoes, steamed vegetables, baked chicken, shrimp cocktail, pasta salad, bread, cheese, fruit, and plenty of wine. Elna was hungry, having skipped breakfast, but the stress of trying to maintain a positive attitude made it a little hard to eat. She forced herself to down as much as she could. Gazing around the table, it felt a little bit like the Last Supper. Will we ever eat a real meal like this again?

      Norman seemed fondest of the mashed potatoes, and he’d heaped them on his plate to overflowing. Joe and Rita sat beside him, the elderly couple primly eating shrimp cocktail and green beans. Malin had a voracious appetite and had already wolfed down two steaks, two chicken breasts, and plenty of shrimp over the course of an hour, all while periodically complaining about missing his wedding. His best man, on the other hand, seemed to mostly have an appetite for red wine, and he kept a bottle at hand throughout the meal.

      “Help yourselves to seconds and thirds, folks,” Elna’s father said, a bit of mashed potato hanging off the corner of his mustache. “Eat as much as you can. It won’t keep.” Elna was impressed at how gregarious he managed to sound. Years of trying to keep guests happy had clearly taught him how to fake it very well.

      Selene was trying to get a reluctant Sniffy to eat a shrimp, but for some reason, the dog wouldn’t take it. The usual chitchat one might expect at a big meal was absent, so the room was full of chewing and chomping and the clanking of silverware against plates. Finally, Norman broke the tension.

      “I don’t remember if I told you guys, but I own a gift shop in Santa Cruz,” he said. “You’ll never guess the name. It’s called Norman’s. That’s right. I named it after myself.” He had a pleasant voice, deep and almost musical. Elna found that it made her sleepy.

      “A fellow business owner,” Pop said. “Very nice.”

      “Is it on the wharf?” Malin asked. “My favorite seafood place is about halfway down the Santa Cruz Wharf.”

      “No, not that lucky.” Norman scooped up another big heap of mashed potatoes and gravy and proceeded to eat it while continuing to speak. “A few blocks north. It was always my dream to run my own place. I had to work hard for other people a long time before I could get the loan. We got all kinds of seashells and snow globes, funny coffee mugs and stuff for your home. We got t-shirts and bumper stickers and locally crafted art.”

      “Sounds nice,” Selene said. “My sort of place.”

      “The first few years were hard,” he said. “So hard. But I hung in there, and eventually the tourists figured out where we were. When the motel came in next door, it really helped. Lately, we’ve been doing so good that I decided to take a vacation. First vacation in five years.” He sipped from his glass of wine. “That’s why I’m here instead of looking after the store.”

      “Surely, no one would loot a gift shop,” Rita Dulles said, a sharp edge to her voice as if the very idea offended her deepest sensibilities. “It’ll be waiting for you when you get back.”

      “I’d like to think you’re right,” Norman said, and then, a wistful look on his face, he added, “I had it looking so nice in there. I wish I could show you. There’s a lot of pictures on my phone, but…you know…”

      “Maybe we’ll see it someday,” Malin said. “Save a snow globe for me. Claire loves those things.”

      “I will. What about the rest of you? What did you do on the mainland? What are you trying to get back to?”

      His questions hung in the air for a few seconds as guests glanced at each other.

      Malin washed down whatever he was eating with a large gulp of wine before he spoke up. “I’m a business owner too. I run a company that rents outdoor equipment, like mountain bikes, kayaks, GoPro cameras, scuba gear. Wasn’t my original plan. I went to college to learn business so I could become an entrepreneur. Which I am, but I thought I’d launch some cutting-edge startup—riding the wave of innovation. As it turns out, you have to have an innovative idea to be on the cutting edge, so there you go. Instead, I used a small-business loan to start Weber Outdoors. It’s profitable, if not entirely exciting.”

      “That sounds nice, though,” Norman said.

      Malin only shrugged at this seeming uncomfortable with the praise. Elna wasn’t entirely surprised at his profession, though she’d half expected him to say he was a professional surfer. He certainly had the look.

      “Who else?” Norman said.

      After a few more seconds of awkward silence, Selene cleared her throat. “I’m an alternative medicine specialist. Naturopathy, mostly.” She gave people at the table a hard stare, lingering on Elna.

      She expects me to mock her, Elna thought. Let’s surprise her with a compliment.

      “Naturopathy,” Elna replied. “That’s about treating disease through health and diet, right? I’ve heard about it. Might be more important than ever in a world with no electricity.”

      “Yes, and also herbal medicine,” Selene continued, dropping her gaze. “Plus…I read people’s fortunes. That earns the most money by far, but it’s not what I really care about. Turns out, I’m pretty good at it. People like what I have to say.”

      She didn’t bother looking up this time, and Elna didn’t bother trying to give her a positive response.

      No, can’t go with you there, girl, Elna thought.

      “Anyway, I haven’t done much of that in a while,” Selene said. “Haven’t done much work at all. Mostly, it’s just me and my dog.”

      “That’s real nice,” Norman said. “Anyone else?”

      In the quiet that followed this time, it became clear that no one else was willing to participate. Garret was too fixed on his bottle of wine, and the Dulleses had mostly eaten in silence. Finally, Pop cleared his throat and said, “I think you know what my daughter and I do. Our name is on the sign as you drive in.”

      “Hard to miss,” Norman said.

      By the time most people had eaten their fill, Garret was swaying in his seat, lips stained red from wine. He spilled some on his shirt, but he didn’t seem to notice or care. Finally, muttering a string of cuss words for no apparent reason, he tipped forward, and his cheek thudded against the tabletop.

      “I guess he’s done,” Elna’s father said.

      “Good,” Malin said sourly. “Someone want to help me carry him to his room?”

      At a glance from her father, Elna sighed and rose from the table.
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      The reality of their situation began to settle in sometime in the afternoon. Elna was helping arrange their food supplies in the tasting room as her father rooted through drawers looking for anything useful to add to the stockpile. Selene was sitting in the corner, quietly staring out a window. Other guests came and went, while Garret slept off his lunchtime indulgence.

      Elna considered their meager supplies. Really, it wasn’t much. They had enough canned food to last a few days at most. And then what? It wasn’t a big island. What if Garret was right? What if the damage was permanent and the power wasn’t coming back on ever? Her father’s optimism was beginning to seem foolish. Still, Elna’s own anxiety had given way to determination. They weren’t going to roll over and die, not if she had anything to do with it.

      “Pop, what about the other buildings on the island that haven’t been searched?” she asked. “There’s that big shed down by the causeway. There’s the lighthouse.”

      Her father had just found another small radio in a drawer in the storage closet behind the bar. He brought it out and set it on the counter. Then he set an unopened pack of C batteries beside it.

      “I suppose we should head out there,” he said, tearing open the battery pack. “We should probably scour the whole island. I just…” He shook his head. As he spoke, he put the unused batteries into the radio. “Elna, we’re a small operation here. A boutique winery. Even when we have a full complement of seasonal workers, there are never more than nine on staff. Remember when the Diocese of Santa Rosa wanted us to provide communion wine, and we had to turn them down? We don’t have that much.”

      “All the more reason to search everywhere on the island,” she said.

      He closed the battery compartment and flicked the on switch. The radio didn’t respond. With an angry grunt, he tossed the radio back into the closet. It hit the ground, bounced loudly, and broke against the far wall. A startled Selene came out of her seat, and Sniffy gave a loud bark.

      “Sorry, ma’am,” Elna’s father said. “I dropped it.”

      “Pop, we can be optimistic and still prepare for the worst,” Elna said. “Anyway, solving problems and stockpiling gear isn’t pessimism.”

      “Right, right.” He sniffed, scratched at his mustache, and said, “Okay, fine, let’s round up whoever wants to help and see what we can find. Just be careful how you talk about this to the guests. Things are already tense.”

      “Your biggest source of tension is currently asleep,” she reminded him.

      “Yes,” he said. “Good. Let’s see if any of the guests want to come with us. Might help to give them something to do.”

      Malin, Selene, and Norman agreed to come with them. The Dulleses preferred to relax on the
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