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Where can I go that you can't see me
Where can I run and hide from you
If I fly up to the highest heaven
You are there



Where can I go, I'm ashamed to face you
Where can I run and hide from you
If I bury myself in the deepest hell
Behold you are there



If I take the wings of the dawn
And fly to the end of the farthest sea
Even there your hand will lead me
Your right hand uphold me











  
  1
Nightmare

San Francisco - January 31, 2127


She stood alone beneath a starless sky. From the valley below, a fetid wind blew choking smoke in her face. Here and there below her, ruddy firelight pulsed bloody stains on broken walls. She turned full circle, confused, every muscle tensed as dark, desolate ruins loomed, threatening to collapse and bury her. 
Wrenched awake, Antonia gasped, anguish and horror gripping her in momentary paralysis. She tried to breathe and wipe the tears from her gritty eyes, but her hair was tangled around her arms. What had she seen? She struggled to pull the fleeting vision back as she untangled herself from her unruly mane. 
“Ay caramba!” Pedro growled from his surly stupor, pulling the blanket up over his head. She stopped and lay still, a quiet contradiction to the tumult in her head, hoping he would drift back to sleep as seconds ticked by. When he started snoring, she folded the covers away on her side of the bed and pulled her slender legs free, careful not to disturb him. 
More awake now, all their big plans marched before her in ordered ranks. It would be a busy day. For the first time since Dorothea got married, all the women of her family would go out together. She should be excited. She’d been looking forward to this for weeks, but apprehension cast a dark shadow over everything. 
Shivering she grabbed her bathrobe from the hook, covering her flimsy nightie. She walked the few steps across their small upstairs bedroom in her parent’s home. Rubbing her arms, she dragged the crocheted throw from the back of the overstuffed chair. It sat by the window overlooking their patch of backyard and gave her a partial view of the city. 
This cozy chair usually welcomed her, but her foreboding made every shadow a black hole, full of threats. She sat, pulling the throw over herself and tucking her legs under it, shaking her head, trying to clear the cobwebs.
She closed her eyes and her soul reached out in the stillness. “Help me Adonai, what is this? Only a nightmare? Is it from the enemy?” 
Tension tightened her shoulders as a sense of urgency filled her and thought took shape. Her eyes opened wide. Stay home? Impossible. But there it was, that all too familiar, gentle prod in her mind. Oh no! she thought, and let her head drop against the curved back of the chair. Not today of all days! No one will want to stay home; they won’t listen to me! 
“I can’t do it.” She whispered to the empty air. Pedro turned in bed, and Antonia lifted her head, frowning. She needed to think and didn't want any distractions. Turning back to the window, she pulled the curtains aside and scrutinized the area of the city visible to her, determined to pinpoint the source of her unease. 
A couple of teenagers in the yard behind theirs swung lightsabers at each other, their vests flashing red when they got hit. They shouted lewd taunts at one another, oblivious to the shadows she sensed pressing in around them. She saw nothing out of the ordinary, but the growing storm on her inner horizon made the sunny day seem like a façade. One breath, and it would peel away, leaving the city a bleak, empty ruin. She cringed—a shadow of the forgotten dream? It made all their present plans look like flimsy tinker-toy constructs. What could possibly happen that would endanger them all?
Jaw clenched, she jumped up, pulled some jeans and the new cashmere sweater she’d ordered for the occasion from her drawer. Maybe Mamá was awake — she must be awake. A smile cracked the vise of fear at the thought, as she shed her nightwear and pulled on her clothes. She would know what to do. 
Always the first to rise, Mamá cheerfully prepared breakfast for the family. Antonia glanced over at Pedro’s still form as she got dressed. He snored, the shadow of his handsome profile repeated on the wall beside their bed. She rolled her eyes. She'd married a man who looked like a movie star but couldn't hold down a job. The distant clatter of dishes heralded Mamá busy in the kitchen; she sighed. Pedro's mother died when he was small, and his father never remarried. 
The spicy scent of huevos revueltos came wafting up the stairs from the kitchen, jerking her back to the present problem. Her forehead furrowed as a cloud passed across the sun and the room dimmed. Again, unease grated on her nerves like rats scratching in the walls as she struggled to get a comb through her tangled curls, growling under her breath at their orneriness. 
Spritzing with detangler, she finally won the hair battle and, out of habit, applied her makeup with studied care. That gave her time to think. What on earth should she tell Mamá? She wished the plug-in Papa installed last year hadn't shackled their AI. She could use help today to frame an effective argument. 
Authorities arrested a couple in their home group last month and the threat of government surveillance made Papa vigilant.. They all feared that heavy knock on their doors; an arrest, a beating, or heavy fines could ruin a family. So, he’d allowed Raphael to purchase the plug-in on the black market. 
Being looked upon as a “cancer in the fabric of society” made life more complicated. Dressed but not feeling ready, she grimaced as she tiptoed through the door, shutting it carefully behind her. Bracing herself for the inevitable confrontation with her family, she stopped at the top of the stairs and took a deep breath to calm herself. 
“Adonai, please give me words. I can’t think of anything! I’m not good at this! Why couldn’t it have been Concha, or Mamá?” 
How could she make them understand something so intangible? How could she communicate the possibility of death and destruction to a family ready for a holiday? Her face mirrored the profound distraction of her soul as she glided down the stairs with a dancer's grace. 






  
  2
Mamá


Maria tasted the egg and pepper scramble as it hissed at her from the large cast-iron skillet she so loved. An essential piece of cookware for their Hispanic cuisine. Well maintained and passed down through several generations, no modern marvel could rival it. 
Their family prided itself on keeping family traditions, and their home was full of antiques. Each piece had a story. She smiled over childhood memories as she inhaled the aromas and added more pepper sauce before turning the bowl of cubed parboiled potatoes into it. 
Maria turned her thoughts to the day ahead. Soon her girls would all be here. They’d eat, then head downtown and shop at their favorite stores. She enjoyed the camaraderie as they helped each other find the perfect colors and styles to complement their best features. It had been too long!  
The wooden staircase creaked, and Maria leaned away from the stove to peek out of her cozy kitchen. Antonia was up and dressed, her dark hair tumbling in spiral curls over her slim shoulders as she glided down the stairs. It cascaded over her arms, still damp from spritzing. Worry etched lines in her sweet face as she made her way through the dining room. 
Maria had a special soft spot for her fourth child, her third daughter, so like her, from her petite size and dancer’s grace to her spunky can-do attitude. 
“My goodness Antonia, what’s wrong? Didn’t you sleep well?” 
“I slept fine till this morning, then I had a very freaky, terrifying dream... but I can’t remember it!” 
“Pobrecita! I’m so sorry.” Maria set the spatula down and hugged her. “Everything is fine sweetheart.” She stroked her daughter’s back. 
Antonia rested a moment in her arms, and Maria’s heart warmed, satisfied that all was well—until Antonia stiffened, took a deep breath, and poured out her distress. 
“No, it isn’t fine.” She pulled away, determination giving her voice a hard edge. “I feel so strong in my gut Mamá — we need to stay home today.” 
Maria frowned. What was this? 
“The dream frightened me, and I can’t shake it off. I asked Adonai why, and where it came from. I didn’t hear an audible voice, but I know I need to tell everyone that we shouldn’t go out.”
Desperation edged her voice and lit a fire in her eyes. “Something is wrong Mamá! Don’t you feel it?” 
Maria turned back to the stove, perturbed as she considered this disruption to their joyful day. She chopped and stirred the spicy egg, potato, and pepper scramble. Though it didn’t need it, she needed a moment to collect herself. 
Antonia’s pronouncement, like a sudden wind, scattered her thoughts like so many dry leaves. This was beyond strange; she hardly knew what to say. She turned off the burner and pulled hot tortillas out of the oven. 
“Nooo,” she finally answered as she placed them in a warmed ceramic dish, “I’m excited about a fun day with my girls. Maybe you’re reacting to your recent troubles. It must feel like a big step backward to go from independence to living at home again.” 
Maria turned, gently took Antonia’s chin in hand and looked into her dark eyes, so deep, so fearful. 
“What is going on? Is there something you’re not telling me?” 
“No Mamá! I feel like something horrible is going to happen, and it’s so strong it hurts. Please Mamá, can we stay home? I believe we’ll be safe here... we need to stay home today!” 
Maria tried to remain calm. She couldn’t risk aggravating and increasing her daughter’s distress, but she must console her before the rest of the girls arrived. 
“Do you have a headache?” She laid the back of her hand on Antonia’s forehead. 
“No Mamá.” 
“Have you had an argument with Pedro?” 
“No Mamá, he’s still asleep!” 
“Who’s asleep?” Pedro asked as he entered the kitchen. “Hola mamasita,” he greeted Maria with a sly grin on his handsome face and bent to kiss her on the cheek. 
“Buenos dias to you, Pedrito, you charmer.” Maria gave him a small smile. Her faith in his stability had worn thin over the past few months. His carefully cultured veneer had been cracking ever since he married Antonia — and his timing was horrible! 
Pedro grabbed a tortilla, his easy manner completely at odds with the crackling tension in the room. 
“I’m going to Carlos and Concha’s to hang with the guys. She’s on her way here with your sisters.” He grinned at Antonia as he held the tortilla out and Maria scooped some of the scramble into it, none too gently.
Oblivious, he added some grated cheese. Rolling it deftly, he stopped to give Antonia a kiss and ambled out the door. 
She stood quietly for a moment staring after him. Maria hoped Pedro’s relaxed attitude carried her point and reduced the intensity of Antonia’s fear. She watched her walk to the cabinet, grab a plate and serve herself, lost in her inner world. Maria sighed, took down a small stack of plates and set them on the counter. 
“Oh, sorry Mamá, I could have done that.” 
“It’s okay, you’re not feeling well this morning.” 
Tension flared as Antonia frowned and averted her eyes. Stiffness supplanted her usual grace as she turned and stalked into the dining room. Maria barely suppressed a groan. She could sense the roiling rip current beneath the surface, yet revealed in Antonia’s strained and agitated movements. 
With unusual sensitivity to this daughter, Maria struggled to maintain enough emotional distance to keep from getting sucked into her state of mind. She had other family members and their plans to consider. Somehow, she must reassure Antonia that her strange dream was only a nightmare and prevent a family disaster. 
The muffled laughter of her girls drifted in from outside, and Maria walked into the dining room as Antonia sat up straight and turned toward the front door. 
“Your daughters have arrived,” the home AI announced in pleasant tones as the front door opened and excited chatter rang through the house. 
Antonia rolled her eyes. “Duh!” 
Maria huffed at Antonia’s childish behavior and headed to the entryway to greet her girls.
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The Battle


Esmeralda rushed past Maria and into the dining room. “Antonia!” She clapped her hands together as Antonia rose from her chair. Esmé enveloped Antonia’s slender frame into her softer, more rounded one, excitement dancing in her hazel eyes and flushing her cheeks to a rosy hue. 
“We got here early. We’re already having a great time!” she said, eager to go on an outing with all her older sisters. 
The older girls hugged their mother as they filed in. 
“Hola chica!” Dorothea and Concha greeted and hugged Antonia. Dorothea’s athletic frame buzzed with anticipation. Concha’s dark eyes glowed. The eldest at twenty-seven, she was tall and slender, full of confidence, and stunning. 
Maria smiled her approval, then glanced sidelong at Antonia, eyes probing as she finally embraced Esmé, who’d eluded her greeting to hug her favorite sister. 
Antonia met her gaze and held it, tugging at a stray curl, face tense with anxiety. Maria considered their earlier conversation and shook her head, cautioning Antonia to keep quiet. She recalled that twice in her childhood Antonia perceived something crossing the lines of morality and safety. Maria ignored it both times, but each time the child had been uncannily correct. She should at least bring her concerns to the girls’ attention. 
Today, of all days, she wanted Antonia’s premonition to be wrong. She stood as tall as her five-foot three-inch frame would allow. “Girls, please listen for a moment. I need to speak to you all before we go.” 
They waited, mute and attentive, to hear what she would say. 
Antonia’s hand dropped from her hair to her side as she relaxed, and Maria considered how to phrase this. She watched the girls as she spoke to gauge their reactions.
“Antonia had a nightmare this morning and feels uneasy about our outing. She’s concerned something bad will happen and believes we’ll be safer staying home. Have you girls had any peculiar or frightening dreams? Do any of you sense that something’s wrong today?” 
Concha gaped, eyes wide, incredulous. Esmé looked worried, and Dorothea, curious. Concha was going to be the tough one, but she shot her a stern look and continued.
“I don’t want to ignore this. Antonia has always been intuitive.” 
Concha’s expression darkened. 
“I understand how you feel.” Maria looked at Concha and Esmé in sympathy. “We’ve all been looking forward to this outing. I’ve had no sense of foreboding. If you girls are confident all is well, and none of you are uneasy, we will look at this as a bad case of nerves and go ahead with our plans.” 
With a determined smile, Concha tossed her waist-length braid over her shoulder and scoffed, “Are you kidding? We’re ready to celebrate!” 
She turned to the other girls, hands on her hips, “We’ve been looking forward to this for weeks. It’s been so long since we had some fun together!” 
Dorothea’s face mirrored Mama’s concern, but she nodded her head in agreement and turned to Antonia. 
“I’m sorry you’re anxious chica, but I’ve sensed nothing.” She shrugged her shoulders, her dark eyes sympathetic. 
Esmé giggled into her hand, uncertain, but nodded her agreement. 
Antonia was at a loss. Mamá had failed. What now? She turned away from her family, shaken and confused. “What am I supposed to do now?” she whispered heavenward in desperation as her sisters discussed the matter. “What can I do? Tell me!” But no answer came, and she squeezed her eyes shut in a vain attempt to halt her frustrated tears. 
Concerned and sympathetic, Esmé offered words she would find comforting, “Antonia, everything’s great. Think of all the good food we’ll eat... and shopping together... and then the parade! We’ll have so much fun!” 
Dorothea walked over and embraced her. “Hey, come on mi ciela, relax, let’s go have some fun. You’ll see... everything’s going to be perfect, no troubles!” 
Antonia turned her tear-streaked face to them. “No, it won’t be perfect. Something awful is going to happen today—something horrible! I want you all to be safe!” 
Then, against her better judgement, she blurted, “I don’t want you to die!” 
Concha confronted Antonia, “Are you serious?! You’re acting crazy chica, lighten up!” 
“Concha,” Mamá warned. Concha frowned and shrugged.
Dorothea gave Antonia an encouraging smile. “Maybe if you lie down for a bit, you’ll feel better,” she coaxed.
“I’m not sick!” Antonia shouted, anxiety boiling over into anger at her own impotence. “I’m  terrified of losing you all! I love you!”
The girls stopped and stood staring at her in disbelief, their patience exhausted. Mamá folded her arms as if to hold them all together, shaking her head in bewilderment. 
“What on earth do you think is going to happen?” Dorothea asked, perplexed. 
“I don’t know! I wish I could tell you... but I just don’t know!” 
“I’m not willing to change my plans just because you are afraid!” Concha groused, “I don’t think I’m in any danger going shopping and to a parade!” 
“Adonai, help us!” Mamá dropped into a chair with a groan. 
Antonia lifted her hands in surrender. “I’m sorry! I can’t do this!” 
She gave them all one last pleading look and fled up the stairs to her room. “Now I’ve ruined everything!” Somehow, her room seemed darker as guilt raised its ugly head. 
She dropped onto her bed, “Why today of all days! Adonai...” She pounded her pillow. “What’s—wrong—with—me?” 
A dull ache pressed behind her forehead and eyes. 
A news report echoed from room to room in the home speaker system, “Japan suffered a major earthquake yesterday, and early this morning the offshore Fairweather fault along the Alaskan coast...” 
“Silva room sound off!” she commanded, tearful and angry. 
“No problem, Antonia,” the pleasant voice of the AI answered. 
“No problem, no problem,” she said, her voice laced with sarcasm. “Everyone is so sure, everyone but me!” she shouted into her pillow. Then her muscles relaxed and unwound as she accepted defeat.
In the sudden silence, Antonia noticed the argument downstairs had quieted. She rose from her bed, grabbed a tissue from the bedside table, dabbed her eyes and blew her nose as she listened to her family’s soft voices conversing in hushed tones. 
Walking two steps to the overstuffed chair in the corner, she whirled and sat down hard, wincing as pain shot through her temples. She pulled her feet up and hugged her knees. Now her head throbbed.
As she sat contemplating her abject failure, she studied her cozy room. The warm, sunny walls, usually so cheerful, looked drab as a cloud obscured the sun. Two of her best embroidered works hung framed as a colorful counterpoint. She took a deep breath, trying to inhale a little comfort from the familiarity of her childhood retreat, once shared with Esmeralda, now with Pedro. 
They’d moved back here only two weeks ago, while he looked for new employment. Fired from his last job, he’d blamed it on his boss, but Antonia wondered. He could be mouthy, not always a paramount of discretion. 
She sighed. He was probably having a wonderful time, hanging out with the men of the family while she sat here and moped. Maybe she was mistaken, as Mamá suggested, and reacting to stress from their recent setbacks. 
She rested her chin on her knees and considered. She was at an impasse, frightened for her family, but why? None of this made any sense. Despite all her pleading, Mamá and her sisters were going to the Chinese New Year festivities. 
Afraid to go, and now dealing with a fierce headache, she would stay home—alone. She groaned as her sisters’ laughter trailed out the door. 
Antonia looked up as Mamá poked her head in, the worry on her face warring with her obvious desire to enjoy the day. “Mija, you are flushed, you must be coming down with something.” She hurried into the small room and sat on the arm of the chair, brushing a stray curl from Antonia’s damp cheek and feeling her forehead. 
Antonia hugged her around her waist. “I’m so sorry, I don’t understand why I feel like this and I’m sorry I made everyone upset. I don’t know what to do. My head hurts, so I think I’ll lie down for a while.” 
“That would be wise.” Maria gently stroked her daughter’s head. “Take an immune booster with a glass of orange juice. A cool cloth with a few drops of lavender and peppermint oils on your forehead will help you relax.” She rose as Antonia unwound her arms and walked the few steps to the door, where she stopped and turned. “Put a cold pack under your neck too. I’ll send Pedro for you in an hour or so. If you’re feeling better then, you won’t miss much, okay?” 
“Okay, please be careful,” Antonia urged as Maria stepped toward the door. “I guess I’ll see you later. Adios Mamá.” 
“Are you coming Mamá? We’ll miss the EGB!” Concha shouted up the stairs. 
“Then we’ll take the next one, Concha!” Maria’s voice cut like a knife and she relented. “I’ll be down in a moment,” she responded in a milder tone and sighed. 
Turning back from the door, she walked the few steps to Antonia’s chair and kissed her lightly on the top of her head. “Shalom motek, mi ciela, Shalom!” 
Antonia smiled weakly, barely quenching the desire to hold on to her mother and keep her there. “Shalom, Mamá!” 
She’d done all she could, and maybe Mamá was right. Perhaps the nightmare was meaningless.








  
  4
Year of the Water Snake


The sun was high, as Charlie Teng helped his grandmother gently out of their Electro-grav van, one of four that ferried extended family here. Her hand seemed so tiny and frail in his large, strong one. She looked up at him, a serene smile on her wrinkled face, and he grinned back at her. 
His grandmother, so precious to him, was the spiritual rock of the Teng clan. They’d begun this new tradition last year at Grandmother Teng’s suggestion. A family picnic for Chinese New Year. He was looking forward to a fun, restful afternoon with his family. He helped Grandmother Teng get settled in her padded chair in the warm sunshine and stretched. What a beautiful day it was! He was glad they were here. 
He glanced at the other vans. Landing gear extended, everyone unbuckled and spilled out onto the grass. The view from this new park perched atop Twin Peaks was gorgeous on this unusually warm, sunny January day. The eve of the Year of the Water Snake—what would this year hold? 
He scoped out the area they’d chosen. Three picnic tables stood in a triangle, enough room for all of them. The playground and bathroom were close by. Other families dotted the grassy hillside, and it gave them a perfect view right down the center of Market Street. 
Years ago, the city acquired EGBs, electro-grav buses, replacing the trolley system with its unsightly overhead wires. This made Market Street, the broadest street in the city, perfect for parades and celebrations. As the sun set, they would sip hot tea, munch sweet almond cookies, and with their zoom camera connected to a large screen, be able to see the fireworks and lights of the parade in the city below them. Away from the crazies and decadence that seemed to permeate and pollute every holiday these days. 
Charlie watched as the women spread colorful cloths on picnic tables, and laid out plates, napkins, and utensils. The children frolicked, glad to be outdoors on the grass, away from the concrete in the city. His older sister, Carla’s teen girls, giggled behind their hands as their handsome cousins showed off their gymnastics. 
The sky was so huge up here, an enormous blue bowl on this cloudless day. He beckoned to little Jordan and Amy, nodding toward the playground.
“Would you like to swing while your parents get set up?”
“Yes, Uncle Charlie!” They ran ahead as he walked over to the playground. 
Charlie looked around him in admiration as he pushed Jordan on the swing. During his childhood, the city demolished the figure-eight road that used to present a broad view of the city to drivers in their wheeled vehicles. 
Terraced to give the park two levels, they planted the bay side of this peak with native plants and wildflowers, leaving the ocean side wild. EGBs and EGVs put little pressure on the grasses, making a road unnecessary. A proverbial feast for the eyes. 
He smiled as he watched the teens use the holo-map generator to project an overlay on the view of the city. They zoomed in and poked to get labels and information about what they were seeing. 
Amy, a petite 6-year-old, decided she’d had enough swinging and leapt gracefully off mid-swing, her long, straight hair streaming like a banner behind her. 
“Can I go to the ship?” she asked, pointing a delicate finger at the new playground apparatus. 
A stylized ship stood stalwart atop its unlikely mountain home, sprouting slides, climbing ropes, ladders, netting, and other playground paraphernalia. 
“Sure sweetie, but wait, let’s all go together.” 
“Jordan, let’s go check out that boat! She looks like the Scarlet Dragon!” 
“Okay!” Charlie stopped the swing and the sturdy 3-year-old jumped down. The kids ran on ahead as he strode toward the crazy ark. 
He saw Uncle Jake, an unassuming man with short, spiky, greying hair and a broad grin, ambling up the hillside, “Hey Charlie, let me take a turn with the kids!” 
“If you’d like.” He returned the smile. “I should get the barbecue started.” 
Uncle Jake nodded, and Charlie gave his shoulder a pat and headed back to the vans to get the folding metal tables for the small grills. 
As though God pushed a ‘pause’ button in the heavens, all movement on the mountain froze; everyone transfixed by the long, low groan that issued from deep in the bowels of the earth, a monster awakening. The earth heaved, and Charlie slammed to the ground as startled cries and shrieks resounded throughout the park.

      [image: ] All was peaceful as Antonia lay on the couch, relaxing and breathing deeply the spicy scents of mint and lavender. The cool cloth eased the burning pressure behind her eyes and her favorite music played quietly in the background. 
“Earthquake imminent, seek shelter immediately.” 
The dire warning was a jarring counterpoint to the calm voice of the A-I. Before she had time to react, she was bucked off the couch and hit the floor with a shriek. It rocked beneath her, and the entire house groaned and creaked in protest. 
The washcloth fell from her face, and as she looked around in horror, she saw cracks racing up the plaster walls. The table! She had to get under the table! She tried crawling but couldn’t keep her balance even on her hands and knees, so she crept flat on the floor, wriggling her way to the small sturdy side table by the hall doorway. 
Curling up underneath, she grabbed the leg to keep it and herself in sync. Antonia trembled. She wanted to jump up and run but lay there curled in a helpless ball—it just kept going and going. Would it never stop? She gasped, “Oh Yeshua! Oh Adonai!” Her terror intensified as she thought of her family. Where were they right now? A primal cry ripped from her chest as the whole nightmare surfaced with shocking clarity–crumbling buildings– people crushed under tons of debris. 
The front part of the house collapsed several feet with a terrible ripping and groaning as the bay window shattered with a sound like a rifle shot, spraying shards of glass across the living room. She cried out and turned her face to the wall, curling her free arm over her head as she clung to the table leg, fingers white with panicked pressure. 
Everything quieted except for the occasional pinging and tinkling of glass. She turned her head back and watched the couch she’d been lying on finish its shimmy across the hardwood floor of the living room. It had shielded her from flying fragments. The back and top of it bristled with shards of glass protruding from the internal wooden frame. 
She lifted her head, straining to hear anything. A preternatural stillness, as terrifying as the shuddering of the quake, had fallen like a heavy cloak. Antonia rolled to her side. Every scrape and shuffle sounded too loud. She looked around the room—so altered—stunned, trembling, and weak with shock. 

      [image: ]Charlie turned over and scanned the area as he crawled over the rolling earth to grandmother Teng’s side and put an arm around her under the armrests, pinning her to her chair. Everyone was okay. They looked frightened, but the family seemed unharmed. Now he turned to face the city. 
In stunned silence, he and grandmother Teng watched from their balcony seating as buildings swayed and the earth continued
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