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				And God saw that the wickedness of man was great in the earth.

			

			This may have been true. And if He’d told them that, they might have understood more. They might have learned that what ran through each of them, what they all felt, could in fact be named.

			
				And the Lord said, I will destroy man whom I have created from the face of the earth.

			

			And while God would act harshly, He would not act impulsively. And between His deciding to destroy all things and the act of doing so, He came to know Noah.

			
				Noah was a just man and perfect in his generations, and Noah walked with God. And Noah begat three sons, Shem, Ham, and Japheth.

			

			With Naamah. Naamah was the first one to know Noah to be a just man and perfect in his generations. Naamah married him before God ever spoke to him.

			Naamah bore Japheth first. Then Shem. Then Ham. Though at some point Shem fell into the position of the baby of the family, spoiled and watched over. And Noah’s walks with God continued, every afternoon, and sometimes into the night, as Naamah raised the boys.

			When Noah brought home God’s command to build the ark, Naamah helped him to make a model of the ark out of stalks of grass. “How can we do this?” Noah asked. And though neither of them could answer, they began the work of it.

			
				And every thing that is in the earth shall die. But with thee will I establish my covenant.

			

			They hurried their boys to marry, and they did without difficulty. Japheth married Adata; Ham, Neela; Shem, Sadie. Then there were eight of them to build. They worked for years. At night, they left and ate with their families, they played with children in the dirt. It was impossible for them to envision the destruction of the world. And why should they?

			Noah and Naamah shook with their imaginings.

			
				Two of every sort shall come unto thee, to keep them alive.

			

			“How can we do this?” Noah asked Naamah again.

			“If we don’t, we’ll die,” she answered. They were sitting on their bed.

			“Maybe we should die,” he said, “if every one of us is wicked.”

			“No,” she said, and she took him in her arms because he had begun to cry. “If I am sure of anything, I am sure that you and our children should not die.”

			He did not say anything.

			“I need you to be sure of it, too, Noah.” She pushed him away from herself. “I need for you, when you look at me, to be overwhelmed with the feeling that I should not die.”

			He looked at her and nodded slowly.

			“You don’t feel it,” she said.

			“I want to.”

			“What about our sons? Do you want them to die?”

			He shook his head.

			“But you think that maybe they should?”

			He nodded and she stormed around their bed, keeping her eyes up so he could see how she did not look at him.

			“Is it not love?” he shouted at her.

			She stopped and put her face very close to his. “Love is protecting them.”

			Neither of them said anything for a long time. They stayed in that position as if she could pin the thought into his head with her eyes.

			“Are you with me?” he asked her.

			“I am always with you,” she said.

			
				And Noah went in, and his sons, and his wife, and his sons’ wives with him, into the ark.

			

			When the rains began, Noah’s doubt left him.

			When the rains continued, his guilt left him.

			When the waters were high enough to lift the ark from the earth, he and all the family were asleep.

			When they woke, they were adrift.

			And what was remarkable, to them all, was that they could not feel the difference between the earth covered with life and the earth barren of it. They each had thought they’d feel it somewhere in their bodies—their chest or gut or bones—but none of them did.

			
				And the waters prevailed upon the earth.

			

			There was a time, then, when God forgot about the ark on the floodwaters. It was not a long time for God, but it was a long time. Enough that the family began to feel as if they had always been adrift. The waking to water, every day, flat and blue and everywhere. When someone dies and you forget how they look or how they laughed, that is how they forgot the land.

			But only Naamah mourned it. The rest of them were merely eager to see it again.

			Naamah sometimes imagined the water was land. That she could stand on it and face the boat, which she refused to call an ark anymore, disenchanted with it and these weeks with the animals, rowdy and foul.

			From the surface of the water, the side of the boat seemed insurmountable, too big to be real. But given time and tools, she thought, she could climb it. She could solve it.

			Naamah knew that the true difficulty was in her own position, on the boat.

		

	
		
			ONE

			Naamah is watching the horizon, hoping something will interrupt it and distract her, pull her eye to it, a moment of focus. She is humbled by the flood, but how long can someone reasonably be asked to experience humility?

			She hears Noah’s steps behind her and turns to him. “You scared me,” she says.

			“Sorry. I came to find you.”

			If she positioned Noah just right, along the railing, if she backed away from him, maybe his dark body would be tall enough to break the horizon. “I don’t feel well,” she says.

			“Sick?” He puts his arms around her waist.

			There are chickens and other animals wandering the deck. She can hear them, but she can’t see them.

			“No,” she says. “Tired.”

			“Go tend to an animal.”

			She sways her body in a loose no.

			“Let one nuzzle into your hand.”

			He’s right. That used to cheer her up. “I can’t see them anymore,” she admits.

			“You can’t see them?” He comes around beside her, looks at her.

			“No,” she says. She states it so plainly she surprises herself.

			The chickens are around their feet now, knowing Noah often has grain in his pocket. She feels one brush her leg and her body jumps; she hadn’t realized how close they were. She doesn’t know why she can’t see them, but she’s almost happy to be free of them, in this one way.

			“Maybe you’ll be able to see them again tomorrow,” Noah says.

			But that makes her feel worse. She squeezes her eyes shut.

			Noah puts his hand on hers. “Come to bed, won’t you?”

			“It smells down there,” she says.

			“Then we’ll sleep up here tonight. I’ll get blankets.”

			“Okay,” she agrees, and he is already off with purpose in his quick step.

			

			•   •   •

			SLEEPING ON THE DECK IS COLD, even under the blankets and folded into Noah, against his large, flat stomach. She remembers nights in the desert, in the tent, sleeping in this same position, but warm. They started so near to home; now, she can’t say where they are. She thinks that air must get cooler as it crosses the water. She thinks of the air traveling with such freedom across the earth, and she falls asleep.

			

			•   •   •

			HER OLDEST SON, Japheth, often stands with her, looking out over the water. He’s not much taller than she is. She doesn’t have to raise her head to look him in the eye when he speaks. He tries to keep conversation light, tries to keep her happy, as if her unease depends on whether he can make her laugh. But sometimes he lets her lead the conversation where she’d like.

			“Do you think about how many animals died?” she asks.

			“Yeah.”

			“Do you think about how many people died?”

			“Yeah, Mom.”

			“Do you think about the little things? Like what clothes they were wearing?”

			“No.”

			“Only the big things.”

			“Yeah.”

			“Like how terrible it would be to drown?”

			“Yeah.”

			She turns even further to the water. “It’s all I can think about.” She opens her shoulders to the floodwaters, which she wants to call the sea. “When do you think it will go down?”

			“Soon. I have to think it’s soon.”

			“Yes,” Naamah says.

			

			•   •   •

			HER FIRST LABOR, with Japheth, had been the most difficult. She had cramps through the night, then the mucus fell out, bloody and thick, then the pain, then the water, then, eventually, Japheth. They saw his head so many times, with each push, before she could get him out. But she did. And then her next sons came easily, as if Japheth had broken something that never needed to be set right again.

			When Japheth was a teenager, he noticed that one of his teeth still had a ragged top, as all his teeth had when they first tore through his gums. He ran his fingernail over it again and again. It made a small click only he could hear. He asked Naamah if it would ever flatten, but she didn’t know.

			As soon as she birthed him, she knew that his body would be the most unpredictable thing in her life. It should have been obvious. Noah’s body was not hers. No one’s body was hers but her own. But after growing Japheth, after seeing the shape of his head through her skin, she felt deeply that his body was hers. And that feeling never passed. Later, as she had her other sons, the feeling grew less distinct and gave the illusion of passing, but then something would happen—say, a skin tag growing at an alarming rate near the crease of his elbow—and she would feel it again. How he belonged to her. And how separate they were.

			She also began to feel separate from her own body. During that first labor, she had developed a hemorrhoid, which she didn’t notice until weeks later, when it was no longer filled with blood, just a fold of skin that refused to retreat. If she gathered it up and pushed it down, it felt like a soft, round button. Otherwise it sagged. Her body made less and less sense to her as it seemed to reject itself.

			But she loved to think of that first labor, holding on to that memory more vividly than others, than normal, happy times, eating dinner, playing games with the boys, telling them stories. She wanted to remember those times, but what could she do? Now she revisits her body in full contraction, covered in sweat. She can see the color of the sand beside her. She can feel the desert air rush through the tent, opened in the back and front, to cool her. She can no longer smell it, but the rest is enough.

			

			•   •   •

			NAAMAH LAYS OUT LUNCH on a blanket on the deck. Bowls of hummus, flatbread, dried figs, water to pass around. Noah and Japheth come to the deck first, followed by the younger sons, Shem and Ham, and then each of her sons’ wives, as if they’d been speaking somewhere, privately.

			“Good morning,” Noah says, beaming at his children.

			They all say their good mornings, first to Noah and then to each other, nodding little nods, smiling, sitting down in spots that have become theirs in the weeks since the rains stopped.

			They eat quietly. They seem to pause to smell the wind off the sea, but it is not the sea; the smell is not salty but cool and crisp and not unpleasant.

			Shem shoos away two goats that Naamah cannot see. Ham’s wife, Neela, tosses a bit of bread in their direction. Naamah watches the bread land, then watches it disappear. She can picture the animal so clearly: its bent neck, its lips and teeth. She doesn’t need to see it.

			“Don’t do that,” Naamah says.

			Neela looks embarrassed until Ham places his hand on her hand, and Neela remembers she doesn’t need to mind Naamah.

			

			•   •   •

			FOR FORTY DAYS AND FORTY NIGHTS, they had to stay below deck. One time, Naamah undressed and snuck up. The rain hurt her skin as it fell on her, as she watched it beat the deck and then rush off the sides through the bars of the railing. The boat rocked, but not enough to worry her, just enough to let the water show how it could move together, just enough that one could imagine how waves form.

			When she couldn’t take it any longer, she returned to her room with Noah, her brown skin beaten pink. Noah rushed to her with a blanket and held her, dried her, warmed her, and she hid how much it hurt her, to be held then. The next day it was easy enough to avoid anyone’s touch. And the day after that her skin had calmed.

			She had wanted to try going out again, to test the feeling, but she was overwhelmed by her new understanding of the deaths of the people God no longer wanted.

			

			•   •   •

			NOW, AFTER LUNCH, Naamah sits on the deck with a mallet and chisel, some rope, and a piece of wood, slightly longer than the width of her. She hammers holes into the wood and threads the rope through. Once the rope is in place, running along the underside of the wood and splaying out of the other side like two tentacles, she sits down on the wood and pulls the ends of the rope up around herself.

			She raises her arms above her head, trying to imagine the safest way to position the rope if she were deadweight. She lets herself slowly feel out the differences in the rope, higher and lower, with her head hung and with it raised. The rope is rough and reminds her of a braid of hair.

			When everything feels right, she readjusts the lengths of rope on either side of her and ties a square knot, securing it. She tests it again, her hands above her, her head leaning into the softness of her own upper arm.

			She’s so near to completing the swing that she fills with excitement. She has been building it in her mind for days and has to remind herself not to rush now.

			Finally, she adds another rope to the end of her first with a sheet bend knot. She uses two half hitches to tie it to the railing by the stairs. In her eagerness, she pulls on it harder than necessary, to make sure it holds. Her hands are burned. Where they were already chapped, they bleed.

			Blood marks the wood of the seat when she grabs it and throws it over the side. She closes her eyes to listen, to hear if the rope is long enough to reach the water. It is. She hears it splash. She takes a few deep breaths, reveling in this small glory. Then she pulls the seat back up, leaves it to mark the deck a shade darker with its wetness, for as long as the sun will allow.

			

			•   •   •

			WHEN THE BOYS WERE YOUNG, they would walk quite far to the river for water. The boys would get their feet wet in the shallows and run away from the muddy bank, as fast as they could, hoping their feet would stay wet long enough to make footprints when they reached the sand. Shem’s small feet were somehow always dry when he got there; Ham left only heel prints because he’d run on tiptoe through the softer dirt. Japheth teased them both.

			Naamah caught Shem looking at the bottoms of his feet as if something were wrong with them. She took off her shirt, wet it in the river, and laid it down. Ham immediately stepped on the shirt and made a detailed footprint, but Shem looked at her for permission. She nodded him on. He jumped on the shirt and then jumped away, leaving two perfect little feet staring back at them in the sand.

			

			•   •   •

			NAAMAH RUNS THROUGH the lower deck, calling for Noah. She passes the wives in a room, laughing about something. Sometimes they bring a small animal into a room, say a chinchilla, and laugh at its behaviors, sharing the story with the family later over dinner, cooing, How adorable. Naamah has no time for them.

			“Noah!”

			She passes more doors. By now, even though she can’t see the animals, she knows where each of them rests. They used to make a lot more noise than they do now, and while she is glad for the relief, she worries they’ve grown accustomed to the boat. That makes her feel sick.

			“Noah!”

			Noah comes around a corner with a concerned look on his face; she’s going so quickly that she runs into him. She laughs, and that catches him off guard and puts him at ease at the same time.

			“What is it?” he says.

			“Come with me.” She would grab his hand but the halls are too narrow for that. She leads him to the deck, where the swing is. She undresses quickly. He smiles but doesn’t understand until it’s too late, until he sees her jump over the side of the boat.

			“Naamah!” he shouts after her, and he immediately starts undressing, his eyes fixed on the water. His shirt is off when she resurfaces, spitting and splashing.

			“Are you okay?” he shouts.

			“Yes!” she yells back. She looks up and she’s smiling. “When I’m done swimming, throw down the swing!”

			“Are you done now?” Even yelling, she can hear the worry mixed into the joke.

			“No! No, let me enjoy this!”

			“It’s not too cold?”

			“I’m fine!”

			She starts to follow the length of the boat, swimming on her side, but the boat is too long. Her breath tires first. Then her arms. She has to stop and float on her back, but this view of the sky is different, obscured by the boat, shaded but still lit, blue.

			

			•   •   •

			WHEN SHE NO LONGER wanted to go out in the flood’s rain, she’d still come to the trapdoor that led to the deck and listen to it falling on the boat.

			She had heard stories of light rains, of rains that pitter-pattered, that sprang lightly, but she was used to desert rains that came on fast and left everything drenched. She thought the flood rains would be like that, too. But they weren’t. Their sound was horrible and flat in its constancy.

			If she had to describe it, she would recall how each of her sons had, at some point, discovered that if they peed on a rock, the pee would splash. They would pee as hard as they could, aiming at an ant or a leaf, until their legs were covered in a spray of their own pee.

			The rain reminded her of that, except that the rain came in a million streams. Which made her imagine God as a being with a million penises. Which terrified her. But she feared that He would see her terror and punish her for it, so she tried to feel love, instead, for the many-penised creature inside her head.

			

			•   •   •

			SHE HEARS THE swing slapping the side of the boat.

			“Naamah, come back up! Please!”

			Naamah swims over to the swing, grabs the rope, pulls herself up, swings her legs through, and seats herself on the wood. She positions herself exactly as she’d planned, but it feels different this way, her legs hanging heavy over the wood.

			“Ready,” she calls up to him.

			As he starts to pull, she uses the balls of her feet to bounce up the boat. Otherwise her body would be scraped against it. The boat would lick her coarse.

			

			•   •   •

			WHEN NOAH AND NAAMAH had gone looking for a place in the desert to build the ark, they found a trove of cypress trees that God had made for them. They cut down one and fashioned a giant tub and a small bucket. They collected sap in the small bucket, from every tree, and gathered it all in the tub. Then they began to cut down the small forest.

			As the boys grew strong, as they married, as the family grew, everyone worked. Shem’s wife, Sadie, cried often in the first days. Naamah once overheard her asking Shem why her family, her young sisters and brothers, could not come with them. Shem did not respond. Naamah walked over to Sadie and held her tight. As Sadie began to sob, Shem snuck out, his eyes red and ready to weep. When Sadie’s sobs turned into soft hiccups, Naamah stood her up.

			“That was the last time you can cry about this.”

			And Sadie looked as if it all might begin again.

			

			•   •   •

			AS NAAMAH CLIMBS BACK onto the boat, over the railing, Noah groans. And when she is steady on the deck, Noah looks her over to make sure no harm has come to her. Then he says, “I’m not a young man, Naamah.”

			“Next time I’ll ask the boys to pull me up.”

			“No. It’s not safe. I don’t think.”

			“I think it is.” She starts to get dressed again.

			“Can’t we just . . . get through this?”

			“That,” she says, standing up straight, “is exactly what I am trying to do.”

			

			•   •   •

			AFTER ALL THE TREES WERE CUT, prepared, sawn into thousands of pale planks, they started to build. The work exhausted them all. They ate between shifts, quickly, to fill a need. They drank water that way, too, draining cups in one long draft. At night, they all fell asleep without a word.

			Naamah made more buckets with Sadie and Neela. They collected rabbit shit. They made fires and fished burnt sticks out of the flames for charcoal, preparing to turn the sap to pitch. Once the boat was finished, they would have to work fast, covering the planks while the pitch was still warm, while the sun was high.

			Japheth’s wife, Adata, helped the men with the boat. She was better than all the others at visualizing how the boat must be at the end, how that end would grow out of the small parts they could accomplish each day.

			

			•   •   •

			NAAMAH SWIMS EVERY AFTERNOON, when the water is warm but the sun is hidden behind one side of the boat, so she can swim and float on her back without the sun ever catching her eye in that piercing way that reminds her of God’s reach.

			Stronger and faster, Naamah decides to dive below the water. She goes as far as she can without opening her eyes, just stretching her arm out ahead of her, but she finds nothing. She thinks of the water as an emptiness, and when the thought strikes her she recoils, her hand jerking back toward her stomach. The water’s thick resistance brings the reality back to her. It is a thing. It is not a void.

			She dives again, but not as far, and this time she opens her eyes. At first she can’t make anything out. Then her eyes adjust as they would in a dark room. It’s difficult to keep from floating up, so she moves forward instead. Soon, beyond her, and lower, farther down, she sees a tree. Its form, at ease in the water. Its form, spectacularly large.

			

			•   •   •

			THAT NIGHT, after too many restless nights on the boat, Naamah finally sleeps soundly again. She dreams of the tree covered in leaves, as if it had been able to hold on to them through the rains. The leaves wave like a school of fish, only much more slowly. Her body, in the dream, is no longer slow. Without the water’s resistance, she reaches the tree. The leaves are soft. She slips between the branches. She looks up toward the surface. The water looks the same in all directions—she is surrounded by a million dark circles waiting for her to discover them, to point her aquiline nose toward them, to give her the illusion of a focused center.

			The water shifts, and the leaves close her off like an eye.

			

			•   •   •

			THE NEXT DAY, Naamah swims again. Her sons stand around on the deck, waiting to pull her up. The blocks of sun climb Shem’s legs where he stands.

			“I touched a tiger last night,” he says.

			“No, you didn’t,” Japheth responds, without even pausing to consider it.

			“I did. Seriously. It was near the door, and I slid my fingers underneath and felt its fur.”

			“What was it like?” Ham asks.

			“I don’t know. What you’d expect. Soft.” He looks down and sees a corner of sun sitting neatly on his calf.

			“Then why do it?” Japheth asks.

			“I don’t know. To say I touched a tiger.” He smiles at Japheth, and Japheth can’t help but smile back at his young fool of a brother.

			

			•   •   •

			IN THE WATER, Naamah tries diving again. She wants to see the tree, but it’s not there. The boat must have moved; it’s always moving, in its own inconstant way.

			She’s about to come back up for air when she sees a woman. She’s far off, near formless, but enough form to show she’s a woman. And whoever she is, she has noticed Naamah, and she is fleeing. Naamah tries to follow her, but she doesn’t make it far. She’s already been under for too long.

			

			•   •   •

			WHEN SHE REACHES THE SURFACE, she hears Ham calling for her. He sounds scared. She wants to go back under, to find the woman, but she hesitates. She treads water, catching her breath.

			“There she is! Mom!” Shem calls out.

			“Over here!” Ham calls, but angry now instead of scared, as if she’s betrayed him.

			She looks toward them. She is farther out than she’s ever been.

			“Can you make it back to the ark?” Japheth yells.

			She nods. She slips under again to slick her hair back, to feel closer to the woman.

			“Mom, come back!” Ham again.

			She makes an effort toward the boat.

			

			•   •   •

			“WHAT WERE YOU DOING OUT THERE?” Noah asks her, back in the quiet of their room, if you can call a boat filled with animals quiet.

			“I thought I saw something.”

			“What?”

			She shrugs.

			“What?”

			“A woman.” She looks away from him. “I thought I saw a woman.”

			“A dead woman?”

			She looks back, surprised. “No. A swimming, alive woman.”

			He’s never quick to respond to anything. He’s always thoughtful. Now is no different.

			Naamah asks, “Do you think there are dead women down there?”

			“Yes.”

			“I thought maybe He’d cleared them away somehow.”

			“Maybe He has. I don’t know.”

			“Is that why you didn’t want me swimming?”

			“Yes.” He touches her wet hair. “I’m sorry—I thought that was obvious.”

			“I hadn’t thought of it.” She takes in a little breath and releases it. “It feels freeing, to swim, to be part of the flood. We’ve been so separate from it, from everything.”

			“But we are together.”

			“I feel a boundary around us, around every pair of animals here. Like we’re carting around a hundred planets.”

			“Isn’t that a good thing?”

			“I don’t know. Planets are heavy. I feel like we should have sunk. Why haven’t we sunk?”

			“You know why.”

			“I don’t!” she yells, trying to get him to yell, too.

			He takes a few deep breaths, and she watches his chest take them. It calms them both.

			“Yes, you do,” he says.

			“Yes, I do,” she says.

			The boat rocks them slightly, enough so they know they are on water, but not enough to displace anything in the room. She’s complicit again.

		

	
		
			TWO

			Before they started to build the boat, Naamah had become close to a widow, Bethel, who lived nearby. Naamah had heard that Bethel knew where to find berries, so the first time they met they went off together to find some. Bethel’s sure steps led the way, and Naamah was attuned to the shifts of Bethel’s body leading them in one direction and then another.

			Naamah had expected to find only enough berries for each of her children to have a taste. Instead the women found a flurry of bushes, filled with berries in such surplus that Naamah felt sure they were a gift from God. They sat and stuffed themselves, told each other stories of their long lives, sat quietly and watched bees search the bushes for the blossoms that were there before the fruits matured.

			The next day Bethel found a reason to visit Naamah, showing up at her tent. Naamah remembers her standing there, her graying hair in a loose twist down her back. Soon they saw each other every day. At first they took walks and did errands together, but then they started staying in. And before long they were lying together in Bethel’s tent, in Bethel’s bed.

			No one bothered a widow with her tent closed in the heat.

			Naamah and Bethel could hear children playing outside. Naamah thought this would make her uncomfortable or embarrassed, but the sounds of children carrying on reminded her that she was in a place she loved, a place full of joy. Looking at Bethel, she thought of how she’d lived through so many stages of her life—childhood, adulthood, motherhood. She was owed a stage she could not name.

			Every day that Naamah came into the tent, Bethel tied it shut behind her. She undid Naamah’s hair and undressed her and then undressed herself. They lay on the bed and held each other so close their faces were beside each other, Bethel’s slightly higher. Naamah didn’t know if Bethel kept her eyes open or closed as she ran her hand up and down Naamah’s back. Sometimes she ran her hand down over her butt and sometimes up over her shoulder and around to her upper arm, and the interruption to the pattern of movement sent chills over Naamah’s body. Sometimes Naamah fell asleep and Bethel let her. Sometimes they kissed. Sometimes Naamah couldn’t stand it and she grabbed Bethel’s hand and moved it to her vulva, where Bethel would hold her steady until Naamah’s arm relaxed again and Bethel began to move her fingers in circles that swept the quickening wetness at her opening up to the tip of her clitoris until everything was wet and Naamah was moaning through her bit lip.

			When she was young, Naamah had needed Noah’s full force inside her to reach the top of what her body was capable of reaching. Sex left her exhausted and energized at once. As she got older, her orgasms could be quiet, soft. She could fall asleep afterward, the way Noah always had. And if they weren’t having sex often enough, she would have orgasms in her sleep. She needed merely to dream of kissing Noah, pressing into him with her hips, to have an orgasm that would leave her sated for days, weeks sometimes. But orgasms with Bethel were better than anything she could dream up.

			Naamah would try to match what Bethel had done for her, and while Bethel did not make any noise, her whole body shook. Naamah felt like Bethel could shake fruit from a tree, the way her body’s shaking came in regular intervals. Naamah would try to kiss her neck and Bethel would push her away, hold her there, taking slow, measured breaths. When Bethel thought her body had settled, she’d pull Naamah back, kiss her, and when she would shake again, they would laugh.

			Noah didn’t notice all the afternoons Naamah spent in Bethel’s tent because his days were full, spent talking with God.

			

			•   •   •

			NAAMAH STARTS SWIMMING as often as she can make an excuse to go. And under the water, it happens again and again. She spots the woman, and the woman spots her, and the woman swims away before Naamah can learn anything new about her. Naamah returns to the surface out of breath and slaps the water in frustration. And her frustration follows her back onto the boat.

			The boys pull her up and leave her to dress again, talking among themselves. She dresses quickly and heads down to her room. But as she nears her door, she has another idea. She goes down another deck, and then down again, to the boat’s lowest deck. It’s cold. She wonders if she’s now farther below the surface than she’s been able to dive. She’s always looked away from the boat when she’s dived, never thinking to look back, never wanting to.

			Here, among the rooms of animals who prefer the cold, Naamah tends a smaller room, one where she’s stored all the seeds she could collect and dry. Inside it, the room is dark and cool, and it feels good at first. But then she starts to feel how warm and damp she is, like an obtrusion, a risk to all the future plants of the earth.

			She clatters out of the room, slams the door behind her. She hears a bear snuff through its nostrils. She starts to walk down the long hallway back to the stairs, but she hears more animals shuffle around, as if they can sense her at each door she passes.

			At one door, she hears a loud smash by her ear. Splinters of wood hit her on the arm and cheek. She can’t tell which was first, the impact of the wood or the sound of it. Everything is out of order in her head. She stares at the door, the new, long hole in it, broken by something unseen.

			Walrus, she thinks. This is where the walrus are. A walrus has swung its giant tusk downward, toward her, through the door, and as Naamah puts that together, she runs. As she reaches the stairs, though, the shuffling of the animals stops, and she pauses. All she can hear is her own panting breath and the crying of the bearer of the tusk. She walks back toward the door. She cannot see the tusk, but she can picture it, large and yellowed, almost part of the door now, stuck and still.

			Still panting from the scare, she leans on the wall across from the broken door, tries to convince her body that she is at rest as she listens to the trapped walrus whimper. Soon the walrus’s mate begins to whimper as well.

			Naamah steadies herself and approaches the door, her hand raised and open until she can feel the tusk, hard and rougher than she thought it would be. For a moment, the walrus startles. She tries to imagine breathing in a bright light and breathing it out again through her hand and into the tusk. She runs her other hand to the bottom of the tusk, and uses both hands to push gently up. Not that she has the strength to move it. Only to suggest to the walrus that moving it in that direction might free it.

			Naamah hears the walrus shake, the grunt of effort, the creak of wood. And the tusk is free. The walrus and Naamah both back away from the door, and finally she runs to get someone to help her mend it, unsure of whether the walrus understands the weakness of the door, if the walrus would charge it, given the chance.

			

			•   •   •

			OUT IN THE DESERT, when the pitch was ready, Naamah dipped a bucket into it. They would need a sealed bucket to shit in, to clean up with, and she knew no one else would think of this.

			She covered five buckets in all, and hung them on a branch to dry. She laid out a tarp beneath them to catch any black drops, until she remembered the coming flood. The earth hardly needed protection from such a small offense. Still, she felt sorry for the ground beneath her, so she lay down and apologized to it. The buckets hung above, like heads in the tree. The image would haunt her for months, almost any time she closed her eyes.

			

			•   •   •

			NAAMAH SITS AT THE END of the hallway as Japheth and Adata mend the door. “The animals are uneasy,” she says.

			Japheth and Adata agree.

			“What can we do?”

			“I don’t know, Mom.” Japheth leans against the door and looks at her. “We try to keep them moving. We run them around the deck, the ones we can. We check in on them. We feed them. We clean up after them.”

			She knows. She knows they clean up more of their shit than seems possible, coaxing them into an adjoining room to feed them while their room is cleaned, then switching them back again, so one room always smells of shit and one of blood.

			She also knows that cleaning up after them means stealing litters of babies that have come too soon, before any land can be seen. Mostly the babies are fed to other animals, but sometimes a mother eats her own young. Once, when Naamah could still see the animals, she was so tired that she threw a litter of eight mice overboard instead of finding a more useful place for them to die. It was her job then to deal with the young. Now it’s Noah’s. Neither of them can bring themselves to make the children do it.

			“I’ve heard Sadie sing to them,” Adata says, not looking up from her work, inspecting the door, wondering if they should replace it entirely.

			Naamah didn’t know that. “What does she sing to them?”

			“Lullabies.”

			

			•   •   •

			AS WORK ON THE BOAT PICKED UP, Naamah sat down with her sons and their new wives.

			“You cannot have sex on the boat,” she said.

			They were silent. The women had not had time yet to get to know Naamah. They’d thought she was sitting them down to welcome them to the family, formally, or at least warmly. Her sons knew better.

			“This is not to say you shouldn’t enjoy each other,” she went on. “You just cannot have sex.” Naamah continued, in case they didn’t understand. “We don’t know how long the waters will last, and we can’t afford to have a pregnancy in that—”

			“We get it,” Adata said.

			“Good.” Naamah looked to her sons, who nodded. “Good,” she repeated, looking to Sadie and Neela. They kept their eyes down. Naamah decided it was best to leave them to discuss it among themselves.

			

			•   •   •

			“WHAT WAS SEX LIKE with your husband?” Naamah asked Bethel.

			“He liked to hold up my legs, and sit straight up while I was lying down. He liked it because he could watch my breasts bounce. I watched him sometimes, but mostly I kept my eyes closed. Sometimes we would wake in the night and both want to have sex, and I would raise my leg slightly, turn open my hips, so he could go in from behind and we’d hardly have to move. That might have been my favorite.”

			“Really your favorite, or only because it was a rare occasion?”

			“I don’t know. I think really my favorite.”

			“Have you ever had sex standing up?” Naamah asked.

			“No. But I’ve always wanted to.”

			“We could do it.”

			“No, I think I’ve always wanted to with a man,” Bethel said.

			Naamah shouldn’t have felt rejected in that moment, but she did.

			

			•   •   •

			
			LATE ONE NIGHT, Naamah passes Ham and Neela’s room and hears them
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