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1: Yellow
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Yellow is anxious to move quicker, but the boy is slowing down. Every time Yellow bounds ahead, desperate to put distance between them and the bad smells in town, the boy tumbles out from under him, rolling and groaning in the unforgiving snow.

Yellow stops each time, rushing back to stand over him, to protect him. He licks his face and his ears and his frozen, claw like hands and he whimpers and whines, urging him on. The boy crawls forward, gasping and coughing. There is a bad smell coming from him too, but it isn’t like the one from the man, it’s something different. It makes Yellow afraid and even more desperate to keep moving. Without the boy, he would have been miles away by now, but he can’t leave him.

So, he nudges him, paws at him, pulls at him with his teeth, and the boy somehow keeps moving forward under Yellow’s belly. Yellow keeps to the shadows, to the trees, which he knows will protect them. In the depths of the forest, he feels them watching over him and the boy, their great heads bowed as they pass beneath the bare branches. 

Further on, Yellow pauses to sniff the air. Town is behind them, and the bad man’s scent is fading. Ahead of them, Yellow can smell the airport and the smoke that still lingers in the air there. He whines, because he doesn’t like the airport or the smell of the planes or the people that once filled them. He lifts his nose and inhales the air to the right and it has something familiar to it, something that reminds him of his boy.

For a few moments, he sniffs and whines and looks in both directions. He is torn, only knowing that he has to get the boy to higher ground, to denser cover, to somewhere far and high and safe.

Decision made, he moves on cautiously, tail low and ears erect. The boy scuttles beneath him, drenched in the heavy coat and murmuring something about love and trees. Together, they move on.
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2: The Shack
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Huddled around the fire, Chess bites her lip and stares helplessly at Gus.

‘It’s okay,’ he reassures her with a shrug. ‘It doesn’t matter. We had no choice, right?’

Chess folds her arms around her middle. ‘But it would have been better to wait for help.’

‘Why?’ Gus demands. ‘They’re just kids too, remember? Just because they come from London, Chess, what the hell does that prove?’

She shakes her head slightly. ‘I don’t know.’

Gus picks up a stick and pokes the fire. ‘I wouldn’t worry about it. David needed to be put out of action now, not later. These London guys might not be any help at all.’

‘But we’ve committed a crime... and if they’re acting like adults or trying to restore order?’ Chess trails off anxiously. ‘Ugh, I just feel like a criminal now, Gus.’

‘Forget it,’ he replies sharply. ‘That maniac had me and Reuben locked up, starving to death! God knows how many other kids he’s done it to. He’s hitting kids, beating kids! Killing them, for all we know. We had to do something before Reuben died. You said it yourself.’

They are the words Chess needs to hear. She looks him in the eye and nods. ‘Okay, you’re right. Of course you’re right. We’ll explain it all. And we didn’t actually kill him, did we?’

‘No,’ says Gus. ‘We just left him to die. Which is more than he deserved.’

‘So, what do we do now?’ Chess sighs, shuffling closer to the flames. ‘We need another plan, Gus. What happens next?’

‘We need to find Reuben. We need to make sure Nathan got those kids somewhere safe and I need to go back to town and claim control.’

Chess agrees with the idea, yet it fills her with fear. ‘How are you gonna do that?’

Gus scratches his cheek and hunches over the fire. ‘I’m gonna find the other leaders and take them on. I reckon, knock one down, the rest follow.’

‘You can’t take them all on by yourself.’

‘I’ll rally up a crowd,’ he looks up and grins at her. ‘There are plenty of kids sick of being bossed around. Sick of not having enough food. They’ll join me, I know it. We’ll hunt those sadistic bastards down and lock them up!’

‘Until the London group arrives,’ Chess nods in agreement. ‘Okay, okay. If you think you can pull it off, I think you’re right. If we leave town, they’ll just come after us. Maybe now is the moment to grab control.’

‘Too right it is.’

Chess squints into the darkness. ‘Did you hear something?’

‘What?’ Gus drops the stick and looks over his shoulder.

The building has three rooms and a roof with a hole in it. The doors had been boarded up years ago but the smashed windows allow easy access. Chess had walked past the lookout shack a million times in her old life. No one had ever seemed to know what its purpose had once been. A place for forest rangers to look out for fire, her father had once suggested, but he hadn’t known for sure.

The floors are made of stone, the walls red brick and the broken roof is covered in mossy grey tiles. Chess gets to her feet and walks softly over to the window they all climbed through. ‘I thought I heard something.’

Gus is at her side in seconds. ‘Like what?’

‘Not a voice... I don’t think. Just movement. Maybe. Listen.’

They turn sideways, pressing their cold ears to the cracked glass. Outside, the wind howls and snow swirls restlessly through the air. Gus listens, then taps Chess on the shoulder and nods.

Something or someone is coming.

‘Weapons,’ Gus mutters, grabbing his stick back from the fire. ‘You got anything?’

‘I’ve still got this.’ She shows him the needle from her pocket.

Gus laughs softly. ‘Good one. Come on.’

Together they creep over to the window and peer out. The sound is louder now – the rapid crunch of footsteps rushing through thick snow, with the accompanying sound of twigs and undergrowth snapping and whipping to make way.

‘There!’ Gus hisses and points.

Chess stares into the night which is heavy with snow. She can just make out a strange shape coming their way. ‘What the hell is that?’

It seems to have two heads and multiple legs, plus a tail. It’s pale on top but dark underneath. They stare at each other in both amusement and horror.

Then they hear a long whine followed by a short, sharp yip. ‘It’s Yellow!’ Chess yells and promptly climbs out of the window.

Gus follows, landing in the snow beside her. The creature is closer now and they can see that one of the two heads belongs to a child, bundled up in a dark, adult coat. Chess hurries through the snow towards the dog, who is now wagging his tail ferociously and whimpering in excitement.

‘Reuben?’ Gus wonders from behind.

Yellow spins in circles, licking Chess and jumping up to greet her. The child collapses in front of them, face down, but they can hear a muttering coming from him.

‘Reuben, is that you?’ Chess crouches over him and tugs back the hood. She gasps at the sight of his dirty, bloodied face, then pushes the hood back over. ‘Gus, help me. Quick.’

‘Shit...’ Gus slings his arm around Reuben’s waist and together they get him to his feet and carry him over to the shack. ‘You okay?’ Gus is asking, as Chess clambers through the window. ‘Reuben? Can you talk?’

There is no reply, just more murmuring. Gus wraps his arms around his middle and hoists him up through the gap for Chess to receive.

‘You’re all right now!’ she tells him tearfully. ‘Everything is going to be all right, Reuben!’

Once they are all back inside, they carry Reuben over to the fire where he curls up small. Gus takes off his coat and places it over him. Chess searches for his hand and feels for his pulse.

‘He’s okay... he’s with us.’

‘He’s frozen.’

‘Yeah, rub his hands, will you? I’ll do his feet. Yellow, Yellow, good boy, you are such a good boy!’ Chess turns to give him a fierce hug before searching under the large coat for Reuben’s bare feet. She shudders when she touches his skin – it’s icy cold.

Gus has his hands over Reuben’s and is rubbing frantically. ‘Can you hear us, Reuben? Can you talk to us?’

Chess pulls back the hood enough to see his face again. His eyes remain closed and his breathing is heavy and ragged. He’s shaking violently, despite the heavy coat and Chess fears what injuries it might be hiding.

‘We have to get something warm into him,’ she says to Gus. ‘But I don’t think we can move him again.’

‘I’ll go to the club. No one knows anything about David yet. I’ll tell Austin that David sent me to check on things and I’ll get some soup or something.’

‘Blankets too, if you can,’ Chess says. ‘Water. Medicine. Anything you can. And hurry, please hurry, Gus. He’s not in a good way.’

Gus nods in agreement and jumps up. ‘I’ll be as quick as I can, I promise. You stay with him.’ He turns and almost trips over the dog. ‘And you! You bloody vicious thing, you saved him! You bloody saved him!’ He looks at Chess and shakes his head in amazement. ‘How would a dog know to do that, Chess? Why would they?’

Chess has pulled Reuben onto her lap and wrapped her arms tightly around him. ‘I don’t know,’ she sighs, smiling as Yellow curls up on the other side of Reuben, adding more body warmth. ‘Maybe because they’re amazing. Better than us. Now go Gus, please hurry.’
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3: Good To Be Home
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Gus cuts through the forest until he arrives at the perimeter fence. He finds a gap and squeezes through, then dashes out to the football field. He can see the club in the distance and slows to consider his next move. Austin will be there, in control. He doubts there will be any other town kids and surely the Heron kids will be on his side if he starts something?

He plods on, shoulders hunched against the wind and snow. As he gets closer, he sees that a drift of snow has almost covered the front doors, so he trudges over to a window instead and peers in. He can see a few kids in the pool room, and a few more curled up on the sofas and chairs in the main hall. His gaze sweeps to the right, to the bar, where he can see Amy mopping up a spillage. He taps on the glass and waits.

Moments later, a frowning face appears, staring back at him. Gus smiles brightly as the window pops open. ‘Austin!’

The boy eyes him suspiciously. ‘Gus? What’re you doing here?’

‘Didn’t David tell you I’d finished training?’ Gus gazes past him and catches Amy’s eye. The other kids have wandered over too now. ‘I’m a fully-fledged leader, just like you. Open the door, will you?’

‘You’ll have to climb through the window,’ is the surly reply. ‘Lily was on snow duty but as usual she seems to have wandered off and forgotten about it.’

‘Oh, well we can’t have that can we?’ Gus hoists himself up and through the window, lands nimbly on the other side and dusts off his hands. ‘Where are Oliver and Tyler? It would be good to see them. Hi Amy! How are you doing?’

Amy stares back from the bar, cloth still in hand. She nods unsurely. ‘Okay thanks, Gus. You?’

‘Pretty damn good,’ he grins, looking Austin up and down. ‘My brother?’ he asks again. ‘And Tyler?’

‘They’re upstairs,’ Austin replies. ‘Amy, can you fetch them?’

Amy drops the cloth and disappears out the back way. Gus faces Austin and smiles confidently.

‘So, my little sister has been a pain in the arse?’

Austin rolls his eyes dramatically. ‘You could say that. Think she’s a bit pissed off she didn’t get put in charge.’

‘Oh, she was like that with me too,’ says Gus, slapping the other boy playfully on the shoulder. ‘Don’t worry about it. She’s a pain. You don’t know where she is then?’

Austin shakes his head. ‘No, sorry. So, you’re a leader, you say? I wonder why no one told me.’

Gus shrugs. ‘David’s been busy in town. Loads going on. Did you hear about the rats? And the weather is kicking up another storm I reckon. Everyone’s hiding back there, waiting for it to blow over.’

Austin folds his arms and shifts uncomfortably from one foot to the other. ‘Rats? What about rats?’

‘Millions of them,’ Gus relays cheerfully. ‘Absolutely millions. They’re flooding town, totally taking it over. I don’t know what the hell is gonna happen there but I’m really glad David said I could come back and assume charge here again.’

Austin’s mouth drops open. He struggles for a response then gives up when Oliver and Tyler burst noisily into the room, followed by Matt and Ryan and a few others. Gus whoops as he rushes over to slap their hands and administer hugs. He realises he has truly missed them and hugs his brother the tightest.

‘Lily around?’ he whispers into his ear.

Oliver shakes his head. ‘Keeps going awol. Up to something probably.’

‘Probably,’ Gus agrees, and slinging an arm around Oliver’s neck he turns back to face the shell-shocked Austin. ‘You are officially relieved of duty, Austin! Gus is back in town!’

To this, the watching children gasp in surprise then hoot and shout in relief. So far as Gus can tell it is a unanimously positive reaction. He breathes out slowly and registers Austin’s expression.

‘But no one told me,’ the boy complains, scratching at his head. ‘I think David or another leader should have come to tell me.’

‘Told you,’ says Gus. ‘Too busy dealing with rats and snow! They can’t spare anyone at the moment. You’re lucky you’re here Austin. Safest place now.’

Austin looks troubled as he glances around for a coat. ‘Even so, I better go to town and check. I need to be sure this is right and hear it from David myself.’

Gus gives Oliver and Tyler a look he knows they will understand. His mouth is a grim, hard line as he steps forward and taps Austin on the shoulder.

‘What?’ the boy asks.

‘You’re not going out there, Austin. Don’t be silly. It’s too dangerous.’

‘I’m sorry, I have to. You could be lying for all I know!’

‘I’m not lying about anything,’ Gus says calmly. ‘I have finished training and David made me a leader. He sent me here to take back the village. And you’re to stay here too. Unless you really want to risk going out there and freezing to death. Then there’s the rats. You wait til you see them.’

‘Yeah, you better stay here,’ Oliver agrees, winking at Tyler as they both step closer to Austin. ‘Stay here with us, Austin.’

‘We’ve got the perfect place for you,’ grins Tyler, taking his arm.

Austin tugs his arm free and looks panicked. ‘Oi, don’t touch me. It’s you who takes orders from me, remember?’

Gus doesn’t have any more time to waste. He has to get supplies back to Reuben. He balls a fist and throws it into Austin’s face. There is a thud and a crack and blood explodes, then Austin hits the floor groaning.

‘Put him in the prison, boys,’ Gus demands turning in a slow circle and brushing off his hands as he faces his tribe. ‘He’s guilty of offences against helpless children and he’s gonna stay in prison right here.’

The boys grab him greedily, taking arms and legs and dragging Austin out of the hall. Gus watches him go and then turns to Amy.

‘Amy, Reuben is hurt. We need food, water, medicine and blankets. Can you sort that out for me?’

‘What happened?’ she gasps, backing out of the hall.

‘Too much to explain,’ Gus calls after her. ‘But I can tell you all it was David! He did take Grace and he did take Chess. He locked them up, held them prisoner and starved them!’ Gus finds himself back at the bar, his old position and the children crowd around, mouths open and eyes wide.

‘Did he really make you leader?’ someone asks.

He nods. ‘Yep, he made me leader and he locked Reuben up. Beat him to death nearly. He escaped but he’s in a very bad way. Chess is with him now.’

‘What about Grace?’ Macy Crawford asks, edging out of the kitchen and holding out a flask of warm soup. ‘For Reuben. I just finished making it.’

‘Brilliant. Thanks, Macy. I’m afraid Grace is dead. David’s fault too. And we are going to take him down. All of them!’

‘How?’ asks Chase, pulling at his sleeve. ‘How can we beat them all?’

‘We’ve already beaten David,’ Gus reassures him, smiling at them all. ‘He’s gone. He’s not a threat anymore. Now we just have to help Reuben and take down the rest of the leaders. Has anyone seen Nathan yet? He was heading this way with Sarah and Max.’

Everyone shakes their heads. ‘They’re joining us again?’ asks Kai. He is standing on one side of Macy, while Kyle peers out from behind her.

Gus nods. ‘We sort of rescued them too. We’ll explain everything properly later, but we need to find them. He wouldn’t have brought them here with Austin still in place. Can someone go and check the other buildings? He might be taking shelter with them until morning. And when morning comes, we need a group to go to the airport and help relieve them of Peter. Any takers?’

Almost every hand in the place shoots up and Gus grins in delight. It’s good to be home.
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4: Through The Storm
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‘It’s another storm,’ Peter says hesitantly, pushing his glasses up onto his nose. He wraps his arms around his legs and leans into the glass doors. ‘Of some sort...’

Snowstorm, George thinks wearily, but doesn’t say. He doesn’t much see the point in conversing with Peter. It’s always slow, dull and very obvious. Sometimes George feels a little bit sorry for the boy and wonders what his life was like before the world ended. George gazes over at the café where the other children are sleeping under blankets and coats. He can see Spud curled up next to Kitty and it’s hard to make out where the dog ends and the cat begins. The temperature has plummeted. The snow is falling so thick and fast that visibility outside is almost zero. And every now and then George is certain he can feel a light vibration in his buttocks. Almost as if the airport is humming – or maybe it is the land beneath it.

He sips his mug of vegetable soup and stares back at the snowstorm. As usual, his mind is full of ‘what if’ questions: what if it never stops? What if they get snowed in? What if they are trapped in here forever? What if they all freeze to death? He sighs sadly when his mind inevitably switches to the loss of John. John would be rallying them, he knows, cheering them on and instructing them. He’d always kept them so busy, George realises now, that they’d had little time to worry or imagine the worst.

Now life has slowed to a standstill. There is nothing to do in the airport except worry. He blinks back sudden tears and sips more soup. 

‘We should turn in,’ Peter says then. ‘There’s no way that dog is coming back tonight.’

‘He went to find Reuben,’ George replies softly. ‘You think he found him?’

He looks right at Peter and sees the boy flinch. He averts his gaze and shifts his position. George is sure Peter knows more about Reuben and Gus than he is letting on.

‘Perhaps,’ Peter shrugs. ‘But I don’t like his chances in that storm.’

‘Dogs are smart. Animals do better than us in storms.’

‘Maybe.’ Peter runs a hand through his hair and yawns. ‘But I think sitting here freezing our backsides off is probably a waste of time. Let’s get some sleep, George.’

‘You go,’ says George. ‘I’m not tired. I want to watch the snowstorm.’

‘All right then, suit yourself.’ Peter sighs irritably and stands up. He walks slowly across the lobby and disappears into the café.

George pulls his blanket tighter and stares back at the snow. He knows he is right about Yellow. The dog is smart and has gone to help Reuben, which suggests the dog knows Reuben is in trouble. George’s guts twist with restless nerves. There is no point in him going out there but he absolutely hates sitting still, doing nothing while Reuben could be in trouble.

He supposes the London group will have taken shelter by now too. Their journey will no doubt take much longer if the weather holds up like this. Feeling miserable, George places his hand on the glass and rubs a spot clear. Then, he frowns. Is his eyesight going funny or is someone coming? 

He sits forward, pressing his face against the glass. He can just about make out what looks like a huddle of people, heads bent against the wind and snow as they make painfully slow progress across the car park.

He leaps to his feet, opens the door and dashes out. Almost instantly, George loses sight of them. The snow is swirling violently around him, making vision impossible. He calls out,

‘Hey! Who’s there? This way!’

He’s answered by a high-pitched cry and suddenly he can see them again. Three children, arms linked, battling their way through. George staggers towards them, reaches out and finds an arm.

‘This way!’ he shouts as the wind and snow threaten to send them all tumbling over like skittles. He can feel how weak and weary the group are, so he holds on tight and puts his back into it, tugging them towards the door.

Once inside, the three children collapse on the floor and George slams the door and turns to face them. He doesn’t recognise any of them: a teenage boy, a girl of around eleven or twelve and a younger boy who is weeping softly. George crouches down, placing his blanket around the small boy.

‘Hey, hey, it’s all right,’ he soothes. He looks up to see if Peter has heard the commotion but so far, they are still alone.

‘Nathan,’ the older boy says, nodding at George. ‘You must be George? Chess sent us. Well, we were going to the club but we got a bit lost on the way. You can’t see a thing out there. You can’t see the roads, nothing.’

‘Chess?’ George squeaks, unable to resist grabbing the boy’s hand. ‘She’s okay?’

‘Yeah, she’s fine. And Gus too. I was with them earlier. We escaped!’

George glances again at the café and raises a finger to his lips. ‘Peter,’ he whispers.

Nathan nods in understanding. He glances darkly at the café. ‘This is Sarah and Max. They left Heron a while ago and joined David. They escaped with me. It’s not good there, George. But it looks like Gus and Chess are sorting it out. David might even be dead by now.’

‘What?’ George hisses, leaning closer. His gaze darts to the café again but there is no sound or movement. He wonders if Peter has gone to the kitchen or the toilet. ‘Are you serious?’

Nathan nods as the two younger children look on, shaking violently. ‘He made Gus a leader but locked Reuben up because he thinks he’s the Devil. That’s what he’s been telling everyone anyway. But this dog apparently turned up and attacked David and I think Reuben escaped. We don’t know for sure. Chess and Gus are at that old shack on the lookout.’

George shakes his head, trying to take it all in. ‘So, that’s where Yellow got to. Iris let him out. I guess he went to save Reuben. But how could David be dead?’

‘He was bleeding badly,’ Nathan says in a low voice. ‘We dragged him to the hill and threw him down. He won’t last long. Rats have taken over the town!’

‘Shit, no way!’

Nathan nods grimly. ‘We need to take down Peter now. Gus was going to remove Austin and then start on town. We’re fighting back George. Are you in?’

‘Course I am,’ George rolls his eyes. ‘What do we do?’

‘Get these guys into the warm,’ Nathan advises, getting to his feet. ‘Then show me this Peter. Between you and me we take him down. You got somewhere we can lock him up?’

‘Yes,’ George nods eagerly. ‘The Travelex booth has a safe at the back. We can lock him there. You need a code to get in and out.’

‘Perfect. Where is he?’ Nathan helps Sarah and Max get up. ‘Don’t worry guys. You’ll be okay now. You’re safe here.’

‘What’s going on?’ a thick voice asks from the café.

‘Charlotte,’ George tells Nathan. ‘Come on.’

He leads the three newcomers into the café, just as Charlotte sits up from her booth and rubs at her eyes. Iris and Josie are curled up asleep in the wagon and Dylan is tucked up on the opposite bench.

‘They escaped town,’ George whispers, bringing them forward. ‘They’re frozen stiff. They need to get warm.’

‘Escaped?’ Charlotte questions, shaking back her hair as her eyes dart around for any sign of Peter. ‘What the hell is going on?’

‘A fight,’ Nathan explains, helping Sarah and Max to another booth. Charlotte gets up and hurries over, grabbing coats and blankets on the way.

‘Here you go, sweethearts. Get bundled up. George, get them a mug of soup each please?’

‘Where’s Peter?’ George asks as he heads towards the counter.

Charlotte looks around and shrugs. ‘Toilet?’

Nathan remains standing, his lips tight but twitching as he stares around the café and lobby area. There is a noise from the corridor beyond the café and Nathan straightens up and balls his fists as if getting ready.

‘What the hell has been happening?’ gasps Charlotte. ‘Chess? And Gus? Reuben? Are they all okay?’

‘They will be,’ Nathan mutters as Peter emerges from the corridor, drying his hands down the legs of his jeans.

He stops in surprise when he sees Nathan. ‘Hey, you’re from—’

He doesn’t get the chance to finish his statement as Nathan launches himself at him with an angry growl. He punches Peter in the face and sends him flying.

‘Oh not fair!’ George groans, hurrying over. ‘I wanted to do that!’
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5: She’ll Take You If She Wants You


[image: ]


‘That was another one...’ Chess whispers, her voice hoarse and afraid in the darkness of the shack.

Reuben shivers. He’d felt it too, but the vibrations of the earth are the least of his concerns. With his upper body on her lap, and his lower body smothered by Yellow, he still feels frozen, as if the cold has seeped into his bones and made itself at home. He can’t stop shaking and he still can’t feel his hands and feet.

Outside, the wind howls and the snow falls relentlessly. He is at one with the pain and the cold and can’t imagine ever being free of either. And underneath them, the tiled floor shudders and groans. With every vibration, Yellow lifts his head and whines uneasily.

‘That’s what the rats were doing,’ Chess says then. ‘Fleeing to the hills and the woods, because of the ground shaking. Oh Reuben, I hope everyone else is okay.’

He curls up smaller, bringing his knees up to his chin. He guesses her own legs must be numb by now, but still she clings to him, her arms cradling his head, her body shielding his and leaching out warmth.

Another jolt of the earth makes him cry out. ‘It’s okay,’ Chess promises, holding him tight. ‘Something is happening but we’ll be okay. I promise.’

‘Chess!’ a voice calls through the snow. She straightens up and gazes hopefully at the broken window.

‘Gus?’ She rubs Reuben’s shoulder, reassuring him. ‘You hear that? He’s back! He made it!’

‘Just about,’ Gus grumbles as he clambers through and shakes himself off. His clothes are covered in thick snow and he is shivering, his teeth clashing together as he hurries over to the fire. He drops a bundle of dry sticks and several newspapers next to it. ‘Might keep you going. It’s crazy out there, guys. What the hell is happening?’ He crouches next to them and holds his gloved hands out to the flames.

‘What does it feel like?’ Chess asks. ‘It’s like an earthquake in here.’

‘Yeah. The ground is shaking every now and then. Never seen anything like it. Hey, I got all this.’ He tugs a backpack free of his shoulders and tips out the contents.

A flask of hot soup, a first aid kit, some thick socks, gloves, a deerstalker hat and a rolled-up blanket. ‘Brilliant,’ Chess gushes. ‘But I don’t know where to start.’

‘Food,’ Gus replies with certainty. ‘Reuben, can you sit up and eat?’

Chess eases her knees up slowly, helping to levitate him. ‘Take his arms, Gus.’

Reuben feels the bigger boy tugging him gently into a sitting position. ‘There you go, buddy. Vegetable soup freshly made by the Moors Close crew. You’re gonna be fine.’

Reuben watches through half-open eyes as Gus unscrews the chunky lid and pours steaming soup into the cup. He holds it out and Reuben takes it. His hands shake as
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