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CHAPTER

1


ELEANOR STEPPED UP TO THE EDGE, FRAMED BY THE OPENING in the cinder-block wall, and looked down over the construction site. An icy, brutal wind whipped and slashed the plastic sheeting at her feet, which stretched downward from her at an angle, two stories to the ground, forming a transparent slope.

“I really don’t think you should do this, Ellie.”

Eleanor looked over her shoulder, back to where Claire and Jenna huddled together, teeth chattering amid the building’s bare bones. Her friends had left their outer coats at home, and their inner coats weren’t strong enough to stop the cold up here. But Eleanor had warned them about the temperature.

“This is probably the last sub day we’ll have this spring,” she said. Subzero days were common enough in other parts of the southern United States, but they might only get a dozen each year in Phoenix. “And,” Eleanor continued, “Mr. Goering announced they’re going to finish this construction next week.” The plastic tent was only there temporarily to protect the fresh masonry. “Plus, it’s a Sunday and there’s no one working here. This is the only shot we have.”

“The only shot you have.” Claire shook her head, the little pom-poms on her knitted cap batting at each other. “I was never doing this.”

Eleanor cocked her head to the side with a crooked smile. “Right. You’ll just stand there and watch me do it.”

“That’s right.” Jenna nodded in mock condescension.

Eleanor shook her head. “Whatever, you guys. Just bring me that fan, okay?”

The two girls groaned, clapped their gloved hands to warm their fingers, and reached for the industrial fan Eleanor had “borrowed” from the school’s custodian. While they dragged it up to the ledge, Eleanor crossed the cement floor, threading the building’s metal and wooden framing, to the fire hose. No one had bothered to lock the glass case yet, since this new wing the city was adding onto their school wouldn’t have students for several weeks.

But the hose had water, and the fan had power. That was all she needed.

Eleanor wrenched the hose’s nozzle out of its cradle and walked backward away from the wall, tugging the coiled hose free. It was heavier than she’d expected it to be, and she heaved and panted as she dragged the nozzle to the ledge, where the frigid wind nipped at the insides of her lungs.

“Seriously, Ellie.” Claire’s glance flicked to the steep drop-off. “It’s too high, this is crazy.”

“Just watch.” Eleanor pointed. “Jenna, go over there, and when I say, you turn on the water.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “Ellie—”

“Just do it, okay?”

Jenna sighed and stomped over to the fire-hose valve.

Eleanor smiled and flicked on the fan. Construction dust and debris stirred on the floor around them as the blast and roar picked up. Eleanor put her hand in front of the fan, spreading her fingers wide, testing its force. The air pushed hard, making it difficultto keep her hand there. This was going to work.

She picked up the nozzle and shoved it tight against the back of the fan, right where it sucked the air in. Then she looked at Jenna.

“Now!” Eleanor shouted over the storm sound of the fan.

Jenna cranked the valve, and Eleanor watched a traveling bulge as the hose expanded like a digesting snake. She braced herself as a moment later the water reached the nozzle and hissed into the spinning blades.

On the other side, the fan shot a ragged mist into the air, and with the temperature waiting below zero, the water droplets froze into little crystals, instantly.

Snow.

It fell onto the plastic sheet below, some of it sticking, some sliding downward, until a trail of white ran from their high perch almost to the ground below. Eleanor kept her makeshift snow machine churning until the fan sputtered, coughed, and gagged to a stop, its blades and insides encrusted with ice.

“That’s enough!” Eleanor called to Jenna.

Her friend turned the fire-hose valve, and the water from the nozzle dribbled off.

Eleanor dragged the hose out of the way, and then she moved the fan. Jenna walked over to stand by Claire, and the two of them had gone from looking worried and annoyed to looking scared.

“Okay, it worked,” Claire said. “You’re a genius. Can we go now?”

“Not until I ride down my hill.” Eleanor marched over to where she’d leaned a sled against the wall. She didn’t want to let her friends see, but her hands were shaking. Her rapid heartbeat had begun to steal the edges of her breath.

“Ellie,” Jenna said, “you can’t do this. You’re gonna kill yourself.”

“No, I’m not.” Eleanor propped the sled in front of her, right at the ledge. “There’s snow down there for a bit of cushion. That’ll help. And then the angle of the plastic at the bottom will just shoot me out across the ground.” She used her flattened hand to demonstrate the motion. “I’ll come to a gradual stop.”

“You mean a sudden stop!” Jenna said.

“Guys, it’s sledding. People do this all the time. Just . . . not in Phoenix.”

The wind had turned more aggressive, somehow. Like it was taunting Eleanor. Daring her to follow through with her plan. But now that she stood here at the edge, ready to do it, she could also hear her mother asking just what exactly she was thinking. Her mom would go ballistic over the sled part, of course. But she would probably smile wryly over the snow machine.

“Don’t do it,” Claire said.

“I have to.” Eleanor backed up and let the sled fall flat to the ground.

“You’re a freak!” Jenna said.

It wasn’t the first time Eleanor had heard that. She had plenty of friends, but she had a reputation for being . . . different. Even though she’d long since accepted that she was different, it still hurt to have someone call her a freak to her face.

No doubt this stunt would be all over the school before they were even back from break, but that wasn’t why Eleanor was up there, sitting down on a sled, scooting right up to the ledge. She didn’t care what people would say about this afterward. It was about what Eleanor said to herself, right now. How she felt about herself in this moment. It was about the drive inside her, almost an itch. There was only one way to scratch it, and this was the part of Eleanor no one understood. Not even her mom.

The sled scraped across the cement floor as Eleanor jostled into position, its nose now jutting out into space.

Jenna clutched her stomach. “Oh my God, I’m gonna hurl.”

“Go do it over there,” Eleanor said. She reached forward with both hands and grabbed the ledge of the building to either side. All she had to do was heave herself forward, and she’d launch over the edge and down the plastic slope. She took a deep breath.

“Please, Ellie.” Claire’s voice broke. “Don’t—”

“STOP!” a male voice shouted. “WHAT ARE YOU DOING?”

Eleanor whipped a look back. Mr. Goering, the principal, rushed toward them through the building with a couple of cops trailing behind him. Eleanor only had a moment before they reached her and she lost her chance.

“Don’t even think about it, Miss Perry!” Mr. Goering shouted, red-faced. “If you’re still alive at the bottom, I’ll expel you!”

That caused Eleanor to hesitate. Kids in Phoenix sat on long waiting lists to get into public schools. With the refugees pouring into the city every week, there just wasn’t enough room for all of them. If Eleanor got expelled, she wouldn’t get back in, and there was no way they could afford private school. Her mom would be devastated.

That moment of hesitation was all Mr. Goering needed. In the next instant, Eleanor felt his big hands on her shoulders, pulling her away from the ledge.

“It was all Ellie’s idea,” Jenna said, her voice a high-pitched squeal.

Eleanor rolled her eyes as she got to her feet. Jenna was always the first to crack.

“Of that I have no doubt,” Mr. Goering said. He was wearing only his inner coat, too, his customary comb-over a fluttering wisp on the wrong side. He must have rushed to the school in a hurry.

The two cops had stepped away, one of them speaking into a staticky radio clipped at his shoulder.

Eleanor turned to Mr. Goering. “How did you find out I was here?”

“You thought no one in the neighborhood would notice?” Mr. Goering pulled her farther into the building, as if the ledge made him nervous. “I received three phone calls asking why there seemed to be a snowstorm blowing from inside my school.”

Eleanor hadn’t figured it would be that obvious.

“Honestly, Miss Perry.” Mr. Goering shook his head. “These antics of yours must stop, or one of these days the consequences will be dire. What would your mother say if I called her?”

Eleanor couldn’t keep the scoff from her voice. “Good luck with that, Mr. Goering. She’s still in the Arctic, and honestly, I think she has more important things on her mind.”

“And that is the only reason you have enjoyed my forbearance,” he said. “But mark my words, after today you are but one tiny infraction away from expulsion. I don’t care how small. If I hear that you have so much as littered, you’re done at my school. Do you hear me?”

The mention of expulsion hit Eleanor just as hard the second time. She dropped her gaze to the ground, deflated. “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” Mr. Goering breathed in deeply. “And now, these two fine gentlemen will take the three of you into custody.”

“What?” Claire said. “Why?”

“Trespassing.” One of the cops stepped forward. “Destruction of property.”

“But it was all her!” Jenna’s glare brought up a twinge of guilt in Eleanor, but she was able to ignore it. The three of them had been friends long enough for Claire and Jenna to know exactly what it meant to hang out with Eleanor. They got a bystander rush out of it, too. This would blow over like it always did.

“We’ll sort it out at the station,” the cop said. “With your parents.”

That thought caused a different kind of guilt that lingered. With her mom in the Arctic, the police would have to call Uncle Jack, and he didn’t need this. Eleanor cast a final glance at the ledge, the iced-over fan, and the sled, and let the cop lead her away.





CHAPTER

2


UNCLE JACK SAID VERY LITTLE AT THE POLICE STATION. Mostly, he just nodded along with whatever the cop was saying, very slowly, as if the earth’s gravity had doubled. He was wearing his blue coveralls, which meant he’d been at work when they called him. Uncle Jack was always picking up extra shifts when he could, even on the weekends.

“Young lady,” the cop said, “do you know how lucky you are Mr. Goering decided not to press charges?”

He expected an answer. Eleanor sat up straight. “I do, sir.”

“This could have been a lot worse for you,” the cop said.

“I know,” Eleanor said.

The cop directed the next thing he said to Uncle Jack, and Eleanor mostly ignored what he was saying. They weren’t going to charge her, that was what mattered. Instead, she focused on the cop’s cluttered desk, the half-buried photo of his family—wife, two kids, one of whom was squeezing an unhappy cat fighting to escape the frame. She focused on the water cooler burping every few minutes in the corner—

“Ellie,” Uncle Jack said.

“Yeah?”

“Officer Nez asked you a question.”

Eleanor looked in the cop’s eyes. “Yes, sir?”

The cop angled his head, like he was stretching a kink in his neck. “I said, you’re not going to set foot on your school’s construction site, or any other site, ever again. Are you.”

Uncle Jack was wrong, it wasn’t a question. “No, sir.”

“Good. I suppose you’re free to leave.”

“Thank you, Officer.” Uncle Jack labored up from his chair, still fighting gravity. “What do you say, Ellie?”

“Thank you, Officer,” Eleanor said.

“Have a nice day,” the cop said, and Eleanor was pretty sure he wouldn’t have said it any differently if she were being escorted out of here in handcuffs.

Eleanor followed Uncle Jack out of the office. She walked behind him as he lumbered down the crowded hallway, clearing a path to the elevator, where he hit the ground floor button with his thick finger. They rode down listening to music that left Eleanor’s brain itching, and then Uncle Jack led the way through the lobby, out to the heated parking garage, to their small, ancient electric car.

Eleanor wanted him to say something as they drove home, but he kept his eyes forward, right hand on the steering wheel, left hand rubbing his forehead. Eleanor looked out the window, at a billboard with a picture of a young mother reading a bedtime story to her two children by the soft glow of a lamp. The caption read, THIS MOMENT BROUGHT TO YOU BY THE GLOBAL ENERGY TRUST. The G.E.T. supplied power to, well, just about everyone.

They took the freeway, swinging around the maze of towering apartment buildings someone had long ago nicknamed the Ice Castles. They’d been built to house the thousands of refugees from Canada and the northern states who had been staggering into the city day after day, driven from their homes by the sheet of ice clawing its way south. Claire and Jenna lived in those apartments, and they hated it. Eleanor felt horrible when they talked about the crime, the plumbing and the power going out, the noise, the police raiding one of their neighbors down the hall in the middle of the night. But there were plenty of refugees who couldn’t even get a place in Phoenix and had to keep moving south, hoping for a chance to cross the border into Mexico.

Past the Ice Castles, they entered into the suburbs where Eleanor lived. It wasn’t the nicest neighborhood, but it was better than most people had it. Her mom was a geologist, and she’d been lucky enough to land a good job with Sohn International, a nonprofit oil company. And in today’s world, oil meant the ultimate job security.

They rolled down the narrow streets, past the identical narrow houses planted but inches apart, until they reached their home. Uncle Jack pulled into the driveway, left the engine running, the heat blasting, and cleared his throat.

“What would your mom say if she were here?” he asked. He sounded tired.

“She’d blame the Donor.”

Uncle Jack chuckled. Eleanor’s mom had never made time for romance but had always wanted a child, so she’d finally gone to a clinic. Eleanor’s dad had been, and always would be, anonymous. That was just fine with Eleanor. She never even thought about him, except for those times her mother jokingly suggested that he was to blame for whatever it was about Eleanor that was irking Mom at that moment.

“And then what would she say?” Uncle Jack’s voice sounded a bit lighter.

Eleanor shrugged. “She’d say she was disappointed in me. She’d say she was angry. But more than anything, she’d say she was glad I didn’t kill myself.” Eleanor swiveled toward him in her seat. “Which totally would not have happened, by the way. I had it under control.”

“I’m sure you did.”

“And she’d probably say it was ‘devilishly clever’ that I made my own snow.”

He nodded. “Sounds like her. And since you already know what she would say, I don’t think you need to waste the little time you get to talk with her making her say it.”

“You mean . . .”

Uncle Jack ran his hand back and forth across the top of the steering wheel. “I mean we’ll wait until she gets back from the Arctic to fill her in.”

Eleanor smiled, relieved. “Thanks, Uncle Jack.”

“No problem. But if you end up dead or in jail, I’ll have to spill the beans. Got it?”

Eleanor laughed. “Got it.” But her laughter faded quickly. “She was supposed to be home by now.”

“I know. She’d be here if she could.”

“But she hasn’t even told us why she’s still up there.”

“She will when she can.”

Eleanor gave a very small nod.

“Okay, get on inside. I gotta head back and finish my shift.”

“I’m sorry, Uncle Jack. I didn’t mean to mess up your job.”

“It’s okay. Maybe if I weren’t working so many hours, I’d be around to keep you out of trouble.”

“Oh, you think you can keep me out of trouble, do you?”

Uncle Jack shrugged. “I can try.”

Eleanor opened her door. “Love you, Uncle Jack.”

“Love you, too, Ell Bell.”

Before she shut the door, he craned toward her across the passenger seat and looked up. “Oh, and Ellie?”

“Yeah?”

“For the record, I’m glad you didn’t kill yourself.” He winked.

Eleanor winked back and went inside.

Later that evening, Eleanor woke up to the sound of Uncle Jack in the kitchen downstairs. She’d lain down for a Sunday-afternoon nap shortly after he’d gone back to work, and opened her eyes to a room striped with evening sunlight through her blinds. It was a golden light, but cold like exposed metal. Her mom and Uncle Jack could remember a different sun, a warmer sun that reached through the cold and could even make you sweat. The distant sun Eleanor knew wasn’t something she ever looked to for heat. She climbed out of bed and shivered a little, shuffled into her slippers, and left her room.

Their house was small—her mom insisted it was “cozy”—just the two bedrooms upstairs with a bathroom they shared when her mom wasn’t in the Arctic, and the kitchen and living room downstairs. Her mom didn’t exactly have an eye for design or decoration. The bare walls were the same hospital white they’d been when they’d first moved in ten years ago, though Eleanor had hung a changing parade of posters in her bedroom. Right now, she liked old movie banners, a phase her mom described as “Unintentionally Ironic Vintage.”

Down in the kitchen, Uncle Jack stood at the stove wearing one of her mother’s flowered aprons over his blue coveralls. Eleanor shook her head at the strings straining to reach around him, tied in a small and desperate knot high on his back.

He turned as she walked in. “Hungry?”

“It smells delicious.”

“I can’t make any promises.” Uncle Jack always said that but never needed to. “They’re supposed to be rosemary biscuits.” He pulled on an oven mitt that matched the apron, part of a set. “I had to use the toaster oven to save gas, and the blasted thing won’t go high enough for them to rise properly.” He bent over, peering through the little smoky glass window. A few moments later, he seemed to sense something and pulled the baking sheet from the oven laden with plump, golden mounds.

“They look wonderful,” Eleanor said. “And I’m sure they’ll taste even better.”

He frowned. “Get yourself a plate.”

She grabbed a dish from the cupboard, and he served her up a biscuit.

“Here,” he said. “I made a béchamel sauce and added a bit of prosciutto I found.” He took her plate, split the biscuit with a fork, and ladled steaming gravy over it from a pot on the stove. Then he handed the plate back. “My own version of biscuits and gravy.”

Eleanor shook her head. “Uncle Jack, you’re going to get in trouble.”

He waved her off with the oven mitt. “Don’t worry, Ell Bell. This is all stuff they’d thrown away.” Uncle Jack worked for an electrical company that serviced a lot of the mansions and hotels in Phoenix. Sometimes, his company contracted with the G.E.T., but years ago, he’d wanted to be a chef. That was before the Freeze—the new ice age—had really settled in.

Eleanor took her first bite, and it tasted so good she had to close her eyes. The biscuit was light and fluffy, in spite of the toaster oven, with just the right hint of rosemary, and the sauce was creamy and smoky. None of the kids she knew got to eat like this. The only people who could were the ones wealthy enough to import fresh produce and goods from South America and Africa, where anything could still be grown.

“What do you think?” Uncle Jack hadn’t moved since passing her the plate.

“Amazing. I can’t believe they’d throw this stuff away.” She took another bite.

“A person’s wealth is measured by what they can afford to throw away.” He tried to reach back and untie the apron, and Eleanor watched him struggle for several moments, his shoulders all scrunched up, eyes on the ceiling, his mouth hanging open.

She grinned. “Would you like me to help you there?”

“Would you mind?”

Eleanor shook her head, still smiling, and went around behind him. He’d pulled the knot so tight, she ended up needing a fork to tease it loose.

“We need to get you a bigger apron,” she said. “If you’re—”

The chime cut through every noise in the house. It was a sound to which Eleanor’s ears were constantly tuned. Her Sync.

Uncle Jack had heard it, too. “Go,” he said. “Hurry.”

Eleanor rushed up to the desk in her room. Her only connection to her mom was her Sync, a device used by the oil and energy companies so they’d have an instant, reliable method of communication that didn’t require satellites or cell towers. The Sync, an advanced prototype, worked by something called entanglement. Tiny electrons in Eleanor’s device perfectly matched their quantum twins in her mom’s. The Sync couldn’t transmit voice or video over this connection, but it could send text and other data. Over a normal cellular or Wi-Fi connection, it looked and acted like any other smartphone.

The screen flashed as Eleanor picked up the device.

<Hello, Eleanor! It’s been so long. How are you?>

Eleanor smiled. It had been a long time, almost a week.

She typed. <Good! How r u?>

<I’m doing well, but I would be better if you didn’t type in the text language of your generation. ;-}>

<Was that supposed to be a wink?>

<Yes. Did I not do it right?>

<It’s this, Mom. ;)>

<;)>

<How cold is it up there right now?>

<Hang on.> . . . <minus 63 degrees Celsius>

Eleanor actually knew that already. She kept a daily eye on Arctic temperatures. <Brrrrr>

<You’re right about that, sweetie.>

That temperature was fairly normal for this time of year, but winter had only begun. Temperatures would soon drop well below that. <Do you know when you’re coming home?>

. . .

<Mom?>

<I’m not sure. Not yet, sweetie.>

<Do you know when you’ll be sure?>

<I’m sorry, there’s still work to do.>

Even through the Sync, Eleanor could tell there was something off. <Is everything ok?>

. . . <Yes, sorry. I’m just a bit tired and distracted, I guess. Tell me what’s going on with you. How is school?>

Eleanor decided to let it go, for now. <I made a snow machine.>

<What?! How?>

<high-power fan + water hose + subzero temp = SNOW!!!>

<How devilishly clever of you.>

Eleanor smiled.

<That earned you an A, I assume? ;)>

Eleanor hesitated before typing. <Not exactly.>

<?>

<It wasn’t for an assignment.>

<???>

<I’ll tell you about it when you get home.>

. . . <You can imagine the look on my face right now, can’t you?>

<Yes, Mom. But everything is ok.>

. . .

<MOM, IT IS OK.>

<All right. If you say so. I just hope you’re going easy on your poor uncle Jack.>

Poor Uncle Jack. <I’m trying. But it’s ok. He gets me.>

<Good. That makes one of us. ;)>

Eleanor chuckled. <Your wink is looking good.>

<Why thank you. My brilliant daughter taught me.>

<:)>

<Hold on, sweetie. Be right back.>

. . .

Eleanor stared at the screen as the wind picked up outside. It always got windy after dark.

. . .

<Mom?>

<Yes, I’m here. But I have to go, sweetie. I love you.>

Already? <wait> They’d barely started talking. <y do u have to go?>

<We’re prepping to head out onto the ice sheet tomorrow.>

<That sounds dangerous.>

<I’ll be fine.> . . . <No need for you to worry.>

The feeling returned. There was something her mother wasn’t telling her. If her mom was sitting here in person, Eleanor could probably guess what it was, but through the Sync, she had no idea.

<Mom, tell me.>

<Tell you what, sweetie?>

<What’s going on?>

<Just work stuff. Nothing for you to worry about.>

Eleanor didn’t believe her, and her mom had never kept stuff from her. <When will you be able to text again?>

<Soon, I hope.>

<You hope?>

<Soon, I said. Soon.>

That did not comfort Eleanor. <Fine>

<Say hi to Uncle Jack for me.>

<I will.>

<I love you, sweetie. So much.>

<love you too>

<Good-bye>

<bye>

And that was it. The connection between them went cold.





CHAPTER

3


IT HAD SNOWED A BIT DURING THE NIGHT, A FINE, DRY DUST that looked like someone had shaken a bag of flour over the city. The sunlight fell sharply against it. Eleanor took the walk to school warm inside her inner and outer coats, mittens, and the hat her mother had bought her before she’d left for the Arctic. It was an old-style leather aviator cap, lined with fur, with flaps over her ears. As she walked, Eleanor went back over the texts from last night in her mind. She’d stayed up late worrying about what it was her mom was keeping from her, trying to puzzle it out. Did it have something to do with her mother’s expedition onto the ice sheet? But now, with the clarity of the fresh morning, Eleanor had begun to wonder if she was worrying about nothing.

She approached the Ice Castles and found Jenna and Claire waiting outside their building for Eleanor like they usually did, bobbing a little in the cold. It was her first time seeing them since they’d all been hauled into the police station, and Eleanor didn’t quite know what to expect. She hadn’t even been sure they’d wait for her.

“Hey,” Eleanor said when she reached them.

“Hey,” they said.

The three of them formed a little circle, huddled around the cloud of their mingled breath.

“So . . .” Eleanor swept a trail through the snow dust with the side of her boot. “Did you guys get in trouble?”

“A little,” Jenna said. “But my mom believed me when I told her I got tricked into it.”

“Me too,” said Claire. “At this point, my parents really don’t like you, Ellie.”

Eleanor shrugged. “That has already been duly noted. But are you guys still mad at me?”

“I was,” said Jenna. “But I’m not anymore.”

“Me neither,” said Claire.

“Good,” Eleanor said. “Okay.”

“Okay. Can we get to school now?” Jenna bobbed again. “They rationed the heat in the Ice Castles last night, and I am so cold. I just want to get warm.”

“Rationed the heat?” Eleanor said. “Why?”

“Energy shortage, I guess,” Claire said.

An energy shortage if you’re poor or a refugee. Eleanor huffed. This was exactly why her mother was doing what she was doing up in the Arctic. They needed to find enough oil to keep everyone warm, not just those with money. “I’m so sorry,” she said.

Claire just shook her head. “It’s okay. Can we—? Let’s just go.”

“Of course,” Eleanor said.

They set off at a brisk pace. Eleanor felt bad but didn’t know what to say. It wasn’t just what people could afford to throw away, like Uncle Jack had said, that told you how rich they were. It was also what people took for granted. Those who lived in the mansions where Uncle Jack worked took their apples and bananas for granted. Eleanor took her heat for granted. And as bad as the Ice Castles were, refugees who got turned away would probably say that the people who lived there were lucky, too.

“What do you guys have first period, again?” Jenna asked.

“Science,” Claire said.

“I hate science,” Eleanor said, grateful for a change in subject. But her mom paid more attention to her science and math grades than anything else. Eleanor liked English class. She liked the novels, the stories about the earth before the Freeze, a world where people as far north as Canada could go swimming in lakes and rivers that hadn’t frozen over. She liked to read about warmth and could almost feel it emanating from the pages. It was like reading fantasy or science fiction.

They made their way through the cold streets to the school. The plastic construction sheet still covered the new wing. At the sight of it, Eleanor grinned to herself—devilishly clever—and went inside.

Science class was in the gym, along with an eighth-grade math class and a seventh-grade social studies class. The classrooms weren’t big enough to hold all the students anymore. It was loud, and a line of neon tape was all that separated one class from another. Eleanor wanted to sit on the back bleachers, but Claire dragged her up to the third row, where they had the best chance of actually hearing the teacher.

Mr. Fiske wore a skinny black tie today, sleeves rolled up on his white shirt, and jeans. He stood on the floor of the gym next to a projector and a screen, which was a little hard to see without dimming the lights. He held his right hand over his head, and it looked like he might have been snapping his fingers. Eleanor couldn’t tell, and certainly couldn’t hear it.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” he shouted.

Eleanor craned her neck toward him. The guy teaching the math class next to them was also the coach of the football team, and his lesson on exponents carried over everything.

“Today,” Mr. Fiske said, “we begin our climate unit.”

A collective groan issued from the bleachers, but Eleanor was pretty sure that sound would have been the same for any subject, and unlike seemingly every other person in the class, including Claire, Eleanor didn’t mind the idea of a climate unit.

“We’ll begin with the Milankovitch-Skinner Cycles. Does anyone know what they are?”

No hands went up.

Mr. Fiske nodded. “Okay, then. In the first half of the twentieth century, Dr. Milankovitch theorized that the shape of the earth’s orbit around the sun, and the tilt and rotation of its axis, affected the climate.” The screen switched to a video of the earth careening around the solar system. “His calculations produced a predictable cycle of glacial ages. But apparently, his calculations were wrong. We weren’t supposed to enter another ice age for fifty thousand years. But in the early part of the twenty-first century, a young graduate student discovered something.” Mr. Fiske switched the screen to the photo of a man everyone on the planet knew: Dr. Skinner, the renowned climatologist, now CEO of the Global Energy Trust, one of the largest oil and energy companies in the world. “Aaron Skinner demonstrated that our climate was changing sooner than expected, and another ice age was upon us.”

Eleanor had actually met Dr. Skinner at a big oil company conference with her mom. He was just as good-looking in person.

“At first,” Mr. Fiske said, “his warnings went unheeded by both the government and the scientific community.” The screen changed to newspaper headlines and photos. Shriveled crops ruined by frost in August. Forlorn beachfront houses now sitting a half mile from the ocean. Scores of people killed in freak blizzards. “But soon the world realized that Dr. Skinner had been right. Our whole world was changing.”

Eleanor had never known a different world. But her mom and Uncle Jack could still remember what it was like before.

Mr. Fiske had paused in his lesson, probably for some kind of dramatic effect. “Dr. Skinner recalculated Milankovitch’s orbital cycles and proved that we have entered a new ice age, right on schedule. And now, it’s up to all of us to work together to—”

Eleanor’s bag chimed. She heard it over Mr. Fiske’s lecture, which kept droning on. It cut through the booming voice of the math teacher next door, and through the student chatter all around her. It was her Sync.

She whipped it out. The screen flashed a text message.

<Hi, sweetie. I just wanted to apologize for cutting you off so abruptly last night. We’re about to head out, so I still don’t have time to talk, but I just wanted to tell you not to worry, because I know you are. ;) I’ll be in touch soon. I love you. Mom >

Being told not to worry was almost guaranteed to make Eleanor worry even more. Something still felt off. It wasn’t what her mom was saying. It was what she wasn’t saying. She always told Eleanor everything, even the boring science stuff, details about ice cores and carbon levels and all that.

Claire was leaning toward her, obviously trying to read the message out of the corner of her eye, so Eleanor just turned the screen toward her and let her see it directly.

A moment later, Claire looked up from the screen and smiled. Then she whispered in Eleanor’s ear, “That’s good, right?”

“No, it’s not,” Eleanor whispered back.

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. It just isn’t.”

“Well, it sounds good to me. I wish my mom would send me a text like that, and she’s only a few miles away, waiting for food rations.”

That shifted Eleanor’s perspective a bit. At least her family didn’t have to wait in those terrible lines. She typed a return message, hoping her mom might get it before she headed out onto the ice sheet.

<Thanks, Mom. It’s okay, I know you’re busy. Talk soon. Be safe. Love you.>

Claire had read the reply over Eleanor’s shoulder and nodded her approval. The moment after sending it, Eleanor felt a bit better. She sighed as she slipped the Sync into her bag and turned her attention back to the lecture.

“. . . current glaciation,” Mr. Fiske said. The screen showed a spatchcocked map of the world. “As you can see, the ice sheet has completely covered the northern half of the United States, stretching from Oregon to Washington, DC. In places, the ice reaches a depth of three kilometers—almost two miles.” The screen switched to an image of Europe. “The UK is almost completely covered in ice, as you can see, along with most of northern Europe.”

A student up at the front raised his hand. “How far south will the ice go?”

Mr. Fiske inhaled. “That depends on where you are. The ice behaves differently in Asia, for example, where glaciation is not as extensive. Here in the US, the ice sheet is still advancing at a rate of .8 meters per day, or about 2.7 feet. That is a slower pace than has been seen in the last ten years, so scientists are hopeful the advance is slowing.”

“But . . . ,” the student said, “how far will it go?”

Eleanor knew what he was really asking. He wanted
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