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Introduction

The oceans cover 71 percent of our planet, and they contain 97 percent of all living matter. Yet for most of the 6.3 billion people who live on land, ocean life remains largely out of sight and out of mind. But not for John Morano. In Out There, Somewhere, Morano brings that world alive for young adults and others by portraying a diverse community of creatures—from the rare coelacanth, to an injured sea turtle, to shrimp, to dolphins, to an intelligent octopus.

For thirty years, the Ocean Conservancy has worked to keep people mindful that the oceans are not just another world but are in fact a vital part of our world. Just as we depend upon them for food, oxygen, transportation, recreation, and climate control, the oceans depend upon us to protect them from the consequences of harmful human activities: overfishing, pollution, habitat destruction, and above all, from human apathy.

In Out There, Somewhere, Morano portrays the human tendency to view the oceans and ocean life as intended for human exploitation; the main characters—including several fish, a sea turtle, a manatee, and some dolphins—become showpieces in an aquarium. And just as there are all kinds of sea creatures in his novel, there are all kinds of people—poachers, fishers, aquarists torn between the need to make money and the desire to teach humans about ocean life, and scientists whose curiosity drives them to have a hand in exploiting marine species.

Through all of this, Morano does something that few ocean writers do. He provides us with a unique perspective, that of the exploited animal. In so doing, he demonstrates just how profound and pervasive humans’ effect on the oceans is. Entanglement, bycatch, and poaching all threaten the health of our oceans. And they all have a human origin. In Out There, Somewhere, we see how persistent these threats are. No ocean species in the book escapes the impacts of the “man-tide,” as the ocean creatures refer to us humans. And that, I believe, is a fair portrayal of our influence.

This is science fiction, though not in the usual sense of the word. Although Out There, Somewhere is a novel, Morano has done his research, and he brings these creatures alive by looking at the details of their existence—the habitats they depend upon, the predators they fear, their unique social behaviors. And all these details serve to make them interesting and real to us and to show us dimensions of ocean life that we rarely consider.

But this is much more than fiction describing the life that sea creatures lead in the shadow of human dominance. It’s about the morality of human exploitation, the way we justify our actions under the guises of “economics” and “education.” Is it, after all, better to bring ocean creatures to aquariums to educate people? Or should we allow them to remain in the habitats where they play critically important roles?

A manatee, Naillij, describes eloquently the problem that conservationists face—humans’ prevailing attitude toward nature: “The man-tide ignores the balance. In fact, they violate it. Then they come in and try to make it right. They show themselves that they are more powerful than the Spirit by destroying the balance. And then they fool themselves into thinking that by bringing things back to where they should have been all along, they have restored the balance, righted the wrong. But the wrong has still happened . . .”

Economic considerations continue to overshadow conservation and precaution. And this is shown in the character Dave, the owner of the SeaTopia aquarium, where many of the novel’s characters end up on display. Although he is a thoughtful and principled conservationist, he is seduced by the possibility of economic gain and success: “The one commercial concession Dave had made, at the urging of the board, was to accept the coelacanth. The canth would be a fiscal home run, but like many profitable choices, Dave felt somewhat Faustian, like he had sold his soul to the devil . . . What Dave hoped was that the sheer educational value of the creature would somehow justify the personal betrayals.” Dave shows us how easily we can compromise our ethics when economic considerations enter the picture.

As it has for the past three decades, the Ocean Conservancy will continue to fight for effective laws that protect against human activities that threaten healthy oceans and ocean life—habitat destruction, overfishing, entanglement, pollution, and trade in endangered species. We will continue to provide citizens with the means of speaking out on the oceans that we all share. And we will continue to educate the public about the world that lies largely hidden beneath the waves. We urge you to join us by visiting our website, www.oceanconservancy.org, and by learning how you can help to reverse the failing health of our oceans.

John Morano’s Eco-Adventure Series will undoubtedly help that cause by engaging young audiences and by dramatizing the interaction between people and ocean life.

Perhaps together, we can change the prevailing human attitudes that have wreaked so much destruction in the past and begin to build a new ocean ethic, whereby all people learn to appreciate all ocean life and become active ocean stewards, seeking to preserve healthy oceans for the benefit of present and future generations.

Roger T. Rufe, Jr.

President

The Ocean Conservancy


Chapter One

Spare the Rod

Maputa sat quietly in her cave. The sun lingered high above the sea surrounding the Comoros Islands. She wasn’t hiding. There was little Maputa feared in her world. Perhaps a great white or some brazen rouge predator might try its luck, but the odds were against it. Her six-foot-long, three-hundred-pound, grouper-like body was covered with such large serrated scales—almost armor plates in design—that few creatures would attempt an attack. Below her gentle eyes, a wide mouth was patched with short, spiked teeth that were both intimidating and functional.

When the setting sun moored beneath the surface of the sea, Maputa would emerge from her comfy cave, join friends and family, and begin the feeding that would last through the night. It was what she and her kind did every evening, what her kind had done for almost four hundred million years. If there ever was one, Maputa was a living fossil.

Although the man-tide believed Maputa and her kind had vanished with the dinosaurs at the end of the Cretaceous period some sixty-five million years ago, the fish had weathered every storm blown their way for millennia upon millennia. Since the dawn of the Devonian epoch 410 million years ago, the coelacanth had remained relatively unchanged. While mosasaurs, plesiosaurs, and megalodons had given way to great whites, giant squid, and the man-tide, Maputa and her kind continued on, virtually unfazed and blissfully ignored by the events of the world around them. But that was about to change.
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Maputa was proud of her cobalt blue color. The fish’s white scale flecks matched the white sponges and oyster shells that gathered around the face of her cave. Like most coelacanths, Maputa felt comfortable living below deep reefs and steep volcanic slopes in water anywhere from three hundred to two thousand feet deep or more. The cool, dark currents calmed the ancient fish, assuring her that everything was well. She was beneath it all.

The canth liked to hover and drift in the current. Her excellent night vision and unique fins, each situated on its own short wrist, allowed her to feed opportunistically as candidates crossed her hungry path. Devoted disciples of the Spirit-fish, Maputa and her group would often interrupt their feeding, bow their heads in unison, and give thanks for the evening, for their lives.

Maputa was hungrier than she normally was, probably because of the pups she’d carried within her for almost a year. The expectant mother was well aware of her condition. She could give birth at any time. This made her anxious. She worried that her pups might be born so far from her cave that they might become instant prey. But in the deep water, with her family all around her, Maputa opted for nourishment over safety, a choice mothers of all species often grappled with.

The sheaf of canths, the term for a group that included several families, drifted into open water. In unison, they bowed their heads, raised their unique, three-pronged caudal fins, and hung motionless in the silence, waiting to detect movement or the soft, electrical pulse of life in their sensitive rostral organs. Then they would feed. But the canths were hunting for something else as well. It was at these moments, feeding together, that they most often heard the voice of Seaqoyit. They listened.

Maputa was doing what her ancestors had done for almost four thousand centuries, long before there was an Atlantic or Pacific Ocean, when what would become Morocco and New Jersey were neighbors. The canths had found a harmony, a place, a way. Her family had lived on this spot for more than a million years. Those in her shock, a collection of sheaves, rarely ranged more than a few miles from their roosting caves. They only ventured beyond when all the caves were filled or their stomachs were not.

As they completed their first meditation of the evening, they waved their tribolated tail fins in unison and raised their heads. Maputa’s brother swam up beside her. He had a glow in his eyes that spilled out over his blue scales. Mombassa knew his sister would give birth soon, that she would add life to the shock and to the diversity of the sea.

“Maputa, how do you feel?” he whispered to his sister.

“Good enough to eat, but I think I’ll feed quickly tonight and return early.”

“Could they arrive tonight?” Mombassa asked. “Should we go back now?”

Maputa grinned. “It could happen. Probably not, but the pups could come. Either way, I still have to eat. Do this for me.”

“Anything,” the large male replied.

“I’ll keep working from this spot, but if any of the others happen upon an easy feed, will you come and get me? I’d like to get this done quickly.”

“I’ll spread the word.” Mombassa swam off to pass along his sister’s request. The others would surely cooperate. What was good for Maputa was good for them as well. One thing the canths had learned over time was that, generally speaking, cooperation was healthier than competition.

Maputa continued to search for her own meal. Snapping up a squid here and a cuttlefish there, she rose to a depth much higher than she would usually work. Then she stumbled upon something quite intriguing. It sat motionless on the terrace of a volcanic ridge in less than two hundred feet of water. Difficult for the coelacanth to describe or understand, what she saw was a rigid rectangular net. The mesh of the large net was hardened but so thin that it seemed delicate.

Maputa’s pressure-sensitive lateral line and her keen eyesight picked up the fish swimming inside the mesh. The net was full of fish. A few were dead, but most were darting back and forth, unable to escape, panicked. For some reason, they couldn’t locate the large hole that seemed obvious to Maputa.

She rubbed up against the container. The electroreceptors in her snout buzzed as they picked up the frenetic blasts of life passing through the water. If she could enter the container, she could eat her fill and return to her cave. Then, if she gave birth, she wouldn’t have to leave her babies for many days. This opportunity was just what she needed.

But Maputa wasn’t so dazzled by the sight of such a succulent smorgasbord that she would neglect to consider her escape. If this thing could contain all these fish, it might also be capable of entrapping her. The crafty canth studied the contraption and the fish inside. She reasoned that they were so panicked that they’d trapped themselves. If she could keep her cool inside the mesh, she could get out as easily as she got in. If that failed, she was so large and so powerful, the canth was convinced she could smash or chew her way through the diminutive mesh.

Maputa sniffed the fish inside. The catch smelled good, but the mesh also bore the trace of a strange scent, something the sea hadn’t completely washed away, something it couldn’t wash away. However, Maputa saw only the temptation of the incredible feast. She laid her side against the mesh. It dented easily beneath her bulk. The canth located the opening, flattened her fins, contracted her girth, and wriggled forward. The short tunnel that guided her into the rectangle opened into a slightly more spacious chasm predominately filled with lantern fish, Maputa’s favorite food.

She sucked them in, two and three at a time, swallowing both live and dead. A dust cloud rose as the mesh ripped at the sediment it sat upon. Soon, the lantern fish were consumed. Maputa felt lucky that she could eat so much so easily. It wasn’t feeding the way the Spirit had intended, but it was a blissful banquet nonetheless. The canth satisfied herself thinking about the nourishment her pups would get in this vital late stage of their development. It was time to go home.

Maputa turned back to the tunnel that had carried her to the lantern fish. She had some difficulty shifting her body in the confines of the container, but in the end, she managed to turn herself around. Peering into the hole, it seemed smaller leading out than it did leading in, which was somewhat true since she now faced the smaller end of the funnel-shaped tunnel. But Maputa reasoned that if the hole allowed her to enter, it would certainly allow her to exit. Its size was a constant. She swam into the opening.

The same funnel that allowed her fins and scales to fold down and slide easily as she entered now caught her fins and ripped at her scales with its exposed smaller end. It grabbed her and held her inside, preventing the coelacanth from getting through the opening. Maputa withdrew and considered the dilemma.

Apparently, she couldn’t fit into the same hole that carried her in. She’d have to find another way out. Scanning the mesh for a weak spot that she could work open, Maputa heard a scratchy, squeaky voice say, “That’s what you get for being greedy.”

The canth felt a minute electric charge tickle her snout and located the source of the voice instantly. She could see exactly where it came from yet couldn’t quite identify the creature. Then, as he shifted his position, Maputa saw him clearly.

A shrimp, almost transparent, looked up at the huge fish and smiled. “If it looks too good to be true, it usually is,” he said.

“Thanks for the advice,” Maputa replied. “It’s especially helpful sharing that wisdom after I’m stuck in here.”

“Well, you didn’t consult me before you entered.”

“I’m not consulting you now either, but you’re still passing out information, aren’t you?”

“Good point,” the shrimp conceded. He could afford to be amused by the coelacanth’s predicament, since he was small enough to come and go as he pleased.

“Know a way out of here?” Maputa asked.

The shrimp scanned the container, moved its eyestalks in a variety of directions, nodded its little head, and said, “Nope.”

Maputa resumed her search. She examined every corner of the container, nudging it, testing it with her head. While the mesh had some give to it, it didn’t break or tear. Growing a little more desperate, Maputa threw her bulk at the mesh, hoping to create a crack or hole, which caused the trap to roll off the cliff.

It tumbled down the bank of the slumbering volcano. Rocks and debris rained down on the trap in a small avalanche when it finally settled on another outcrop. Dented and twisted, the mesh held. Its give, which Maputa had assumed made it weaker, actually made it stronger. The trap didn’t defy stress; it absorbed it. Still, Maputa gathered herself for another try. Suddenly, she felt strange. A pain that wasn’t exactly painful stirred inside her. Perhaps she’d injured herself in the canth-alanche, she thought. Then, Maputa saw what had happened and understood the peculiar sensation.
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Swimming next to her inside the container was a tiny blue fish, peaceful, beautiful, innocent. It was her child, her first born. The puzzling, pleasant pain returned. The pup was joined by another . . . and another . . . and another. In moments, seven small pups nuzzled their mother. Maputa drew them closer with her fins, felt the life within them, thanked the Spirit-fish, and prepared for the journey to her cave—their cave. Nilmah, her mate, would be so happy. And then the world returned.

Perched on the dorsal fin of one of the youngsters, the shrimp dusted himself off. He looked seriously at Maputa and said, “Would you mind notifying me the next time you decide to throw me down a steep ledge? I might want to prepare myself . . . or leave.”

Maputa ignored the shrimp. She had no time for distraction and no interest in anything other than escaping with her young. Suddenly, one of the pups waved at her from the other side of the mesh. It was close to her, but it was definitely outside the container. The fully formed little canth, who looked remarkably like his father, paddled over to the banged-up tunnel and started to enter the container once again.

“Stop!” Maputa screamed. “Don’t move another fin!”

The little one froze.

The new mother was faced with a real problem. Was her child safer inside the container next to her, shielded from predators, or better off outside where it would be free to flee but alone and unprotected?

Maputa felt a surge against her lateral line. Something large approached. “Incoming,” she whispered to the precocious pup. “Get inside, little one.” The coelacanth laid her babies beneath her and prepared to fend off whatever squeezed through the twisted tunnel.

Out of the dusky dark below the ledge rose the intruder. Mombassa shook his head. He looked worried. “What have you done, Sister?”

“Apparently, there is no free lunch,” she lamented.

“You can say that again. Let’s get you out of here.”

“I’m not sure it’s going to be so easy. I have another surprise for you.” Maputa leaned to one side, and her children swam out to meet their uncle.

“You’re just full of surprises, aren’t you?” Mombassa smiled.

Maputa gestured to the pups and said, “I was full of surprises.”

“They’re incredible,” the proud uncle gushed as one emerged from the container and touched him.

“Let’s try this,” Maputa suggested. “You take them back to the caves. Have Gunung look after them. Then come right back here with Nilmah and see if you can get me out of here.”

“I don’t know . . . ”

“There’s no choice. It’ll all go better if we know the pups are safe. Don’t worry about me. I’m not going anywhere.”

Mombassa nodded, gathered the pups, and swam off, hoping not to encounter a feeding tiger shark along the way.

Alone in the trap, feeling quite claustrophobic, the young mother watched her children swim down into the deep. She hoped that Mombassa and Nilmah would return quickly. Once more, the coelacanth attempted to push herself through the twisted tunnel. Once again, she couldn’t fit.

“I have good news, and I have bad news,” Maputa heard. It was the same scratchy, squeaky voice from before.

The transparent shrimp danced defiantly through the small holes in the mesh, teasing the canth. He repeated, “Good news and bad news, my friend.”

“Just gimme the good news.”

“Sorry. It’s not one or the other. It’s all or nothing. What’ll it be?”

“Surprise me,” Maputa mumbled.

“Well, here’s the good news. I’ve seen these before. It’s something made by the man-tide to catch fish. Looks like this one works pretty well.”

“That’s the good news? Once again, you provide great info when it’s totally useless.”

“Ah, but I’m not done yet. The good news is that these things usually have a long tentacle that reaches all the way to the surface. The man-tide returns on a floating island and pulls this up. Whatever happens to the fish inside, I really can’t say. But when this thing returns to the sea, the fish that were inside are gone.”

The canth stared at the shrimp. “I’m still waiting for the good news.”

“Then wait no longer. This trap, my friend, has no tentacle.”

“So?”

“So you can’t be pulled up to the floating island. They can’t get you. Believe me, that’s a good thing.”

“That is kind of good,” Maputa said with a nod. She considered her situation and felt some relief that it was probably just a matter of time before Nilmah and Mombassa freed her from the mesh container. Her growing grin disappeared as she asked, “What’s the bad news?”

“The bad news is, there’s no tentacle on this and they won’t be able to pull you up.”

Confused, Maputa countered, “But you said that was the good news.”

“Ah,” the shrimp said, smiling. “Like most things, it’s how you look at it.” His left eyestalk bent left while his right eyestalk bent right. Then the left eye looked up while the right eye looked down to illustrate the assertion. “It’s good that the man-tide can’t remove you, but it’s also bad. How will you ever get out of here?”

“When Nilmah and Mombassa return, they’ll get me out.”

“I hope you’re right, my friend.”

The shrimp and the coelacanth waited. They continued to explore the mesh for a crack or an opening. Maputa began to breathe more deeply. Her heart began to beat harder. She was scared. She had a feeling that her life was about to change, a very unsettling feeling for a coelacanth, a creature whose habits rarely changed. The timeless tranquility of her existence had been interrupted by this abandoned trap, and she was left with no control over her fate. But before full-blown panic replaced her fear, Mombassa returned with Nilmah.

The two canths swam in hard, their underwater surge washing over Maputa and sending the shrimp spiraling in their wake.

“Tell me my pups are safe!”

“Our children are safe,” Nilmah answered. “Now, let’s get you out of here. The last thing in the sea I need is to have to drag you back to the caves like this. I’ll wind up with my mate spending the rest of her life in some man-tide trap.”

“You can forget about having any more pups,” Mombassa teased.

The humor of the two males eased the tension. Maputa became less anxious, or was it merely the calm before the storm? A bump, a soft thud nudged at the top of the mesh. Nilmah became quiet. He looked at Mombassa. The two looked at the surface as another thud struck the mesh.

“It has begun,” Mombassa declared.

“Yes, it’s the deep night,” Nilmah added.

The man-tide had arrived, lowering their bait into the sea. It was very rare that a coelacanth would actually approach the bait. It wasn’t really intended for them. Occasionally, a starving, stupid specimen might attempt a lazy meal, but even the dimmest coelacanth understood the danger of a fish hanging from a tentacle. Bait now rested on the top of the very mesh that held Maputa.

Gesturing upward, the female said, “This can’t be good.”

“The first thing we have to do,” Mombassa said, “is take you down.”

Nilmah pushed his face against the mesh and whispered to his mate, “Yes, you’ll be safer in the deep water. Perhaps this mesh will weaken as we drag you down. Are you ready, Maputa?”

She nodded and prepared herself for the prolonged tumble down the face of the silent volcano.

“Let’s go!” Mombassa called.

The two muscular males pushed the trap forward. Maputa kept herself afloat, swimming along with her mate and her brother, shoving from the inside. The mesh slid along the ridge, dislodging barnacles, mussels, sponges, and other growth. As it reached the edge of the ledge, Maputa sucked in a deep breath, sealed her gill covers, and prayed that the Spirit-fish would release her.

Nilmah whispered, “Don’t worry, the mesh will never hold up. We’ll meet you at the bottom.”

They shoved the trap over the ledge, hundreds of feet of water beneath it, rock and coral jutting out from the face of the volcano waiting to rip the mesh open and release Maputa, but something unexpected happened. Although the trap was shoved clear of the outcrop, it didn’t sink. Instead, it hung for a moment in the open water, hovering. The container defied gravity.

“It is the Spirit,” Mombassa declared. “My sister is saved.”

The trap and Maputa began to slowly rise. At once, the three canths understood what was happening. As they had pushed the container along the ledge, the bait dropped by the man-tide had locked onto the mesh. That was why Maputa didn’t drop into the depths. The tentacles from the man-tide held the trap, and now it was being lifted to the surface.

Nilmah swam above the mesh and tore at a line. Mombassa followed his lead. Maputa bit at the bait dangling from the mesh, ignoring the peril of the hooks that she knew were hidden inside. Her powerful jaws and sharp, spiked teeth were usually more than a match for anything the sea might throw at her, as they’d proven repeatedly over time, but his mesh, this trap, these tentacles tearing her from her home were not of the sea. These were creations of the man-tide. Why were they here? What were they doing?

One of the tentacles snapped. The trap lurched, and Maputa tumbled against a side. Nilmah and Mombassa each worked on one of the two remaining tentacles. The closer they came to the surface, the warmer the water became. They felt the change in pressure. The canths were uncomfortable, dizzy, but they continued their struggle. The lights from the floating islands that danced and winked from above became larger, brighter, blinding. Time, something the canths had always had so much of, was running out.

Smitty was in his late sixties, a retired telephone line technician from Long Island now living on the northeast coast of Florida. He joked that it was law in New York that once you turned sixty-five, you had to retire and move to Florida.

Lean and strong with thick, wiry, white hair, he was so calm and understated that whenever he said something funny, it took a moment to get the humor because at first, you always believed whatever he said. He could say there were three green suns, and before you dismissed his claim, you’d have to check the sky to make sure. The only clue that Smitty might be pulling your leg was the hint of a smile that often graced his weathered face.

Smitty was an honest, happy guy and always had been. The idea that the grass was greener someplace else never meant anything to him. He had all he ever needed in his wife Belle, their three children, and their grandkids. Smitty knew there was nothing more than that, not really, except for the occasional slice of homemade chocolate cake.

And even though he was retired, he couldn’t stop working. He just worked for free now. Driving home along the road that ran down the shore, he gazed out at the ocean and allowed the tranquil turquoise to touch his soul. Something caught his eye on the side of the road, so he drifted onto the shoulder and dropped his pickup into park. Smitty watched a pair of black-backed gulls peck at something on a dune. Several other birds circled, waiting for their turn. Smitty knew that there were endangered gopher tortoises in the area and wondered if a nest of eggs was being plundered.

Never one to be in a hurry, Smitty climbed down from the cab. As he crossed the road, he thought about the dinner Belle had prepared. Her cooking was always worth rushing home to, but he knew she’d understand the delay. He approached the dune quietly. The birds would scatter whether he waved his arms and shouted or not.

As he got closer, he could see the shell. There was movement. It was alive. Pleased, Smitty said calmly, “You might not think so, but today is your lucky day.” He scaled the dune, violating the ordinance posted on a sign in front of him. It was the most civil disobedience you’d ever get from Smitty.

When he reached down to rescue the sand-covered crawler, Smitty was surprised. It wasn’t a gopher tortoise at all. With both hands, he picked up a half-dead, half-grown sea turtle. Too young to be laying eggs and much too large to be a hatchling, Smitty didn’t know what to make of it.

The adolescent had a deep crack in its shell and a length of fishing line twisted tightly into the infected flesh of a rear flipper. The flipper looked like an older, festering injury, while the crack in the shell seemed recent. Smitty guessed that the flipper impeded the turtle’s mobility and awareness so much that a boat must’ve run it over, fracturing the shell.

“Yes, indeed, it sure is your lucky day,” Smitty repeated. He carried the turtle back to his truck, laid him in a large empty cooler, poured in a few buckets of fresh seawater, turned the pick-up around, and drove the animal back to where he’d been working all day, where he knew the injured turtle could be cared for.

Norton, a stargazer, sat with his powerful, compact body buried deep in the sand. His eyes, which were mounted on the very top of his head, could see above the sand and had almost 360 degrees of visibility when unobstructed on the flats. He could spot whatever approached or left the reef without being noticed himself.

The fish was called a stargazer because his eyes naturally gazed up to the stars. Just under Norton’s pronounced peepers was a huge mouth. With a body shaped like a funnel, the wide end being a massive oral cavity, the short, squat swallowing pot could erupt from the sand, jaws agape, and engulf his meal. Although he didn’t look it, Norton was extremely quick. He also carried an impressive electrical charge should something drop down on him.

Another attribute he possessed grew out of necessity. Since he wasn’t really fast enough to chase his meals down, he needed to be patient, and he was. Stargazers understood that when a meal wandered by, they would usually get only one shot at it, so they waited and waited until the prey was literally on top of them.

It was a slow feeding day, even by Norton’s standards, but he was pleased with his placement, so he dug in deeper . . . and waited. If Norton was anything, he was a profishional. He spotted movement, a flash of scales on the flats, and a sandy cloud rising.

Come to Norton, he thought.

Some type of wounded fish or colorful worm struggled against the tug of the tide. The stargazer liked that. It meant that the prey might be tired when it reached him. It would be a quick and easy end, less unpleasantness for all involved.

It was almost impossible to be a stargazer and not feel the Spirit. Spending days gazing at the clouds above the sea and nights staring at the stars, Norton had developed a solid understanding of the way of the
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