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It is 1943, and 11-year-old Dewey Kerrigan is traveling west on a train to live with her scientist
father—but no one, not her father nor the military guardians who accompany her, will tell her
exactly where he is. When she reaches Los Alamos, New Mexico, she learns why: he's working
on a top secret government program. Over the next few years, Dewey gets to know eminent
scientists, starts tinkering with her own mechanical projects, becomes friends with a budding
artist who is as much of a misfit as she is—and, all the while, has no idea how the Manhattan
Project is about to change the world. This book's fresh prose and fascinating subject are like
nothing you've read before.

About the AuthorEllen Klages is the author of two acclaimed historical novels, The Green Glass
Sea, which won the Scott ODell Award and the New Mexico Book Award, and White Sands, Red
Menace, which won the California and New Mexico Book awards. Her story, Basement Magic,
won a Nebula Award, and Wakulla Springs, co-authored with Andy Duncan, which was
nominated for the Nebula, Hugo, and Locus awards, won the World Fantasy Award for Best
Novella.--This text refers to the audioCD edition.From School Library JournalGrade 5-8–Two
girls spend a year in Los Alamos as their parents work on the secret gadget that will end World
War II. Dewey is a mechanically minded 10-year-old who gets along fine with the scientists at the
site, but is teased by girls her own age. When her mathematician father is called away, she
moves in with Suze, who initially detests her new roommate. The two draw closer, though, and
their growing friendship is neatly set against the tenseness of the Los Alamos compound as the
project nears completion. Clear prose brings readers right into the unusual atmosphere of the
secretive scientific community, seen through the eyes of the kids and their families. Dewey is an
especially engaging character, plunging on with her mechanical projects and ignoring any
questions about gender roles. Occasional shifts into first person highlight the protagonist's most
emotional moments, including her journey to the site and her reaction to her father's unexpected
death. After the atomic bomb test succeeds, ethical concerns of both youngsters and adults
intensify as the characters learn how it is ultimately used. Many readers will know as little about
the true nature of the project as the girls do, so the gradual revelation of facts is especially
effective, while those who already know about Los Alamos's historical significance will
experience the story in a different, but equally powerful, way.–Steven Engelfried, Beaverton City
Library, ORCopyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights
reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From BooklistIn November
1943, 10-year-old budding inventor Dewey Kerrigan sets off on a cross-country train ride to be
with her father, who is engaged in "war work." She is busy designing a radio when a fellow
passenger named Dick Feynman offers to help her. Feynman's presence in this finely wrought



first novel is the first clue that Dewey is headed for Los Alamos. The mystery and tension
surrounding "war work" and what Dewey knows only as "the gadget" trickles down to the kids
living in the Los Alamos compound, who often do without adult supervision. Although disliked by
her girl classmates, "Screwy Dewey" enjoys Los Alamos. There are lots of people to talk with
about radios (including "Oppie"), and she has the wonderful opportunity to dig through the
nearby dump for discarded science stuff. However, when Dewey's father leaves for Washington,
she is left to fend off the biggest bully in Los Alamos. The novel occasionally gets mired down in
detail, but the characters are exceptionally well drawn, and the compelling, unusual setting
makes a great tie-in for history classes. John GreenCopyright © American Library Association.
All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review“Klages makes
an impressive debut with an ambitious, meticulously researched novel set during WWII. Writing
from the points of view of two displaced children, she successfully recreates life at Los Alamos
Camp, where scientists and mathematicians converge with their families to construct and test
the first nuclear bomb.”—Publishers Weekly, starred review"Dewey, ten, embarks alone on a
mysterious train trip from her grandmother's home in St. Louis to New Mexico, where she will
rejoin her often-absent mathematician father. It's 1943, and Dewey's dad is working at Los
Alamos -- "the Hill" -- with hundreds of other scientists and their families. Klages evokes both the
big-sky landscape of the Southwest and a community where "everything is secret" with inviting
ease and the right details, focusing particularly on the society of the children who live there.
Dewey seems comfortable with her own oddness (she's small for her age, slightly lame, and
loves inventing mechanical gizmos) and serves as something of an example to another girl,
Suze, who has been trying desperately to fit in. Their burgeoning friendship sees them through
bouts of taunting, their parents' ceaseless attention to "the gadget," personal tragedy, and of
course the test detonation early on July 16, 1945, which the two girls watch from a mesa two
hundred miles away: "Dewey could see the colors and patterns of blankets and shirts that had
been indistinct grays a second before, as if it were instantly morning, as if the sun had risen in
the south, just this once." Cameo appearances are made by such famous names as Richard
Feynman (he helps Dewey build a radio) and Robert Oppenheimer, but the story, an intense but
accessible page-turner, firmly belongs to the girls and their families; history and story are drawn
together with confidence." -The Horn Book Magazine, starred review--This text refers to an
alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.Treasure
at the DumpDewey took a final bite of her apple and, without taking her eyes off her book, put
the core into the brown paper sack on the ground next to her. She was reading a biography, the
life of Faraday, and she was just coming to the exciting part where he figured out about electricity
and magnetism. She leaned contentedly against Papa's shoulder and turned the page.Today
they had chosen to sit against the west wall of the commissary for their picnic lunch. It offered a
little bit of shade, they could look out at the Pond, and it was three minutes from Papa's office,
which meant they could spend almost the whole hour reading together."Dews?" Papa said a few
minutes later. "Remember the other night when we were talking about how much math and



music are related?"Dewey nodded."Well, there was a quote I couldn't quite recall, and I just
found it. Listen." He began to read, very slowly. " `Music is the hidden arithmetic of the soul,
which does not know that it deals with numbers. Music is the pleasure the human mind
experiences from counting without being aware that it is counting.' That's exactly what I was
talking about.""Who said it?" Dewey asked."Leibniz. Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz. He was an
interesting guy, a mathematician and a philosopher and a musician to boot. You'd like him.""Can
I borrow that book when you're done?""I don't think you'd get far," he laughed. He turned and
showed her his book, bound in very old, brown leather that was flaking off in places. The page it
was open to was covered in an odd, heavy black type."It's in German," Dewey said, surprised.
That explained why he had read so slowly. He'd been translating. "So is Leibniz a Nazi?""Hardly.
He died more than two hundred years ago, long before there were any Nazis." He shook his
head. "Don't make the mistake of throwing out a whole culture just because some madmen
speak the same language. Remember, Beethoven was German. And Bach, and--"The rest of his
sentence was interrupted by the shrill siren from the Tech Area. He sighed. "Time to go back to
my own numbers." He closed his book, then leaned over and kissed Dewey on the top of her
head. "What're you up to this afternoon?" He stood up, brushed the crumbs from his sandwich
off his lap into the dirt, then brushed the dirt itself off the back of his pants.Dewey squinted up at
him. "I think I'll sit here and read for a while. A couple more chapters anyway. Then I'm going to
the dump. Some of the labs are moving into the Gamma Building, now that it's done, and people
always throw out good stuff when they move."He smiled. "Looking for anything in particular?""I
don't know yet. I need some bigger gears and some knobs and dials. And some ball bearings,"
she added after a short pause. "I'll show you at dinner if I find anything really special.""Deal.
We're just analyzing data this afternoon, so I may actually get out at 5:30. If you get home before
me, put the casserole in the oven and we can eat around seven." He tucked his book under his
arm."Okay." Dewey watched him walk around the corner of the building, then turned back to her
book.--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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ContentsContentsTitle PageCopyright PageDedication1943TRAVELING1944JUMPING
ROPETREASURE AT THE DUMPTHE MOTOR POOLIT’S ALL GREEK TO MEA
CALCULATED MEALMORGANVILLE1945TIME MACHINEDRINK SWIRLY-BIRD
COLAPATRIOTIC DUTYCHANGING OF THE GUARDDRAWING THE LINEUNDER THE
FENCEMAXWELL AND ELEANORFINDING THE PIECESSPECIAL DELIVERYTANGLED LIKE
SPAGHETTIHEROIC FIGURESDUMP DRAWERSFOR THE
DURATIONWALKINGMORGANVILLE PURGESHAZAMBY THE DAWN’S EARLY
LIGHTCELEBRATINGACHIEVING FLIGHTINTO THE WOODSTHE GREEN GLASS
SEAAUTHOR’S NOTEAcknowledgementsTHE WRONG WISHDewey still marveled at the
freedom she had on the Hill. In St. Louis, Nana had only allowed her to walk to school and back
—four blocks—and no dawdling, because Nana knew just how long it took. It wasn’t safe, Nana
said. But it was safe here. There were guards, so inside the fence, she could go anywhere she
wanted, anytime. Even at night.Her favorite thing was that no one ever told her she asked too
many questions. In the nine months that she’d lived here, Dewey had explored almost every inch
of the project, except the parts that were secret and had extra guards. And everywhere she
went, there were men just as smart as Papa—or as clever—who would help her figure out how
to fix a busted clock or radio or motor, take it apart, and explain how it worked.It was wrong to
think, but sometimes she hoped the war would go on and on and on, so she and Papa could
stay here forever.OTHER PUFFIN BOOKS YOU MAY ENJOYA READER’S SUPPLEMENT
FORTHE GREEN GLASS SEAby Ellen Klagesincluding an author interview,classroom
resources, discussion questions, andthe author’s Scott O’Dell Award speechPermission to
reprint “Talking with Ellen Klages” by Hazel Rochman and selected portions of “Girl Mechanic”
by Monika Schröder (Vol. 17 No. 2, November 2007) granted by Book Links magazine,
published by the American Library Association. For more information about Book Links,
visit .TALKING WITH ELLEN KLAGESTHE AUTHOR OF THE GREEN GLASS SEATALKS
ABOUT HER AWARD-WINNING HISTORICAL NOVEL.By Hazel RochmanEllen Klages won the
2007 Scott O’Dell Award for Historical Fiction for her first children’s book, The Green Glass Sea,
which is set in Los Alamos from 1943 to 1945 and told from the viewpoint of almost-11-year-old
Dewey Kerrigan, who joins her father in the isolated scientific community. With her passionate
interest in science and mechanics, Dewey is in trouble for not knowing her place as a girl, and
her personal story tells the dramatic history without preachy messages. What is the mystery
about her dad’s war work? What is the “gadget” that he and other eminent scientists, including J.
Robert Oppenheimer, are working on? The secrets that drive the plot are about the nuclear
weapon that changed the world.HR: In your acceptance speech for the Scott O’Dell Award, you
spoke about how you switched from writing science fiction for adults to writing historical fiction
for younger readers, and you said that historical fiction is a time machine.KLAGES: That is what
we really want out of historical fiction. We want to go there. We don’t want to be on the outside
looking in. We want the backstage tour. We want to be there as the events of history are
unfolding around us. And historical fiction reminds us that history isn’t just dates and facts and



places. It’s people and their lives and stories. Sometimes it’s extraordinary people in ordinary
times changing the world. And sometimes it’s ordinary people in extraordinary times as the world
changes around their eyes—how they live, what they do, how they think—we get a new
perspective on the present.HR: Your story is rooted in the particulars of the time and place. You
clearly enjoy the research and the details.KLAGES: I probably have a 10-foot-long shelf of books
on Los Alamos and the Manhattan Project because there is a lot written for adults. I read Richard
Rhodes’s The Making of the Atomic Bomb. I was able to find four or five books that were oral
histories of people who had lived at Los Alamos as kids or books that some of the wives had
written about the domestic experience of being there. I read about the science and the scientists.
I had a CD-ROM that had a feature where you could actually walk around wartime Los Alamos
and get a sense of “this was here in relation to this.” And then I went to Los Alamos, which is now
just a small town in New Mexico, and walked around. I took notes about where you could see the
mountains and a lot of the bigger trees, and I took photographs of the buildings that are still
there.HR: Why do you think there has been so little written about Los Alamos for young readers?
There are shelves of books in every library about World War II, but not about this topic.KLAGES:
One reason is that we ended up not being the good guys. That was a tricky thing for me to deal
with, to balance all sides. I think that the people who went to work at Los Alamos went with all
good intentions, but, of course, the way it turned out, they changed the world in the most horrible
way possible. And a lot of them weren’t really aware of precisely what they were creating. Five
thousand people worked on the Manhattan Project, and only a fraction of them were in on the
exact nature of the “gadget.” Many scientists didn’t know what they had done until they saw the
test at Trinity.HR: So what is the special significance of this history for today’s readers?KLAGES:
The atomic bomb scares everybody. It has scared everybody for 60 years, and it’s a very diffcult
thing to talk about, especially with readers younger than junior high and high school. But it’s in
the headlines all the time. Kids are seeing the news with headlines talking about secret
programs to develop weapons of mass destruction or the fact that we are afraid that Iran or
North Korea is going to be a nuclear power. That isn’t why I wrote the book, but I think, in
hindsight, it’s really important to open a dialogue with kids about the fact that we started this and
it is the most important thing that happened in the twentieth century, possibly in human history.
We made it possible to destroy millions of people with one bomb.And it’s not black and white. It’s
not like the bad guys have nuclear weapons and the good guys don’t. I don’t know how many
countries at this point have the capability to have an atomic bomb; I think about 17. And we’re
the only country that has ever used one in an act of war. That’s an uncomfortable thing to talk
about, but I think it’s important to know that the technology has been around for more than 60
years now, and, although everybody’s been afraid that somebody is going to actually use an
atomic bomb, no one has. That says something about human nature. But I didn’t want the book
to be about the weapon. I wanted to talk about the scientific process and the curiosity that drove
these incredibly brilliant people to interrupt their lives to do this.HR: What grabs the reader in
your book is the story of Dewey. As you say, it is ordinary people in extraordinary times. How do



you move from the issues to dramatize it through the personal story of the young girl who
doesn’t fit in?KLAGES: One of the interesting things for me is that Dewey, who is into science
and mechanics, and her classmate Suze, who is a budding artist, are both kids who don’t fit in.
Suze’s reaction is to act out and become very extroverted and kind of the class clown. Dewey is
more comfortable being invisible. But art and science, which appear to be opposites, are
actually two sides of the same coin. They’re both the result of curiosity and exploration and
creativity, finding out how the world works, and asking “what if?” And that hearkens back to
science fiction, which is a literature of “what if?”HR: Why do you end the book just before
Hiroshima?KLAGES: I wanted to end it just before the world changed. The reader knows the
world changes irrevocably on the next page, but the next page is not a part of my book. In fiction
the writer is able to step back and see a bigger picture than the characters can. And the reader
knows more about the consequences of atomic energy than anybody in the book. The reader
brings a whole lot of experience to the mix. Unlike the characters in the book, the reader knows
how World War II ends. The reader knows the gadget is going to be successful, and the reader
also knows what happened in the next 60 years.In discussing the book, it’s also unrealistic to
talk about the atomic bomb without talking about death. The bombs dropped on Hiroshima and
Nagasaki killed more than a quarter of a million people in August 1945, and death on that level is
too large and too abstract to comprehend. In The Green Glass Sea, the reader experiences the
aftermath of just one death on a very personal level; you can comprehend Dewey’s grief.HR:
And now you are working on the sequel.KLAGES: The sequel is set at the beginning of the
space age, the cold war, and the atomic age. It takes place in a unique moment in American
history, because it’s the eye of the storm. Everything has just changed, and everything is about
to change again, but those years right after the war are ones of deceptive calm. It’s a book about
the future—with some people excited about rockets and television, and others afraid that there
won’t be a future, because of The Bomb. It’s about the adolescence of Dewey and Suze, and of
our modern world, the beginnings of a lot of what we are still confronting right now.If you accept
that historical fiction is a time machine, then there’s one thing you need to know, the one
unbreakable law of time travel—you cannot change the past. But I hope when you close the
cover of The Green Glass Sea and return to your own life, you may discover that the past has
changed you.Hazel Rochman is a contributing editor for the Books for Youth section of Booklist.
She chairs the committee of the Scott O’Dell Award for Historical Fiction. The other committee
members are Roger Sutton, editor-in-chief of The Horn Book, and Ann Carlson, English and fine
arts librarian, Oak Park and River Forest High Schools.GIRL MECHANICRESOURCES FOR
EXPLORING THE GREEN GLASS SEABy Monika SchröderIN THE CLASSROOMThe setting
and topic of The Green Glass Sea lead to connections with science and social studies content
areas. Like the main protagonist, the reader finds out only toward the end of the story what the
mysterious gadget is that the scientists are working on. After the successful trial of the bomb, the
adults and children discuss the ethical consequences of its use. Dewey, who loves science and
lives in a community of scientists, learns that science can be both a curse and a cure. The book



ends with the radio announcement about the dropping of the atomic bomb on Hiroshima, which
provides the perfect springboard for a discussion of nuclear weapons and the ethics of
science.Thanks to Klages’s meticulous research, readers gain insight into the culture, food, and
reading material of the period. If the novel is read parallel to a unit about the beginning of the
cold war, comparisons could be made with books about the consequences of the Hiroshima
bombing, such as Sadako and the Thousand Paper Cranes (Putnam, 1977) or Mieko and the
Fifth Treasure (Putnam, 1993), both by Eleanor Coerr.The young protagonists of The Gadget by
Paul Zindel and Where the Ground Meets the Sky by Jacqueline Davies, two other middle-grade
novels that take place in Los Alamos during the 1940s, also try to find out about the secret work
on the Hill. Teachers can use these two novels together with The Green Glass Sea in literature
circles. Students can compare and contrast the main characters, their family situations, and how
they each approach their curiosity and suspicion about the gadget as well as how the authors
maintain tension and address the science and politics of the time.After the successful trial of the
gadget, Suze says, “So now we’ll have the Japs on toast.” There are other references to the
Japanese throughout the book, and teachers can lead students to a discussion about the
situation of Japanese Americans during World War II.Many of the female characters in the book
don’t comply with the gender roles of the time. Dewey wants to be a scientist and finds a role
model in Suze’s mother. When asked why she has the book The Boy Mechanic, Dewey
comments that “they didn’t make one for girls.”The ending leaves the reader with the following
questions: Would a girl in today’s world encounter any difficulties if she wanted to become a
scientist and spent her spare time building radios? Will it be possible for Dewey to pursue
becoming a scientist once she leaves Los Alamos? What might happen to Dewey and Suze in
the future?The novel also offers an opportunity to study the author’s craft. Klages’s third-person
narration alternates in some chapters between Suze’s and Dewey’s points of view. While the rest
of the novel is written in the past tense, the author depicts Dewey’s grief over her father’s death
in the chapter titled “Walking” in the present tense. As a writing activity, students can write a
story about two characters in alternating points of view.FOR DISCUSSION• Discuss the effect of
keeping the mission of the scientists’ work on the Hill secret.• How does the author describe
Dewey and Suze? Compile a list of character descriptions from quotes from the text.• Explain
what Dewey means here: “The war was the reason everyone was on the Hill, but somehow it
seemed less real here, like a story she’d seen in a movie.” (p. 81)• Compare and contrast Suze’s
and Dewey’s relationships with their fathers.• Compare and contrast how Suze and Dewey relate
to the other children on the Hill.• Dewey’s dad takes her to the Anasazi caves for their
conversation about his secret work. How does this setting add to the significance of their
conversation?• Discuss Dewey’s father’s ambivalent attitude toward the Germans (p. 126). Do
you agree with Dewey’s father that “math is its own language”? How are math and music related?
• Explain the meaning of the chapter title “Patriotic Duty.”• Discuss the origins of Dewey’s and
Suze’s names and their parents’ intentions when naming their daughters.• How do people on the
Hill experience May 8, 1945?• Discuss the responsibilities of scientists. Should all that is



scientifically possible actually be done? Consider other examples of controversial scientific
breakthroughs, such as stem cell research, cloning, and so on.• In what way will the outcome of
the experiment impact how Dewey remembers her dad?ACTIVITIES• Build a radio (online
instructions at )• Research the important people whose names are mentioned in the book:
Richard Feynman, Ernest Rutherford, Harry Truman, Albert Einstein, James Maxwell, Rube
Goldberg, J. Robert Oppenheimer, Franklin and Eleanor Roosevelt, Marie Curie, and Enrico
Fermi.• Research and discuss what J. Robert Oppenheimer and Richard Feynman had to say
about their work on the Trinity Project after the bombing of Japan.SELECTED
BIBLIOGRAPHYThe Ultimate Weapon: The Race to Develop the Atomic Bomb. By Edward T.
Sullivan. 2007. Holiday. This informational title about the Manhattan Project with black-and-white
photographs of the people involved, the secret cities, and the gadget at the Trinity test site
provides all necessary scientific and historical background information for reading The Green
Glass Sea.Monika Schröder is the elementary-school librarian at the American Embassy School
in New Delhi, India.ELLEN KLAGES SCOTT O’DELL ACCEPTANCE SPEECH Monday, April 2,
2007First of all, I want to thank Scott O’Dell and his wife Elizabeth Hall, for founding this award
and for recognizing the importance of historical fiction, especially for children. I want to thank
Hazel Rochman and Ann Carlson and Roger Sutton, the members of the O’Dell committee, for
selecting The Green Glass Sea out of the hundreds of amazing books that were published in
2006. I want to thank my editor, Sharyn November, and her boss, Regina Hayes, for taking a
chance not only on a first novel, but one that seemed an unlikely topic for a children’s book. And
all the people at Viking, all the sales reps who were so enthusiastic and hand-sold this book to
booksellers and librarians. And thanks to my agent, Michael Bourret, who shepherded it from a
manuscript to an object out in the world.A lot of people think that history is boring. It’s just names
and dates and facts that you have to memorize for a test. I suspect that I’m preaching to the choir
here; I don’t think most of the people in the room feel that way. But too many people do.Up until
last October, I was primarily a science fiction writer. Which means I’m in a unique position to
recognize that this—[holds up GGS]—is a time machine. Because that’s really what we want out
of historical fiction. We want to go there. We don’t want to be on the outside, looking in. We want
the backstage tour. We want to be there as the events of history are unfolding around us.That’s
what we want as readers. Most writers are also readers, but for a writer, it’s slightly different. If I’m
going to spend a year or two of my life someplace in the past, there has to be a hook. We writers
are observant magpies, taking shiny bits back to our nests to play with. And we’re easily
distracted—ooh, shiny!For me, that shiny was the green glass. I read one sentence about it in an
account of the Trinity Test, and I thought—cool—and I wanted to find out more. And there isn’t
much more about it, because the glass was a footnote, a side effect. It wasn’t all that important
to the scientists at the time. But it was what got me hooked. So I read some more books, and in
each of them I found another, one sentence, description of the glass, or of people going to go
see the glass. And I took those single sentences home and collected them, lined my little
magpie nest with them, until I had enough information that I could almost see it, in my mind’s



eye.And I wanted to go there.I wanted to go there more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.
But it’s gone. It was bulldozed before I was even born, and the only picture I’ve ever been able to
find of it is in black and white.If I was a painter, I would have made a big color picture, hung it on
my wall and looked at it. But I can’t even draw. My tools are words. So I wrote myself a story in
which I got to go to the green glass sea, in the company of two odd, quirky little girls named
Dewey and Suze. And saw it—through their eyes.Because that’s the other important thing about
historical fiction. It reminds us that history isn’t just dates and facts and places. It’s people and
their lives and their stories. Sometimes it’s extraordinary people in ordinary times, changing the
world. And sometimes it’s ordinary people in extraordinary times, as the world changes around
them.By seeing the past through their eyes—how they live, what they do, how they think—we
get a new perspective on the present.[Picks up GGS] If you accept that this is a time machine,
then there’s one thing you need to know, the one unbreakable law of time travel—you cannot
change the past.But I hope that when you close the cover of The Green Glass Sea, and return to
your own life, you may discover that the past has changed you.Thank you.VIKINGPublished by
Penguin GroupPenguin Young Readers Group, 345 Hudson Street, New York, New York 10014,
U. S. A.Penguin Group (Canada), 90 Eglinton Avenue East, Suite 700, Toronto, Ontario,
CanadaM4P 2Y3 (a division of Pearson Penguin Canada Inc. )Penguin Books Ltd, 80 Strand,
London WC2R oRL, EnglandPenguin Ireland, 25 St Stephen’s Green, Dublin 2, Ireland (a
division of Penguin Books Ltd)Penguin Group (Australia), 250 Camberwell Road, Camberwell,
Victoria 3124, Australia(a division of Pearson Australia Group Pty Ltd)Penguin Books India Pvt
Ltd, 11 Community Centre,Panchsheel Park, New Delhi - 110 017, IndiaPenguin Group (NZ), 67
Apollo Drive, Rosedale, North Shore 0632,New Zealand (a division of Pearson New Zealand
Ltd)Penguin Books (South Africa) (Pty) Ltd, 24 Sturdee Avenue, Rosebank,Johannesburg 2196,
South AfricaPenguin Books Ltd, Registered Offices: 80 Strand, London WC2R oRL,
EnglandFirst published in 2006 by Viking, a division of Penguin Young Readers GroupThe last
chapter appeared in slightly different form as the short story “The Green Glass Sea”in the online
magazine Strange Horizons () in 2005.Copyright © Ellen Klages, 2006All rights
reservedLIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING-IN-PUBLICATION DATA IS
AVAILABLEAlthough this is a work of fiction, the historical events portrayed are quite real, as are
thescientists and personnel of Los Alamos. The author has used history as a stage setting for
fictitiouscharacters, and any resemblance of those characters to actual people is
unintentional.Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this
publication may bereproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in
any form or byany means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise),
without the priorwritten permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this
book. Thescanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other
meanswithout the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase
onlyauthorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy
ofcopyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.The publisher does



not have any control over and does not assume any responsibilityfor author or third-party Web
sites or their content.To Jane Heller, for childhood talkson the shelf and pearls in the creek.To
Delia Sherman, my writing sister, whoknows when it’s time to send the Goon.And to my dad,
Jack Klages, who livedthrough the war I’ve only read about.1943November
15TRAVELINGDEWEY KERRIGAN SITS on the concrete front steps of Mrs. Kovack’s house in
St. Louis, waiting for her father. He is in Chicago—war work—and she has not seen him since
the Fourth of July. It’s almost Thanksgiving now. She looks toward the corner every few
seconds.She is small for her age, thin and wiry, with dark, unruly hair and big front teeth that she
has not quite grown into. Her eyes are large and gray-green behind a pair of steel-framed
glasses. Her right foot is in a brown shoe that laces up one side, her left in an ordinary saddle
shoe.“Oh, for the love of Pete, will you just come inside?” says Mrs. Kovack. She has opened the
front door and stands holding a red-striped dishtowel in one hand and a glass mixing bowl in the
other. “You’re going to catch your death out here.”Dewey sighs and looks longingly at the wide
wooden porch of her Nana’s house, next door, where she lived until last Friday. “I’m fine,” she
says. Mrs. Kovack’s house smells like sour pickles and sick-sweet perfume, and she would
rather be a little cold. But she doesn’t say this, doesn’t want to be rude to Mrs. Kovack, who has
been doing her good Christian duty by taking Dewey in. Or so she tells Dewey, every chance she
gets.“Well suit yourself,” Mrs. Kovack says with a little huff. Then, under her breath, as if Dewey
can’t hear her from five feet away, she adds, “No wonder poor old Mrs. Gallucci had a stroke,
with sass from the likes of you.” She closes the door with more force than necessary, to show
Dewey that she does not approve. But Dewey already knows.Dewey turns to make sure her
suitcase is still there. No one else has been on the porch, but it is all she has. One brown
suitcase and a Marshall Field’s shopping bag. She moves the bag a fraction of an inch, so its
corners line up square with the edge of the top step, and pulls her good wool coat tighter around
her. She looks down Hollis Street, toward the newsstand on the corner, hoping for a glimpse of
Papa’s big green Studebaker.Five minutes later a car turns the corner. Not a green Studebaker,
just a black Ford. She expects it to drive by, but it pulls up at the curb in front of Nana’s house. A
woman in a green army uniform, a WAC, gets out, looks at a piece of paper in her hand, then up
at the house number. She sees Dewey and strides quickly up the walk, tugging at her skirt to
straighten it.“Is this the Gallucci house?” she asks.Dewey shakes her head. “Next door.”“Oh.
Well, I’m looking for a Du—” She looks down at her paper again. “Miss Kerrigan?”“I’m Dewey,”
Dewey says, and a little wave of fear makes her stomach flutter and then knot. Why would an
army person be here, unless something has happened to Papa?“Is Papa okay?” she asks in a
voice that trembles, just a little.“What? Oh, no, it’s not that, honey.” The WAC smiles. “He’s fine.
Just a little busy right now. The war, you know. So they sent me to pick you up. I’m Corporal
Beckwith. Margaret.” She smiles again. “Is that all your things?”Dewey looks at her suitcase and
nods.“Okey-dokey, then. You go say good-bye to your grandmother while I put your gear in the
trunk.”“Nana had to go to the Home,” says Dewey quietly. “This is just the neighbor’s house.”“Oh.”
Margaret seems startled by this news. “Oh. I’m sorry. Do you want to say good-bye to your



neighbor then?”“Not really,” says Dewey. “But I guess I should.” She turns and walks up to the
front door, opening it a few inches. “Mrs. Kovack? I’m leaving now. Thank you for letting me stay
here,” she calls down the dim hallway.There is silence, then a muffled response from the kitchen.
Dewey waits for a moment, but when Mrs. Kovack does not appear, she closes the door quietly,
and walks down the steps to the big black Ford.Her suitcase is already in the trunk, and
Margaret has come back for the shopping bag. She looks down into it in surprise. “What’s all
this?”“Just my radio set and some experiments. And a few books.”Margaret pulls a stuffed yellow
duck from the top of the bag and smiles. “And who’s this?”Dewey shrugs. “Einstein. He was a
present from Papa, when I came from Boston on the bus to live with Nana. I was only seven
then.”Margaret puts the bag in the trunk and closes it with a solid thunk. “How old are you now?”
She walks around and opens the passenger door for Dewey.“Eleven next month.” Dewey gets in
and presses her face to the window to look at Nana Gallucci’s house one last time. Her coat still
smells like Nana, like face powder and cocoa. She wonders how long that will last. “Goodbye,
Nana,” she whispers to the vacant house.Margaret pulls the car out and they drive away.“What
time will we get to Chicago?” Dewey asks after about a mile. It is already the middle of the
afternoon, and that’s a long, long drive. She wonders if she will have to nap in the car, if Papa will
be awake when they arrive.Margaret frowns. She turns, still watching the road, and talks in
Dewey’s direction. “No one’s told you?”“Told me what?” Dewey feels the fear creep back into her
stomach like a trickle of ice water.“Well, there’s been a little change in plans,” Margaret says
slowly. “Your father’s not in Chicago anymore. He’s working out west.”“Out west
where?”“Somewhere in New Mexico. I don’t know any more, actually. It’s top secret. My
clearance is only high enough to pick you up and drop you off.”“War stuff?”“Exactly. Your father
must be pretty important, to have the army send an escort for you.”“I guess so,” Dewey says. She
doesn’t like this. Everything is changing, and it is all changing too fast. She takes a deep breath.
“If you don’t know where Papa is, how are you going to drive me there?”“I’m not, honey. My
orders are to get you to Union Station in time to catch the four o’clock Chief. Your ticket’s in my
pocket.”Dewey says nothing. She feels like a package that is being delivered. Her excitement
about seeing Papa again has gone away and in its place is a growing dread of what will happen
next. She does not like surprises, and there have been too many this week. She sits and looks
out the window, numbly watching the houses of St. Louis turn into businesses as they near
downtown.The train station is a huge stone structure that looks like a castle with a tower.
Margaret pulls the car up in a line of twenty others. There are people everywhere, hundreds of
them, all walking very fast in every direction. Most of them are men, and half of those are in
uniform. Dewey stands on the curb and feels very small and alone.“Well, here we are,” says
Margaret. She takes Dewey’s things from the trunk and waves a finger in the air. A Negro man in
a gray uniform hurries over. He tips the shiny black brim of his red cap.“Yes, ma’am. Where to
this afternoon?”“Checking one bag through to Lamy, New Mexico,” Margaret says. She hands
the man a white envelope. “This is her ticket, and three meal vouchers. Will you see to it that the
porter keeps an eye out for her?”Dewey feels even more like a package.“I will surely do that,” the



man says, smiling. He squats down so that he is at Dewey’s eye level. “If I’m gonna introduce
you, I better do it proper. What’s your name, little miss?”“Dewey,” says Dewey.“Ain’t that a pretty
name. Now, lemme see. The train for Lamy leaves from Track Seventeen in ’bout half an hour. I’ll
take you and your valise there directly.” He stands up again. “Is you ready?”I’m not ready for any
of this, thinks Dewey, but she says nothing out loud.Margaret hands the man a dollar bill and
looks down at Dewey. “The porter will take good care of you. I’m sure your parents will be waiting
in Lamy tomorrow afternoon.” She pats Dewey on the shoulder. “Have a good trip.”“Well, well,
well,” says the man, picking up her suitcase and the shopping bag. “All the way to New Mexico,
all by yourself? You off on an adventure.”“I guess so,” says Dewey. But she is not very sure at
all.The train is long, shiny, and silver. There are so many people, all taller than Dewey, and the
only thing she can see is the back of the man in the red cap. The air is filled with the sounds of
shouting and talking, of machines and engines roaring, of the metal wheels of trains and
luggage carts rolling over rails and cement. If the redcap disappeared right now, Dewey thinks,
she would be as lost as if she were in a dark forest.“Here we is,” says the redcap. He hands her
ticket to an older man in a fancier uniform, blue with brass buttons. He is also a Negro. All the
passengers are white. “Eddie, this here is Miss Dewey. She’s gonna be ridin’ with you all the way
out to New Mexico.” He tips his cap to Dewey and walks away with her suitcase.“You want me to
take that bag, miss?” says the new man, Eddie.“Am I allowed to keep it with me?”“Sure thing.
There’s a rack you can put it up on. I’ll just show you where your seat is.”He helps Dewey up the
steep metal steps and into the train car. A narrow aisle separates two pairs of gray fabric seats,
each with a wide white napkin across its back. A dozen people are scattered through the car,
most of them men reading newspapers. Dewey’s seat is at the far end, next to the glass-and-
metal doors that open with a hiss.“Nobody’s next to you, least not until morning. You ’bout as
small as a bug in a rug, so you can stretch out and have a nice sleep,” says Eddie.“Sleep?” In all
the confusion, it hasn’t occurred to Dewey that the train will involve bedtime. She has never slept
without a bed, or in the middle of a whole room full of strangers. It doesn’t feel safe.“Yes, miss.
Right after we leaves Kansas City, I’ll come by with a pillow and a blanket for you, make this seat
up into a nice comfy bed. Then it’s lights out and off to dreamland for everybody. Scoot right in
here, make yourself to home.”Dewey climbs into the seat. The fabric is scratchy on the backs of
her bare legs, under her plaid dress. Her feet do not reach the floor, not by many, many
inches.“We pull out at four o’clock sharp,” Eddie says, putting her shopping bag on the empty
seat next to her. “Dinner service starts at six. You want me to come take you down to the dining
car?”“Okay,” says Dewey softly. “Is there anything about the train I can read?” She will feel better
if she knows some things without having to ask.Eddie furrows his brow and thinks. “Best I can do
is a timetable. It tells where we’re goin’, when we get there, and a few other things
besides.”Dewey nods. Eddie tips his cap and is three steps away when she remembers
something very important. “Mister?” she says, and he turns and leans over her seat.“Yes,
miss?”In a voice that is just barely above a whisper, Dewey asks, “Is there a bathroom?”“Why,
yes, miss. Up by the front there, where we came in. Commode and a sink.”“Thanks. I can—”



Dewey stops in mid-sentence in a small panic. “I don’t have a toothbrush.”“Didn’t nobody pack
one for you?”“Nobody packed me except me,” Dewey says. “I have a toothbrush in my suitcase,
to take to Chicago, but now I’m not going there because the war moved my papa again.” She
always brushes her teeth before bedtime. Now there is no order, no routine, nothing familiar at
all.Eddie makes a clucking sound with his tongue. “That’s a shame,” he says. “This war shakin’
up families all over. I see it every day.” He smiles down at Dewey. “But least I can find you a
toothbrush. You just sit tight.” He tips his cap again, then hurries to help a woman with two large
hat boxes.When the train pulls out of the station, the car is about half full. Dewey can’t see any
faces, just hair and hats over the seat tops. She watches out the window as the backs of
downtown buildings roll past, dirty brick and stone with ashcans and piles of wooden crates
stacked up on loading docks.When the buildings turn into farmland, she takes a book out of her
bag and begins to read. It is called The Boy Mechanic, and she is reading a chapter about
building radios. Her fingers itch with the urge to have all the parts in front of her, to pick them up
and put them together the way the book shows. They’re in her bag, but there is no place to
spread them out, except on the seat next to her, and she is afraid the tiny pieces will get lost.
Instead she reads about how they will work, and soon she is absorbed in the world of facts and
diagrams, a world with very few surprises.At 6:00, Eddie comes back. He hands her a timetable
and a red plastic toothbrush, still wrapped in crinkly cellophane. “You ready for some supper?”
he asks. Dewey nods, her stomach growling. The cheese sandwich Mrs. Kovack made her for
lunch seems like it was years ago, in another life.The dining car is very fancy, with real silverware
and white tablecloths. It is noisy with people laughing and talking, the clatter of knives and forks,
and the tinkling sound of ice cubes in glasses. The table is too tall, but the waiter brings her a
thick cushion to sit on. She orders the pork chop. At home, Nana mostly made red-sauce
spaghetti, because their meat ration coupons only allowed for chicken on Sunday. The waiter
brings her a basket of hot rolls and a Shirley Temple cocktail, pink and bubbly with ginger ale
and lots of cherries.She is sorry that she didn’t bring her book, because she’s bored eating all
alone. She reads the timetable, twice. At least it is words. The pork chop is very big, and she can
only eat half. But the waiter brings her a chocolate sundae anyway, with nuts and a cherry. It has
been a long time since anyone has given her a treat, and she lingers over it, smiling down to the
last spoonful.When she is through, the clock says 7:00, too early to go to sleep. Dewey is tired of
just sitting. She decides to explore, just a little.It is strange to walk through rooms that are
moving. The train sways and rolls from side to side, and she has to concentrate to keep her
balance. In between cars, the noise of the wheels and the wind is much louder. The first two cars
look like her own, with different people. Not very interesting. If the next car is just more people,
she will go back to her seat and read.But the next car is different. A sign on the door says
OBSERVATION CAR. Maybe she will be able to see the stars. She opens the door and walks
into a long, smoke-filled room. Twenty or thirty people, men and some women, are sitting in
armchairs around the edge of the car, not in rows and aisles. They are smoking cigarettes and
drinking cocktails and talking very loud. In the middle of the car, a fat man with a yellow tie



suddenly bursts into laughter and slaps his pin-striped thigh.Dewey stands near the doorway,
pressed against the wall where she won’t be in the way. Round tables with ashtrays in their
centers are scattered among the chairs, their shiny chrome surfaces covered with glasses and
packs of Camel cigarettes and the bull’s-eyes of Lucky Strikes. Large windows line both sides of
the car. It is dark outside, so all she can see are the reflections of the talking people. The end of
the car is a curve of windows from floor to ceiling. Dewey wants to go and look out, but it is too
crowded.She turns to leave just as the fat man gets up. He has been sitting next to a radio, a big
wooden cabinet radio with black knobs and a glowing yellow dial. Dance music is coming out of
it, which means that it works, even on a moving train.Dewey smiles. Maybe she will come back
and try out her own radio in the morning, when it is too early for cocktails. It is almost finished,
and she has been wanting to test it for a week, but Mrs. Kovack didn’t approve of girls building
things and was always watching. The timetable says the train will stop at a place called La Junta
at 6:50. She isn’t sure where that is, even what state, but if it has a train station, it might have a
radio station too.Dewey whistles softly under her breath as she walks to her car. She feels better
having a plan.Back in her own seat, she reads the timetable again to make sure about La Junta,
then returns to her book. When they pull into Kansas City, at 9:30, it is snowing. A gust of cold air
blows through the car when the doors open. She watches the flakes fall through the cones of
yellow light cast by the lampposts of the station.The train stays in this station for an hour, so
Dewey brushes her teeth in the little steel sink in the bathroom and gets ready for bed. She takes
off her shoes, leaving her socks on, in case her feet get cold in the night, and hopes her dress
will not be too wrinkled in the morning. She doesn’t want Papa to think that she is sloppy. He will
probably understand because of the train and the war.When she returns, Eddie has tipped both
seats back into reclining positions, and laid out a bed with a white pillow and two cream-colored
blankets that say SANTA FE on them in red letters. The blankets are a little scratchy, but warm.
Dewey takes her glasses off and tucks them inside her saddle shoe, sliding it under the seat.
The train pulls out of the station, and five minutes later all the lights go out, except a line of dim
blue bulbs near the floor.In the darkness, Dewey reaches down and pulls Einstein from her
shopping bag, uncovering a packet of letters from Papa. She strokes one envelope with a
fingertip, then cuddles the soft yellow duck tightly under one arm and burrows under the
blankets. The wheels of the train make a steady, soothing chukka-chukka-chukka sound and
soon she is fast asleep, rolling west across the dark prairie.The sound of a man’s loud snoring
wakes Dewey up. She lifts the corner of the window shade. It is not quite morning, but light
enough to see shapes outside—low hills and a few scattered trees. She puts on her glasses and
lopes to the bathroom in her bare feet. Men are sleeping sitting up, their ties loosened, their hats
tilted down over their faces. A few are awake, rubbing their eyes and grumbling in their blankets,
but the car is quiet.Dewey doesn’t know how long people are allowed to sleep on a train, if there
will be a bell to start the day, like school. Now is a good time to go to the observation car to test
her radio, if she wants any time alone. She puts on her shoes and then, as quietly as she can,
picks up her shopping bag by its twisted paper handles. The bag crinkles and she freezes,



holding her breath for a minute, then walks very cautiously, heel-to-toe, out of the car of sleeping
people, holding the bag out from her body so it will not make noise. She is used to being quiet in
the morning because Nana is always cranky until she’s had her coffee.The observation car is
completely empty. Dewey smiles and opens the blue curtains covering the long windows at the
end. They are traveling west, so the back of the train faces east, where they have been. The
tracks seem to emerge in two unending lines from underneath the train. The sun is just peeking
over the horizon, and the light in the car is reddish gold. Everything is quiet and still, except for
the sound of the train wheels, which she is getting used to.She sits on the carpeted floor of the
car, between a half circle of armchairs and the windows, and carefully arranges the pieces of her
radio around her. The chrome tables are big enough for cocktails, but not for setting up an
experiment. She opens The Boy Mechanic and weights the book flat with the edge of the bag so
that she can read with both hands free.The radio is inside a wooden cigar box so its delicate
parts won’t get wrecked inside the shopping bag. She lifts it out and sets its wooden base, the lid
from another cigar box, flat on the carpet. A round blue paper Morton’s Salt container, wrapped
around and around and around with copper wire, is screwed onto the base. The wire is wrapped
so tight and close together that it looks like the bottom of the cylinder has been corrugated with
melted pennies.Wires dangle from the top and bottom of the cylinder, and bolts and screws dot
its wooden base. A metal arm, canted out from a slender post like a tiny fishing pole, ends in a
minuscule whisker of wire suspended over a lump of a dark gray mineral.Dewey stares at the
diagram in the book, then winds the bottom end of the copper wire tightly around the bolt
holding the metal arm. She looks back and forth between the book and the radio on the floor and
tests a few connections with her fingers. Then she pulls a single black Bakelite earphone out of
her bag and winds the last inch of bare wire from its brown fabric-wrapped cord around another
bolt.She holds the earphone up to one ear and listens. Nothing. She peers intently at the picture
in the book, then back at the radio. It looks right. She wishes she knew what time it was, how
close they are to La Junta. She looks out the window. The landscape shows no sign of
civilization, just flat brown plains with mountains in the near distance. She sighs, loudly.“Oh!”
says a voice from behind her. “Sorry. I thought I had the place all to myself. I didn’t see you down
there.”Startled, Dewey drops the earphone, and turns around.Sitting in one of the armchairs
along the wall is a slender young man in brown pants and a very wrinkled white shirt. He is
reading a copy of LIFE magazine with a general on the cover. A lock of curly dark hair hangs
over one eye. He is smiling, a kind of silly grin, and needs a shave. He stands up and looks over
the chairs to see what Dewey is doing.“Ah, The Boy Mechanic,” he says. “One of my favorite
books. A little dry, but very instructive. I built my first radio from it, except I used an oatmeal box.
Can I take a look?”Dewey nods, and the man moves one of the chairs out of the semicircle and
steps carefully into the makeshift laboratory that Dewey has created on the carpet. He squats
back on his heels and examines the radio.“Nice work,” he says after a minute. “That’s a
beautifully wrapped inductor coil.”“Thank you,” says Dewey. She feels pleased by the
compliment, because he knows what he’s talking about, even if he looks like a bum. “Except it



doesn’t work.”The man looks at the radio again, and snaps his fingers. “Ah! I see your problem.
You haven’t hooked the coil up to the aerial wire.”“So I’m not getting any signal,” Dewey says
slowly. “Or any power.”“None at all.” He looks out at the desolate landscape. “No guarantee
there’s anything out there to get, but we can try. Do you have more hookup wire?”Dewey reaches
into a crumpled brown paper bag and pulls out a metal reel of thin, cotton-covered wire. She
hands it to him.“Perfect. We’ll need about twenty feet.” He takes out his pocketknife, unrolls a
length of wire, cuts it, and hands the reel back to Dewey. “Do you know how to strip the
ends?”“Yes.”“Great. Here.” He turns the knife around in his hand and gives it to her, handle
first.Dewey scrapes the black cotton off each end, leaving an inch of bare silver wire. “It wraps
around here, right?” she says, pointing to the dangling bit of copper wire at the top of the coil.The
man nods, and she wraps the silver and copper wires together like two tightly entwined
snakes.“Excellent,” he says. He looks around. “Now, if we were in a house, our best bet would be
to run the aerial out a second-story window. But I don’t think these open.” He taps on the glass.
“Still, reception is better through window glass than metal train sides.” He stands up and pushes
the loose end of the long wire through a curtain loop. The silver metal rests against the glass a
few inches from the ceiling of the car.“Give it another listen.”Dewey holds the earphone up to her
head. “I hear static!” she says excitedly.“Good. Something’s working.” He looks down at the radio.
“You don’t have a slider on this one, so you can’t really tune it. But try moving the cat whisker
around on the crystal, see if you can pick up anything else.”Dewey extends a finger and gently
moves the little fishing pole around, a tiny fraction of an inch at a time. After a few minutes, she
shakes her head. “Just fuzz,” she says. She looks out the window again. “Do you know if there’s a
radio station in La Junta?” She pronounces the hard J.He smiles. “La Hoon-tah. It’s Spanish. But
no, I don’t know for sure.” He looks at his watch. “We’re only ten minutes out from the station.
You’d think if they were broadcasting we’d pick something up. Maybe it’s just too early.”“Maybe,”
Dewey says slowly, thinking. “I know how we can find out.”“How?”She points to the cabinet radio
in the center of the car. “That one has a tuner. If we can find a station, then we know there’s a
signal. And we’ll know what to listen for.”“Brilliant,” says the man. “Let’s do it.”“Are we allowed to
turn it on?”“I see no signs or armed guards.”They grin at each other like co-conspirators and
approach the big radio. He turns a large black knob and the set begins to hum. The yellow dial in
the center glows faintly, then brighter as the tubes warm up.“Start at the high end and work
down,” he says. He slouches into the chair next to the radio and cocks his head, listening.Dewey
turns the dial. The cloth-covered speaker of the big radio pops and hisses with static, and once
they hear a faint hint of what might be voices, but they won’t come in any better than a faraway
whisper. She gets all the way to the other end of the dial without finding a clear station.“Nothing
out there,” she says, turning off the radio with a sigh. “I’ll have to test mine some other time.
Thanks for helping me.”“Sure thing. Let me unhook you.” He gets up and removes the long wire
from the curtain, wrapping it in a neat coil around his fist before handing it to Dewey. She tucks it
between the salt canister and some bolts, then puts the radio back into the cigar box as the train
begins to slow down.“La Junta, Colorado, right on schedule. It’s six forty-nine, Mountain War



Time,” the man says, looking at his watch again. “I’d guess you’d better scoot on back. Your folks
are probably up and ready for breakfast by now.”“I don’t have any folks,” says Dewey. “Not on the
train.” She closes The Boy Mechanic and slips it sideways into the shopping bag.“You’re by
yourself?” The man sounds surprised. “How far are you going?”Dewey puts the wire back in the
paper sack. “The next station. Lamy, New Mexico.”“Really?” The man smiles. “Me too. Is that
where you’re from?”“No, my papa just moved someplace around there. I don’t know where
yet.”“What kind of work does he do?”“He used to teach math at Harvard, before the war. Now
he’s doing some kind of secret stuff. I don’t know exactly what.” Dewey shakes her head.“Well,
well, well,” says the man. “I did my undergrad work in Cambridge, at MIT. Small world. What’s
your dad’s name?”“Jimmy Kerrigan.” Dewey looks up and is puzzled to see that the man is
grinning as if he just won a prize. “What?” she asks.“I know Jimmy. I met him at a party last
month. We got to talking about codes and puzzles, and he gave me a dandy.” He puts out his
hand. “Looks like you and I are going to be neighbors at a place we call ‘the Hill. ’ I’m Dick
Feynman.”“I’m Dewey,” says Dewey, shaking it. “Dewey Kerrigan. Where is the Hill?”“Up in the
mountains a bit.” Dick waves his hand at the landscape beyond the window. “You’ll see in a few
hours. But hey, now that we’re properly introduced, do you want to have breakfast with me? I’m
dying for a cup of coffee.”“Will there be pancakes?” Dewey loves pancakes with syrup. Nana
mostly made her oatmeal.“They were on the menu last time I took the Chief.”Dewey looks
around to make sure that there aren’t any radio pieces left on the carpet and thinks about
breakfast. Nana said never to eat food from strangers. But since yesterday there have been
nothing but strangers. And Dick has introduced himself, and knows Papa, so it is probably fine.
She hopes so, because she would like to talk more about radios.“Okay,” she says. They walk
back through the train, toward the dining car. “So what do you do? Do you teach math too?” she
asks when he pauses to open the door between two cars.Dick looks around, then shakes his
head. “No. Physics,” he says in a low voice. There is no one else around. “But I can’t talk about
what I’m doing now, either.”“It’s secret, right?” she sighs. She is tired of the war. Everything
interesting is a secret.“Yeah, ’fraid so,” he says. “It has to be.” He opens the door and motions her
to go through.Dewey nods silently and wonders just what Papa has gotten himself into.After
breakfast, she goes back to the observation car, but it’s crowded again, so she returns to her
seat, back in its daytime position. There is not much to see out the window, but she pretends
that it’s the scrubby bushes that are moving, moving backward, and that’s interesting to watch.
For a while. Then she gets The Boy Mechanic out of her bag.Dick said that she should read
another section about making a radio do more things. Some of it she doesn’t quite understand.
She is glad when Eddie comes and gets her at lunchtime. She has grilled cheese in the dining
car and reads while she eats. The chapter makes a little more sense the second time, but she
hopes she will see Dick again to ask him some questions.The train pulls into Lamy one minute
after 2:00 in the afternoon. Eddie brings Dewey and her bags to the front of the station, a little
one-room building. No green Studebaker. She sits on a wooden bench and pulls her good coat
around her. It is cold, even colder than in St. Louis. There are only a few straggly trees, and not



much of a town: a diner with a buzzing neon sign, a few houses that need paint and repairs.
Dewey is amazed to see a goat wandering down the middle of the dusty street. It stops and
nibbles at something she can’t see. She does not want to live here.Dick comes out of the station
carrying a brown duffel bag and his LIFE magazine. “Hey,” he says. He looks around. “Your dad’s
not here yet? Want me to wait with you until he comes?”“You don’t have to,” says Dewey in a
small voice, but she doesn’t really mean it. Half a dozen other people are hugging and carrying
luggage off to cars, and she can feel her heart racing with the thought that Papa will not
come.“My pleasure,” Dick says. He drops his bag and leans against the wall of the station. “I’ve
got a little time.”They wait for what seems like forever to Dewey. She asks him some radio
questions, and he is in the middle of a very interesting answer about antennas when a black car
pulls up. A sandy-haired man in an army uniform gets out. He looks at Dewey, then at Dick, and
wrinkles his forehead in confusion.“Afternoon, Mr. Feynman. You’re not on my list today.”“I
borrowed a car this time,” says Dick. “I’m just keeping this young lady company.”“Kerrigan?” asks
the soldier.Dewey nods.“I’m your ride, ma’am. I’ll take your things to the car.”Dewey is relieved
that someone has finally come to get her, and disappointed, again, that it is not Papa.Dick looks
at her and says, “It’s okay. That’s Sergeant Prager’s job. The army’s answer to the Fresh Air Taxi
Company.”“I could just ride with you,” Dewey suggests. Dick is much better than another
stranger, and she wants to hear more about antennas.“Sorry, not this time. You need to go to
Santa Fe and get a pass from Dorothy first. But I’ll see you up on the Hill. We can talk more then.”
He pats Dewey on the shoulder, then salutes the soldier with two fingers and walks over to a
battered beige Chevy.“Ma’am?” says the soldier.“Okay,” Dewey says with a sigh.The car jumps
and jolts over the uneven pavement for almost an hour. Sgt. Prager doesn’t say much, which is
fine with Dewey. She does not feel like talking. She is more tired than she can ever remember
being. Not sleepy, but weary. Tired of strangers and “ma’am” and being in the same clothes.
Tired of having no idea where she is or where she’s going.She expects Santa Fe to look like St.
Louis. A city. It is the state capital of New Mexico, and she expects trees and tall brick-and-stone
offices and a highway. But it is just a village, with low, beige buildings, shrubs and cactuses, and
narrow, cobblestoned streets. Most of the buildings have rounded corners with logs sticking out
of the sides, like Abe Lincoln’s cabin.“I’ve got your bags, ma’am,” Sgt. Prager says after he parks.
“You just follow me.”He leads her through an archway and into a sunny plaza, a city block-size
square of winter-dead grass surrounded by buildings that look like they have grown right up out
of the muddy ground. In one corner, though, there is a Woolworth’s, and Dewey smiles at its
familiar red-and-gold sign. They turn down a small alley and through a wrought-iron gate into a
courtyard dominated by a large, leafless tree.“Where are we?” asks Dewey.“109 East Palace
Avenue, ma’am.” He opens a door marked U. S. ARMY CORPS OF ENGINEERS, and gestures
for Dewey to go in.It does not look like an official army place. Boxes and crates and paper
shopping bags are piled everywhere around two desks and a few wooden chairs, kitchen-
looking chairs, painted yellow and blue. A middle-aged woman stands behind one of the desks,
talking on the phone. She is not in uniform, just a sweater and a tweed skirt. Her face is round,



with rosy cheeks, and her eyes crinkle with a smile when she looks up and sees Dewey. She
holds up one finger; she’ll be just a minute.A small white dog is sleeping next to a stone
fireplace. Dewey doesn’t think it looks much like an army dog, either.Behind her, Sgt. Prager
clears his throat. The woman on the phone waves her hand at him, dismissing him.“Sit, sit,”
mouths the woman, motioning to a chair by the fire.Dewey sits. It is warm, and the smoke smells
like pine trees. She takes off her coat and wonders what a place like this has to do with the
war.“Sorry about the wait,” says the woman after she hangs up the phone. “There are more and
more people to get settled every day, it seems.” She smiles and walks around the desk, holding
out her hand. “I’m Dorothy McKibbin. Think of me as the welcoming committee. Everyone
does.”Dewey shakes her hand. “I’m Dewey Kerrigan,” she says. She is also getting very tired of
introducing herself.“Oh, good. I’ve been expecting you. Your father called a little while ago. He
was just leaving, so I imagine it’ll be another half an hour or so.”“He’s really coming?” Dewey
asks.“Yes, why?” Mrs. McKibbin looks puzzled.“He was supposed to come to St. Louis too,”
Dewey sighs. “But I had to take a train to New Mexico. And he wasn’t at that station either. Just
an army man.”“St. Louis! Gracious. You poor lamb. You must be exhausted, traveling all that way
by yourself. Would you like a cup of hot cocoa?”“Yes, please,” says Dewey. “I’d like that very
much.”“Good. I think I’ll have a cup too. It’s awfully chilly today.” Mrs. McKibbin uncorks a large
green metal thermos and pours steaming brown cocoa into two china mugs.“Why don’t you pull
your chair up to the desk, so you’ve got someplace to put your cup,” she says, putting one of the
mugs down. “Don’t worry about the wood. Nothing can hurt an army desk.”Dewey moves her
chair over to the desk and inhales the chocolate steam.“While we’re waiting for it to cool, I can
make out your pass and tell you some of the rules—there are a lot of rules, the army, you know.”
Mrs. McKibbin shakes her head, but Dewey is glad there are rules here. Rules are like the
directions in The Boy Mechanic. You know what to expect.“And I’ll try to answer any questions
you might have. Of course, your mother and father will be able to show you the ropes once you
get settled, but—”“Just Papa,” says Dewey.“Oh, your mother isn’t here yet?”“I don’t know where
she is. She left when I was a baby.”“Oh, dear. I am so sorry. I had no idea.” Mrs. McKibbin bites
her lip and clucks to herself under her breath.“It’s okay,” Dewey says. “It was a long time ago. I
don’t really remember.” There is an awkward silence. Dewey takes a sip of her cocoa. The milk
skin sticks to her lip and she licks it off. “Will you tell me about the rules now?” she asks.“Of
course.” Mrs. McKibbin looks down at the wood of her desk, as if there is something in the grain
that will tell her what to say next, then looks back at Dewey and smiles. “Well, the main thing is
that everything about your new home has to be a secret. Off the Hill, you can’t tell anyone where
you live, or who you live with, or what you see or hear. I know that sounds hard, but it’s
important,” she says in a gentle voice.Dewey nods. “Everything is secret.” She makes a gesture
that Nana used to do, running her thumb and forefinger across her lips as if she is zipping them
shut. “Because of the war, right?”“Yes. Your father and the other men are working to win the war.
And we don’t want anything to get in the way of that, do we?”“No ma’am.” Dewey pauses for a
moment. “But what is he doing?”Mrs. McKibbin shrugs. “I honestly don’t know. And I don’t need



to. I just do my part. And, Dewey? That’s one question I’m afraid you aren’t allowed to ask
anywhere, even up on the Hill. Okay?”“Okay,” says Dewey, even though she really wants to
know.“Good.”“What else am I not allowed to do?” The rules here sound very strict. Worse than
Mrs. Kovack.“It’s not as bad as all that,” says Mrs. McKibbin. “It’s really a lovely place to live. And
most of these rules only apply in the outside world, like not using anyone’s title.”“What?” Dewey
is confused.“I’m sorry. That wasn’t very clear, was it?” Mrs. McKibbin shakes her head. “Let’s
see. Even though your father has a Ph. D. , I don’t call him Doctor Kerrigan. Just Mister.”“How
come?”“Because if the people in Santa Fe notice that there are an awful lot of doctors living up
on the Hill, they might start to wonder.”“Like spies,” says Dewey. “Loose lips sink ships.”“Ex-actly.”
Mrs. McKibbin beams at Dewey, a smile so warm and friendly that for the first time since she left
Mrs. Kovack’s house, Dewey starts to feel like everything might just turn out okay.“Finish up your
cocoa and I’ll make out your pass.” Mrs. McKibbin rummages in a drawer and comes up with a
small printed rectangle of stiff paper. “Don’t lose this,” she says. “You can’t get in—or out—of the
project without one. You’ll get a permanent one next week, with a photo, but this will get you
through the gate today.” She uncaps a fountain pen and begins to write.“But I’ll be with Papa,
right?”“Doesn’t matter. Everyone has their own pass. Think of it as a membership in a very
exclusive club,” she says, winking. “Now, can you spell your name for me, dear?”“Does it have to
be my whole name? That’s kind of long. Everyone just calls me Dewey.”"For today, I’m sure
Dewey is just fine. D-E-W-E-Y, like the admiral?”Dewey nods.“And you’re what, seven,
eight?”“Ten,” Dewey sighs. “I’m just little. I’ll be eleven next month.”“Ten it is.” She fills in the last
blank, signs the bottom of the card, and passes it across the desk.Dewey starts to put it into her
pocket, but she is wearing a dress, which is inconvenient. She tucks the card into the top of her
right kneesock.“I think that’s about it,” says Mrs. McKibbin. “We can just—” She stops in mid-
sentence when the heavy outside door opens with a loud click, and a cold breeze ruffles the
papers on her desk.Dewey turns around. “Papa!” She jumps out of her chair and throws herself
into his arms.“Hey, Dews,” Jimmy Kerrigan says, returning the hug with equal enthusiasm. He is
a trim man in his middle thirties, with wavy dark hair and blue eyes behind tortoiseshell glasses.
He is wearing a heavy blue turtleneck sweater over a pair of chinos, a gray felt hat tipped back
on his head.He closes the door with one foot and they stand in the warm, piñon-scented air and
hug. He kisses the top of her head, then holds her at arm’s length. “You’ve gone and grown
again, haven’t you?”“A little,” Dewey giggles.“A lot. Half a centimeter, at least.” He puts an arm
around her shoulder, and she leans into him. He smells like cold wool and aftershave. “Thanks
for taking care of her, Dorothy. I don’t know what we’d do without you.”“We had a lovely time,”
says Mrs. McKibbin.
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R. Day, “Unusual setting for a kid's story.. During World War 2 the US government had a secret
operation in Los Alamos, New Mexico where scientists raced to build the atomic bomb before
the Nazi's did. That's the setting.The scientists lived on that military base with their families. This
story is told thru two girls who's parents were scientists. The parents had to work a lot. They
were very excited to be able to do their work and to accomplish their task, but they couldn't
discuss anything with their families. The two girls started out not liking each other but as they got
to know each other they changed. Their relationship developed into a close sisterly relationship
as they grew to appreciate each other's personalities, and learn to trust the support the other
gave.When the "gadget" is finally ready to test, the families sit out on the mesa and watch the
bomb explode 300 miles away in White Sands. They are amazed at the power of it and are
excited at their accomplishment. At the end as the families merge together they take a vacation
and go to the bomb site. They gather the green glass that is the result of the bomb melting the
sand, but check each piece with a geiger counter before they put them in the car. I'm shocked
they let the kids pick up and hold radioactive glass. As they are walking around the site they see
burned outlines of animals and recognize rabbits and birds. Then the parents begin to wonder
what they have created.My son is 8 and he really enjoyed this story. It is well written with many
layers to comprehend about personal relationships between children. It gave us opportunities to
discuss bullies, compassion, right and wrong behaviors. It also opened opportunities to discuss
the ethics of war and atomic/nuclear bombs. Micro and Macro level discussions. I wondered at
first if it was a book for kids since the setting seemed to indicate a more mature story. However it
is a good story for kids and adults too.”

C. J. Reno, “A Coming of Age tale, for two girls...and a nation!. I grew up in the era of Mutual
Assured Destruction--before the wall fell...when SALT and SALT2 were talks not treaties...when
Star Wars was the latest movie, not a defense strategy. Although we weren't holding 'duck and
cover' drills under our school desks or building fall-out shelters in our back yards any more, kids
of my generation were aware that the US and the Soviet each had enough nuclear weapons to
destroy the world several times over. And we'd seen pictures of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, so we
understood the kind of devastation that was possible.Ellen Klages takes the reader back to a
time before all that. Back to when the scientists were still saying, "Can we do it?" "The science
looks good." and "We should be able to!" Woven around the story of two girls, Dewey and Suze,
whose personalities and talents make them misfits at school and in their neighborhood until they
find they are a perfect fit for each other is a wonderful picture of determination and a great sense
of anticipation as their scientist parents work to turn "Can we do it?" into "Yes! We did it!" It had
never occurred to me just how much of a sense of accomplishment the scientists must have felt
when the test worked, but it is well-depicted here. The somewhat surprising final scene of the
novel hints at what we as a nation would be saying later, "My God, what have we done?"I highly



recommend this book for girls who don't quite fit in and girls who are interested in science. As
an educator, I will be using it as part of a middle school American History/Literature course.”

Aunt Deb, “I really liked this book. I really liked this book. Takes place during the building of the
atomic bomb. A girl goes to live with her scientist father on a secret government base where all
the scientists are each working on their piece of the bomb. Everything is secret and hush hush.
The girl doesn't really fit in with the other girls her age but ends up having to live with one of them
after her father goes away on business and is killed in car accident. Then she finds herself living
with this family permanently. Eventually the government sets off a test bomb in the desert. The
girl and family go to visit the site and find the bomb was so strong it melted the sand turning it
into glass. I understand there is a second book to this I believe about the space program. I am
going to read that also.”

Dr. W. C. kasten, “A Gem for Middle Schoolers. I teach children's literature, and I found this book
delightful, well-written, and compelling in its story. Readers get to know 2 girls of Los Alamos
scientists who are both different from others but initially loathe each other. One mark of skilled
writing is subtle changes in character, and Klages makes the transition from these girl's tensions
with each other to a promise of a sisterhood gradual and believable. Set in the backdrop of scary
times and scary events (World War II), I thoroughly enjoyed reading this and have already
recommended it to teacher friends in middle schools for literature circles.”

hwilson, “wonderful beautiful book - not just for kids. As an adult, when one of my childless
friends suggested I read this book because it is so beautifully written, I couldn't resist. The story
of a tomboy, nerdy, intelligent girl growing up in Los Alamos during the Manhattan Project is
compelling. It is such an interesting perspective and while there isn't much revealed about the
project itself, you can really put yourself in that time, in the shoes of this young girl.I've bought
this book three times and given it as gifts to young and old.Highly recommend.”

mbl, “Our 10-year-old grandson loved this!. Our grandson and I both read this book. I found it
fascinating even as an adult, and I liked the way it Portrayed the history of our military Secrecy. It
led to exceptionally good discussions about family relationships, secrecy, and friendships. I
would definitely recommend this book for people 10 years old and up. It may be an easy read for
teens and adults, but the information that is found between its covers is fascinating.”

Elle Jay, “Great story. History lesson.. Wonderful characters. Educational look into atom bomb
development and testing. Get to see how people lived at Los Alamos, NM”

Russ, “Five Stars. The kids love this book”

The book by Ellen Klages has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 194 people have provided feedback.
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