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ABSTRACT

ENVIRONMENTAL TRUTHS THROUGH FICTION: WATER. STEWARDSHIP,
AND THE SARATOGA LAKE WATERSHED
Bv

Hugh Smith Kramer

This project used fiction as a medium to present different perspectives on waler in
the Saratoga Lake Watershed. Drawing upon a wide array of literary sources. from
regional media. to lamous works of environmental writing, to modern works of
environmental fiction. to environmental impacts statements and stakeholder analysis, this
project encapsulated congruent themes and perspectives on water and the natural world.
The project itselt is composed of three fiction stories based upon “truths™ uncovered
within the Saratoga l.ake watershed. Each story aims to take on a unique perspective
based upon real people and their preferences tor potential sources of water in Saratoga
Springs. Overall. environmental themes uncovered in all sources of rescarch and
literature. such as stewardship and interconnectedness of humans to nature are also
inherently found in each story. The ultimate aim of this project was to provide an
insighttul and innovative means to explore water issues and perspectives within the

Saratoga Lake watershed and environmental studies.



Environmental Fiction

Fiction. as a discipline ol writing. would scem naturally at odds within the realm
ot social and natural sciences. As a result, on a surtace level, the writing of this project
appears to be incongruous with typical works of environmental studies. However. it is
cssential to note that although the research and contents of this project take the forms of
fictional stories. the inherent aims of the project are still grounded with the same intent as
any other environmental studies capstone project: an exploration and presentation ot
water issues within the Saratoga Lake watershed. Social science and natural science
projects inherently tell their own stories about the natural world. The difference of this
project is simple: it literally tells three.

The ~conclusions™ or “results™ of this project are not as straighttorward as they
micht be if they were to come from one of natural or social science. However, one of the
arcuments tor the validity of the work presented is that there are alternative ways to
portray truths about environmental issues besides scientific reporting and historical
analysis. Presenting “truths™ through fiction is a technique that this project aimed to
encapsulate. These “truths™ consisted of ditferent perspectives on water. as well as
cnvironmental themes that were prevalent in all arcas of research. In cach of the three
storics written, an attempt was made to portray a unique perspective on the issuc of
polential future water sources for Saratoga Springs. Just as the perspectives and points of
view ol the protagonists in cach story were for the most part, distinetly difterent from any
others. cach ol the stories also aimed to encapsulate particular environmental themes that
pertained to its plot and characters. Unlike the perspectives on water however. similar

themes were interswoven throughout all of the stories. This 18 due to the fact that the
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fictional characters that were based upon real people all expressed similar environmental
sympathics pertaining to these thematic ideals.

My background in fiction and creative writing was initially a uscful tool when
structuring and planning my project. From a plethora of sources including personal
interviews. transcripted interviews. newspaper articles. a nature journal. a stake holder
analvsis, and immersion into nature, [ hoped to gain insight into the perspectives on
drinking water in the region and subsequently. inspiration. Yet. as the project progressed,
it became apparent that it would be essential to make a distinction between (raditional
fiction and environmental fiction and incorporate that distinction into my writing.
Through exploring the works of both famous and lesser known nature writers. | was able
to draw upon congruous themes I'd found in my primary sources of rescarch. ‘Though
not all the nature writing [ read was fiction. almost all of the works, including the non-
fictional. were mstrumental in helping me understand the distinction [ needed to make
between environmental versus traditional fiction. The tirst elemental difference (and
inherent theme) | realized had to be incorporated into my writing was that my stories and
characters had to have a strong sense of stewardship, no matter their perspective. The
theme of stewardship was not only prevalent in many of the primary sources of rescarch
for Saratoga Springs that 1 examined, but also quite prevalent in many of the social and
natural science projects of my classmates. Stewardship was arguably the cornerstone in
nearly all the works of nature writing [ read: from John Muir's ~The Windstorm™ to Aldo
Leopold™s "The Land Ethic” 1o Rachel Carson™s ~Silent Spring™, feading mie to also make

stewardship the thematic cornerstone of my project.
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I'he second element ol environmental fiction which was necessary to include in
my storics was that ol an environmental agenda. Arguably. an ecnvironmental agenda is
alrcady inherent in any form of environmental writing; the goal of cach work. to depictan
cnvirenmental issue. Though this was 10 be the aim of my project. becausce
environmental fiction was something relatively new to me and any previous capstone
project. it was important that this theme was ellectively balanced with a natural tlow ol a
traditional fiction sterv. [na good work of environmental fiction, environmental agenda
and issues will not take away from the progression ot story but conversely. entice any
readers even further into the work. Though non-fiction. Rachel Carson’s “Silent Spring”
was again an extremely important relerence and example for me when attempting to
include this thematic element into my stories.

‘The third most important and related element of environmental fiction that [
aimed to include in my project was that o environmental sympathies. Typically in a
work of fiction. a writer will aim 1o place sympathies with the main character of a story.
The idea ol this being to grasp the attention of the reader and keep them interested in the
development and subscquent outcome of the character(s). From works such as William
Wordsworth™s ~"I'intern Abbey™ and [Henry David Thoreau™s “Walden™. T was able to
realize the value of not only having my sympathies placed within my characters, but also
in having those sympathies echo throughout the greater environmental themes in my
works such as the interconnectedness of humans to water. and the delicate intricacics of
1ts natural processes.

This project began as a scemingly unrelated jumble of combinations. Its sources

and inspirations for example. coming from two almost entirely ditferent groupines: a



mixture ol media, interviews. and scientific documents on one side. published works of’
nature writing, many by renowned authors on the other. My project combined fiction. a
discipline relatively alien to the natural world, with a strong intluence of environmental
1ssues and perspectives. In the true sense ol interdisciplinary and creative thought, itis
my hope that readers ol my project will get as much [rom my stories as they otherwise
would from a natural science or social science project with the same inherent goal of

telling a vibrant story about our natural world.



The Politicians

City Hall was red brick. true red brick, muted and warm: predictably classic yet
comfortingly familiar. Built the way a real American city hall. a small-town city hall,
was supposed (o look: simple, welcoming, humble. Where the hottom step and the
sidewalk met. a muddy mound of ever-darkening snow persisted. one final remnant of a
once mighty blizzard. Its remaining snowtlakes huddled together for want of cold. the
(rozen fragments of water Keeping one another just cool enough to remain solid. yvet only
delavine the inevitability of the hydrologic eyele. With every melting snowllake.
precious cold would be loste and the shrinking mound would become ever more
susceptible to the warmine days ahead. Eventually, very soon in fact. all ot the muddy
little snowllakes would melt away for good, the unique crystalline conligurations ot each
to be lost lorever...most, never to have been seen at all. That™s not to say that the melting
of the snowflakes is a tale of untimely ends: rather. it's one ol natural changes. essential
chanues — the tlowing tale of liquid water. [t7s a tale that's been told by the clouds. and
the scas. and the oceans. and the streams. long before it was told by politicians in red
brick buildings. The tale continues today. as every muddy little snowllake. in the muddy
fittle mound. at the bottom step by the red brick building, melts, and collects anew. and
Mows into the great watershed, and into the homes of Saratoea Springs. New York.

Inside the red brick building. a room was filled with people. {ts walls and 1loors
were wood: deep. and dark. and historic. At the tront of the room. two men stood —
brothers. Their compact jasws were chiscled aggressively. confidently. like bulldogs, swith
personalitics to match. They were stote pillars. stout Toundations supporting the thick

paper tort that continued to methodically grow before them. To the onlookers seated
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amongst the pews. the two adeptly performed a calculated political play. While the
vounger man spoke, the older constructed the paper dam of data. a barrier miticating any
potential tlooding ol questions directed at the younger. "Whump!™ thudded the first green
binder. “thwack!™ resounded the next, the succession ol four dull thuds just intimidating
enough to ensure that no questions were asked until the fortifications were complete.
“Politicians. not professionals™ was the coined phrase. the fan-lavorite. a genceral
consensus tor describing the twain. Yet “Professional politicians™ may truly have been

more fitting.

1he geray-haired man was the Commissioner of Public Works. an clected ollicial.
the real power in Saratoga Springs: he'd held the position lor decades with an iron grip.
He was a Democrat staying afloat amidst a sca ol Republicans, waiting out any political
storm until his tfellow party members could retake the majority. [n the political kingdom
ol Saratoga. this man was arguably King. “Ceremonial mayor. weak mavor, and strong
public works commissionet™ were not uncommon quotes to find in newspaper articles
quoting other local politicians.

“Saratoga Lake 1s our best choice,” the Commissioner insisted o the crowd.
pausing to add. ~our only realistic choice™.

“And we've got the data to back it up. right here,” supported the younget. brown-
haired man as he pointed to the barrier of green binders., the distinet line now separating
the two men {rom the twenty-three other people in the small room. This man was the
Dircctor of Public Works, a “voluntary™ position. [e was often described as the

“evervday man” by his brother. as "a man sceking only 1o work for the benelit ot



Saratogians,”. protecting their best interests. a steward for their needs. The Director
opened his arms over the paper fort in front of him. then his smile, as il to proclaim his
utmost contidence in the factual accuracy of the reports. It was a gesture mviting any
skepties to take a look at the research, the Dralt Environmental Impact Statements of new
potential water sources tor Saratoga Springs. “Just 11y 1o prove us wiong. ™ said the wry
smile.

Inside the binders, beneath their green plastic exteriors and onto their vast scas ol
pages. were the words o many: a “development of new water supply sources to meet the
lonu-term and emergency water supply needs ol Saratoga Springs™. .. to say the least.
Some of the content was simple. readable. vet at other points it appeared technical and
complicated. contounding those actively looking to refute the clamms within the heavy
ereen tomes. These fortilications of science. data, and fact worked not only as a shicld
against critics but likewise as a sword, a weapon used to strike down the claims ol
Saratoea Lake navsavers, opponents of the brotherly duo. And when in the hands ol
those two men — the two who had commissioned its ercation — the sword was especially
sharp. With seemingly mstinctual behavior. the brothers continued their tervent play tor
their group, the mouth ol the vounger consistently opening just as the mouth ot the older
would close: another dam against interruptions: an ingenious flood of their own words:
ideally. an impencetrable delense agamst eritics.

“The math is there. the science 1s there. and vou can’t areue the cconomies ol the
thing. Not with what we got.” stressed the older. ~Dollar thirtv-five per thousand gallons
with Saratoga Lake. dollar nincty-tive 6 we cowith The THudson. Now which do vou

think we want for our taxpayers? Both are Class A drinking sources but with Saratoga



{.ake. there™s no risk of PCBs. And iCs true that either way we're gonna need a pipeline.,
but imagine a pipeline all the way down from the 1Hudson —a tourteen mile
monstrosity...with demons of development not tar behind. You build a pipeline like that.
let private businesses piggyback onto it and you'll see the price of that water skyrocket
by the time 1t gets to us.”

Seated 1 a pew at the far right corner of the room. a yvoung man shilted slightly o
his seat. perhaps suppressing agitation or disagreement. Yet it he had something to say,
he held his tongue, waiting o hear the brothers out. wanting to hear all of their claims
and positions belore he could find a way to squeeze through their words to strike back.

“Saratoga Lake is closer. cheaper. and higher quality.” supported the Director. as
the drip of tacts bevan to gush from the faucet. “Saratoga Lake can provide the city with
up to 11 million gallons a day. more than cnough. even in the dry months. The plan we
want covers the city for the next 30 yvears, mind you. And don’t get uppity about lake
levels neither. folks. Wouldn™t be more™n a hall inch drop during the dry months and
most other times wouldn™t be but a negligible decline.”

‘the man in the back shifted again, this time with an audible cough. Like all others
present. he continued to drink in the scene passively and had kept quiet as the brothers
continued to paint their side of the watery 1ssue. Yet unlike the others, he did not
maratain his silence from intimidation but rather Jrom patience. He believed there was
too much at stake in fetting Saratoga Lake become the drinking source for Saratoga
Springs for him to remain silent forever. Though it was apparent that he was becoming
cager to say his piece. if the brothers noticed his discomtorted shuftles. they certainhy

didn’™t show it and continued talking.
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“]ocal control.” stated the Commiissioner. “Local control.™ he stated again. as the
Dircctor nodded emphatically at his sibling. “The city of Saratoga gets local control, and
we don’t worry about the county messin™ around with our water, raising the prices.
limiting our use. none of that. Now. vou go ahead with the Hudson plan. and vou get
stuch with county control. vou get uncertainty. Over the next ten years the price ol that
water would soar. The people of Saratoga deserve better'n that. The people of Saratoga
deserve water security. They deserve the best choice economically. environmentally, and

cthically: they deserve Saratoga Lake.”

I'he door to the small wooden room was closed tightly. leaving the room
separated from the adjoining corridor. The corridor was long and bright. and sunshine
streamed through ¢lass doors and windows. bathing the polished tloor in a Saratogian
sun. The halls were empty, quict. almost stlent. Most others in City Hall were
themscelves tucked away. busy in their own far corners, their own small oltices., their
minds locked far away in their own political worlds. Muflled ramblings echoed slightly
in the hallway, resonating trom the little wooden room — the brothers™ words to be sure:
the exactness ot cach. inaudible. Yet another soand rippled through the cavernous hall: it
was resonating. it was telling it was pure.

Dreip®

The sound echoed again in the stillness ot the corridor.

Drip*

Itcame from a dull faucet ina poreelain sink. White and compact. it hung from a

wall matifed bathroom at the other end ol the comridor. Perhaps someone had not turned



the handle tightly enough after washing their hands. or perhaps the water simply was
lcaking on its own. No matter the cause. the water was speaking. cchoes strugeling
without success 1o penetrate the door ol the wooden room across the corridor in order (o
have their sav. Whatever words the drips might speak. whatever intluence they might
have in the debate. they would inevitably be lost in the crashing waves of the politicians.
The drops came from Loughberry Lake. the historic aquatic lifeblood for generations of
Saratogians past. The time for using the hallowed water dripping from the faucet was
almost at an end. Soon, water from Saratoga Lake or the Hudson River would replace the
forlorn drops forever: those bodies of water to How through the ¢city™s metal pipes
evermore. Loughberry Lake no longer had enough volume to support the burgeoning
population of the city. Perhaps the lake knew the end was near as it dripped tears of its
toreseeable demise through the dull metal faucet. Perhaps cach drop foreed its way
through. a desperate plight to remain noticed. remain needed. or simply to remain. Yet
perhaps the lake was resigned to its fate. proud of the prominent role it had playved in the
shaping of the great city, and perhaps it had simply come to say voodbye.

Only a tew miles trom the small wooden room 1o the red brick building. the
waters ol Loughberry Lake stood still. The water body was not actually a true lake but
instead, a reservoir, orieinally designed. built. and used to tuifill the needs of humans.
Saratoga Lake and the Hudson River. on the other hand, had been formed by millions of
vears of natural processes. thus supporting plants and animals Jong hetore they were used
by people. This was not the case with Loughberry Lake. where the animals and plants
that abounded in its depths and on its shores were squatters, secondary residents. though

soon enough it secemed they would have the “reservoir™ all o themselves, All that



remained on the lake from a trigid winter was a thin laver of ice. barely thick enough to
support any weight, and covering less and less surface each day. Down the road from the
reservolr was the Saratoea Springs Water 1reatment Plant, a necessity for any source ol
clean drinking water. The building was brick like City Iall. but darker, larger. almost
mansion-like. as if. like the lake. it was not originally built to be what it now was or
would soon become. Water that flowed through any faucet. showerhead. hose. or pipe in
Saratoga Springs. [irst had to {low through the filters of the building’s purilication
svstem. Like Loughberry Lake. the building was old. and taced the possibility of demise
with a new water source.  Fhe men and women who worked 10 puridy the water tor the
city worried about losing their jobs should the plant no longer be needed. Yeto where as

the lake might Iind itselt out of a job. there was still hope for the plant.

“We're saying coodbye to Loughberry Lake.” said the Commissioner, back i the
small wooden room. ~BBut we're not saving goodbye to control. [f we vet our water from
Saratoga Lake. we can ¢o right ahead and use the treatment plant weve already vot o
ller 1t and filter it even more etfectively with a new state-of-the-art UV filter. 1 can
auarantee vou all. and conclude by saving to all residents who might be concerned with
mpact on Saratoga Lake. that pumping water trom the lake will have no measurable
impacts on the lake. on recreation, or on our very livelihoods atall.”™

Allatonee. the factual faucet was shut oft. [t was as it the brothers had exhausted
all they had wanted to say. Their defenses were now impenetrable. their metivations
clear. In the sudden silence. notwantng (o miss his chance. the voune man scated at the

back of the room stood up. and addressed the two men.



~Ties!™ he insisted. unabashed. ~The Hudson would not have any PCBs because
the pipe will be too lar upstream. [Us actually a higher quality source than Saratoga
fake. ['ve lived on Saratova Lake my entire life, if we're going to drain as much waler
as vou say. there is going to be a signilicant drop in lake Jevels, and recreation is going to
be alfected. possibly quite drastically. The Hudson is a continuously lowing Iimitless
supplv. You two say that vou want the best choiee for the citizens ol Saratoga Springs.
well so do and it's the mighty Hudson River.

The Commissioner and Director looked at the younger man speaking to them.
They knew him welll Willhlam Kay. He was a member of the Saratoga Lake Assoctation.
a aroup that supported the Hudson as a drinking water source rather than Saratoga Lake.
They knew his side ol the 1ssue. the strong ties he had with Saratoga ake. They'd
figured he or one of his representatives would be at the meeting, and had decided in
advance how to counter whatever arguments they might make. They were letting him
have his chance. but would keep it short just to make a show of i, The Commissioner
spoke up again before William could continue, halting his own strcam of his facts.

“William.” said the Commissioner. “First let me say that yvour concerns are
welcomed. though unwarranted. Evervthing that is worrving vou is remedied and
explained in what vou see belore you.™ He pointed to the green binders.

“You would consider vourselta steward of sorts for Saratoga Lake. would vou
not?” murored the Director. “Aiming (o protect its natural components, its historic
components. and the nterests of those who use it7 That, i a nutshelll is what the
Saratoga Lake Assoctation is. correet?”

“Welll relatively speaking. ves, very much so.” echoed Witliam cautiously.



“We aim to do the same thing.” concluded the Commissioner. yet notonly for a
Jake. but lor all the people of Saratoga Springs — stewards protecting their greatest
interests, historicallv. cconomically. cthically. and environmentally. Saratoga Lake 1s the
hest choice, simply put. We can give vou our facts. refute yours, tryv o convinee vou. and
calm vour worries. And vou can refuse us. tell us what you believe 1s rightc but when 1t
comes down 1o it the best steward is an informed steward. one who truly understands
and comprehends all the facts ofan issue. So letus do voua lavor.”™ He piched up one of

the massive ereen binders betore him and held it out towards William Kay. “Tlere’s

some light reading tor vou to catch up on.”

The meeting was over. Thomas McGowan the Commissioner of Public
Works stood over poreelain sk m the bathroom ot City Tlall eveing himselt in the
mirror. The hutls of his slow deep breaths were accompanied onlv by the occasional
drop ot water from a dull metal faucet in the sink below him. The drips lowed into a
cooling rush as he released the stream. letting the gushing water trickle into his cupped
hands. 1.caning his head down. he splashed the historie water onto his face. water he
might cease to feel again in the coming years. Slowly. he lified his dripping saze back 1o
the mirror belore him. A face scemingly chiseled from stone stared back. 1t was hard
and weathered: deep lines spoke of experience and years of ¢civil service that 1t had
endured: the innumerable political decisions had been influenced by its stoic caze. The
caze had purpose. one ol atter devotion to the city of Saratoga Sprines. b decades past.

the decisions of the MeGowan brothers had helped to revitalize the cityv: today. perhaps.



they would help to plan for its future. Tike the decisions of all men, Thomas McGowan's

were not always perlect: but few could question their ever-benevolent intent.
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The Boy

tHlis senses were heightened. alerted. yet maltunctioning: he was going to die. His
vision was blurred. unseeing in the depths of blue darkness. FHis skin was numb.
unteeling. smothered by cold. [lis toneue tasted nothing. though his mouth and throat
were Tull. Muted vibrations reverberated througzh his cars. muttled ripples of his own
panicked tlailing. His nose was worthless: a sense of smell s never much use
underwater. Up was down or down was up. 1The boy could not put thoughts tosether.
Adrenaline and instinet had taken over. “Air!™ they sercamed at his lungs: “Aire! An!
ATRT But the fricid cold soon turned to warmth. and it felt good to the boyv, comtortine
and sale. “Tewould be okay to let go now.™ he thought o himsell. His instinetual
screams had become naueht but a whisper: —air .7 they whimpered unheard. =aie...7
And the boy sank deeper into the fake. no fonger highting with the water but letting
himse!l Tow peacetully downward in the gentle pull of the currents. In his last moments
ol consciousness. the bov smiled. teeling pure jov: everything around him was beautilul.
he thought. meaningful. His whole lite suddenly scemed insigniticant. small. he had
become an intricate part of something bigeer. something clemental, something eternal:
water. Years later. grown up. he would not remember the iee cracking under his leet or
his plunge into the watery depths. He would even fail to remember the entirety of the day
that preceded his fateful trip to the Take. Yet the thoughts he had on the brink of death.
his oneness with the water, the unworldly immersion. those were feelings that would stay

with him the rest o his life.



My name is William Kay.” the man began. “and when [was ten vears old |
drowned in Saratoga Lake.”

A girl doodling on the corner of her desk dropped her pen and looked at the man
as il tor the tirst time: as i she hadn™t seen him before. hadn™t heard him being
introduced by Mrs. McCarthy just a minute carlier. Two students snickering in the back
immediately stopped at the sound of his words: locking their eves intently upon the man.
A collective stiflening of postures scemed Lo take pluce all at once in the classroom as the
students realized that this would be no ordinary guest lecture.

The man who stood betore the class was voung, thirtv-three.  Though vouthful in
age. he had a maturity about him that was older than his vears. 1t was his manncer. or his

posture, or the words he chose thataged him. or maybe it simply physical. On his right

hand onlv two fingers remained: index and middle. When talking or blinking it looked as
il some of the muscles in his face resisted the movements. or couldn™t move. as it
something was stiil {rozen. Yet he was no ogre. no monstrosity inside or out: in lact, he

was always gquick to Hash a small smile. [Fanything was vet warm within him. it was

most certainly his love of water.

“I'm from Saratoga Springs, like most of vou.” he bevan. ~I've lived on the edee
ol Saratoea Lake my whole Tife: it has very much mfluenced who [ have become. and it's
one of the main reasons 1've come to talk with all oUyou todav. I'd Tike to start vou all
oftwith a quick question. Let’s see. show ol hands = how many of you have ever been to
Saratoga Lake?”

Seven hands out of twventy-cight dritied into the air. The man nodded knowingly.

expectine these results.

~!



“Okav. le€s try something a bit dillerent. [ow many ol you have ever been to
any fake?”

The man noted cach hand as it rose into the air, counting the numbers in whispers:
his head bobbed with cach numeral.

“Eichteen! Ah, much better!™ he exclaimed. “And would those who raised their
hands say they enjoyed those lakes?™

A collective and unenthusiastic “Yeah™ was audible from most of the students:
others just nodded their heads.

The man’s expression then changed: his face hadn™t become angry but stern. more
serious. revealing something of a motivation.

“And what was 1t about being at those lakes that vou enjoyed so much?™ he asked
thoughtlully. ~Or to anyone who hasn’t been to a lake betore. what do vou like about an
occan. a pond. ariver? Yes, vou in the orange sweatshirt.”

“1Hike swimming in my pool behind my house in summer.” said the girl.
“Ispectally when 1Us hot and sticky out.”™

“Okayv. that’s a good start. What would von say is best about it?™

The girl paused, thinking. but was unable to articulate further under the stares of
the rest ot the class. T dunno.” she smiled shyly.

“That's okay.” sard the man. “WeTve taken a gcood first step. Anvone else have
something” Yeah., vou, o ahead.”

“Sometimes my lamily goes 1o SPAC tor prenies.” piped another ¢iel. Mo and
my hitdle brother make rock castles in the stream there. Does that count?™

“Detintely. What do vou think vou Tike about it so much?™



“] dunno.” the airl said. “Maybe like. being in nature and the trees..iCs just
reallv relaxing. just comtorting. | ean’t describe it really.”

“Well. vouve certainly hit on something.” said the man. “We're getting closer o
what T want to talk about. Maybe just one more. Yeah. vou in the Yankees hat.”

“When my family visits my uncle at his house on Lake George. sometimes he
takes us fishine” said the boy.

The man ok a sip of his cotlec. nodding emphatically. ~So what about vou,
then” What would vou say is vour favorite thing about being on the lake...a shining sun.
asoll breeze. that elittering water?™ he added. ceging the boy on.

“Yeah. [ think | just like all the stult you're sayving. 1 don™t know. iUs just really
different trom most ot the stutt that | get to do all the time at home. [Us Kkind ol like |
forget iU's even there until we visit my uncle again. and then 'm glad it still 1s.”

“Gilad 10s sull there. .7 echoed the man. ~Gilad it™s still there. .. now we™ve hiton

something big.”

When he was cight. animals were his everything. First it had been dinosaurs:
v rannosaurus rex. triceratops. brontosaurus. pterodactyl. a Jurassic obsession. Lvery trip
to the toy store resulted ma new. green. spiky addition to his plastic reptilian collection.
Live antmals weren™tin the picture vet. but they would be coming soon.

On hot summer Saturdays 10was down to the lake with his parents and Sarah. On
the shore his mother would rub sunscreen up and down his arms and down his skinny
leus. Shed hold him stll while she covered his back and chestc and would scott at his

complaints when it was time to cover his face: he detested the gloppy feeline or
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sunscreen on his nose and would whine and squeal with every application. Finally.

celeased from her vrasp with floaties attached. he would scurry dosvn the imported sand

beach and splash without pause into the shining water, running in as deep as his legs
would carry him unb] the water was too high to run into any further. His jubilant run
would end as he fell with a smacking splash with his hatling father following not far
behind.

The surtace of the water elinted brightly under the Saratogian sun. and the boy
would duck his head below to escape into a darker. murkicr world. First he noticed the
small and striped minnows. They swam in near perfect svachronization. hovering near
the shore. and scattering in a burst of speed 11 he paddied too close. They darted in and
out of focus, swimming between the thin streams ol sun that penetrated the surface of the
water like spotlights upon a stage with no boundaries.

tHis father told him not to feed the ducks. insisting that they needed to find food
for themselves: the wav pature intended 1t. But it was too hard {or the boy 1o resist
savinge the crust from his peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. e relished any chance o

vet close to the quicetly quacking ducks. They waddled awkwardly onto dryv Tund swhen

his bread throws didin't quite reach the water. He laughed with delight at having the birds
[olow him around. waiting tor any morsels he might have Iett. When his rations ran out.

they would return to the Takes back in the water. their movements becoming as cracelul as

any bied.

One Saturday. the hoyv's mother cave him a pair ot plastic coogles with lenses
rimmed inereen. At fiest he refused to wear them — the tichtness hurt his eyes he said.

felt uncomtortable, it was too different. But atter seeing little sister Sarah in her new blue



pair. he decided to eive them another shot. Fyen when looking through a tightened pair

woovles, sometimes the lake was too murky. and all he would see was brown water full
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of mud. He might still see his hand it he held it close enough to his face, but not much
bevond that. On some days. though. in the right focation. the mud would be settled and
he might catch a elimpse of a bigeer tish. [hs father told him that the shapes he was
secing were trott. a delicious fishoand explained that they were “stocked™ by people into
the Take.

“But why would people put new fish i the lake, daddy?”

1o fish them back out again. sillv!™ said his father as he tousled the boy's hair.

That didin™t scem very logical to the bov. but he didn™t press the Issue: it was a
crownup thing anvway. He had more to explore.

A tull summer at the lake and the bov had lost interest in his once beloved
dinosaurs. replaced by a fixation on animals with real moving parts. His room became
devoid of their presence. the dinosaurs themselves being relecated to a cardboard box at
the bottom of his closet. 1t seemed that the boy sought to bring home what he saw
outside.

“Fish Fean wateh and play with. mommy, fike the minnows and trouts in the lake!
Can [ have some fishes. mommy, pleascee pleaseeee pleaseccee?”

Fwo davs later, a glass tank bubbled and hummed next to a windoss that Taced the
fake. Otten ina midday sun, as the boy fooked though the tank. he could see olinting

ripples of Saratoea Lake streaming throueh the filtered waters in his own room.



Co sav that William was enjoving his time with the fifth graders at Lake Avenuc
I-lementary more than his time at fast Tuesday™s ¢ity meeting swas an understatement.
He d felt frustrated with the two men who had been running the show. the Commissioner
and Director of Public Works: The McGowan brothers. Saratoca Springs was lacing an
unprecedented period of change: a proposition {or a new drinking water source. The
MeGowan brothers, whom evervone knew held much of the sway in city polities,
fervently advocated using Saratoga Fake as a new drinking source rather than the Hudson
River. and had done so for vears. William was himselt a member of The Saratoga Lake
Association. and accordingly was at odds over drinkine water issues with the brothers
and most of the newly elected Democrats in the city, During the meeting. the brothers
had barely given him or anyone else a chance o speak. a chance to present other sides of
(he issue. an advocacy for the Hudson. Instead they™d held the floor almost entirely for
themselves, laying brick after brick of tact to support their own political goal: Saratoga
Lake. When William could finally wait no longer to have his sav. the brothers had
dismissed his claims. arguing that he in fact was misintormed and needed (o read the
“real facts.” They accused him ol interpreting some tacts to meet his own political ends.

Funny. he felt the same way about the McGowan's.

“Sorry. what's vour name?”
“lantes,” said the boy.
“lames has hit exactly on the thing T want (o talk about. James. can you

repeat the tast thing vou just said Tor the class?”
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“You mean about me being olad that the Take is still there every time | 2o back?”

“Absolutely. James. Now that is a powertul statement. [Us something T think
about every day in my job. What 1 do is help to preserve and protect a part of our local
environment: Saratoga Lake. 1 work for a group that wants to see Saratoga Take
protected as a home tor wild plants and animals and as a place where people like us can
oo (o have (un. relaxs boat. and hish. just like James when he goes to Lake George. or
Jenny and building a rock castle, or even ke my Iriend over here with the orange
sweatshirtand her backyard pool.”

William paused for a moment, considering his next words.

~Just wondering. does anyone know what body of water Saratoga Springs
currenthy ects its drinking water from? Here's a hinto it thymes with cherry.”

~Ohhh. ohhit! Loughberry [Lake.” shouted an excited boy. unable to hold back.

William partially stitled a smile. ~Try not to call oul. but that's right. Loughberry
Lake. Did anvone else know that?”

A small collective rendition of the mumbling “Yeah™ returned. but most of the
class remained silent this time.

William had not expected the kids to know much. il anvthing. about the pressing
issue of drinking water in Saratoga Springs. e had not come o the school today (o swany
a croup of ten-vear-olds to his side ol the issue. Instead. he hoped to impress upon them
the importance of environmental stewardship. and the respeet that nature should demand
—somethine he had Tearned the hard way. As these children erew up. they would become
the tuture stewards of his beloved Saratoga Lake, whether it became the source of

drinking water tor Saratoga Springs or nol. BBut the debate would Tikely sull rage for
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some time. the balances continually seceming to tip. The best he could do nos at least for

the region and its future residents was to start them on the right path.

The bov's parents had to switeh his room with Sarah™s so his view would no
longer lace the fake. The fish tank was Kept in what was now Sarah™s room but further

additions were no loneer made. Alter the last of his tish had died, the tank was cleaned

and shoved mnto the bottom of the closet next to the dusty box ol toy dinosaurs. The bov
was eleven now - a vear atter he'd drowned in the Take. Though he remembered little of
the incident. he'd developed an absolute phobia of bodies of water and was torever
reminded ot his accident from the frosthitten scars and injurics to his hand and face. e
shunned baths. taking only showers. lathering up betorchand to spend as little time as
possible under any sort o immersion. e even proclaimed that he disliked the taste of
waler. and would only drink Navored beverages, anything that was distinetlyv difterent
from the cold bland liquid that had filled his mouth and throat a vear ago.

The tamily was tee fishing that tateful day he’d lallen under the ice. With the ice
shanty up and the ice holes prepared. evervone was bundled lor a cold morning as they
prepared to move inside the portable enclosure. Alwayvs. it seemed. at this time of vear.
the 1ee was deemed thick enough tor weight. fee fishers could even drive their pickap
trucks or station wagzons onto the lake. saving themselves the enerey of carrving their
sear by fool. Yet mexplicably almost unheard of, on an untortunate or taterul patch of

frozen water, the ice below litde William Kay had given way that one Decemmber dav, In

blind haste his father ran to his equipment and pulled out a thin rope. He unwisely but

bravely tied it to Tas waisl erving the other end o his wile, he took breath. and jumped in



vter his son. When he hit the water. the shock ol the cold was so strong it hnocked the
sreath from his Tunes and he had o surface, gasping for another. Back under the ice he
was frantic: the cold stung his eves so much that he had to keep them to a squint. He was
forced to rely on a sense of touch that was becoming more numb by the second. {1'he
was coing to find William, it would have to be tn a matter of seconds or hypothermia
could Kill them both. Suddenly: hope. s right Ieg hit something as it thrashed through

the water: his bov. Hugging his son and breathing into the boy™s lungs what air he had

lelt. William s father struggled to pull himselt back o the top ot the Take, swhere fife
mvatled with Tittle time lett. As he splashed near the surtace. his wife. daughier, and two
other men fishing nearby swho had come running after hearing sereams. pulled the rope
until the boy and the man Hlopped onto the surlace. The man lay exhausted and
shivering. the bay unconscious. his skin colored a deepest hue ol blue. While the mother

performed lirst aid on the boy. one ot the men draggeed the tather side the ice shack.

covering him with blankets and stripping him of his wet clothes. Ambulances arrived

and the vehicles carried the four tamily members oll towards a darkening tuture. Ax the
sound of sirens dimmed. the two men now standing alone turned (o one other: sl
shocked. they swood insilence. They were particularly disturbed by the image of the
anconscious bov. though they were not likely to mention it until one could stand it no
longer.

“Did vou see that boy?™ one man Inally asked the other. “Boy was as blue as the

water ilsel 7

1 have a homework assignment tor evervone.”

]
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“Awwwwaww. came the collective whine.

“Now hold on a second. it’s not as bad as vou might think. You et to be outside.
AT want vou cuys to do is take a fifteen minute walk somewhere, anyvwhere. Go with
vour parents. your {riends, oreven by yourselves. The cateh is. try not to think about
anvthing at all during the walk except the things around you. the things vou consider to
pe nature.” When vou get home. if vou can. just jot it down. all the birds, grass. trees.

streams — anvthing vou come across so vou don’t forget. Then ask yourselves this
[hink about it. Don’t

question: What i all these things were cone. or even one of them?

ven write about 1t just think about it and really think. Any ol these things that vou
michl take for granted. could gone 16 we aren’t caretul enough to protect them.”

William wasn't sure himselt how many of the kids would actually co home and

Jo his assignment. He was pretty sure that when he was their age. anything that was not

required was likely to go in one ear and out the other. Yetat the same time he knew the
unportance of imparting the ideal of environmental stewardship at a voung age. 1t was
something that he had almost lost as a result ol his accident m the Lake. somethinge he

nad only recovered by foreing himself back into water: at an age when his fear of water

had beoeun to recede. the memory of his interconnectedness with nature and the {ake had
Aegun Lo retu.

At tourteen. there was little to do during the summers that did not have 1o do with
aater. His friends boated and tished on the Take. swam i the Kayvadeross, ran through
he spriklers on ther fawns, Bach time. through it all. the bov would edec closer and

closer to his Iviends. closer to the water they were immersing themselves withing [ed



see them through a window and come outside to tulk to them. sull staving ata distance
A enouch o avoid any spray. [ they sere going to swim in the fake for the day he
icht co with them, but stay tar up on shore. One particular day. he tound himselfat a
watering hole in the creek. A thick but fraving rope was tied o a tree overhangine the
wle. Bach time one of his friiends would grab the rope and swing forward to plunge into
the water. the bov would suck in air sharply and 1lex the two fingers of his right hand.
(e Tooked at the smiling faces ot his friends as theyv'd surface. He heard the sounds of
their fauchter. They expertenced pure joy from their watery immersion. something he
cecoenized and desperately wanted 1o be a part of acain. TCwas suddenly enough tor the
hov and he stood up from the rock he'd been sitting on. He kicked olt his shoes. and
threw his shirt to the wayside. He sucked n a breath as the two fingers on his right
spened and closed. Te found himselt walking to the edge of the water. teeling the cold

mud ensh between his toes. As he closed his eves. the vells ol encouragement from his

friends were silenced. Tle smelled nothing. tasted nothing. only (¢t the cool waler as it
continued to rise around him with cuch step he took into the creek. All of a sudden. his
head was underwater. The coolness turned to warmth. and it el cood to the bov.

comlorting and sate. e opened his eyes and saw a school of minnows: thev ¢ircled

wound him as they danced 1n spotlichts of sun that broke through the shining surface.



The Farmer
First he placed the seeds. Deep into dark soils were they faid. these small and

. The sceds became sprouts. and were given water to drink and they drank

hearty seed
and erew strong. Into the Jand he placed the nutrient and the sprouts blossomed 1nto
plants and grew tall and cast shadows. The stalks Torever grew under a Saratogian san.
reaching cvermore towards a shining sky. [n the solt breesze they swayed inunison. a
tonwerine wave ot ereen like one from the ocean blue. The field was long, and wide, and
sempt, and the land around an open valley: tar sights Tor all to see. Soon the stalks were
crown tull and were harvested. They became bundles. bundles became bales. and bales
were fed to cows of black and white and brown. With bellies full. the cows gave their
milk: dairy, lifeblood for The Farmer. Bencath the ticlds ol crops. the pastures of cows,

nd the house built ol aged wood. the fideblood of the farm itselt briskly tlowed: water. It

ran through wells drilled deep mto the earth, ready to be pumped to the surface for most
every use. The Farmer knew that he and all that was his was nothing without it; a farm

swithout water is a tarm without function.

The droplets of ram were sharp. and painfully pricked at skinand hide. Cows
huddied Tor refuge under wooden shelters at the pasture’s edee. The moon and stars were
seplaced by dark clouds that wept thewr binng rain across The Farmer™s fand. Warm and
v s The barmer slept in his house of aged wood. oblivious to the deluee outside. He was

\

rapped ina desert of a drewm. o nightmare. one that had erept into his mind trom the

roubles of his waking fifes Under heavy ids his eves darted back and forth: so deep was

s sfeep. Hisincoherent mumblings grew Jouder. and he becan to shiver, even under the



warmth of his woolen quilt. His wife awoke (rom the cold touch of his damp [eet upon
her thich. She shook him awake. asking if evervthing was okay. He opened his eyes to
the night and told her everything was tine: an unconvineing smile would have betraved
his worry but for the darkness of the room. e turned his head away from hers. towards
the rain poundine on the bedroom windosw and pretended to fall back asleep. Afiera
dame. calmed by her rhyvthmic breathing, The Farmer closed his own eyes once more,
wpine to avoid reentering the darkening nightmare that had begun to stalk him: the
righimare that seemed o How effortlessly from his dreams to his swaking lite and back

LTINS

People were arguing. A young man stood alone on the bank ot a mighty river.
F'wo others {Toated in a boat upon a crystal lake. They were velling angnly at one
another. words flowing incomprehensibly through time and space. through the bounds of
fhe Farmer's dream. Fach man did not hear his opponent: cach onlyv hearing the echoes
ol his words, [Cwas a debate The FFarmer had heard before: Two sides strugghing over a
choice Tor the future, a choice tor water: a choice tor river or Jake. One to supply the
burcconing water needs ol a city. the other never o flow through Saratogian pipes and
svstems, Yet he cared naught for the words o these men, he himselihad Titde at stake
with the deciston. Tis water came from his wells: and sithin their depths. his concerns
were adritt. Stow v poassively, he loated away from the arguing men. Nnding himsellon
what looked (o onee have been his farm. but entirely changed, entively wrong. With eves
cust dossnward ot his naked feets he saw that o small crack 0 the diy cround betseen his

toes had appeared. His pasture was barren, stricken with wilted brown arass and cosws
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Aith thin skinand protruding hones: dry as the ground they stood upon. The crack below
nim began 1o lenethen. its jagged body creeping with trightful speed: rendering the
sround evermore asunder as it crossed the ticld in cerie silence. Te opened his mouth to
seream. Lo ey Tor help. to Irighten the erack into stopping. yet he found his throat and
tongeue to be parched and covered in dirt: he could utter no sounds. The crack reached the
:nd ot the ficld and moved beyond his Tine of sight: the entire landscape of the dyving
Farm nos splitin twain. The carth below him had become a caping ¢revasse. He could
hear the famt echoes ot rushing water front somesvhere deep within it but only for a
moment. Soon the cushes turned 1o trickles. then o drops. then to nauceht. Tle toated
above it all, an objective and powerless observer. peeking through hands that covered his
lace in horror. unable to stop to the trail of cows that now silently marched and plunged

into the waterless and blackening depths below.

[For generations past. sceds. nutrients. and water had been put into the land and the
crops were sown, sustaining The Farmer, his futher. and lus father’s father betore him.,
Yet these mundane essentials were not all that had been given o the soils over the
cenerations. The blood. sweat, and tears of the very men who lived upon the fand had
been bestowed within it as well. And the land had become irrevocably tied (o the
Famitly7s history: havine seen births and deaths trom four generations. Lathers. sons.
mothers, daughters,alll ke his father and grand tather. The Farmer telt undying
altachment to the Tands having lived upon it his whole Tife: caining a priceless
understanding of how it had sustained his idy and the value of sustaming i in return.

Vet despite the gencrations of stewardship. the carclul tntricacies ol land conservation
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hat had become more prevalent over time. the fand had begun to show signs olits own
1ee and limitations of resources. Below the fields of green and the pastures of cows. the
water that the land held inits cavernous aquifers had begun to Tow thin. The welis that
nad been drilled deep into the carth supplied less water cach year. More wells had been
drilled with seeminely Tittle avail and The Farmer worried that it quantities continued to
decline he would have but one solution: one that would leave his children as a generation

witheut o farm.

There was nothing. no sound. no breeze. only emptiness. the black of the
crevasse. and the dey barren fand that had once been whole. The Farmer could tecl
nimsell wasting away: with a finger he traced lines on his chest where his ribs now
arotruded. He telt weak. utterly thirsty, drained. barely able to keep his eves open, vet
unable to shut them for they were already closed i sleep. He could see his own children
15 they began to fade. wilting hike blades of grass. their skin becoming pale. thino and dry
1s the Tand that should have been green.

Somcething stivred in the erevasse. Suddenly, from the blackness, a hand ¢lawed
its way oul. then an arm. then another. and a man in a black suit pulled himselt onto the
surface of the ticld. He soretehed and vawned. then dusted himsell ol and smiled with
‘he whitest teeth the Farmer had ever seen. In his Ielt hand he held a brictease. swith his
Tehthe opened itand thrust the contents at The Tarmer. The money elowed more
serehily than the suno whispering promuses into Lhe Farmer's car. The Farmer reached
St touch the smooth leather briefcase. inhaling the scent ol its freshly minted bills.

e delt Ins thirst begin to subside. his ribs became Tuller. color began o come back into

-



the Taces ol his children. The smile on the man in the black suit erew even wider.

briohter. and The Farmer could see that his teeth were not calcarcous white but made of

—

slimmering vold. Ina volden flash, The Farmer was blinded as the smile ¢linted
menacinegly under the dark yellow sun. When his vision returned his ficld was gone.

chaneed. covered. Where his wooden house once was. 4 massive apartment building of

o~

argy conerefe now stood. A\ stripmall had replaced his hayficlds: a parking lot covered
his pastures. The crevasse had been almost entirely filled i sith coment and the man in
‘he black suit with his golden smile was nowhere in sight. A tear welfed in The Farmer's
sve and ran down his face. racing back towards the carth. Onec. it would have been
soaked up by the land. blurring the Tme between Iarmer and carth evermore. Yet now it

was denied this historic passage. as 1t splashed oft a surfice of impenetrable stone.

The clock flashed 3:32 i, he should not have been awake, it was still oo carly.
sven tora farmer. But has eves swere open. awoken once again from his recurring
nichunare. The rain had slowed o a drizzle. the mist had tifted. and some of the cows
had ventured back out to the grass from their protective sheds. He stood at the bedroom
window, peeringe through the elass panes covered i water droplets that raced downwards,
Jdown to the window’s edee. down the side ol the house o the awaiting carth, He
contempiated the moonlit landscape ot his damp pastures and lelds. and squinted at the
liehts bevond them. When he was a bovo 1t was impossible to sce anythine but the rolline
fields and pastures of nerghboring farms. Yet this night. his puptls shrank ender the elare
Sl vellow Hehits emanating from brown and gray buildines: massive structures that stood

onthe felds and pastures of the farms of vesterday: farmis no more. On increasin
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secusions. on nichts like this. The Farmer had stood by his bedroom swindow. watching

iehts with their warm and piercing elows scemed o shine more brightly and ever

s the
acaret o his farm. scattering the shadows that the stalks of corn wrought under the moon.

He had grown up with men upon whose farms the chostly buildings now stood:
his tather had erown up with their tathers. He had seen the men weeping their tears mmto
their fand Tor the Tast time as they signed thetr livelihoods away. signed avway a piece of
themselves, the Tineage ol their ancestors, Yet to survived it had been the only chotee: a
Crrmer has e maderial use tor land that has no water. a fand that has become dry and
harren. A furmer cannot compete against bioger corporate farms. farmis that can consume
the market tor dairy and feed. A farmer cannot atford his mortgages when he is taxed
with 1ees Tor ever-crowing regulations and technologies. To sell his furm and move 1o
another Tine ot work s the only chotee a farmer has lelt for himself and his tamily.

The Farmer wold himselt he had already made his ¢hoice: tamime away the suitors
that that hailed from banks of brick, banks that had bought out his counterparts. Men
aderned in black suits and white siiles had come. offering to buy the farm for more and
more. again and again. even as its crops and cows vielded less and less. Fora time. The
frarmer believed himself believed that the choice he had made was permanent. and that
the Tand of his ancestors would become the fand of his ehildren. Yet tonight swhen he

fooked upon his land. he saw that the moon that once tHuminaed his Helds bad a fading

beauty: it was overpowered by electric Tights radiating an ominous vellow Tuture: and all

at onee he knew he couldn™t pretend to believe in his decision any fonweer.
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The Farmier was lowered from the air to the ground. With sulien steps he salked
througeh the development that now covered his fand: the apartments. the stripmalls. the
parking lots. He squinted through dusty eves for any remainders, anything leltany hint
ol that which once was his. ilis path was the fading lines of the mighty crevasse. now
Closed tightdv and filled with cement: soon to be paved over to make another black road
‘o another vasis of human consumption. [is steps soon hita wall, the land™s boundary. a
spot where the fenee ol his farm oncee stood. Bverything bevond was white. blank as a
pace. irrelevant: it was arca bevond this world that no fonger under his control. At the
very edec ot the landscape. between his naked wes. The Farmer heard the rush ot fTowing

water through an untilicd hole in the crevasse the size of a thumb. He bent over and put

his car to the eround. closing his eves and enjoving the liquid melody the bubbled forth
for one last time. Te whispered inte the cround. thanking the water that had [Towed
beneath hin sustaming hime his father his familyv, and his ancestors. A shadow beoan (o
pass over him and he begeed final foraiveness of the land. The bubbling water tumed (o
drips. theno o nothing. He looked up as the shadow engulfed him entively: it was cast by

the man i the biack suit with a golden smile: shinime more brightly than ever. In his left

dadeed. in s rightca pen with a drop of black ink bubbling cagerly from the

hand he he
tip. The Farmer took the deed and pen and slowly seeibbled his name on a fine marked
SN a the battom of the otherwise blank white paee. Sull smiline. the man in the suit
took the pen and paper (rom The Farmer’s quaking hands. The Farmer beean o iloat
back into the atr, drifting farther asay trom the fand that onee was his. As evervthing
Caded towhite, he savw the man in the black sait kick a mound of dict into the thumb-sized

hofe, closine it forever silencing any drops that meeht have remained deep in the carth.



The Larmer awoke. drenched. Wiping his eves [rom sweat or tears hie Tooked at
his clock that Tashed 9: 34 am. He had slept through his alarm: overstept. Tle never
oversfept. He tried to dress quickly. ignoring panicked thoughts about the vivid new
depths to which his recurrime nightmare had taken him. He roused his wile as he faced
up hix boots, Pulling a wool sweater over his head, he chanced a peek through the
hedroom window and sass that a biting ramn and strong winds had forced the covws buck to
their shelters. He leaned closer w the alass panes. wiptngz away the foe of his breath. An
unfamihiar car ssas parked at the edee o his drivewas: a man was getting out of it J'he

man shut the door and walked briskly up the path towards the house. He grimaced with a

perfectly white smile as the wind chilled him through the dark fabric of his jackew In his
feit hand he carried a black umbrellas shielding his body from the water’s touch. In his

rieht hand. his knuckles turned white as they tichtened their grip on the handle ol a black

leather briefease.

Cad
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