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    The Water Is Fine (Mostly)

    A Bedtime Story About the Fluoride Supply Chain

  


  
    [image: Page 1 illustration]
    In the town of Millbrook Glen, the water came out of the tap every morning.

It was cold. It was clear. It was very, very official.

Everybody trusted the water.

And the water had never given them any reason not to.
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    But one day, a very serious man named Mr. Pemberton arrived at Town Hall.

He wore a very serious tie. He carried a very serious briefcase.

And inside that briefcase were forty-seven forms.

All of them were about the water.
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    You see, somewhere very far away, across a very big ocean, something had happened.

And because of that something, the special ingredient that made the water extra-official had gotten very hard to find.

The ingredient was called fluoride.

And Mr. Pemberton had to explain this to everyone.
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    He stood at the microphone.

'The water,' he said carefully, 'is fine.'

The crowd nodded.

'However,' he said, 'it is also... slightly less fine than before.'

The crowd stopped nodding.

'But not un-fine,' he added quickly. 'Just... differently fine. Pending review.'
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    Then came the forms.

There was Form 7-B, which said the water was fine.

There was Form 7-C, which said to please also see Form 7-D.

Form 7-D said the water was 'within acceptable parameters of fineness.'

Mr. Pemberton had filled them all out in his very best handwriting.
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    A little girl named Rosa raised her hand.

'Is the water going to be okay?' she asked.

Mr. Pemberton looked at his forty-seven forms.

Then he looked at Rosa.

He took a deep breath.

'Yes,' he said. And this time, he didn't say anything after it.

And somehow, that was enough.
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    The water kept coming out of the tap, cold and clear as ever.

And somewhere, Mr. Pemberton was already filling out the forms for tomorrow.
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