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      ‘Moving, but also very funny… MaddAddam is an extraordinary achievement’ Independent on Sunday

       

      ‘A fierce, learned intelligence… MaddAddam is a wild ride… great fun’ Guardian

       

      ‘Atwood has brought the previous two books together in a fitting and joyous conclusion… Atwood’s prose miraculously balances humor, outrage and beauty… This finale to Atwood’s ingenious trilogy lights a fire from the fears of our age, then douses it with hope for the planet’s survival’ New York Times

       

      ‘There are few writers able to create a world so fiercely engaging, so funny, so teeming – ironically – with life. MaddAddam is ultimately a paean to the enduring powers of myth and story, and like the sharpest futuristic visions, it’s really all about the here and now’ Daily Mail

       

      ‘This final volume deploys its author’s trademark cool, omniscient satire, but adds to that a real sense of engagement with a fallen world. Atwood has created something reminiscent of Shakespeare’s late comedies; her wit and dark humour combine with a compassionate tenderness towards struggling human beings… Since almost everything in the world has been broken or has broken down, the novel’s form, whirling as brilliantly as the bits of glass in a kaleidoscope, or the pixels in a complex computer game, seems simply to replicate that chaos. However, behind the apparent disorder Atwood the conjuror remains in firm control, juggling her narrative techniques with postmodern glee’ Independent

       

      ‘A haunting, restless triumph… A writer of virtuoso diversity, with an imagination that responds as keenly to scientific concerns as it does to the literary heritage in which she is steeped… A dystopia over which Atwood sets swirling a glitterball of different kinds of fiction’ Sunday Times

       

      ‘It may have been a decade in the making, but it has been well worth the wait… Margaret Atwood not only completes one of the most harrowing visions of a near-future dystopia in recent fiction, but lures us even further into new zones of existential terror’ The Times

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      Margaret Atwood is the author of more than forty works, including fiction, poetry and critical essays, and her books have been published in over thirty-five countries. Of her novels, The Blind Assassin won the 2000 Booker Prize and Alias Grace won the Giller Prize in Canada and the Premio Mondello in Italy. In 2005 she was the recipient of the Edinburgh Book Festival Enlightenment Award, for a distinguished contribution to world literature and thought. In 2008, Margaret Atwood was awarded the Prince of Asturias Prize for Literature in Spain. She lives in Toronto.

       

      For more information, visit www.margaretatwood.ca
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      The first two books in the MaddAddam trilogy are Oryx and Crake and The Year of the Flood. MaddAddam is the third book.

       

      
1. Oryx and Crake

      As the story begins, Snowman is living in a tree by the seashore. He believes he is the last true human being left alive after a lethal pandemic has swept the planet. Nearby live the Children of Crake, a gentle humanoid species bioengineered by the brilliant Crake, Snowman’s one-time best friend and rival for his beloved, the beautiful and enigmatic Oryx.

      The Crakers are free from sexual jealousy, greed, clothing, and the need for insect repellent and animal protein – all the factors Crake believed had caused not only the misery of the human race but also the degradation of the planet. The Crakers mate seasonally, when parts of them turn blue. Crake tried to rid them of symbolic thinking and music, but they have an eerie singing style all their own and have developed a religion, with Crake as their creator, Oryx as mistress of the animals, and Snowman as their reluctant prophet. It is he who has led them out of the high-tech Paradice dome where they were made to their present home beside the ocean.

      In his pre-plague life, Snowman was Jimmy. His world was divided into the Compounds – fortified Corporations containing the technocrat elite that controlled society through their collective security arm, the CorpSeCorps – and the pleeblands outside Compound walls, where the rest of society lived, shopped, and scammed, in their slums, their suburbs, and their malls.

      Jimmy’s early childhood was spent at OrganInc Farms, where his father was working on the pigoons – transgenic pigs with human material designed for transplants, including kidneys and brain tissue. Later, his father was transferred to HelthWyzer, a health-and-wellness Corp. It was at the HelthWyzer high school that adolescent Jimmy first met Crake, then known as Glenn. They bonded over internet porn and complex online games. Among these was Extinctathon, run by the cryptic identity MaddAddam: Adam named the living animals, MaddAddam names the dead ones. They learned to access MaddAddam via a chatroom accessible only to trusted Grandmasters of the game.

      Crake and Jimmy lost touch when Crake was accepted at the well-funded Watson-Crick Institute, while word-guy Jimmy had to make do with the run-down Martha Graham liberal arts academy. Oddly, both Crake’s mother and stepfather died of a mysterious illness that caused them to dissolve. Then a bioterrorist group with the codename MaddAddam began using genetically engineered animals and microbes to attack the CorpSeCorps and the ruling infrastructure.

      When Jimmy and Crake reconnected years later, Crake was in charge of the Paradice dome, where he was gene-splicing the Crakers. At the same time, he was developing the BlyssPluss pill, which promised sexual ecstasy, birth control, and prolonged youth. Jimmy was surprised to discover that the names of the scientists at Paradice were identical to the user names in the Extinctathon game. In fact, they were the MaddAddamite bioterrorists, traced by Crake via the chatroom, then promised immunity in exchange for their input at Paradice. But the BlyssPluss pill contained a hidden ingredient, and its launch coincided with the onset of the pandemic that erased humanity. In the chaos that resulted, Oryx and Crake both perished, leaving Jimmy alone with the Crakers.

      Now, haunted by his memories of dead Oryx and of treacherous Crake, and despairing of his own prospects for survival, an ailing and guilt-ridden Snowman hikes to the Paradice dome in search of the weapons and supplies he knows are there. En route, he’s stalked by escaped gen-mod animals, among them the vicious wolvogs and the giant pigoons, made crafty by their human brain tissue.

      Oryx and Crake ends with Snowman’s discovery of three others who have survived the plague. Should he join them, abandoning the Crakers? Or, knowing the destructive tendencies of his own species, should he kill them? Oryx and Crake ends while Snowman is deciding.

       

      
2. The Year of the Flood

      The Year of the Flood takes place during the same years as Oryx and Crake, but is set in the pleeblands outside Compound walls. The story follows the God’s Gardeners, a green religion founded by Adam One. Its leaders, the Adams and the Eves, teach the convergence of Nature and Scripture, the love of all creatures, the dangers of technology, the wickedness of the Corps, the avoidance of violence, and the tending of vegetables and bees on pleebland slum rooftops.

      The story begins in the present, in Gardener Year Twenty-five – the year of the Waterless Flood, as the Gardeners call the plague. Toby, armed with an archaic rifle, is holed up in the AnooYoo Spa, watching for other survivors – especially Zeb, the streetwise ex-Gardener whom she secretly loves. Violating Gardener codes, she shoots one of the pigoons that have been attacking her kitchen garden. One day she sees a procession of naked people in the distance, headed by a ragged, bearded man. Knowing nothing about Snowman and the Crakers, she believes she is hallucinating.

      Meanwhile, young Ren is locked inside the quarantine room of Scales and Tails, the strip club where she’s been working. Just before the plague, the club was wrecked by Painballers – dehumanized prisoners of the Corps who have ruthlessly eliminated the other combatants in the Painball arena. Ren knows she will starve to death unless her childhood friend, Amanda, can arrive to unlock the door.

      Long before, Toby had been rescued from the abusive Painballer, Blanco, her boss at the unpleasant SecretBurgers stand, by the God’s Gardeners. She became an Eve, specializing in mushrooms, bees, and potions. Her teacher, old Pilar – who, like many Gardeners, is a bioscience refugee from the Corps – is secretly still in touch with informants there, including the adolescent Crake.

      Ren was one of Toby’s Gardener pupils, along with Amanda, a tough but charismatic pleebrat. Ren’s mother, Lucerne, had run away from the HelthWyzer Compound with Zeb, but angered by his failure to commit, she fled the Gardeners and returned to HelthWyzer when Ren was thirteen. Teenaged Jimmy seduced Ren but then discarded her. Eventually she chose to earn her living by dancing at Scales and Tails, the best option available to her.

      Disagreeing about tactics, Zeb and his supporters split from Adam One’s pacifist Gardeners to engage in active bioterrorist opposition to the Corps, using the MaddAddam chatroom as a rendezvous. The remaining Gardeners, forced into hiding by the CorpSeCorps, continued to prepare for the Waterless Flood.

      In the present – Year Twenty-five – Amanda reaches Scales and manages to free Ren. As they celebrate, three of their Gardener friends – Shackleton, Crozier, and Oates – arrive, pursued by Blanco and two other Painballers. The five young people flee, but along the way Ren and Amanda are raped, Amanda is kidnapped, and Oates is murdered.

      Ren struggles to the AnooYoo Spa, where Toby nurses her back to health. Then they set out to recover Amanda. After dodging feral pigoons and dealing with vicious Blanco, they find a group of survivors living in a parkette cobb house. Zeb is there, with his group of MaddAddamites; so are a few former Gardeners. They all believe that Adam One must have survived, and are searching for him.

      Toby and Ren leave on a risky mission to recover Amanda from her Painballer captors. At the seashore they stumble upon an encampment of strange, partly blue people who have seen two human men and a woman. Guessing these must be Amanda and her Painball kidnappers, Toby and Ren discover them just as Snowman – infected and hallucinating – is about to shoot them with his Paradice spraygun.

      The Year of the Flood ends with the Painballers tied to a tree while Ren tends to the battered Amanda and the feverish Snowman. As Toby observes the Gardener forgiveness feast of Saint Julian by serving soup to everyone, the blue-hued Children of Crake approach along the shore, singing their eerie music.
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      In the beginning, you lived inside the Egg. That is where Crake made you.

      Yes, good, kind Crake. Please stop singing or I can’t go on with the story.

      The Egg was big and round and white, like half a bubble, and there were trees inside it with leaves and grass and berries. All the things you like to eat.

      Yes, it rained inside the Egg.

      No, there was not any thunder.

      Because Crake did not want any thunder inside the Egg.

      And all around the Egg was the chaos, with many, many people who were not like you.

      Because they had an extra skin. That skin is called clothes. Yes, like mine.

      And many of them were bad people who did cruel and hurtful things to one another, and also to the animals. Such as… We don’t need to talk about those things right now.

      And Oryx was very sad about that, because the animals were her Children. And Crake was sad because Oryx was sad.

      And the chaos was everywhere outside the Egg. But inside the Egg there was no chaos. It was peaceful there.

      And Oryx came every day to teach you. She taught you what to eat, she taught you to make fire, she taught you about the animals, her Children. She taught you to purr if a person is hurt. And Crake watched over you.

      Yes, good, kind Crake. Please stop singing. You don’t have to sing every time. I’m sure Crake likes it, but he also likes this story and he wants to hear the rest.

      Then one day Crake got rid of the chaos and the hurtful people, to make Oryx happy, and to clear a safe place for you to live in.

      Yes, that did make things smell very bad for a while.

      And then Crake went to his own place, up in the sky, and Oryx went with him.

      I don’t know why they went. It must have been a good reason. And they left Snowman-the-Jimmy to take care of you, and he brought you to the seashore. And on Fish Days you caught a fish for him, and he ate it.

      I know you would never eat a fish, but Snowman-the-Jimmy is different.

      Because he has to eat a fish or he would get very sick.

      Because that is the way he is made.

      Then one day Snowman-the-Jimmy went to see Crake. And when he came back, there was a hurt on his foot. And you purred on it, but it did not get better.

      And then the two bad men came. They were left over from the chaos.

      I don’t know why Crake didn’t clear them away. Maybe they were hiding under a bush, so he didn’t see them. But they’d caught Amanda, and they were doing cruel and hurtful things to her.

      We don’t need to talk about those things right now.

      And Snowman-the-Jimmy tried to stop them. And then I came, and Ren, and we caught the two bad men and tied them to a tree with a rope. Then we sat around the fire and ate soup. Snowman-the-Jimmy ate the soup, and Ren, and Amanda. Even the two bad men ate the soup.

      Yes, there was a bone in the soup. Yes, it was a smelly bone.

      I know you do not eat a smelly bone. But many of the Children of Oryx like to eat such bones. Bobkittens eat them, and rakunks, and pigoons, and liobams. They all eat smelly bones. And bears eat them.

      I will tell you what a bear is later.

      We don’t need to talk any more about smelly bones right now.

      And as they were all eating the soup, you came with your torches, because you wanted to help Snowman-the-Jimmy, because of his hurt foot. And because you could tell there were some women who were blue, so you wanted to mate with them.

      You didn’t understand about the bad men, and about why they had a rope on them. It is not your fault they ran away into the forest. Don’t cry.

      Yes, Crake must be very angry with the bad men. Perhaps he will send some thunder.

      Yes, good, kind Crake.

      Please stop singing.
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      About the events of that evening – the events that set human malice loose in the world again – Toby later made two stories. The first story was the one she told out loud, to the Children of Crake; it had a happy outcome, or as happy as she could manage. The second, for herself alone, was not so cheerful. It was partly about her own idiocy, her failure to pay attention, but also it was about speed. Everything had happened so quickly.

      She’d been tired, of course; she must have been suffering from an adrenalin plunge. After all, she’d been going strong for two days with a lot of stress and not much to eat.

      The day before, she and Ren had left the safety of the MaddAddam cobb-house enclave that sheltered the few survivors from the global pandemic that had wiped out humanity. They’d been tracking Ren’s best friend, Amanda, and they’d found her just in time because the two Painballers who’d been using her had almost used her up. Toby was familiar with the ways of such men: she’d been almost killed by one of them before she’d become a God’s Gardener. Anyone who’d survived Painball more than once had been reduced to the reptilian brain. Sex until you were worn to a fingernail was their mode; after that, you were dinner. They liked the kidneys.

      Toby and Ren had crouched in the shrubbery while the Painballers argued over the rakunk they were eating, and whether to attack the Crakers, and what to do next with Amanda. Ren had been scared silly; Toby hoped she wouldn’t faint, but she couldn’t worry about that because she was nerving herself to fire. Which to shoot first, the bearded one or the shorthair? Would the other have time to grab their spraygun? Amanda wouldn’t be able to help, or even run: they had a rope around her neck, with the other end tied to the leg of the bearded one. A wrong move by Toby, and Amanda would be dead.

      Then a strange man had shambled out of the bushes, sunburnt and scabby and naked and clutching a spraygun, and had almost shot everyone in sight, Amanda included. But Ren had screamed and run into the clearing, and that had been enough of a distraction. Toby had stepped out, rifle aimed; Amanda had torn free; and the Painballers had been subdued with the aid of some groin kicks and a rock, and tied up with their own rope and with strips torn from the pink AnooYoo Spa top-to-toe sun coverup that Toby had been wearing.

      Ren had then busied herself with Amanda, who was possibly in shock, and also with the scabby naked man, whom she called Jimmy. She’d wrapped him up in the rest of the top-to-toe, talking to him softly; it seemed he was a long-ago boyfriend of hers.

      Now that things were tidier, Toby had felt she could relax. She’d steadied herself with a Gardener breathing exercise, timing it to the soothing rhythm of the nearby waves – wish-wash, wish-wash – until her heart had slowed to normal. Then she’d cooked a soup.

      And then the moon had risen.

       

      The rising moon signalled the beginning of the God’s Gardeners Feast of Saint Julian and All Souls: a celebration of God’s tenderness and compassion for all creatures. The universe is held in the hollow of His hand, as Saint Julian of Norwich taught us in her mystic vision so long ago. Forgiveness must be offered, loving kindness must be practised, circles must be unbroken. All souls means all, no matter what they may have done. At least from moonrise to moonset.

      Once the Gardener Adams and Eves taught you something, you stayed taught. It would have been next to impossible for her to kill the Painballers on that particular night – butcher them in cold blood, since by that time the two of them were firmly roped to a tree.

      Amanda and Ren had done the roping. They’d been to Gardener school together where they’d done a lot of crafts with recycled materials, so they were proficient at knotwork. Those guys looked like macramé.

       

      On that blessed Saint Julian’s evening, Toby had set the weaponry to one side – her own antiquated rifle and the Painballers’ spraygun, and Jimmy’s spraygun as well. Then she’d played the kindly godmother, ladling out the soup, dividing up the nutrients for all to share.

      She must have been mesmerized by the spectacle of her own nobility and kindness. Getting everyone to sit in a circle around the cozy evening fire and drink soup together – even Amanda, who was so traumatized she was almost catatonic; even Jimmy, who was shivering with fever and talking to a dead woman who was standing in the flames. Even the two Painballers: did she really think they would have a conversion experience and start hugging bunnies? It’s a wonder she didn’t sermonize as she doled out the bone soup. Some for you, and some for you, and some for you! Shed the hatred and viciousness! Come into the circle of light!

      But hatred and viciousness are addictive. You can get high on them. Once you’ve had a little, you start shaking if you don’t get more.

       

      As they were eating the soup, they’d heard voices approaching through the shoreline trees. It was the Children of Crake, the Crakers – the strange gene-spliced quasi-humans who lived by the sea. They were filing through the trees, carrying pitch-pine torches and singing their crystalline songs.

      Toby had seen these people only briefly, and in daytime. Gleaming in the moonlight and the torchlight, they were even more beautiful. They were all colours – brown, yellow, black, white – and all heights, but each was perfect. The women were smiling serenely; the men were in full courtship mode, holding out bunches of flowers, their naked bodies like a fourteen-year-old’s comic-book rendition of how bodies ought to be, each muscle and ripple defined and glistening. Their bright blue and unnaturally large penises were wagging from side to side like the tails of friendly dogs.

       

      Afterwards, Toby could never quite remember the sequence of events, if you could call it a sequence. It had been more like a pleebland street brawl: rapid action, tangled bodies, a cacophony of voices.

      Where is the blue? We can smell the blue! Look, there is Snowman! He is thin! He is very sick! 

      Ren: Oh shit, it’s the Crakers. What if they want… Look at their… Crap!

      The Craker women, spotting Jimmy: Let us help Snowman! He needs us to purr!

      The Craker men, sniffing Amanda: She is the blue one! She smells blue! She wants to mate with us! Give her the flowers! She will be happy!

      Amanda, scared: Stay away! I don’t… Ren, help me! Four large, beautiful, flower-toting naked men close in on her. Toby! Get them away from me! Shoot them!

      The Craker women: She is sick. First we have to purr on her. To make her better. And give her a fish?

      The Craker men: She is blue! She is blue! We are happy! Sing to her!

      The other one is blue also. 

      That fish is for Snowman. We must keep that fish. 

      Ren: Amanda, maybe just take the flowers, or they might get mad or something…

      Toby, her voice thin and ineffectual: Please, listen, stand back, you’re frightening…

      What is this? Is this a bone? Several of the women, peering into the soup pot: Are you eating this bone? It smells bad.

      We do not eat bones. Snowman does not eat bones, he eats a fish. Why do you eat a smelly bone? 

      It is Snowman’s foot that is smelling like a bone. A bone left by vultures. Oh Snowman, we must purr on your foot! 

      Jimmy, feverish: Who are you? Oryx? But you’re dead. Everyone’s dead. Everyone in the whole world, they’re all dead… He starts crying.

      Do not be sad, Oh Snowman. We have come to help. 

      Toby: Maybe you shouldn’t touch… that’s infected… he needs…

      Jimmy: Ow! Fuck!

      Oh Snowman, do not kick. It will hurt your foot. Several of them begin to purr, making a noise like a kitchen mixer.

      Ren, calling for help: Toby! Toby! Hey! Let go of her!

      Toby looks over, across the fire: Amanda has disappeared in a flickering thicket of naked male limbs and backs. Ren throws herself into the sprawl and is quickly submerged.

      Toby: Wait! Don’t… Stop that! What should she do? This is a major cultural misunderstanding. If only she had a pail of cold water!

      Muffled cries. Toby rushes to help, but then:

      One of the Painballers: Hey you! Over here!

      These ones smell very bad. They smell like dirty blood. Where is the blood? 

      What is this? This is a rope. Why are they tied up with a rope? 

      Snowman showed us rope before, when he lived in a tree. Rope is for making his house. Oh Snowman, why is the rope tied to these men?

      This rope is hurting these ones. We must take it away. 

      A Painballer: Yeah, that’s right. We’re in fucking agony. (Groans.)

      Toby: Don’t touch them, they’ll…

      The second Painballer: Fucking hurry up, Blueballs, before that old bitch…

      Toby: No! Don’t untie… Those men will…

      But it was already too late. Who knew the Crakers could be so quick with knots?
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      The two men were gone into the darkness, leaving behind them a snarl of rope and a scattering of embers. Idiot, Toby thought. You should have been merciless. Bashed their heads in with a rock, slit their throats with your knife, not even wasted any bullets on them. You were a dimwit, and your failure to act verges on criminal negligence.

      It was hard to see – the fire was fading – but she made a quick inventory: at least her rifle was still there, a small mercy. But the Painballer spraygun was missing. Pinhead, she told herself. So much for your Saint Julian and the loving kindness of the universe.

      Amanda and Ren were clinging to each other and crying, with several of the beautiful Craker women stroking them anxiously. Jimmy had toppled over and was talking to a bed of coals. The sooner they could all get back to the MaddAddam cobb house, the better, because they were sitting ducks out here in the dark. The Painballers might come back for the remaining weapons, and if that happened it was already clear to Toby that these Crakers would be no help. Why did you hit me? Crake will be angry! He will send a thunder! If she downed a Painballer, the Crakers would throw themselves between her and the finishing shot. Oh, you have made bang, a man fell down, there is a hole in him, blood is coming out! He is hurt, we must help him!

      But even if the Painballers held off for the moment, there were other predators in the forest. The bobkittens, the wolvogs, the liobams; worse, the enormous feral pigs. And now, with the people gone from the cities and roads, who knew how soon the bears would begin to come down from the north?

       

      ‘We need to go now,’ she told the Crakers. Several heads turned, several sets of green eyes were looking at her. ‘Snowman must come with us.’

      The Crakers all started talking at once. ‘Snowman must stay with us! We must put Snowman back into his tree.’ ‘That is what he likes, he likes a tree.’ ‘Yes, only he can talk with Crake.’ ‘Only he can tell the words of Crake, about the Egg.’ ‘About the chaos.’ ‘About Oryx, who made the animals.’ ‘About how Crake made the chaos go away.’ ‘Good, kind Crake.’ They began singing.

      ‘We need to get medicine,’ said Toby desperately. ‘Otherwise, Jimmy – otherwise, Snowman might die.’ Blank stares. Did they even understand what dying was?

      ‘What is a Jimmy?’ Puzzled frowns.

      She’d made an error: wrong name. ‘Jimmy is another name for Snowman.’

      ‘Why?’ ‘Why is it another name?’ ‘What does a Jimmy mean?’ This seemed to interest them much more than death. ‘Is it the pink skin on Snowman?’ ‘I want a Jimmy too!’ This last from a small boy.

      How to explain? ‘Jimmy is a name. Snowman has two names.’

      ‘His name is Snowman-the-Jimmy?’

      ‘Yes,’ said Toby, because it was now.

      ‘Snowman-the-Jimmy, Snowman-the-Jimmy,’ they repeated to one another.

      ‘Why are there two?’ one asked, but the others had switched their attention to the next bewildering word. ‘What is medicine?’

      ‘Medicine is something to help Snowman-the-Jimmy get better,’ she ventured. Smiles: they liked that idea.

      ‘Then we will come too,’ said the one who seemed in charge – a tall, brownish-yellow man with a Roman nose. ‘We will carry Snowman-the-Jimmy.’

      Two of the Craker men lifted Jimmy easily. Toby was alarmed by his eyes: by the thin slits of white shining between his lids. ‘Flying,’ he said as the Crakers swung him into the air.

      Toby found Jimmy’s spraygun and gave it to Ren to carry, clicking the safety on first: the girl didn’t know how to use the thing – why would she? – but it would be sure to come in handy later on.

      She’d assumed that only the two Craker volunteers would come back to the cobb house, but the whole crowd tagged along, children included. They all wished to be close to Snowman. The men took turns carrying him; the rest held their torches high, singing from time to time in their eerie waterglass voices.

      Four of the women walked with Ren and Amanda, patting them and touching their arms or hands. ‘Oryx will take care of you,’ they said to Amanda.

      ‘Don’t let any of those blue dicks fucking touch her again,’ said Ren to them fiercely.

      ‘What is blue dicks?’ they asked, bewildered. ‘What is fucking touch?’

      ‘Just don’t, or else,’ said Ren. ‘Or it’s trouble!’

      ‘Oryx will make her happy,’ said the women, though they sounded unsure. ‘What is trouble?’

      ‘I’m okay,’ said Amanda faintly to Ren. ‘What about you?’

      ‘You are not fucking okay! Let’s just get you back to where the MaddAddams are,’ said Ren. ‘They’ve got beds, and a water pump, and everything. We can clean you up. Jimmy too.’

      ‘Jimmy?’ said Amanda. ‘That’s Jimmy? I thought he’d be dead, like everyone else.’

      ‘Yeah, so did I. But a lot of people aren’t. Well, some people. Zeb’s not, and Rebecca, and you and me, and Toby, and…’

      ‘Where did those two guys go?’ said Amanda. ‘The Painballers. I should’ve brained them when I had the chance.’ She laughed a little, blowing off pain in her old pleebrat way. ‘How far is it?’ she said.

      ‘They can carry you,’ said Ren.

      ‘No. I’m fine.’

       

      Moths fluttered around the torches, overhead leaves riffled in the night breeze. How long did they walk? To Toby it seemed like hours, but time is unclear in moonlight. They were heading west, through the Heritage Park; behind them the sound of the waves receded. Though there was a path, she was unsure of the way, but the Crakers appeared to know where they were going.

      She listened for sounds, off among the trees – a footfall, a stick cracking, a grunt – keeping herself to the rear of the procession, her rifle at the ready. There was a croaking, a chirp or two: some amphibian, a night bird stirring. She was conscious of the darkness at her back: her shadow stretched huge, blending with the deeper shadows behind.
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      Finally they reached the cobb-house enclave. A single light bulb was burning in the yard; behind the barrier fence, Crozier and Manatee and Tamaraw were standing sentry with their sprayguns, wearing battery-run headlamps gleaned from a bike shop.

      Ren ran forward. ‘It’s us!’ she called. ‘It’s okay! We found Amanda!’

      Crozier’s headlamp bobbed as he opened the gate. ‘Way to go!’ he shouted.

      ‘Great! I’ll tell the others!’ said Tamaraw. She hurried off to the main building.

      ‘Croze! We did it!’ Ren said. She threw her arms around him, dropping the spraygun she’d been carrying, and he lifted her, twirled her around, and kissed her. Then he set her down.

      ‘Hey, where’d you get the spraygun?’ he said. Ren started crying.

      ‘I thought they’d kill us!’ she said. ‘Them, the two… But you should’ve seen Toby! She was so badass! She had her old gun, and then we hit them with rocks, and then we tied them up, but then…’

      ‘Wow,’ said Manatee, surveying the Crakers who were crowding in through the gate, talking among themselves. ‘It’s the Paradice dome circus.’

      ‘So these are them, right?’ said Crozier. ‘The creepo naked people Crake made? The ones who live down by the shore?’

      ‘I don’t think you should call them creepo,’ said Ren. ‘They can hear you.’

      ‘It wasn’t only Crake,’ said Manatee. ‘All of us worked on them at the Paradice Project. Me, Swift Fox, Ivory Bill…’

      ‘Why’d they come with you?’ said Crozier. ‘What do they want?’

      ‘They’re only trying to help,’ said Toby. Suddenly she was very tired; all she wanted to do was stumble into her cubicle and conk out. ‘Has anyone else been here?’ Zeb had left the cobb house at the same time she did, on a search for Adam One and any of the God’s Gardeners who might have survived. She wanted to know if he’d returned, but she didn’t want to be obvious about it: pining was whining, as the Gardeners used to say, and she’d never worn her heart anywhere near her sleeve.

      ‘Only those pigs again,’ said Crozier. ‘Trying to dig under the garden fence. We shone the lights on them and they ran off. They know what a spraygun is.’

      ‘Ever since we turned a couple of them into bacon,’ said Manatee. ‘Frankenbacon, considering they’re splices. I still feel kind of weird about eating them. They’ve got human neocortex tissue.’

      ‘I hope Crake’s Frankenpeople aren’t moving in with us,’ said a blond woman who’d come out of the main cobb building with Tamaraw. Toby recognized her from the brief time she’d spent at the cobb house before her search for Amanda: Swift Fox. She must have been over thirty, but she was wearing what looked like a twelve-year-old’s ruffle-edged nightie. Now where had she picked that up? Toby wondered. Some looted HottTottsTogs or Hundred-Dollar Store?

      ‘You must be exhausted,’ Tamaraw said to Toby.

      ‘I don’t know why you brought them with you,’ said Swift Fox. ‘There’s too many of them. We can’t feed them.’

      ‘We won’t have to,’ said Manatee. ‘They eat leaves, remember? That’s how Crake designed them. So they’d never need agriculture.’

      ‘Right,’ said Swift Fox. ‘You worked on that module. Me, I did the brains. The frontal lobes, the sensory-input modifications. I tried to make them less boring, but Crake wanted no aggression, no jokes even. They’re walking potatoes.’

      ‘They’re really nice,’ said Ren. ‘Anyway, the women are.’

      ‘I suppose the males wanted to mate with you; they’ll do that. Just don’t make me talk to them,’ said Swift Fox. ‘I’m going back to bed. Night all, have fun with the vegetables.’ She yawned and stretched, then sauntered slowly away.

      ‘Why’s she so crabby?’ said Manatee. ‘She’s been like that all day.’

      ‘Hormones is my guess,’ said Crozier. ‘Check out the nightie, though.’

      ‘Too small on her,’ said Manatee.

      ‘You noticed,’ said Crozier.

      ‘Maybe she has other reasons for being crabby,’ said Ren. ‘Women sometimes do, you know.’

      ‘Sorry,’ said Crozier, putting his arm around her.

      Four of the Craker men detached themselves from the group and began to follow Swift Fox, blue penises waving back and forth. Somewhere they’d picked more flowers; they were starting to sing.

      ‘No!’ said Toby sharply, as if to dogs. ‘Stay here! With Snowman-the-Jimmy!’ How to make it clear to them that, even with the aid of floral display and serenading and penis-wagging, they couldn’t just pile on to any young non-Craker woman who smelled available to them? But they’d already disappeared around the corner of the main house.

      The two Craker carriers lowered Jimmy down. He slumped limply against their knees. ‘Where will Snowman-the-Jimmy be?’ they asked. ‘Where can we purr for him?’

      ‘He’ll need to be in a room by himself,’ said Toby. ‘We’ll find a bed for him, and then I’ll get the medicine.’

      ‘We will come with you,’ they said. ‘We will purr.’ They picked Jimmy up again, making a chair for him with their arms. The others crowded around.

      ‘Not all of you,’ said Toby. ‘He needs to be quiet.’

      ‘He can have Croze’s room,’ said Ren. ‘Can’t he, Croze?’

      ‘Who’s that?’ said Crozier, peering at Jimmy, whose head was lolling to one side, who was drooling into his beard, who was scratching fitfully at himself with one filthy hand through the pink fabric of the top-to-toe, and who noticeably stank. ‘Where’d you drag him in from? Why’s he wearing pink? He looks like a fucking ballerina!’

      ‘It’s Jimmy,’ said Ren. ‘Remember, I told you? My old boyfriend?’

      ‘The one who messed you over? From high school? That child molester?’

      ‘Don’t be like that,’ said Ren. ‘I wasn’t really a child. He’s got a fever.’

      ‘Don’t go, don’t go,’ said Jimmy. ‘Come back to the tree!’

      ‘You’re sticking up for him? After how he dumped you?’

      ‘Yeah, right, but he’s kind of a hero now,’ said Ren. ‘He helped save Amanda. He almost, you know, died.’

      ‘Amanda,’ said Croze. ‘I don’t see her. Where is she?’

      ‘She’s over here,’ said Ren, pointing to the group of Craker women surrounding Amanda, stroking her and purring gently. They moved aside to let Ren into their circle.

      ‘That’s Amanda?’ said Crozier. ‘No shit! She looks like…’

      ‘Don’t say it,’ said Ren, putting her arms around Amanda. ‘She’ll look a lot better tomorrow. Or next week, anyway.’ Amanda started to cry.

      ‘She’s gone,’ said Jimmy. ‘She flew away. Pigoons.’

      ‘Cripes,’ said Crozier. ‘This is fucking weird.’

      ‘Croze, everything is fucking weird,’ said Ren.

      ‘Okay, right, I’m sorry. I’m almost off sentry. Let’s…’

      ‘I think I should help Toby,’ said Ren. ‘At this moment.’

      ‘Looks like I sleep on the ground, since that fuckwit’s tagged my bed,’ Croze said to Manatee.

      ‘Please grow up,’ said Ren.

      That’s all we need, thought Toby. Love’s young squabbles.

       

      They carried Jimmy into Croze’s cubicle and laid him down on the bed. Toby asked two Craker women and Ren to aim the flashlights she’d got from the kitchen. Then she found her medical materials, on the shelf where she’d left them before setting off to find Amanda.

      She did all she could for Jimmy: a sponge bath to get off the worst of the dirt; honey applied to the superficial cuts; mushroom elixir for the infection. Then Poppy and Willow, for the pain and for a restful sleep. And the small grey maggots, applied to the foot wound to nibble off the infected flesh. Judging from the smell, the maggots were just in time.

      ‘What are those?’ said one of the two Craker women, the tall one. ‘Why do you put those little animals on Snowman-the-Jimmy? Are they eating him?’

      ‘It tickles,’ said Jimmy. His eyes were half open; the Poppy was taking effect.

      ‘Oryx sent them,’ said Toby. That seemed to be a good answer, because they smiled. ‘They are called maggots,’ she continued. ‘They are eating the pain.’

      ‘What does the pain taste like, Oh Toby?’

      ‘Should we eat the pain too?’

      ‘If we ate the pain, that would help Snowman-the-Jimmy.’

      ‘The pain smells very bad. Does it taste good?’

      She should avoid metaphors. ‘The pain tastes good only to the maggots,’ she said. ‘No. You should not eat the pain.’

      ‘Will he be okay?’ Ren said. ‘Has he got gangrene?’

      ‘I hope not,’ said Toby. The two Craker women placed their hands on him and began to purr.

      ‘Falling,’ said Jimmy. ‘Butterfly. She’s gone.’

      Ren bent over him, brushed his hair back from his forehead. ‘Go to sleep, Jimmy,’ she said. ‘We love you.’
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      Toby dreams that she’s in her little single bed, at home. Her stuffed lion is on the pillow beside her, and her big shaggy bear that plays a tune. Her antique piggy bank is on her desk, and the tablet she uses for her homework, and her felt-tip crayons, and her daisy-skinned cellphone. From the kitchen comes the sound of her mother’s voice, calling; her father, answering; the smell of eggs frying.

      Inside this dream, she’s dreaming of animals. One is a pig, though six-legged; another is cat-like, with compound eyes like a fly. There’s a bear as well, but it has hooves. These animals are neither hostile nor friendly. Now the city outside is on fire, she can smell it; fear fills the air. Gone, gone, says a voice, like a bell tolling. One by one the animals come towards her and begin to lick her with their warm, raspy tongues.

      At the edge of sleep, she gropes towards the retreating dream: the burning city, the messengers sent to warn her. That the world has been changed utterly; that the familiar is long dead; that everything she used to love has been swept away.

      As Adam One used to say, The fate of Sodom is fast approaching. Suppress regret. Avoid the pillar of salt. Don’t look back.

       

      She wakes to find a Mo’Hair licking her leg: a red-head, its long human hair braided into pigtails, each with a string bow: some sentimentalist among the MaddAddamites has been at work. It must have got out of the pen where they’re keeping them.

      ‘Move it,’ she says to it, shoving it gently with her foot. It gives her a look of addled reproach – they’re none too bright, the Mo’Hairs – and clatters out through the doorway. We could use some doors around here, she thinks.

       

      The morning light is filtering in through the piece of cloth that’s been hung over the window in a futile attempt to keep out the mosquitoes. If only they could find some screens! But they’d have to install window frames because the cobb house wasn’t built to be lived in: it had been a parkette staging pavilion for fairs and parties, and they’re squatting in it now because it’s safe. It’s away from the urban rubble – the deserted streets and random electrical fires and the buried rivers that are welling up now that the pumps have failed. No collapsing building can fall down on it, and as it’s only one storey high, it’s unlikely to fall down on itself.

      She untwists herself from the damp morning sheet and stretches her arms, feeling for sprains and tightness. She’s almost too tired to get up. Too tired, too discouraged, too angry with herself over last night’s fireside fiasco. What will she tell Zeb when he gets back? Supposing he does get back. Zeb is resourceful, but he’s not invulnerable.

      She can only hope that he’s been more successful with his quest than she has been with hers. There’s a chance that some of the God’s Gardeners have survived because if anyone would know how to wait out the pandemic that killed almost everyone else, it would be them. During all the years that she spent with them, first as their guest, then as an apprentice, and finally as a high-ranking Eve, they’d planned for catastrophe. They’d built hidden places of refuge and stocked them with supplies: honey, dried soybeans and mushrooms, rose hips, elderberry compote, preserves of various kinds. Seeds to plant in the new, cleansed world they believed would come. Perhaps they’d waited the plague out in one of these refuges – one of their sheltering Ararats, where they hoped they’d be safe while riding out what they termed the Waterless Flood. God had promised after the Noah incident that he’d never use the water method again, but considering the wickedness of the world he was bound to do something: that was their reasoning. But where will Zeb look for them, out there among the ruins of the city? Where to even begin?

      Visualize your strongest desire, the Gardeners used to say, and it will manifest; which doesn’t always work, or not as intended. Her strongest desire is to have Zeb come back safe, but if he does, she’ll have to face up once again to the fact that she’s neutral territory as far as he’s concerned. Nothing emotional, no sexiness there, no frills. A trusted comrade and foot soldier: reliable Toby, so competent. That’s about it.

      And she’ll have to admit her failure to him. I was a cretin. It was Saint Julian’s, I couldn’t kill them. They got away. They took a spraygun. She won’t snivel, she won’t cry, she won’t give excuses. He won’t say much, but he’ll be disappointed in her.

      Don’t be too harsh on yourself, Adam One used to say in his patient blue-eyed way. We all make mistakes. True, she replies to him now, but some mistakes are more lethal than others. If Zeb gets killed by one of the Painballers, it will be her fault. Stupid, stupid, stupid. She feels like whacking her head against the cobb-house wall.

      She can only hope the Painballers were spooked enough to run very far away. But will they stay away? They’ll need food. They might scavenge some quasi-food in the deserted houses and shops from whatever hasn’t mouldered or been eaten by rats or looted months ago. They may even blast a few animals – a rakunk, a green rabbit, a liobam – but after they use up their cellpack ammunition, they’ll need more.

      And they know the MaddAddam cobb house will have some. Sooner or later they’ll be tempted to attack at the weakest link: they’ll grab a Craker child and offer to swap, as they tried to swap Amanda earlier. It will be sprayguns and cellpacks they’ll want, with a young woman or two thrown in – Ren or Lotis Blue or White Sedge or Swift Fox – not Amanda, they’ve already expended her. Or a Craker female in heat, why not? It would be a novelty for them, a woman with a bright blue abdomen; not the best conversationalists, those Crakers, but the Painballers won’t care about that. They’ll demand Toby’s rifle too.

      The Crakers would think it was just a matter of sharing. They want the stick thing? It would make them happy? Why are you not giving it to them, Oh Toby? How to explain that you can’t hand over a murder weapon to a murderer? The Crakers wouldn’t understand murder because they’re so trusting. They’d never imagine that anyone would rape them – What is rape? Or slit their throats – Oh Toby, why? Or slash them open and eat their kidneys – But Oryx would not allow it!

      Suppose the Crakers hadn’t untied those knots. What had she intended to do? Would she have marched the Painballers back to the cobb house, then kept them penned up until Zeb got back and took over and did the necessary thing?

      He’d have held some sort of perfunctory discussion. Then there would have been a double hanging. Or maybe he’d have skipped the preliminaries and just hit them with a shovel, saying, Why dirty a rope? The end result would be the same as if she’d snuffed the two of them immediately, right then and there at the campfire.

      Enough of such dour stocktaking. It’s morning. She has to cut out these daydreams in which Zeb performs decisive leadership acts that she ought to have performed herself. She needs to get up, go outside, join the others. Repair what can’t be repaired, mend what can’t be mended, shoot what needs to be shot. Hold the fort.
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      She swings her legs off the bed, sets her feet on the floor, stands. Her muscles hurt, her skin feels like sandpaper, but it’s not so bad once you’re up.

      She chooses a bedsheet – lavender with blue dots – from the selection on her shelf. There’s a pile of sheets in every cubicle, like towels in a hotel of old. Her pink top-to-toe from the AnooYoo Spa is in rags and may be infected with whatever it is Jimmy might have: she’ll need to burn it. When she gets the time she’ll sew a few of the sheets together, with arms and a hood, but meanwhile she drapes the lavender sheet around herself toga-style.

      There’s no shortage of bedsheets. The MaddAddamites have gleaned enough of them from the city’s deserted buildings to last a while, and they also have a stash of pants and T-shirts for heavy work. But the sheets are cooler and one-size-fits-all, so they’re the MaddAddamite attire of choice. When the bedsheets are used up they’ll have to think of something else, but that won’t happen for years. Decades. If they live that long.

      A mirror is what she needs. Hard to know how much of a wreck she is without one. Maybe she’ll be able to get mirrors onto the next gleaning list. Those, and toothbrushes.

      She slings her knapsack with her health-care items over one shoulder: the maggots, the honey, the mushroom elixir, the Willow and Poppy. She’ll tend to Jimmy first thing, supposing he’s still alive. But only after she’s had some breakfast: she can’t face the day, much less Jimmy’s festering foot, on an empty stomach. Then she picks up her rifle and steps out into the full glare of morning.

      Although it’s still early, the sun’s already burning white. She hoists one end of her bedsheet over her head for protection, checks out the cobb-house yard. The red-headed Mo’Hair, still at large, is eyeing the vegetables through the kitchen-garden fence while chewing on some kudzu. Its friends in the Mo’Hair pen are bleating at it: silver Mo’Hairs, blue ones, green ones and pink ones, brunettes and blondes: the full range of colours. Hair Today, Mo’Hair Tomorrow went the ad when the creatures had first been launched.

      Toby’s present-day hair is a Mo’Hair transplant: she didn’t use to be so raven-hued. Maybe that was why the Mo’Hair had come into her cubicle to lick her on the leg. It wasn’t the salt, it was the faint smell of lanolin. It thought she was a relative.

      Just so long as I don’t get jumped by one of the rams, she thinks. She’ll have to watch herself for signs of sheepishness. Rebecca must be up by now, dealing with breakfast issues over at the cooking shack; maybe she’s got some floral-scented shampoo tucked away in her supply room.

       

      Over near the garden, Ren and Lotis Blue are sitting in the shade, deep in conversation. Amanda is sitting with them, staring off into the distance. Fallow state, the Gardeners would say. They used that diagnosis for a wide range of conditions, from depression to post-traumatic stress to being permanently stoned. The theory was that while in a Fallow state you were gathering and conserving strength, nourishing yourself through meditation, sending invisible rootlets out into the universe. Toby really hopes this is true of Amanda. She’d been such a lively child in Toby’s class at the Gardener school, back there on the Edencliff Rooftop Garden. When was that? Ten, fifteen years ago? Amazing how quickly the past becomes idyllic.

      Ivory Bill and Manatee and Tamaraw are fortifying the boundary fence. In daylight it looks flimsy, permeable. Onto the skeleton of the old ornamental ironwork paling they’ve attached an assortment of materials: lengths of wire fencing interwoven with duct tape, a mixture of poles, a row of pointed sticks with their ends set in the ground and the points facing out. Manatee is adding more sticks; Ivory Bill and Tamaraw are on the other side of the fence, with shovels. They appear to be filling in a hole.

      ‘Morning,’ says Toby.

      ‘Take a look at this,’ says Manatee. ‘Something was trying to tunnel under. Last night. Sentries didn’t see them, they were chasing those pigs off at the front.’

      ‘Any tracks?’ said Toby.

      ‘We think it was maybe more of those pigs,’ Tamaraw says. ‘Smart – distracting attention, then trying a sneaky dig. Anyway, they didn’t get in.’

       

      Beyond the boundary fence there’s a semicircle of male Crakers, evenly spaced, facing outward, peeing in unison. A man in a striped bedsheet who looks like Crozier – in fact, it is Crozier – is standing with them, joining in the group pee-in.

      What next? Is Crozier going native? Will he shed his clothes, take up a cappella singing, grow a huge penis that turns blue in season? If the first two items were the price of entry for the third, he’d do it in a shot. Soon every single human male among the MaddAddamites will be yearning for one of those. And once that starts, how long before the rivalries and wars break out, with clubs and sticks and stones, and then…

      Get a grip, Toby, she tells herself. Don’t borrow trouble. You really, really, really need some coffee. Any kind of coffee. Dandelion root. Happicuppa. Black mud, if that’s all there is.

      And if there were any booze, she’d drink that too.

       

      A long dining room table has been set up beside the cooking shack. There’s a shade sail deployed above it, gleaned from some deserted backyard. All the patios must be derelict now, the swimming pools cracked and empty or clogged with weeds, the broken kitchen windows invaded by the probing green snoutlets of vines. Inside the houses, nests in the corners made from chewed-up carpets, wriggling and squeaking with hairless baby rats. Termites mining through the rafters. Bats hawking for moths in the stairwells.

      ‘Once the tree roots get in,’ Adam One had been fond of saying to the Gardener inner circle, ‘once they really take hold, no human-built structure stands a chance. They’ll tear a paved road apart in a year. They’ll block the drainage culverts, and once the pumping systems fail, the foundations will be eaten away, and no force on earth will be able to stop that kind of water, and then, when the generating stations catch fire or short out, not to mention the nuclear…’

      ‘Then you can kiss your morning toast goodbye,’ Zeb had once added to this litany. He’d just blown in from one of his mysterious courier missions; he looked battered, and his black pleather jacket was ripped. Urban Bloodshed Limitation was one of the subjects he taught the Gardener kids, but he didn’t always practise it. ‘Yeah, yeah, we know, we’re doomed. Any hope of some elderberry pie around here? I’m starving.’ Zeb did not always show a proper reverence towards Adam One.

       

      Speculations about what the world would be like after human control of it ended had been – long ago, briefly – a queasy form of popular entertainment. There had even been online TV shows about it: computer-generated landscape pictures with deer grazing in Times Square, serves-us-right finger-wagging, earnest experts lecturing about all the wrong turns taken by the human race.

      There was only so much of that people could stand, judging from the ratings, which spiked and then plummeted as viewers voted with their thumbs, switching from imminent wipeout to real-time contests about hotdog-swallowing if they liked nostalgia, or to sassy-best-girlfriends comedies if they liked stuffed animals, or to Mixed Martial Arts Felony Fights if they liked bitten-off ears, or to Nitee-Nite live-streamed suicides or HottTotts kiddy porn or Hedsoff real-time executions if they were truly jaded. All of it so much more palatable than the truth.

      ‘You know I’ve always sought the truth,’ said Adam One that time, in the aggrieved tone he sometimes adopted with Zeb. He didn’t use this tone with anyone else.

      ‘Yeah, right, I do know that,’ said Zeb. ‘Seek and ye shall find, eventually. And you found. You’re right, I don’t dispute that. Sorry. Chewing with my mind full. Stuff comes out my mouth.’ And that tone said, This is the way I am. You know that. Suck it up.

       

      If only Zeb were here, thinks Toby. She has a quick flash of him disappearing under a cascade of glass shards and chunks of cement as another burnt-out high-rise crashes down, or howling as a chasm opens under his feet and he plummets into an underground torrent no longer controlled by pumps and sewers, or humming carelessly as from behind him appears an arm, a hand, a face, a rock, a knife…

      But it’s too early in the morning to think like that. Also it’s no use. So she tries to stop.

       

      Around the table is a collection of random chairs: kitchen, plastic, upholstered, swivel. On the tablecloth – a rosebud-and-bluebird motif – are plates and glasses, some already used, and cups, and cutlery. It’s like a surrealist painting from the twentieth century: every object ultra-solid, crisp, hard-edged, except that none of them should be here.

      But why not? thinks Toby. Why shouldn’t they be here? Nothing in the material world died when the people did. Once, there were too many people and not enough stuff; now it’s the other way around. But physical objects have shucked their tethers – Mine, Yours, His, Hers – and have gone wandering off on their own. It’s like the aftermath of those riots they used to show in documentaries of the early twenty-first century, when kids would join phone-swarms and then break windows and mob shops and grab stuff, and what you could have was limited only by what you could carry.

      And so it is now, she thinks. We have laid claim to these chairs, these cups and glasses, we’ve lugged them here. Now that history is over, we’re living in luxury, as far as goods and chattels go.

      The plates look antique, or at least expensive. But now she could break the whole set and it wouldn’t cause a ripple anywhere but in her own mind.

      Rebecca emerges from the kitchen cooking shack with a platter.

      ‘Sweetheart!’ she says. ‘You made it back! And they told me you found Amanda too! Five stars!’

      ‘She’s not in the best shape,’ says Toby. ‘Those two Painballers almost killed her, and then, last night… I’d say she’s in shock. Fallow state.’ Rebecca’s old Gardener, so she’ll understand Fallow.

      ‘She’s tough,’ says Rebecca. ‘She’ll mend.’

      ‘Maybe,’ says Toby. ‘Let’s hope she’s disease-free, and no internal injuries. I guess you heard the Painballers got away. They took a spraygun too. I really messed up on that.’

      ‘Win some, lose some,’ says Rebecca. ‘I can’t tell you how cheered up I am that you’re not dead. I thought those two scumbags would kill you for sure, and Ren too. I was worried sick. But here you are, though I have to say you look like shit.’

      ‘Thanks,’ says Toby. ‘Nice china.’

      ‘Dig in, sweetie. Pig in three forms: bacon, ham, and chops.’ It hadn’t taken them long to backslide on the Gardener Vegivows, thinks Toby. Even Jelack Rebecca is having no problems with the pork. ‘Burdock root. Dandelion greens. Dog ribs on the side. If I keep it up with the animal protein I’m going to get even fatter than I am.’

      ‘You’re not fat,’ says Toby. Though Rebecca has always been solid, even back when they’d worked together slinging meat at SecretBurgers, before they turned Gardener.

      ‘I love you too,’ says Rebecca. ‘Okay, I’m not fat. Those glasses are real crystal, I’m enjoying it. Cost a mint, this stuff did once. Remember at the Gardeners? Vanity kills, Adam One used to tell us, so it was earthenware or die. Though I can see the day coming when we’re not gonna be bothered with dishes anymore, we’ll just eat with our hands.’

      ‘There is a place in even the purest and most dedicated life for simple elegance,’ says Toby. ‘As Adam One also used to tell us.’

      ‘Yeah, but sometimes that place is the trash can,’ says Rebecca. ‘I’ve got a whole stack of lap-sized linen table napkins, and I can’t iron them because there’s no iron, and that really bugs me!’ She sits down, forks a piece of meat onto her plate.

      ‘I’m glad you’re not dead too,’ says Toby. ‘Any coffee?’

      ‘Yeah, if you can ignore the burnt twigs and roots and crap. There’s no caffeine in it, but I’m counting on the placebo effect. I see you brought a whole mob back with you last night. Those – what would you call them, anyway?’

      ‘They’re people,’ says Toby. Or I think they’re people, she adds to herself. ‘They’re Crakers. That’s what the MaddAddam bunch calls them, and I guess they should know.’

      ‘They’re definitely not like us,’ says Rebecca. ‘No way close. That little pisher Crake. Talk about fouling up the sandbox.’

      ‘They want to be near Jimmy,’ says Toby. ‘They carried him back here.’

      ‘Yeah, I heard that part,’ says Rebecca. ‘Tamaraw enlightened me. They should go back to – to wherever they live.’

      ‘They say they need to purr on him,’ says Toby. ‘On Jimmy.’

      ‘Excuse me? Do what on him?’ says Rebecca with a small snort of laughter. ‘Is that one of their weird sex things?’
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