
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Jogee

	Seven Everson

	Jogee was lost.

	It shouldn’t have been a problem, because Jogee was often lost. That damned half-chewed mostly hairless rabbit had been my daughter’s favourite comfort toy for her whole eight years. She slept with it, played with it, and only left it behind when she went to school because I’d explained, way back on that first ever day, that rabbits weren’t allowed at school because they ate all the pencils.

	But Jogee was lost on this day, and on this day, the water was coming.

	I mean, it’s not like the water hadn’t been coming, inexorably coming, for my whole life – hell, I remember the peak tide of seventy-six, when the supermarket down on the avenue had been a metre under water at lunch time. No-one had seen that coming. Well, they had, obviously, but their Relocation hadn’t been scheduled for another four months. After they closed, we had to travel another ten minutes upground to shop. 

	I’d always thought I was upground enough, in the early years, but apparently not. Unless you were already living up on the scarp, nowhere was going to be upground enough anymore.

	The smart ones (read: the rich ones), saw the writing on the wall last century, and bought up land along the edge of the scarp to build their mega mansions. I hope they’re happy up there, sitting on their balconies sipping margheritas, watching the relentless reclamation of the land by the sea. 

	“Muuummm.” Lucy threw herself on the couch. “I can’t find him.” Her brown eyes looked up helplessly through a tangle of dark curls.

	I wanted to be patient but failed. “Lucy, it’s not like there’s anything left in this house – he has to be somewhere. And you have to find him because the bus is coming.”

	I focussed into my iVis lenses. My preselected feed for this day had the countdown to departure time in big blue digits in the top left, and the front camera view east, down the street.

	There was 24:02 remaining and no bus was visible.

	“Check under the couch,” I suggested. 

	We still had the old couch because of the government mandate that only possessions of reasonable worth (and they had lists, oh God did they have lists) could be relocated to the new city. Not that we were moving anywhere near the city – we were moving to The South Towers: Stage 27, with all the other low-income earners. 

	I rechecked our backpacks and suitcases, but there was little else that I could do. The bus would be in our street at nine. The tide would peak just after noon and when it did, our house would be half a metre under water. Then again at midnight. The perihelion tides were higher and higher every year.

	Lucy was on her hands and knees, looking under the couch. 

	“He isn’t here.”

	23:14

	“Think,” I urged, “where did you last see him?”

	“In the garden.” Lucy said. “The last tea party with Mr Beany.”

	Mr Beany was a small bear with a straw hat, who was already safely tucked away in Lucy’s backpack.

	“So if you brought Mr Beany in, you must have brought Jogee in.” Stuffed rabbits didn’t get up and walk away, no matter how fast the waters were rising. 

	Lucy wasn’t sure.

	“Go check the garden,” I told her.

	She hurried outside to check. It wasn’t a big garden - a patch of dead lawn and an old, struggling tree. Rising salt levels and the heat had put paid to the idea of an actual garden long ago. Only pigweed thrived now.

	I checked the iVis camera: no bus. The empty road was covered in a film of water. The houses on the lower side had been vacated a year ago and the wooden letterbox of number seventy-three stuck out of the water with grim resistance. 

	Outside the kitchen, Lucy raced around the back yard, furiously searching.

	She had to find him in time. Being forced out of the family home was enough of a trauma without losing the one constant in her life. 

	I’d found Jogee seven years earlier in a thrift shop. Slumped on a shelf between a couple of irrationally creepy dolls, his forlorn suffering had compelled to save him. I named him Georgie; Lucy pronounced it Jogee.

	17:56. I abandoned the backpack and joined Lucy in the garden. 

	I knew where she’d taken the tea with her toys – I’d watched her lay out the blue blanket and serve biscuits on the pink plastic tea set. Now the tea set was packed in a suitcase and Mr Beany was in her backpack and Jogee wasn’t anywhere (I knew that because I’d angrily unpacked the bags twice to check).

	I kicked apart a pile of dried leaves.

	“Check all the leaves.” I was curt. “He might have got covered.”

	I didn’t need this right now. There was only fifteen minutes until pick-up. We kicked the leaves apart until there was nowhere left for a rabbit to hide.

	“He’s nowhere.” Lucy’s voice cracked.

	“He’s somewhere - it’s a finite universe.” It was a concept I loved, but upset eight-year-old girls would never grasp it.

	“But what if we can’t find him?” She blinked back tears.

	Then we go without him.

	I couldn’t say it. Not so bluntly.

	Because what if we didn’t find him? How could I live with myself, knowing that we’d left him behind? How would this sit in her soul, this moment when her treasured childhood toy was callously discarded?

	And she would remember, I knew that. Because it had once happened to me.

	On the eve of a ten-day trip around the state with my parents, I’d found, on the side of the road, a weird white fluffy rectangle with one glass eye. I adopted it and took it on the trip. I talked to it, played with it, showed it the passing landscape. And ten days later, not three hours from returning from our road journey, it had probably fallen behind the bed in the motel and landed somewhere where it could not be found.

	And I never forgot the indifferent reaction from my parents. Road-weary and ready for home, they didn’t even come into my room to look. They told me that it was time to go and they’d have the staff post it to me.

	I know now, with the cruel disillusionment of adulthood, that they never informed the staff. A cleaner would have found my ragged white rectangle, frowned at it, and tossed it in the bin.

	I cried for many nights over the loss.

	I couldn’t do that to Lucy. She was about the same age that I’d been when I’d lost my temporary companion – how much worse would it be for her to lose a lifelong one?

	Not finding Jogee was not an option.

	“I’ll check inside,” I told her, and sprinted for the house.

	12:36

	I don’t know what I thought I could do; I was close to tears myself.

	“House!” I demanded. “Find Jogee.”

	And House, replied, as I knew he would:

	“Jogee cannot be found.”

	Of course not. Over half the cameras on the property didn’t work and without them, House was as blind as us.

	I checked for myself, running from room to room.

	Nothing.

	7:02

	Christ, the bus would be in the street. 

	I focussed inward. The bus was in the street, down the other end. The Nast family were boarding, shepherding their two children and probably more luggage than they were permitted, being careful not to let the bags touch the water.

	“House, Relocation Protocol.” 

	Light abruptly streamed inside as everything hissed open. Houses had to be left open for the salvage crews to recycle the roof battery and solar panels. It also deterred squatters.

	I was furious at myself. Furious at Lucy. 

	“Lucy!” I roared. “We have to go!”

	She appeared in the back door. Tears streaked her face.

	“Please can we stay?” She sobbed. “Just until we find him?”

	“The bus is almost here and the tide is coming in.” Didn’t she get it?

	She looked up at me with those wide brown eyes. My eyes.

	“But you said the water would be only up to our knees.”

	The logic of a child: if the water was only knee deep, what threat did it pose?

	I was blunt. “This is the last bus, ever, for our street. If we don’t get on it, we’ll have to walk. Those are the rules if you wait too long.”

	And we had waited too long. We’d waited because I hadn’t wanted to leave the only house I’d ever known. It might have been a 110-year-old rental, but this was still my home. And even if the garden was wretched, it was the last one I would ever have. There were no back yards in The Towers.

	Her voice was small. “I can walk.”

	I threw my hands up. “Not all the way up the hill with a backpack and suitcase you can’t. It’s thirty kilometres.”

	She bit her lip. “I can walk it. Please. We can’t go without Jogee.”

	And I can’t believe it, but I actually thought about staying.

	4:58 The numbers were red now.

	Because what if we didn’t get on the bus? What if we waited out the tide and kept looking? We had at least another twenty minutes before the water reached our doorstep and another three hours before it peaked.

	And then it would recede, before it came back at midnight. If we’d found Jogee by then, we could walk out before dark. We’d be well above the high tide mark after only a couple of streets.

	Maybe someone might give us a lift up the highway. Maybe someone wouldn’t. We wouldn’t be the only Displaced walking up the hill. They were on the news every year at the perihelion tides; the steady stream of people who’d been unable to book an atn-Car because of the high demand, or the deniers, who honestly never believed the sea would reach them. And those like me, who just didn’t want to say goodbye, who hoped beyond hope that somehow, the planet had finished warming and the seas would recede.

	But we were now way, way beyond hope that the tides would ever go out.

	3:46

	“It’s very far away,” I told her. “It might take two days to get there if no-one helps. We’ll have to rest in the heat of the day and walk at night. Are you prepared for that?”

	She nodded. “I can do it if Jogee can.”

	I rolled my eyes. She had no comprehension of the journey. But then, millions of people around the world had made just such a journey in the last one hundred years, leaving behind everything they knew to be swallowed by the sea.

	3:12

	I looked at her face and I knew: 

	We were staying.

	But we couldn’t let the bus know we were inside; if they saw us, security would force us out. That’s how it always went when people, usually elderly, tried to fight it out and stay.

	“We’ll take the cases and hide in the closet,” I said. 

	“Are we really staying?” The question was a whisper.

	I sighed. “We can’t leave without Jogee.”

	Wordlessly, she hugged my waist.

	As we hunkered down in the dark of the closest, I whispered: 

	“House, power down.” 

	We waited, quietly breathing.

	00:00

	 Perfectly on time, someone thumped on the open front door.

	Lucy gasped and I drew her a little closer.

	Maybe they walked a few steps into the house to check. Maybe they didn’t. I held my breath and focused on the other front camera. Outside, the bus pulled away and turned the corner.

	We were safe. 

	Now that the decision had been made, I put on my practical hat. 

	“Right,” I ordered, “suitcases on the kitchen counter and when the water comes, we climb up too. Until then, we look for Jogee.”

	And that’s what we did. We stashed our bags and searched, less urgently now, for an impossibly hidden stuffed toy, as the water lapped across the dead lawn and finally began to seep in through the door. It claimed our home one room at a time. 

	We gave up the search and climbed onto the kitchen counter, where we played games on our iVis, sitting cross-legged as the water filled the house. 

	Later, Lucy tried to dip her toe down into it.

	“What if it just keeps coming?” she asked. “What if we aren’t high enough?”

	“We are,” I reassured her. 

	“But what if we’re not?” 

	I shrugged. “Then we go up onto the roof. We only have to be higher than the water until it goes down.”

	Lucy suddenly gasped, cupping her hands to her face. “I know where Jogee is!”

	My heart lifted. “Where?”

	She pointed outside. “He’s in the tree. I put him there to keep him safe from the water while I cleaned the plates. I forgot.”

	I peered through the window. “I can’t see him.”

	“Up there.” She offered a guiding finger. 

	And there he was, sitting in the crook of the dying tree, just above head height. His tiny hairless rabbit face was slumped over his ragged chest.

	“Can you get him?” Lucy asked. “In case the water washes him away?”

	I wanted to say that no, he would be perfectly safe sitting in the tree until the tide came in and went out and then we’d go rescue him and start the long walk to our new home.

	That’s what I wanted to say, because we were safe and dry and so was Jogee.

	But I also knew the way of the world. 

	Sometimes you think you’re safe, because you’re warm and dry and everything makes sense. And you can think that for hundreds of years, until one day the sea is at your doorstep and everything that you thought was safe is washed away in the tide and will never come back.

	And so, because I was an adult and knew better, I took off my shoes and waded outside into the warm salty water, trying not to weep because my back garden, such that it had been, was underwater for the first time, but certainly now not the last, and would one day be a garden for the fishes.

	I plucked Jogee down to safety, clutching him to my chest as I stumbled unevenly back.

	And I wished I could go back to that time when I lost my own fluffy companion, whom I would never have let go if I’d known what was coming.

	And I couldn’t forgive those who had known what was coming and did nothing to stop it.

	And later that day, when the tide receded, we would put on our backpacks and pick up our suitcases and trudge out onto the salty road to begin the long walk up.

	 

	End.
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