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Maytre Dee laughed, which sounded a bit
like the noise Greg's present-day fridge
made when he left the door open too long.
“No, silly! The Cavendish bananas all died
out from a fungal epidemic, since they
were all clones of the same plant. These
are a new strain, but you have to keep
them in the fridge since they're hybridised
with kale.”

“Why kale of all things?”

“To increase the levels of antioxidants!
You squishy little humans need as much
help as you can get to not get cancer.
Can’t so much as get the hydrobus to the
shop without bumping into a carcinogen
these days. You poor things.” Maytre Dee
sounded more amused than sympathetic.

“Right. Okay.” Greg shook his head. The
future wasn’t sounding quite as utopian as
he had hoped.

“Have you chosen what you want to eat
yet?” said Maytre Dee, getting impatient.
“You're letting all my cold air out — it's not
getting any easier to stay cool lately.”

Greg stared at the cornucopia of alien
foods in disgust.
Toast was easy enough, right?

“You got any Nutella?”

“I'm afraid they went out of business after
we ran out of palm trees to make palm
oil from. Anyway, chocolate is far too
expensive! Special occasions only. | have
some sunflower seed butter on the top
shelf though.”

“I'll pass. You know what, I'll stick with
Marmite. You still have that, right?!”

“Of course! Be careful though, some people
have reported side-effects of random
wormholes opening up when they eat it.”
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She chuckled. “That’s normally only linked
to food containing a high concentration
of neutrinos!”

Greg grinned as the fridge burbled
on about neutrino anomalies and the
North England Empire’s changing food
regulations. He turned around, looking at
the lush green kitchen, bathed in red light
pouring in through the windows from the
rust-coloured midday sky. A rocket was
flying overhead, spraying a deluge of some
blue substance into the clouds. He wanted
to go home. “See you in a few years, |
guess. Thanks for all the advice,” he said
to the fridge, grabbing the jar of Marmite
from the door shelf and plunging his finger
into the tar-like contents.

“What do you mea-"

The wormhole opened again, and Greg
braced for impact.

He sat up, woozy, on the kitchen floor. His
kitchen floor. “Oh thank god,” he gasped,
crawling towards the fridge. It had stopped
raining outside, and the fresh blue winter
sky was smiling in at him through the
skylight. He took a huge breath of fresh air,
savouring the smell of basil and rosemary
from the plants on his countertop, and the
freezing cold draught coming through the
gaps in his single glazed windows.

He made himself a crumpet, without
Marmite, and sat down trembling at his
kitchen table.

“Guess | should go vegan then”.
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