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Praise for Delirium

‘Lauren Oliver is the rising star of young adult fiction … [Delirium] deftly conjures up a recognisably dystopian parallel to our own world, as convincingly terrifying as the North America of Margaret Atwood’s The Handmaid’s Tale.’

The Sunday Times

‘Prepare to pull a sickie and be rooted to your chair with one of the most addictive books we’ve come across in ages … A recklessly romantic, smart, poignant and tense read from one of the most exciting writers around … Clever, moving and incredibly addictive.’

Heat

‘A dystopian Romeo and Juliet story that deserves to be as massive as Twilight.’

Stylist

Praise for Pandemonium

‘Thrilling and thought-provoking … A thoughtful, exciting and moving story that reminds us just how important love is. Devour it, then go and give all your friends a big hug.’

Heat

‘Prepare to become completely absorbed.’

Glamour

‘We’re big fans of Lauren Oliver and this is the emotionally charged follow-up to last year’s futuristic love story Delirium … Now we just have to wait for the final episode in the trilogy.’

Bella

‘Crackling with tension, Lauren Oliver’s follow up to Delirium is as whip smart and addictive as her dystopian debut.’

Marie Claire

Praise for Requiem

‘It has been a long time since a book has had such an impact on me … Requiem sucked me in from page one.’

Glamour

‘The new Hunger Games … With a movie trilogy in the pipeline too, you’d better get reading!’

Cosmopolitan

‘The final chapters of Lena Haloway’s journey will have readers breathlessly turning the pages … A dystopian tour de force.’

Kirkus Reviews
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To all the fans of the Delirium trilogy:

Thank you for all your support, encouragement and impassioned pleas about who Lena should choose. You rock.
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LYRA

CHAPTER FOUR

Cog testing took place in a large, drafty room of D-Wing that had once been used to house cages full of rabbits and still smelled faintly of pellet food and animal urine. Lyra didn’t know what had happened to the rabbits. Haven was large, and many of its rooms were off-limits, so she assumed they had been moved. Or maybe they had failed to thrive, too, like so many of the replicas.

Every week Cog Testing varied: the replicas might be asked to pick up small and slippery pins as quickly as possible, or attempt to assemble a three-dimensional puzzle, or to pick out visual patterns on a piece of paper. The female replicas, all nine hundred and sixty of them, were admitted by color in groups of forty over the course of the day. Lilac Springs was out of the Box and took the seat next to Lyra’s. Lilac Springs had named herself after a product she’d seen advertised on the nurses’ TV. Even after the nurses had laughed hysterically and explained to her – and everyone – what a feminine douche was and what it was for, she had refused to change her name, saying she liked the sound of it.

‘You don’t look so good,’ was the first thing Lilac Springs said to Lyra. Lilac Springs hardly ever said anything. She was one of the slower replicas. She still needed help getting dressed, and she had never learned her alphabet. ‘Are you sick?’

Lyra shook her head, keeping her eyes on the table. She’d thrown up again in the middle of the night and was so dizzy afterward that she had to stay there, holding on to the toilet, for a good twenty minutes. Cassiopeia had caught her when she came in to pee. But she didn’t think Cassiopeia would tell. Cassiopeia was always getting in trouble – for not eating her dinner, for talking, for openly staring at the males and even for trying to talk to them, on the few occasions they wound up in the halls or the Box or the Stew Pot together.

‘I’m sick,’ Lilac Springs said. She was speaking so loudly, Lyra instinctively looked up at the Glass Eyes, even though she knew they didn’t register sound. ‘They put me in the Box.’

Lyra didn’t have friends at Haven. She didn’t know what a friend was. But she thought she would be unhappy if Lilac Springs died. Lyra had been five years old when Lilac Springs was made, and could still remember how after Lilac Springs had been birthed and transferred to Postnatal for observation she had kicked her small pink feet and waved her fists as if she was dancing.

But it wasn’t looking good. Something was going around the Browns, and the doctors in the Box couldn’t stop it. In the past four months, five of them had died – four females, and number 312 from the males’ side. Two of them had died the same night. The nurses had suited up in heavy gloves and masks and bundled the bodies in a single plastic tarp before hauling them out for collection. And Lilac Springs’s skin was still shiny red and raw-looking, like the skin on top of a blister. Her hair, which was buzzed short like all the other replicas’, was patchy. Some of her scalp showed through.

‘It’s not so bad,’ Lilac Springs said, even though Lyra still hadn’t responded. ‘Palmolive came.’

Palmolive was also a Brown. She had started throwing up a few weeks ago and was found wandering the halls in the middle of the night. She had been transferred to the Box when she could hardly choke down a few sips of water without bringing it up again.

‘Do you think I’ll be dead soon?’ Lilac Springs asked.Fortunately, the nurses came in before Lyra had to answer. Lazy Ass and Go Figure were administering. They almost always did. But earlier, Lyra had been afraid that it might be somebody else.

Today there were three tests. Whenever Lyra’s heart beat faster, she imagined its four valves opening and closing like shutters, the flow of blood in one direction, an endless loop like all the interlocking wings of Haven. She had learned about hearts like she’d learned about the rest of the human body: because there was nothing else to learn, no truth at Haven except for the physical, nothing besides pain and response, symptom and treatment, breathe in and breathe out and skin stretched over muscle over bone.

First, Nurse Go Figure called out a series of five letters and asked that the replicas memorize them. Then they had to rearrange colored slips of paper until they formed a progression, from green to yellow. Then they had to fit small wooden pieces in similarly shaped holes, a ridiculously easy test, although Lilac Springs seemed to be struggling with it – trying to fit the diamond shape into the triangular hole, and periodically dropping pieces so they landed, clatteringly, to the floor.

For the last test, Go Figure distributed papers and pens – Lyra held the pen up to her tongue surreptitiously, enjoying the taste of the ink; she wanted another pen badly for her collection – and asked that the replicas write down the five letters they’d memorized, in order. Most of the replicas had learned their numbers to one hundred and the alphabet A through Z, both so they could identify their individual beds and for use in testing, and Lyra took great pleasure in drawing the curves and angles of each number in turn, imagining that numbers, too, were like a language. When she looked up, she saw that Lilac Springs’s paper was still completely blank. Lilac Springs was holding her pen clumsily, staring at it as though she’d never seen one. She hadn’t even remembered a single number, although Lyra knew she knew her letters and was very proud of it.

Then Lazy Ass called time, and Nurse Go Figure collected the papers, and they sat in silence as the results were collected, tabulated and marked in their files. Lyra’s palms began to sweat. Now.

‘I forgot the numbers,’ Lilac Springs said. ‘I couldn’t remember the numbers.’

‘All right, that’s it.’ Lazy Ass hauled herself out of her chair, wincing, as she always did after testing. The replicas stood too. Only Lyra remained sitting, her heart clenching and unclenching in her chest.

As always, as soon as Lazy Ass was on her feet, she started complaining: ‘Goddamn shoes. Goddamn weather. And now my lazy ass gotta go all the way to Admin. Take me twenty minutes just to get there and back. And those men coming today.’ Lazy Ass normally worked the security desk and subbed in to help with testing when she had to. She was at least one hundred pounds overweight, and her ankles swelled in the heat until they were thick and round as the trunks of the palms that lined the garden courtyard.

‘Go figure,’ said Go Figure, like she always did. She had burnished brown skin that always looked as if it had been recently oiled.

Now. Most of the other replicas had left. Only Lilac Springs remained, still seated, staring at the table.

‘I’ll do it,’ Lyra said. She felt breathless even though she hadn’t moved, and she wondered whether Lazy Ass would notice. But no. Of course she wouldn’t. Many of the nurses couldn’t even tell the replicas apart. When she was a kid, Lyra remembered staring at the nurses, willing them to stare back at her, to see her, to take her hand or pick her up or tell her she was pretty. She had once been moved to solitary for two days after she stole Nurse Em’s security badge, thinking that the nurse wouldn’t be able to leave at the end of the day, that she would have to stay. But Nurse Em had found a way to leave, of course, and soon afterward she had left Haven forever.

Lyra had gotten used to it: to all the leaving, to being left. Now she was glad to be invisible. They were invisible to her, too, in a way. That was why she’d given them nicknames.


GEMMA

CHAPTER THREE

Still, she felt the sudden, overwhelming desire to scream. Chloe and her little pack of wolverines had been doing their best to make Gemma miserable for years. But they had never done anything this bad. They’d come to her house. They’d taken the time to fill a Halloween mask with rocks or concrete rubble or metal shrapnel from their mechanical hearts. They had said that she deserved to die. Why? What had she ever done to them?

She was an alien, adrift on an unfriendly planet. Hopeless and lost.

‘Are you sure?’ Kristina said, smoothing Gemma’s face with a thumb. Gemma was scowling.

She took a step backward. ‘Positive,’ she said.

‘Okay.’ Kristina exhaled a big breath and gave Finke a weak smile. ‘Sorry for all the trouble. You know how girls are.’

‘Mm-hmm,’ he said, in a tone that he made it clear he didn’t and had no desire to, either.

Gemma felt like going straight to her room, possibly forever, but Kristina managed to get an arm around her shoulders. For a thin woman, she was surprisingly strong, and she held Gemma there in a death grip.

‘I’m sorry, honey,’ she said. ‘Why didn’t you tell me you were having problems at school?’

She shrugged. ‘It’s no big deal.’

Kristina smelled, as always, like rose water and very expensive perfume. So expensive that it actually smelled like new-printed money. ‘I don’t want your father to worry, do you?’ She smiled, but Gemma read anxiety in her mother’s eyes, decoded the words her mother would never say: I don’t want him to think you’re more of a disappointment than he already does. ‘Let’s just tell him there was an accident. A kid and a baseball. Something like that.’

To hit a baseball from the street through the living room window, the kid would have to be a first-draft pick for the major leagues. Usually her parents’ willingness to lie about things big and small bothered Gemma. If her parents were so good at making up stories, how could she ever be sure they were telling the truth?

Today, however, she could only be grateful.

‘Baseball,’ she said. ‘Sure.’

Gemma woke up in the middle of the night from a nightmare that, thankfully, released her almost as soon as she opened her eyes, leaving only the vague impression of rough hands and the taste of metal. In the hall, Rufus was whimpering.

‘What’s the matter?’ she said, easing out of bed to open the door for him. As soon as she did, she heard it: the sudden swell of overlapping voices, the angry punctuation of silence. Her parents were fighting.

‘It’s okay, boy,’ she whispered to Rufus, threading a hand through the scruff of fur on his neck. He was a baby about fights. Immediately, he darted past her and leapt onto the bed, burying his head in her heap of pillows, as if to block out the sound from downstairs.

She would have gone back to bed, but at exactly that moment, her father’s voice crested, and she very clearly heard him say, ‘Frankenstein. For Christ’s sake. Why didn’t you tell me?’

Gemma eased out into the hall, grateful for the plush rug that absorbed the sound of her footsteps. Quickly, she moved past paneled squares of moonlight, past guest rooms always empty of guests and marble-tiled bathrooms no one ever used, until she reached the main staircase. Downstairs, a rectangle of light yawned across the hallway. Her father’s study door was open, and Gemma got a shock. Her mother was perched on the leather ottoman, her face pale and exhausted-looking, her arms crossed at the waist to keep her bathrobe closed. Gemma had never, ever seen anyone besides her father in the study. She had always assumed no one else was allowed to enter.

‘I tried calling …’ Her mother’s voice was weak and a little bit slurry, as if all of the edges were lopped off. It must be after midnight. He must have woken her up from a sleeping-pill slumber.

‘Feeding me some bullshit story. I had to hear it from Frank at the department. Thank God someone respects me.’

Gemma’s heart sank. It had been stupid to believe that they could conceal the truth from her father. He had contacts everywhere – in the police department and even in the government, although he kept his most important contacts secret. He’d cofounded the sixth-largest pharmaceutical company in the country, Fine & Ives, which made everything from shampoo to heart medication to drugs for soldiers suffering from PTSD. Although he’d been kicked off the board of his own company after a brutal three-year legal battle when Gemma was a toddler – Gemma had never found out the details, but she knew her dad had disapproved of where the company was putting its resources – he still traveled with a personal security guard and went to Washington, DC, every quarter to meet with politicians and lobbyists and top brass.

Often Gemma feared she would never, ever get truly away from her parents – not even when she went to college, not even when she moved out and moved as far away from Chapel Hill as possible and had her own family. They would always be able to find her. They would always be able to see her, wherever she was.

‘I respect you,’ Kristina protested, and Gemma got a sudden strangled feeling, as if a hand were closing around her throat. Her father was twelve years older than Kristina. He and his twin brother, Ted, had both been to West Point, like their father before them. Geoffrey had gone on to become a military strategist, and he never let anyone – least of all Gemma and her mom – forget it. Respect. That was the drumbeat of their lives. Respect. He could write a book, she thought, about respect, and discipline, and order, and work. He could probably write a whole series.

On the other hand, what he knew about acceptance and tolerance and his own daughter would barely fill up a tweet.

Sometimes Gemma wondered how it was possible they were made from the same genetic material. Her father was angular and cold everywhere she was warm and soft and sensitive. But the proof was there. She would have so much rather looked like her mother. Instead she had her father’s hazel eyes, his square chin, his way of smiling with the corners of his mouth turned down, as if neither of them had ever quite learned to do it correctly.

‘I didn’t want to worry you,’ Gemma’s mom went on. ‘Gemma said it was just a prank. Some girls have been giving her a hard time at school, and—’

‘A prank, Kristina? Are you blind? This wasn’t a prank. This was a message. Do you know who Frankenstein is?’

‘Of course I know—’

‘Frankenstein is the doctor. In the original story, in the real version, he’s the one who made the monster.’ There was a long moment of silence. Gemma could feel her heart beating painfully, swollen like a bruise. ‘This was a message for me.’

He’s the one who made the monster.

This was a message for me.
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