Crab Girl 1

Chapter 1
Crad with a “D?”

Having a crab for a dad can be a real
bummer . ..

Crad (cralo dod. Gek i¥?)

He never tucks me in at night.
Or asks me how my day was.
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But he also never grounds me for not doing my
homework. Thats what my mom is for.

At least she and Crad are around.

Thats better than the
man who belongs to the

R final third of my DNA;
the human DNA Mom
spliced with Crads to

<

help make me.

I've never even met
him, my DNA dad.

If I had, maybe Id
have someone who
understood me better.

After all, he gave me the part of my brain
that makes bad choices.

(Y\\rb\'e. Do ds
Bod D‘;lds‘-ons

Cvad's Claw
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Or, at least, thats what Mom hints at. “Why

did you fall asleep in class on Tuesday? I
never did that as a kid.” Or,

Chew with
your mouth closed,
Annie Lane.

I raised
you better
than that.

What? Is she worried about Jack? Its not like
he hasnt seen me chow down before.

Just hurry up and eat.
Youre behind on your
homework again. Sometimes I
wonder if a third of your DNA
is just pure lazy juice.

Mom walks away and I scowl.
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She thinks I got my lazy juice from my
mystery father, too.

Forget the fact that my other dad is a
sea-lubbering crustacean.

But Mom has a soft spot for Crad and
laughs when he blows bubbles. Nothing
is ever his fault.

I sulk some more before taking a bite
of my mashed potatoes.

It tastes like a sea drenched cupcake!

Mom must have used the vanilla almond
milk again on accident.

There goes my appetite!

I turn to Jack.
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Id rather be made of lazy

juice than judgey juice. @

Jack nods.

And she called me a guest.
Ive been eating here every
night for like a year.

I can always count on good ol’ Jack and his
giant buck teeth to take my side.

Our brains are so in tune with each other

that we think the %ﬁ
) /4

exact same thing.

Its better than mind-
reading because it
takes no effort;

we just know. =

Jack nibbles on a piece of lettuce before
waving the leafy green in my direction.

I crinkle
my nose.
@ay. That’s bunny food. @

gHar, har. So or@
£l

He shakes his fluffy hair to mock me.
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Whatever. At least he got spliced with
something adorable. Why couldnt I have been
mixed with bunny DNA?

Just be grateful you dont have
this. All I got from Crads DNA
is my giant, red claw arm!

Tewivle Sor
danci -

O Swagh

'LL
Cute a“‘m“gs .

Or Yypin
w on \Qe;\gom?ds.
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&

Dont you mean
03 cold-blooded? And you dont have
to be so crabby.

You dont have to put up with
the cold-hearted jokes I do.

e

Mom comes rushing in right on cue, water
droplets splashing off her hands from the
dishes.

@nnie, not a@
Her hair frazzles as
‘/

7
she speaks. And Even (/ See?
though she was born Same.
before splicing began,
her sad eyes look part “
puppy right now.
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I can feel my face reddening to the same
color as my claw.

Or maybe you could
Just learn to buy titanium
furniture. And walls. And
seatbelts. And . . .

@ 20 R,

There are too

many things to ﬂ
list... Ultren O
Yidonium
Mego lever

I bang my claw on the table and its wood
cracks, too. I flinch.

Before Mom can say anything else, I Kick my
chair back and storm upstairs. I slam the door
to my room. The shell curtain that drapes the
inside of my door frame shimmies from the
force.

Crad bubbles at me from across the room.

I stick my claw in his
tank so he comes over
and scrapes at the

exoskeleton.

Good ol’ Crad
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I pull my claw back into the stuffy
air of my room and shake off the droplets of
saltwater.

They splatter my face, the outside of the tank,
my bedspread, everything. But I like it. Its the
crab in me, I guess.

Does my DNA dad like water, too?

<D

Of course he did.
o
He doesnt like it oy Y
when people are
angry. He gets all
twitchy and
uncomfortable.

/\Boé Deusions
¥

Just chalk my temper up Tewmper
to that part of me that
does everything wrong, too.
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I make sure to stare straight ahead.

If I dont see Mom, maybe my chest wont hurt
so much.

@@f mad, Crab Cakes. >

I am! Why did you make me @
like this? I hate it.

I hold my claw up in the air and snip-snap.

I like the way you are.
You're unique.
@wan’r to b@@’

You're right, dreadfully

boring is a much better option.

I should have
thought to splice you
with a dictionary,
instead.

Dictionoxy Gic\!
Society's lask

defense aguinst
ma\mPﬂ’ pism
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B e 8§ g

Mom puts a hand on my shoulder and leans in
closer.

Her words blow the heat right out of me. If
I didnt break everything she wouldnt have to
work so much.

I'm sorry I snapped at
you at dinner. The double-shift
I worked at the aquarium
today was brutal.

Did
something happen
at school today?

Something
always happens at
school, Mom. I'm
part crab!
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My day at school . . .

Stairwell
of DOOMII!

Me frozen
in horror.

My face. Q
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o

They've been calling me
Clutzy the Killer Crab ever,
since.

I'm weird, Mom, even for
a splice. Everyone says it.
Becca Chang said it today
in front of everyone. And
its your fault. You did this
to me.

Mom wrings her hands together over and
over, then turns to face me.

I keep hoping that if
you knew how much I love
you it would be enough for
you to be happy.

But you've grown
up so much lately, maybe
its time I tell you more
about your past.

I sit a little straighter and try to keep the
hope from bursting out of my chest.

Will I finally learn who my DNA dad is?

Or where I came from?

Or why I am the way I am?
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You see, we were living in
Maine at the time . ..

So you made me
a crab???

She pushes my claw down and strokes the
hard shell, not that I can feel it.

You know the East
Coast is sinking. Maine
was where it started. As
a marine biologist, I was
used to spending my
days on a boat.

But thats no way for
a child to live. Splicing
you was the only way you
could survive with the
coast underwater half
the year”

Her eyes

grow soft. You loved helping

me drive the boat. But
a city underwater is no
fun for humans.
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Doesnt sound so bad to me .

Mhm. At the
Zooborg Donation
Center there.

only anchor
of comfort, but a cold undercurrent cuts

NO(Ma\ W\‘ WATER ?Aak‘

I have to
Learning where I was born, where I was
through.

Itry to
@ grasp the
my past.
created, washes my heart in gentle waves

Then why did we move to
To-freaking-peka, Kansas where
nobody else is like me?

Everyone here
has a cutesy
woodland creature or
powerful animal splice
while I look like
Poseidons sea pet.
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Crabs are resilient
and resourceful crea-
tures. And we've built a
good life here.

Why was staying in Maine
so important that you were
willing to change my DNA?

And if staying was
so important, how did we
end up in a state with no
beaches? Whats a marine
biologist doing in Kansas?

She reaches an arm around me, but salty bile
climbs up my throat and I shrug her off.

Are we in trouble or
something?  Did I break some-
thing with my claw
when I was little?
Did I snap a kids arm
off on accident?

Or their head?

Am I a MURDERER?
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Moms laugh pulls me back to reality. She
wouldnt laugh if I were a murderer.

But then a thought catches my breath. I
force my lungs to exhale so I can speak.

It has something
to do with my DNA dad,
doesn't it? Something

youre not telling me.

5@ S Do your homewD

She stands and pulls my shell curtain open on
her way out of the door.

You know I don't
care about grades as long
as you do the work.
Its when you let the
lazy juice take over and
you do nothing that you
get in trouble.

Her lazy juice comment nips
at me like a remora on a shark.
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Mom freezes :I bet he isnt l%

in her tracks
but doesn't She knows
turn around. who I mean. I

know she does.

I bet hes great. And funny.
And does more than crawl around
the bottom of a tank.

Your biological father has
done nothing for you, Annie, and he
never will. Now go to bed,

I want to meet
him. I want a parent
who doesnt think I'm
made of lazy juice.

Mom turns and her eyes are as deep as a sea
cave and hard as coral.

You will never know your
biological father. Goodnight.

A strand of shells breaks off in her fingers.
She drops it to the floor, then walks out.

Mom is wrong. My DNA donor dad has done
something for me. Hes given me a third of
my DNA. A third of who I am.

And I'm going to find him. W\)



