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Flowers, cards, chocolates, present - it's funny what people do to try and make 
things alright. But things weren’t alright. I nearly died. My right arm seared with 
pain as I used it to sit up, and my mother’s anxious face bobbed into view. Her 
eyes were tired and her makeup was smudged. Her shirt had stains all down the 
front and her posh work jacket was crumpled in a heap on her chair. “Jenny? 
Don’t strain yourself sweetie.” Her voice was tired but her face was clouded with 
worry and concern so I slumped back into my pillows. I smiled at her, trying to 
show her I was okay but I don’t think it helped. Then the door opened and Nurse 
Collins strode in, she checked my levels and asked how I was feeling. “Fine,” I 
mumbled. She told mum it would be best if I slept because I needed all the rest I 
could get. Mum nodded, but stayed put, giving her a look which meant “I’m not 
leaving.” Nurse Collins forced a smile, and strode out of the room.

It was a sunny Saturday morning and I was sloping about in my pajamas. I still 
had an hour before I had to take the hitch into town. I decided to go up to the roof 
garden, my favorite place in the whole city. Our roof garden is quite big compared 
to most, great for vegetable growing.

The wind whipped my hair as I looked out across Cambridge from the roof; I 
could see all of Old Town, with the universities and museums, and the great river 
Cam winding its way through the buildings; in the distance stood The Passage.
The Passage is the only motorway left. It was built even before the cars were 
abolished and it stands on great, thick metal pillars, it is all above ground so that 
it can maintain one single level. The thing about the Passage is that you can’t 
use a hitch on it; you have to use a Velox, which whizzes you off much faster 
than any transport in the city. I have never travelled on the Passage. My dad 
uses it for work sometimes, and he tells me how dangerous it is. But it is so awe 
inspiring, such a gigantic construction, which connects everyone. 

After I came down from the roof it was time to leave, I said a quick goodbye to 
Dad and went out onto the street. The houses towered into the sky, almost as tall 
as the windmills and below people were bustling about. I started to walk down 
the street over to the steps up onto hitch level. The city is on two levels. hitch 
Level, and Pedestrian level. All of the houses, shops, and restaurants are on 
Pedestrian Level, and the Hitchway and station are on the upper level where it 
also connects to the Passage. I trotted up the steps and came out onto the 
Hitchway. Once cars were abolished we got hitches, they are machines which 
use hydro power to operate. They are shiny, bullet shaped pods with clips which 
attach to the sensors on the road. Nobody owns a hitch; you have go to the hitch 
station to use one.

I got into a hitch and typed in the address, slotted in my credit, and whizzed off.  



Within ten minutes the hitch breezed into the stop. As I emerged onto Trinity 
Street I immediately saw Archie. He had his back to me and a tuft of his blond 
hair was bouncing about as he tied his bike to a windmill post. I bounded over to 
him shouting “Archie! Archie!” He spun round and a wonky smile spread across 
his face as he saw me. His dark eyes showed a hint of worry, but his smiling face 
told me he was excited. He stood out so much, tall and gangly, with sticky out 
ears. Archie and I have been friends from childhood - at school if one of us got 
into trouble its likely the other one would also be involved. We always had fun 
together, but recently things had been different. We went to different schools and 
he made friends with other boys, who teased him about our friendship, saying we 
were boyfriend and girlfriend, jeering and laughing. Sometimes when he was with 
me he seemed so embarrassed - things couldn’t be simple any more. But for that 
moment as I watched him cross the street we were two little kids again, over 
excited and anxious about what was going to happen. 

We reached the station at three, the quietest time. We had been silent for the 
entire journey in the hitch, too scared about what we were about to do. We stood 
at the entrance to the station, and Archie gave me a look, his eyes showed fear. 
“It’ll be fine!” I exclaimed, a little too loudly, “We’ll just sneak out of the back way 
onto the Passage and look over the edge, at the view. We’ll only stay for a tiny 
bit, I just want to see what its like, come on Arch, don’t be a wimp,” I nudged him, 
smiling. We had been planning this for a week or so, it was easy, we’d heard 
about other people doing it. You go out of the station and there is a door at the 
side for staff. At three o’clock they go for a twenty minute lunch break, and you 
have a chance to sneak in. 

I led the way, slowly pushing the door of the station open, walked over to the lift 
and got in, pulling Archie behind me. We waited as it climbed up to the second 
level. The doors pinged open and hardly anybody was about, Archie was lurking 
behind me, and we passed the iCam on the wall but it wasn’t watching. The clock 
ticked. Grabbing Archie we dashed into the staff room. It was deserted. 
“Jenny, we really shouldn’t be doing this, someone will come back,” muttered 
Archie. 
“Archie will you please stop complaining, I don’t know what’s happened to you, 
you used to love stuff like this.” I replied, and there was venom in my voice. That 
silenced him, and he bowed his head like a puppy. I stormed across the room, to 
the fire exit. Archie slowly followed, looking sad and dejected. I huffed stubbornly 
and pulled open the door. The wind hit me hard. The door led out onto a metal 
platform, only small, and then there were the steps, twisting down the side of the 
building. I gripped the doorframe and went out. 

The Veloxes whizzed past below me and I could see the City over my shoulder. 
My heart was thumping, I checked that Archie was behind me and I was relieved 
to see him there, his eyes were wild and his hair was whipping about in the wind. 
“This is amazing,” he breathed and I couldn’t help but feel triumphant. 



I looked at him and smiled, he grinned back, and we both burst out laughing, just 
from sheer excitement and awe
“Let’s go down,” I said, with a grin. 
“Jenny, we can’t. Look how dangerous it is,” he said, his face serious.
 He made me feel stupid.
“Don’t be a baby,” I teased, but it sounded spiteful. 
“Jenny you’re the one being a baby, you’re being reckless” he muttered, “I never 
even wanted to come.” His words stung and I was hurt; I looked at him in 
surprise.
“Fine,” I spat. “If you wont I will.” And with that I strode onto the first step. He 
lunged after me but I was too quick. I pounded down the stairs; the metal 
clanking of my footsteps echoing around me. Archie was slower, calling out 
desperately.
 “Jenny stop now! You’ll get yourself killed” I carried on down, until I was only ten 
steps from the bottom, only five, only three. Suddenly I stopped. I was on the 
Passage, at the side of the road, the Veloxes whistled past me. Archie was still 
far behind. I laughed, the adrenaline pumping through my body. 
“Jenny, stay there,” called Archie, running down the stairs above me, I started to 
walk off. He had reached the road and I could see how scared he was but he set 
off after me. 
“Leave me alone!” I shouted at him. But he followed. 
“Jenny, come on lets go back now, I’m sorry okay,” He cried “Let’s just go back.” I 
twisted my face into a fake smile. 
“Are you scared Archie?” I asked, mocking him. I stepped back. 
“You’re so boring now.” I laughed. Archie was frantic. 
“Jenny please.” He whispered. He tried to come towards me but I stepped away. 
Suddenly I realized. Archie’s eyes widened. He reached out for me. I turned and 
saw the Velox, and my heart stopped as the pain ripped through me. I didn’t even 
feel myself hit the ground.


