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The boy crept forward across the hard, trodden pavement, looking around nervously, before 
quickening his pace onwards. He moved his coat up further across his face, shielding himself from 
the biting cold, but pushing it to a point so he could see just out across the road. Unsurprisingly, 
the traffic was at a bitter standstill.  The sounds of furious drivers’ barking voices were carried 
across the street by the wind. The boy grimaced, turning the corner onto Ferret Street and 
disappearing from view. 

Though quieter and less busy, Ferret Street was no more pleasant than the main road, with the 
endless litter scattered across its rough surface, seemingly stuck to the floor with impenetrable 
glue. Not for the first time that day, the boy had to fight his way through the Mars wrappers, 
empty milk bottles and any other objects that had been carelessly thrown onto the street.  There 
was nowhere else to put them. 

Suddenly, without warning, the whole street went dark and several cries sounded from the 
pavement. The boy’s heart was pounding in his chest, as if it was a shy animal intimidated by the 
sinister blackness. He’d been prepared for this, and knew the best thing to do was stay absolutely 
still until the lights came back on. It was a blackout, and the criminals’ opportunity to pounce. The 
boy crossed his fingers nervously, hearing a flash across the street. He sighed thankfully as all the 
lights switched back on simultaneously.  ‘Every street needs to share the same electrical lines: 
saving energy efficiently.’ The familiar words sounded incessantly in the boy’s head, joined with 
the image of a large bulky figure with a fat face half-covered by a crop of dark, matted hair; Ted 
Johnson. 

As the problem of climate change had grown so large, England’s former prime minister had 
decided that large bulks of land should be interconnected with each other through extensive 
electricity lines.  Yet this meant that if one fault were to occur, all the areas’ lights would go out. 
Ted Johnson was soon defeated in the General Elections by Brian Ashmoore.  But things had got 
steadily worse.

There had been some resistance to climate change in England, though very little. A group had 
formed in the early 2020’s, called the `Pollution Fighters’ that consisted of thousands of members 
intent on wiping out pollution for good. England was running terribly low on energy sources such 
as coal and oil, and factories were struggling to produce the goods that were required across the 
country. Stocks were dropping, resulting in large scale of unemployment as the factories earned 
less and had to drop their workers.  Crime levels had also soared.  

The boy had heard the story many times, sitting in front of the open fire, as his mum recounted her 
unemployment leading to her joining the `Pollution Fighters’. Many unemployed adults joined the 
struggle, and his mum was one of the first.  

The boy wiped a tear from his eye, trying not to show his sadness on the outside.  This was known 
as weakness to criminals. Yet on the inside, a pain lived like no other, the pain of a lost mother. 
The boy had lost his mother two years earlier, to a common illness simply known as the Snake 
Bite. The dangerous aspect of the mist of pollution that surrounded England was not the CO2 
emissions; it was other dangerous chemicals and gases that the human body could not fight off.
 
The Snake Bite had caused millions of deaths worldwide, after the wall of pollution had built up. 
The boy rarely saw the sun; it was regarded as a treat.   Temperatures had dropped to freezing after 
years of all time highs due to greenhouse gas effects.   Just as people died of heat, a few years on 
and they were dying of the cold. 
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He had made a vow, never to enter a car due to its pollution after his mother died of the Snake 
Bite. He had always walked home, but walking was dangerous, the walkers were killed. That was 
the reason most people drove! 

The boy crossed the road.   It would be a cold night tonight, and he was thankful that there was 
some rare wood to burn. Not surprisingly, England had tried to use renewable energy sources like 
wood, wind and water, later known as the three W’s. Yet it was all too late. Acid rain had made 
wood minimal and even with wind turbines and a hydroelectric system, the pollution still 
remained.

The boy did not notice the extra shadow that fell behind his back, or hear the faint pitter-patter of 
the man’s worn down Nike trainers. As he walked in the direction of his house, he was totally 
unaware of the knife being drawn completely silently from behind, or the hand that caressed the 
back of the rusty blade. Nathan Dackfode kept his distance from the boy, but was always ready to 
pounce. He felt the weight of the knife in his hand, like always, shaping it up and imagining the 
cut it would inflict on the boys soft flesh, imagining the bloody aftermath and the reward he would 
surely get. 

All of a sudden, a pain cut through the boy’s right leg, forcing him to collapse on the ground in a 
crumpled heap, just in time to see a rusty yet perilously sharp knife slip to the floor. The boy 
whined loudly, hoping against all hopes that someone was near to see him. Yet no-one was there 
but the man who had thrown the knife, a large menacing figure that loomed malevolently over the 
boy, a sinister smile spreading across his distorted face and drawing attention to the man’s stubbly, 
unshaven chin. 

Stubbly Chin surveyed the boy, making sure he held no weapon, before turning round to the bush 
beside him. Concealed behind its shrivelled leaves, was a 7ft cylindrical tub, dark and opaque. A 
lid was firmly pressed onto the top, strong and stable. 

 “Hey!  I have something you might want.” The man uttered the words like the boy was a little 
child, and he was trying to give him a toy. The boy said nothing.  The man took the opportunity, 
opening the tub and feeling around. “You’re a lucky boy, you know that!” Stubbly Chin 
whispered, trying to bring the boy in, enticing him.  Stubbly Chin swivelled the tub around, 
smiling gleefully. The boy looked in, his anxious expression turning to disbelief. Inside the tub sat 
thousands and thousands of pieces of coal, illegal coal. The boy had never seen coal in his life, but 
he knew what it was like from the few books he had read.

After the government had declared an end to all coal powered stations across the country in 2025, 
England had gone fully nuclear, a piece of news that almost instantaneously catapulted across the 
world.  England had made its mark.  Considering the high levels of pollution around the country, a 
change had to be made. 

“Where did you get these?” the boy questioned, “It’s illegal to import anything to England, let 
alone coal.”   “Look, I will offer this coal to you for free, do you understand?   This would cost 
thousands but I’m giving it to you for free,” Yet the boy knew he would never accept, he promised 
his mum and himself, that he would pollute as little as possible, if not at all. But what if he said 
no? He would be killed, surely. “This coal will be all yours, as long as you give me a favour in 
return!” Stubbly Chin growled. 

The boy winced in pain, waiting for the favour he was meant to perform. It could be anything, and 
the boy decided to fear the utmost worst. “I want you,” growled Stubbly Chin, “to get me to the 
other side!” The boy gasped in horror. The other side was just a myth, surely, but a myth he and 
everyone knew of. That there was a good world out there, with no pollution, no despair, nothing 
but green spaces and happiness for all to see. And this criminal believed that he was the boy who 
could show him the way. There was no way he would find another boy so promising; surely this 
boy had to be the one. The boy had been walking for two whole years, but had never once fallen 
ill of the Snake Bite, impossible!

2



The boy gulped. It was a lose-lose situation. Either, he would not take the coal and be killed, or 
take the coal and fail in finding the mythical parallel world, resulting in his murder. The boy was 
quivering with fear, and decided to give in.  “Fine, I’ll take you to the other side.” The boy 
watched as Stubbly Chin cackled with glee, amazed by his stupidity in believing the myth, but 
scared out of his wits if he did not agree to his request.  He had to be confident that he knew the 
way, though he had no clue where he was going. There was no hope in escaping, the criminal was 
grabbing onto him with one arm, and holding a knife in the other.  

The boy led Stubbly Chin away from the congestion, passing through the rotting wooden gate and 
entering the final park left in the city, Lemon Park. It was smaller than he remembered, and no-one 
went there any more. It was winter all year round here. Pollution blocked the sun, and of course 
the plants did not get the valuable sunlight they needed to survive. 

The boy limped under the spindly branch of a dying oak, and over to the wall he often climbed as 
a child. An abandoned swing sat next to it, accompanied by a slide littered with rubbish. And to 
think only fifty years ago this was a child paradise, a place of shelter, fun and rest. Ivy thrived in 
the new conditions, and the whole brick wall was covered by the green creeper. He never knew 
what was beyond the wall, so perhaps he could find out. The boy kicked the wall in annoyance, 
hoping against all hope a door would be near.  “It’s here,” the boy said, immediately regretting his 
decision. He did not have a clue where this door was meant to be, so why did he say it? Yet the 
boy already knew the answer, an answer that sounded loudly in his head. It was where he went to 
cry after his mum’s death, where he went to think about the world.  It was his safe place. The boy 
felt out for the ivy, and without warning, the ivy parted. 

“A new world?!” the boy smiled in surprise. It was the first time he had smiled for two years, yet 
he felt it was not his last. Nathan Dackfode smiled back at him, and let go of the boy’s arm. 
“Thank you for helping me to escape that life.”  The boy looked up, amazed at the man’s remark. 
He nodded in understanding, and twisted the door handle with a renewed vigour and excitement. 

The door swished open.  The sun was gleaming up above, radiant and spectacular, showering 
diamonds of perfect dazzling light across amazing open green spaces.  These were lined with 
luscious green trees of all varieties, home to the animals of nature: bees buzzing around collecting 
nectar, birds chirping, squirrels scurrying to and fro gathering acorns. This world seemed so 
strange without the honk of car horns, the wail of despair, or a cry of anger. Peacefulness lived like 
a light cloak of virtue and togetherness across the land, a peace that was only disturbed by the 
general way of life. 

Pollution did not exist here. A group of wind turbines far off in the distance buzzed round gently, 
supplying the houses coming into view with necessary power. No cars were visible, only lines and 
lines of houses made out of recycled bricks, with solar panels supported on their roofs. The boy 
noticed that there were no chimneys, so no CO2 emissions were being let into the atmosphere; all 
that was sorted through triple glazed windows and underwater heating systems, giving heat totally 
efficiently to every part of the house.  Children played happily on the quiet streets, cycling on their 
bikes and enjoying the sun. 
. 
The boy turned onto Ferret Street, marvelling at the sight of no litter anywhere.  Everything was in 
bins or recycled. He recognised the woman that used to run the Honey’s Sweets Shop.  She had 
died of the Snake Bite.  But here she was alive as ever, a mass of children surrounding her and 
begging for sweets. 

Ten minutes later and, to his amazement, the boy found himself standing in front of his own 
house. He still could not believe he had arrived at this paradise, and that the myth had become 
true. The youth kept telling him that it was a dream, but somehow he knew it wasn’t, this world 
was too good for a dream. This could and should be reality.  Everyone had worked together, and 
fought climate change, and beat it. All power stations had been abolished, except energy efficient 
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ones with renewable energy sources. Every home recycled, products re-used, and shops only sold 
local produce.

Ted Johnson had remained Prime Minister, never suffering electoral defeat.  England remained a 
healthy economy, with jobs being offered to people to grow and sell local foods, and materials. 
Electricity usage was kept to an absolute minimum, and there were new inventions that prevented 
the spread of pollution. The boy had known the fine balance of the two worlds.  The other side had 
done everything wrong, but here it could be done right. 

The boy, Matthew, was taken from his thoughts by Nathan Dackfode, who tapped him lightly on 
the shoulder “Thank you for showing me the way,” Nathan muttered, before departing with a 
smile.

Matthew knocked on the door, pausing as he heard distinct footsteps coming down the stairs. A 
small woman clad in a flowery T-shirt and crumpled trousers opened the door to the house, 
grinning. Matthew recognised that loving look of affection in the woman’s sparkling blue eyes. 
He flung his arms around her, hearing her heart beat and feeling her warm embrace. 

“I love you Mum, so much.  I am so glad to be home,” Matthew cried, feeling in perfect harmony 
with his surroundings. It was safe now, no more fear. It was a new world, the right world.  “You 
have only been gone half an hour?” She smiled, ruffling his hair as she let him through the door. 
Matthew looked down at his leg, the gash had vanished. 

THE END

 
               
         

4


