
A new world to get used to.
  I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and kept my lids closed feeling comfort in the cool 
pressure of my fingertips. I felt groggy, my head too big for my shoulders. The skin under my 
hands felt baggy and loose: I shuddered. Surely my senses weren’t coming to me quick 
enough. Surely what I was feeling was a lie-

“Hello, up and about then?” I looked around me. A young nurse was standing over 
me, a few strands of straggly blonde hair escaping from the white cap on her head. But that 
wasn’t just it. I was in a hospital and I was lying down. Or at least, it sounded like a hospital 
with a machine beeping steadily in the background.

“What? I’m in a hospital, I’m… Am I sick?”
The nurse laughed, a sound that reminded me of summer rain on daisy petals. “No, 

you’ve just been in a coma. For 40 years in fact. Collapsed whilst out clubbing in, now, hmm, I 
think it was 2010. Quite a long time ago.”

My brain was whirring with questions that popped like fireworks in my mind. If 2010 
had been a long time ago what year was it now? Plus, I couldn’t have been asleep for 40 
years, they’d have cut off my life support machines. I should be dead. I focused on my 
breathing that had quickened to rib- shaking pants and tried to calm down.

“But, what? Why am I alive? Why weren’t my life support machines stopped? This 
doesn’t make sense.” I heard my own voice ask the questions and even to my ears it sounded 
withered and croaked.

“Oh, they don’t stop machines like they used to anymore. No, it’s been a known fact 
for years that your body will wake up naturally no matter what.” The nurse smiled and then 
looked at her watch, “Ooh, I’m so sorry but I should really get going. Too many patients to 
attend to. Here-” She thrust a white paper sheet into my hand which I realised was mottled 
and spidery- “It’s details of your illness and your name and such. Though, I doubt you’d have 
forgotten that. Oh, and I’m just going to pop a couple of steadiness pills on your bedside 
table. There. Done” And then she walked away from me, leaving a lingering scent of white 
musk.

“Oh, and your mother’s coming to collect you,” she called from over her shoulder and 
then walked out the door.

My mother? I shook my head, trying to make reason with what I’d just heard. If the 
nurse was right, then I was 60 now. I looked at the paper in my hand: yes, it was the 3rd of 
July 2050. I let my eyes scan down the page, my name was still, of course, Julie Brown and I 
had been suffering from an illness called ZQ103. I guessed scientists must’ve run out of 
names for all the diseases and conditions that had been discovered…

 My vision blurred with tears but I blinked them away. I was old now. Old enough to be 
a granny- I’d look stupid crying. I took the two pills without water and noticed a faded denim 
bag on the desk. It looked familiar, it had been mine. I picked it up and looked inside, There 
was my driving licence inside and a red lipstick. I held on to it, glad to see something I was 
familiar with. It’d been my favourite when I was 20. Unzipping the inside pocket, I found a five 
pound note and a mirror. I flicked it open.

A wrinkled woman stared back at me, her brown hair streaked with grey. I pulled the 
skin around my jaw tight and then let it slacken, I could do with a face lift.  I saw my hand pull 
the lid off the lipstick and bring it to my mouth. It still suited me-

“You don’t still use that stuff, do you, darling?” another blonde woman in heavy eye 
make up and pearly lipstick asked me startling me out of my thoughts. 
 I scowled at her and put my mirror down, “Bit rich coming from you,” I said sarcastically and I 
climbed out of the hospital bed. I was still wearing the tight jeans I must’ve been wearing 
whilst clubbing- they cut in a bit.

“Julie, don’t talk to your mother like that,” the woman said. I did a double take when I 
realised it was my mum’s voice. Jesus, she looked 20! Then she hugged  me, “ No, honey, 
this is tattooed on. Saves me doing it every morning. Maybe you should get some done- it‘s 
dead cheap. You look a bit old actually.” 

But she’s 84 and I‘d never seen her with make up on in my life, I argued with myself. 
Still, I kept quiet- if I could accept that it was 2050 then I could accept that the world would’ve 
changed.

“So, how much have I been missing out on?” I asked my mum after she’d taken me to 
sign a document and walked me out of Addenbrook’s (at least the name had stayed). It was 
surprisingly easy to walk, the pills must’ve done their job.

“Oh, quite a bit. You couldn’t do your final year at university. And you missed out on 



Prince William’s son Peter becoming king. He’s about 45 now. Also, you know that garden 
you loved so much? The Botanical one? Well, it’s been taken away and changed into a field 
where vegetables are grown locally. Midsummer Common has been made half as small for 
the same reason Oh, roads have changed a lot, everyone walks now. We‘re walking home 
now ”

“What? Have you moved?”
“Nope. We still live near the police station. Come on,” my mum said as she saw me 

groan, “I walked all the way to Ely recycling centre last week because ours wasn‘t working in 
Cambridge. It saves all that carbon emission. Very bad for the environment”

“I see.” The world had changed. I wondered what else had happened: did everyone 
grow fruit on their roofs because their gardens had been given up to the council to make 
recycling banks with? Did everyone’s house have solar panels to provide electricity? Had 
more of Antarctica melted and the Cam swollen up to twice the size?

My new, bottle blonde mother confirmed all my thoughts as true but assured me that 
all the water in the Cam was used to power a factory that made clothes out of cotton grown 
on Jesus green.

“This new hot climate allows it, you see,” she said as we finally got out of the 
Addenbrook’s grounds and onto a large road with a church just visible at the end. Hills Road 
must’ve shrunk. “It was because of all that global warming about 30 years ago- And there’s 
something I haven’t told you, four of the Canary islands are now underwater.”

“Oh.” I felt numbed. The world was already damaged even if people were trying to 
help. What else did that mean? Limited internet time? Electricity turned on only for meals?

“I’ve missed you, Julie,” my mum said ,”I came to visit you every day but…”
“I’ve missed you too and I‘ve also missed out on a lot. The world’s so different. 

Everyone cares so much.” I glanced around to my right and saw an endless line of cyclists, 
not one car in sight.

“They do, Julie, they do. Now, I need to pop into a shop to buy some beef. I promised 
your father I’d get some.” We turned onto Parker’s Piece which resembled more of an orchard 
now. A Tesco’s was in the middle of it, narrow and three stories high to save space.

I followed my mum inside. 
It took us just 10 minutes; I watched my mother as she walked to a touch screen 

computer, wrote down “beef”, read the instructions and followed them to the second floor 
where she chose some beef along with other similar looking people who must have also had 
undergone various extremes of plastic surgery. She then hurried to a till, swiped a credit card 
through the machine and opened the door onto the green.

“Well, that’s different,” I concluded, “How come you just paid yourself? How come no 
one shoplifts?”

“CCTV, darling. Shops have adapted to the modern people of today. Tesco’s at large 
now, globalisation and all that. Though, it’s not how it used to be. Pretty much only sells local 
things. They’re more like separate shops for the area now. Not so much of a chain.”

I smiled, feeling the sun on my face. It was good to hear my mum’s voice again and 
although I’d missed out on 40 years of my life, I saw so many opportunities to help the earth. I 
was in a new world now. A new place, but I was back.


