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Getting up is always a huge effort, no matter what your age is, or your height. I've
heard some people tell me I should be able to get up easier because of my small height,
because there is less of me to make sit up, however I think it will always be hard to hoist
yourself out of bed in the morning, no matter your size or shape. I got out of bed and walked
gingerly to the window to open it letting the cool breeze attempt to make me feel more awake.
The window overlooks our garden and all of its trees, all of our fruit is grown in our narrow little
garden, and the vegetable in our neighbour's. We share out the produce between us. It's
always been a chore of mine to collect the ripe fruit in the morning before cycling off to school.
"Come on Abby you're going to be late"
"Coming!" I yelled over the staircase. What have 1 forgotten. I thought to myself ...oh yes, my
laptop ...l grabbed it and ran down the four flights of steep stairs. My mother is as usual waiting
at the bottom trying frantically to make breakfast,
"Go and get the fruit, or you will go hungry today!" she said happily as she hastily ran out the
front door, "One last thing," she added, "Your father will be back late from work tonight! And
don't touch the thing on the table!" Then she was gone. I quickly pulled on a pair of shoes and
grabbed all of the fruit I could see. It's so nice to see so much sun around here, a few days ago
mum was given some banana and papaya seeds to plant and soon we will get those fruits to
eat. I've only ever been told about these, never tasted them. Soon that will change...
I wolfed down my breakfast and stared at the small piece of equipment on the table. I was good
at science, and this definitely looked like part of a machine, but one I hdn't come across
before. It was probably my father's; I wondered why he left it there. Time was passing fast and l
had to rush to school, if l wanted to be on time.

When the door slammed shut I locked it and then unplugged my bike from its charging
station and cycled to school. The sun felt lovely on my skin, I passed various people and'
greeted them as I cycled by. I could see something in the distance; a crowd of some sort, -
gathered in the middle of the road, this was unusual. As I cycled closer I could see they were
surrounding something that was moving; a car. A working car. Driving. In Cambridge. Well,
there is something you don't see everyday, or an day really, l pressed the brake button on my
bike and peered through the crowd. I caught a glimpse of it, but nothing more, the crowd was
too big and I am too small.

I carried on cycling through the city marvelling, always marvelling at the drastic
change in architecture once I hit the city centre. All of these buildings are brick, huge and have
the most elaborate designs on them. These are all very different to the residential housing
outside of the centre. All of the residences are very tall and narrow in order to fit more of the
houses along the streets; to fit more people. On top of these college buildings there are little
pillars that are apparently hollow in the middle ...odd...I've always wondered why they were put
there. They surely don't do much as decorations on the buildings, that's for certain. But on top
of our houses we have wind turbines and solar panels, our main sources of power. To be
honest these buildings not having turbines on top is enough to make them look out of place.
Very out of place.

I turned into the gates of my school to be greeted with the sight of at least 500
bicycles. I looked around to try and find my friends amidst the many girls in the hall. There! I
saw them on the other side of the glass doors. I crossed the hall successfully squeezing
through everyone to get to the glass doors. As I crossed through all I could hear was rumours
about the car that had passed through town today. I reached my group of friends on the other
side and they too were talking, l think arguing is a better word, about the car...
"...the bonnet was blue!"
"No! I'm telling you it was a shiny silver!"



"Forget the colour," I jumped in, "it was a real working car, who can you think of that owns a
car.., apart from... I don't know, the royal family or something?!"

Everyone laughed.
At the time this was intended to be a joke, but, I would soon find out how correct I

really was.

Our conversation continued with me and my friends arguing about who could have
possibly been in the car, and it seemed the whole school was doing the same. Apart from this
the day went relatively smoothly. I had Maths, Mandarin, Environmental studies and
Geograph q, not a bad morning, but what I really enjoyed was science and the study of clouds;
nephology. At lunch time we overheard another group of people talking about the royal family,
" … King William is actually coming today to open the new hospital in the centre of town..."

As soon as I heard that, I thought about how much sense that made. The new hospital
was definitely opening today, in place of the Grand Arcade. No one seemed to bat an eyelid at
the shops being destroyed; everyone shopped online anyway. The council felt it better to move
the hospital because it was too inaccessible on the edge of the city. This made perfect sense,
this hospital was at "the cutting edge of technological medicine"- at least that is how my mother
put it. She will be one of the first doctors of plant physiology to set foot in that hospital. Which
reminded me, she wanted me to meet her there after school, to show me around.

The rest of the day passed more slowly than usual. Once outside the change of
temperature was obvious, there was almost no sun left in the sky. This was strange, very
strange. My father works as a cloud controller for the city, one of the most important jobs
- around, I really want to follow in his footsteps and do the same. Dad's job is to keep the clouds
reflecting some of the suns' rays to keep the planet from overheating... Then I remembered
back to this morning, "Your father will be back late from work tonight...”

Did mother know something was wrong early this morning, that this was expected...? I
took my mobile out of my pocket 3 texts from Dad.

He only ever contacts me in an emergency
I jumped on my bike and went as fast as ! could to the hospital in the centre of town to

see my mother. Once I'd scoured most of the corridors I finally found her outside the medicinal
plant laboratory talking to television cameras, .

"...the King has driven from London just to open this hospital for us. I am expecting the delivery
of food, bionic food containing all of the necessary vitamins and minerals; served in pellets.
The taste isn't wonderful ...yet but the effects on the patients' welfare will be phenomenal. No
energy is necessary to prepare it and can be delivered in mass quantities. The new plant
investigation lab is revolutionary; I have just been shown around it. This hospital is one of the
most advanced in the world, it holds 1000 beds and is also an investigation facility."

I stood behind the cameras trying to attract my mother's attention without disrupting
the telecast; it wasn't working. I pulled out my phone and called my dad; it kept ringing, and
ringing. On the twelfth ring someone picked up the phone,

"Hello? Dad? What's happened, is something wrong...?" All I could hear in the
background was frantic beeps and people yelling. It didn't sound good.
"Hello...?" 1 tried once more, this time I got an answer,
"Abby, is that you?"
"Yes, Dad, it's me, what's happening, is everything...?"
"Listen," he interrupted, "there's no time for explanations, I need you to get down to the control
station, there's something approaching and I need an extra pair of hands. You've always
wanted to help, now's your chance. Go home and fetch the piece of equipment I left on the



table this morning. Tell your mother where you're going and get down here as fast as you can,"
The phone went dead.
I listened to him. I ran to my mum's office, and scribbled down a note saying I was with

Dad. Then I took off.

The cycle ride seemed endless as I rode through the city having stopped at home.
Now I was heading for the edge where the cloud control centre was. I reached the building,
practically fell off my bike and ran to the lift that would take me to the top floor of the tower. The
control room.

It was havoc. There were papers flying everywhere, sirens going off, and red lights
flashing left, right and centre. I spied my Dad across the room and ran to him. He turned
around and gave me a hug, when he did so I peeked over his shoulder at the sky view and saw
what was coming. A huge cloud. A huge jet black cloud. I tried to say something but only a
squeak came out. Something that was hardly audible in all this noise. My father could sense
my anxiety but he couldn't stop it. I moved out from his grasp,
"Is that what you need help with?" I asked, trying to be heard over all of the commotion. He
nodded and then yelled over all of the noise,
"Did you bring the motor?"
"The small thing from the table is a motor?" 1 asked inquisitively, I hadn't come across one like
that before: I don't think he could understand what I said because of the noise; so I nodded and
held it out to him. He took it from me and examined it,

I gazed out at the monstrous cloud and felt a pang of worry. I could tell that this had
the potential to permanently block out the suns` rays completely: We wouldn't survive. My
father turned me around from the window and knelt down to my level and told me sincerely,
"I need you need to go down the spiral staircase,” he said very close so I could hear, "and plug
this into the slot of the big machine downstairs. That should turn it on. You know the basic
circuitry of a fan; this is a fan on a very large scale. It's so powerful it will make the cloud
disperse in different directions. Your small height is an advantage here." Then he smiled at me
and added, "I told you it would come in handy one day". He stood up, kissed my forehead, and
showed me the staircase.

I treaded carefully down the never- ending narrow staircase. I knew where it ended up.
The platform was visible from the ground, but I had never seen anything on it before. My dad
had said something about a fan. A giant fan. I needed to reach it and plug in the motor to start
it. The banister of the staircase was rough and the stairs looked like they hadn't been used in
years. There were old posters and notices dated 2020. There are car advertisements, and
aeroplane offers plastered onto the walls.

I reached the end of the staircase. There was a door. I pushed open the door and
stood stock-still. Outside the door was an enormous structure. This must be the fan, the giant
fan. Then I saw the small ladder that would take me up to the main "cabin". I was clutching the
tiny motor in my (now very worried) hands as I climbed the ladder, rung by rung, trying hard not
to look down. When I reached the top I recognised the layout exactly of a conventional electric
circuit. The motor slotted into its place perfectly.

Suddenly I heard an electric whirr and the fan came to life.

As I climbed down the ladder with haste, the noise began to build and I stood on the
platform to watch the fan attempt to break the cloud. I tried to cover my ears to reduce the
level of noise. It hardly made any difference. This noise was enough to deafen anyone. I ran
towards the door, my feet moving too fast for my body to follow, I hit something on the
threshold.



Everything went black.

"Abby, can you hear me...?" I heard a distant voice saying
"She hit her head hard, but there was no permanent damage, she will be fine."
"Mum...?" I mumbled with difficulty trying to sit up.
"Oh Abby, thank goodness you're alright." She said with a huge sigh of relief
"I'm fine, don't worry about me, what happened to the cloud?" I asked getting some of my
strength back.
"Calm down." She tried to reassure me, but those weren't the words I wanted to hear, "You
blew the cloud away, you did it." I broke into a smile. "Here, have something to eat, you must
be hungry."
She offered me a tray with some round stone-like things on it.
"What are these?" I asked, my mother smiled at me and gestured at me to try one, that was big
mistake. It tasted awful. Then she answered,
"Bionic food, cutting edge food technology, the taste isn't quite there yet..."


