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Chen kicked the rusty casing of an abandoned torch – some 21st century thing –  
 down the slope.  It toppled and rolled over the disintegrating carpet, clattering 
 against broken seats, until it came to rest against a raised platform.  It could have 
 been a stage.  It was hard to tell.  A mouldering curtain covered most of it.  “What  
 is this place?  What happened here?” 
     Chen almost jumped out of his skin when a shadowy figure behind him said:  
 

  
  

      “What are you doing here?  How did you get into my cinema?  A hundred years ago  
 

 this place belonged to my grandfather.  These seats were filled with people just like 
 

   you, watching movies, eating what was called popcorn. ” 
 
 
 
 
 
     They spent some days crossing the footsore desert.  Lou started grumbling 
 about turning back after the first hour, but she trudged along behind her  
 grandmother.  They took turns pulling the sled piled high with their belongings.   
 On the fifth day, they had to bind their faces with rags against the sand-blasting  
 wind.  Beneath the wind’s howls, Lou thought she could make out the toll of a  
 bell.  “Keep going, Lou,” said Grandma.  “Almost there.” 
     Then, as quickly as it had been summoned up, the wind dropped.  There, on  
 the horizon, was an immense spike rupturing the surface.  It could have been the  
 nose-cone of a rocket ship.  But as they got closer, Lou realised it was the source  
 of the earlier ringing sound. 
     Grandma sighed, took a gulp of water from her flask and said: 
 
  

 

    “This is the steeple of the church that stood in the middle of our village, long before  
 

    the dust storms came and the place was abandoned.  My old house ʹ where your 
 

    mother was born ʹ lies somewhere under our feet. ” 
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    Joni and Kazuo cautiously emerged from the shelter of their cave.  For a 
 month, they had restricted themselves to what meagre food supplies they 
 had managed to carry, as well as the occasional roasted lizard – a special 
 treat.   

    The meteorite shower, at first a spectacular night-time display, had steadily 
bombarded a vast area, the tremors vibrating their ribcages even in the  
depths of their protective mountain. 
    As they walked towards the brow of the hill overlooking the city, Joni took 
Kazuo’s hand.  On top of the ridge, they looked down and saw... 
 

devastation everywhere.  The streets they knew so well, their old school, the  
 

houses, the shops ʹ everything gone.   OR  an amazing sight.  The surrounding  
 

area had been devastated, but, somehow, their city had been spared.  What a 
 

stroke of luck! 
 

 

 
 

 
    From her cage, day after day, Morgana the chimpanzee watched with quiet  
curiosity the work of the surrounding scientists.  Reluctantly, they had  
concluded that no amount of intelligence-enhancing exercises, games or videos  
could increase her natural, mental abilities.  And in the evening, her keeper,  
Frank Green, had pushed paper and crayons and kids’ toys through the bars  
along with her supper, in the hope that he might succeed where the scientists had 
failed. 
   What none of the scientific team expected was to return in the morning to find 
the cage empty and a note, scrawled in coloured crayons, that said: 
 

͞I͛m reallǇ sorrǇ ƚo saǇ I foƵnd your games quite boring.  The videos were okay 
 

bƵƚ I͛d seen ƚhem all before͘  Frank ǁas greaƚ͘  I reallǇ goƚ on ǁiƚh him ǀerǇ ǁell͕ 
 

but his choice of writing implements was pretty awful.  Anyway, I hope you have  
 

beƚƚer lƵck ǁiƚh ƚhe gƵinea pigs͘  I͛m off ƚo ǁriƚe some Shakespeare͘͟ 
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