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For my mother
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Thurs, Jan 1st

Exhausted. The whole family looks like death after an all-day meeting. The last time we were all in one place together for more than 3 hours was when my sister, Kim, locked us in a holiday cottage in France for the whole of Millennium night by mistake. Happy times. Today she locked just herself in her bedroom and sulked until Dad got her to come out. Typical. Mum is Being Very Positive – ranting about when she did voluntary work in the 80s on a kibbutz in Israel, knitting lentil ponchos and it being the best days of her life.

Dad muttered that we shouldn’t just focus on it being difficult, but think up a New Year’s wish list. He typed our answers into his laptop. Ever since he got made Head of Travel and Tourism at Greenham College he zaps everything into Excel and files it as evidence. Mum says The System’s got him by the Balls.
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She just rolled her eyes when she saw Dad’s list. She said, ‘God, Nick, I didn’t know we were so polarised.’

Fri, Jan 2nd

My parents are in deep denial; they’ve spent the day on the sofa, staring blindly at the TV like amoebas. So far they’ve back-to-back watched Dumbo, Mary Poppins and Judy Garland: a Tribute in Song.

I saw Kim for a total of 5.2 seconds when I answered the front door to a pizza deliveryman. She stormed out of her room and snatched the pizza box off me with dead eyes before marching back into her room again. She’s so using my parents’ death state to get her boyfriend, Paul, round and blaze in her room. I caught a real blast when she opened her door.

I wanted to watch the news and check out the countdown to rationing, but fat chance of that in this house of drugs and musicals, so I sneaked out next door but one to Kieran’s. When I got there he was unblocking his kitchen sink – which is kind of funny because Kieran is a single, gay hairdresser in his 30s and if anyone should be wiped out on the sofa and drooling over musicals after an all-nighter it should be him, really. But that’s why I love him. He’s actually not predictable and ground down to dust, the total opposite of most adults. I reckon if he can get away with it then maybe I can too, when my time comes.

‘Hold this,’ he groaned, handing me a bit of sink before ducking his head under again and poking upward viciously with a coat hanger. The plumbing let out a totally brutal gurgle and evil gunk exploded out of the plughole.

Kieran screamed, ‘Oh Jesus!’ and sprang backward, shards of meat and grease and carrots streaming down his face. Gross.

He dived under the power shower and stayed there for one long time, so I flicked on Channel 4 News. They’ve got this big countdown clock in the studio with massive Day-Glo carbon symbols instead of numbers on its face. It was kind of like kid’s TV cept it’s so real. Messed up.

Anyway, today’s symbol was about food miles. The presenter stood in front of a split video screen and waved his arm towards the left-side screen, where there was a South African farmer holding out a ripe mango. On the other side there was a farmer in Kent holding a wrinkled apple. Basically a 12,000-air-mile mango versus a 40minutes-in-the-back-of-a-dirty-old-truck apple. The carbon maths is a no-brainer, but life is definitely going to be a lot less glamorous.

This 60% reduction is way over the top. We were supposed to get there by 2030, but after the Great Storm everything changed and it all became more hectic. Even so, why is the UK going first? I know we were hit the hardest in the storm – that was one messed-up time; houses literally ripped out of the ground, thousands of people homeless over the whole winter, no petrol for a month. I guess something really happened to people then. It was like everyone went That’s enough. Stop now. Europe’s going to follow – I mean, they’ve got to in the end – but right now it’s like they’re happy for someone else to do it first. So looks like we’re the stupid guinea-pig freaks, giving up everything while the rest sit back and watch.



11 p.m. In bed now. Jeeesus, Kieran’s got himself in a real state over rationing.

‘I’m all washed up. Finished,’ he kept moaning. ‘It’s the hunter-gatherer, macho, sink-unblocker’s world now. What’ll become of a little skinny hairdresser guy like me?’

Kieran goes to the gym about six times a week, so I told him he had gorgeous pecs, which usually sorts him out.

‘Yeah, yeah, but what’s the use when there’ll be no clubs, no weekenders in lbiza, no chilled Laurent-Perrier, no Versace? A male hairdresser can’t be taken seriously without a lifestyle!’

‘Like you do any of that stuff, anyway,’ I snorted. ‘You’re always moaning about those scene queens.’

‘I know, I know – but they’re taking my right to choose away!’

I checked he wasn’t being ironic, but his mouth was all drawn down like a little boy.

When I got home, my parents were asleep in front of the TV screen, every single light in the house was blazing and Kim was in the bath with the stereo and her bedroom HD on. I don’t know what’s gonna happen to this family once rationing really kicks in.

Sat, Jan 3rd

Dad sat us all down again tonight and took us thru a disgusting government online form to work out what our family CO allowance actually is. It’s heavy. Basically we’ve got a carbon allowance of 200 Carbon Points per month to spend on travel, heat and food. All other stuff like clothes and technology and books have already got the Carbon Points built into the price, so say you wanna buy a PC but it’s been shipped over from China and built using dirty fossil fuel then you’re gonna pay a lot more for it in Euros – cos you’re paying for all the energy that’s gone into making it.

At first they set up a free trading system so that if you were rich you could just buy up carbon in cash and live how you wanted – but after the riots last September the Gov backed down and changed the rules so that no one’s allowed to buy more than 50 extra points a month.

And the worst thing is, on top of all this, me and Kim have to give up loads of our points for the family energy allowance, which leaves us some pathetic amount for travel, college, going out … The car’s gonna be cut way back, all of us get access to the PC, TV, HD, stereo for only 2 hours a day, heating is down to 16ºC in the living room and 1 hour a day for the rest of the house, showers max 5 minutes, baths only at weekend. We’ve got to choose – hairdryer, toaster, microwave, smartphone, de-ioniser (Mum), kettle, lights, PDA, e-pod, fridge or freezer and on and on. Flights are a real no-no and shopping, travelling and going out not much better. It’s all kind of a choice.

I sat there and thought about my band, the dirty angels. We’ve just got back together after a break for musical differences after Claire got heavily into hardcore Straight Edge. She was so militant. You couldn’t even unwrap a Snickers around her without a lecture on skinny cocoa-bean farmers. Anyway, she blew it by getting back with her snotty boyfriend and eating a bacon sandwich – all on the same day – and so we’re together again and sounding sooooo good right now. It’s my dream.

And all the time everyone was saying stuff like, Well, I’m not selling the car, I worked hard for it, and, I just want to go on my gap year and get away from your selfish messed-up generation, and I insist that one of the daily TV-hours is spent watching a current affairs programme.

Mon, Jan 5th

Carbon cards came today …
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They’ve got these little blocks down one side going from green to red and as you use up your year’s ration they fade away one by one till you’re down to the last red and then you’re all alone, sobbing in the dark. Kim won’t unwrap her card, she says if she touches it then that’s all her youth gone. I felt pretty shaky unwrapping mine, not that I really have a youth in my family. My sister’s got it.

Tues, Jan 6th

The whole of London exploded tonight. It was all pretty normal round ours till about 9. Friends of my parents had come for supper. They were talking all the usual shite, then Marcia Hamilton, head of hardback non-fiction at Penguin, suddenly crawled under the table and started pawing at my dad’s leg, like a little lost poodle, yelping: ‘I can’t cope!’ Dad clutched his knife and fork really tight and tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. Then Mum slammed her hand on the table and went: ‘Damn right – let it out, Marcia!’ before pouring half a bottle of wine down her throat. She turned to Phil Hamilton and said, ‘Will you dance with me to the passing of an era?’ Phil Hamilton, who is 5 foot 5, bald, with a woman’s bottom and acne at 47 years of age!

I thought I was going to puke. I got myself out on the street – and breathed deep. Please God, let me die before their genes kick-start in me.

Anyway, once I was there, a sudden movement caught my eye – and I turned to see Ravi Datta leaning against his front door. His family moved in next door a few months ago, he goes to the same college as me and is in my Design Tech class. And he is fully gorgeous. He was silhouetted by a street-lamp, smoking a totally illegal cigarette and staring up at the rockets the Leaders were setting off over the estate. The lamp kept flickering on and off, lighting up his face and jet-black hair. And the best thing of all is he doesn’t know he’s fit. And the worst thing of all is he makes me so nervous and I say stuuupid things when I’m around him like pointing at his smoke and saying, ‘That’s gonna kill you.’ He turned and grinned: ‘So?’ before taking in a last vicious pull and flicking the butt into the sky in a shower of sparks. Then he went back inside the house. He hardly ever says anything. It makes me mad when gorgeous people won’t talk because boring people never shut up.

I hung out for a while, just looking up at the stars, and then suddenly a rocket fizzed right over me and smashed into Kieran’s upstairs-flat window. Kieran stormed out on to his balcony and started screaming at the estate about them all being homophobic pigs and hunter-gatherers. Then the whole Leader family came out on to the estate balconies and started wolf-whistling him.

There are about a hundred Leaders, but never at the same time because they’re always in and out of prison or young offenders. The top dog Leader is Tracey because she’s too smart to get put inside. Tracey Leader has got arms like tree trunks. She’s got a tweety bird tattoo on her collar bone and is dead scary. When she laughs she throws her head back and her gold tooth glistens but her brother, Karl Leader, is totally fit. I don’t know how because the rest of the Leaders look like a horror film. He has got Bambi eyelashes and a chiselled jawbone.

Anyway it could have been really bad for Kieran, but Tracey was in a gold-tooth mood and sent over her cousin, Desiree Leader, with a bottle of Cava to say sorry. And so me and Kieran wandered the streets, all the way up to Blackheath, swigging from the bottle. Bringing in the new era in style. The roads were full of crazy people and there was smoke and explosions and screaming and singing and fights and madness everywhere.

I’m excited.

Weds, Jan 7th

Midnight. This is it. Let loose da dogs o’ war!

Thurs, Jan 8th

Rationing.

Back to college, and I got in late cos I had to take Mum to her bus stop. Her eyes filled up with tears as we walked past the Saab. She whispered, ‘It’s not for ever,’ and stroked the bonnet. I pretended not to see – it’s better than her being positive.

We missed the first bus cos her high heels were rubbing, so we had to wait 15 minutes in the drizzle till the next one. When it finally came I leapt on, swiped my card and was scooting upstairs, only to see Mum behind me going thru her purse, bag and pockets, throwing fluff and Conran receipts everywhere. She looked up at me.

‘Laura, darling, I can’t find my card. Can you lend me some…’

The driver shook his head. ‘No carbon card, no ride, love.’

‘But, please …’

A woman out in the rain shouted: ‘Get off, yer stoopid cow! You’re holding us up.’

And then Mum started to cry. I went back down and walked her off the bus. ‘We’ll have to go home and get your card, Mum.’

‘Found it! In the lining! Bastards!’ Mum shook the green plastic at the bus, now rumbling off into the traffic. ‘Oh, I shouldn’t get so upset. Sweetie, let’s pop into Alfredo’s for a cup of tea.’

‘I’m so sorry, Laura.’ Mum stirred her dodgy brown tea. ‘I know I should be strong, but I feel so responsible for my generation – we’re the ones who’ve messed it all up for you.’ She tapped my hand. ‘Don’t bite your nails, sweetie. I mean, what’s going to become of you young things? Woodstock, freedom, women’s rights, the Magic Bus … that’s what it was all about – but you’ll never know … Don’t forget, I’m your mother and I’m always here if you need to talk.’

I kept quiet. I once worked out that if Mum had actually been to Woodstock, she’d be about 70 by now, but there’s no point saying anything.

‘Ah well, that’s better!’ She drained her mug. ‘Isn’t this fun, a greasy spoon? I haven’t been in one of these since I was supporting the miners in Bradford in the eighties.’

I stood up and put my jacket on. I will blow my brains out if I’m forced to hear this story one more time.

When I finally got to college there was a huge queue at the entrance cos everyone had to swipe their CO cards at the turnstile and the swipe machine kept breaking down and setting off the alarm. I don’t know what we were swiping for anyway – the building was freezing cold.

‘Welcome to the future,’ muttered Adisa. ‘They’re ripping us off already.’

Adi’s my best mate. He’s so deep.

When I finally made it to my tutor group, they were shivering in the drama studio and everyone’s breath was all frosty. We’ve got a replacement form tutor for our old one, Katy Willis, who’s gone off sick with some invisible, Guardian-reader disease like lentil fatigue. The new one’s called Gwen Parry-Jones, who boomed ‘Welcome!’ when I walked in and shook my hand like a man. She looked over my re-enrolment subjects form. ‘Good – Design Technology. Finally, someone doing something useful.’

I spent the rest of the day in queues and being given bits of official paper. It was weirdly quiet like nobody really wanted to talk to each other. Same at home. We ate dinner like zombies and stared at the Prime Minister being positive on the TV. I feel really sorry for Prime Ministers when the country’s in the shit. They know they’re never going to sound as good as Churchill.

Sun, Jan 11th

2 a.m. I woke up in a cold sweat again. The second time this week. Maybe it’s the beginning of madness …

Mon, Jan 12th

Everybody’s looking really bad at college. Claire, Adi and me couldn’t even be arsed to bitch about anyone. And that’s when you know it’s bad.

We had a totally weird assembly in the main hall. All the teachers were lined up around the edges and had so been told to look positive. You could see it was killing them, specially the frizzy-haired women teachers. They looked on the edge of a nervous breakdown.

Bob Jenkins, the principal, got up on stage and talked a load of crap about new horizons but he looked the shakiest of the lot if you ask me (I saw him come in by bus this morning – where’s your leather-seated Volvo now, Bobby boy?). Beads of sweat kept dropping off his forehead on to his notes about our new heating and lighting allowance. He finished up by telling us we’re all being reprogrammed with a compulsory Environmental Energy Saver A-level. Gwen Parry-Jones is going to teach it.

When we were leaving they gave each student an Energy Saver Pack envelope, stuffed full of leaflets, pens, paperclips and pathetic post-it notes with Making Charlton Green on them. Talk about hopeless – it’s like how they give you a whistle on your aeroplane lifejacket for when you go down in a fiery ball in the middle of shark-infested Pacific waters.

Tues, Jan 13th

My family has disappeared. Dad spends all night in his study on his laptop, Mum is always lost on a bus somewhere and Kim basically lives in her room – an evil ball of silent sulk. I actually feel sick being in the same atmosphere, she’s radiating so much wicked energy. She’s definitely got the TV going 24/7 in her room, I can hear it thru the wall. I had another really bad nightmare last night where she was strangling me and every time I tried to escape she grew more and more arms. I woke up, gasping for breath. And then I had an idea – I grabbed a pen and started to draw. It’s the only way to get the poison out my system. The only paper I could find was those stupid Charlton post-it notes.



It worked, too. After I’d finished I lay back and fell asleep.
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Weds, Jan 14th

I woke up this morning and it was freezing, freezing cold. I’m only allowed heat on in my room between 7 and 8. I went and looked at the Smart Meter in the hall. It’s this thing that tells you everything that’s going on with energy in the house. Even for our one hour of heat Dad’s locked the bedroom temp at 15ºC. What a joke – it’s not even enough to melt the frost on the windows.

Thurs, Jan 15th

There’s heavy snowstorms all over southern Europe.

Fri, Jan 16th

I’ve been given an essay to write by next Friday for AS Critical Thinking: Write an informal personal review of an aspect of your home-life environment in the light of the new carbon rationing system.

Whoever thinks this stuff up (Crit Thinking teacher, Lisa Bell) definitely needs more sex. She’s got to be frustrated. Otherwise why would she want to punish innocent teenagers so badly?

Mon, Jan 19th

The blizzards in Europe are getting worse – and spreading north. Italy has just lost all its electricity. The news showed this footage of the Vatican going black, window after window. Later they started up emergency generators so they could power up the Pope saying something into a microphone in Latin to a bunch of cardinals. Whatever.

Tues, Jan 20th

We had a powercut in the night. The house is so cold now, it feels like 200 years of evil chill creeping into my bones. Reminds me of the Great Storm. Cuts give me the creeps – you know when you go to switch the light on and it’s dead? It was so freezing I went shopping to Waitrose with Mum and Dad just to keep my blood moving.

Super-strange experience. It was all dark in there cos they’d switched off loads of lights and the aircon and those fans that waft baking-bread smells around. It was just like a big warehouse. It was pretty funny, all the nice middle-class people pretending they weren’t panic buying and that it was completely normal for them to be pushing six trolleys around, totally bulging with stuff. The staff kept making people put things back at the checkout cos they’d gone over their CO points.

My mother nearly had a fight with this other woman over a multi-pack of garlic and basil passata.

They both put their hands on the box at the same time and gave a little jerky tug and then went Excuse me, followed by another tug and an Aha, ha, ha, knuckles starting to whiten around the cardboard edges. Then my mother really went for it.

‘I wouldn’t insist normally, but this is one of the few foods my daughter’ (stroking my hair) ‘can eat – she has an acid deficiency. Her skin comes out in boils if she gets low.’

The other woman backed off like a defeated animal in a nature programme.

Thurs, Jan 22nd

Italy has only just got its power back. They’ve found out the cause of the blackout – a tree fell on a live cable on the Swiss border. A bloody plant wiped out a whole country for 60 hours. Loads of old people have died. So strange. I never knew that cold could kill people like that. France is under deep snow now, and it’s coming our way.

We had a Sunday roast, the first one ever. Mum is so desperate for everything to be normal, and even Dad joined in. He came into the kitchen rubbing his hands going, ‘Mmm, that smells good,’ like he was a dad in a happy-family sitcom.

Kim refused to come out of her room and eat with us, even though my father begged her. This is unusual cos normally she softens up for him, if a crocodile can soften. Finally Mum lost it. She shouted from the kitchen:

‘I’ve spent the whole afternoon cooking this dinner for you, so you can at least have the manners to come and eat it.’

Kim’s door opened for a second. ‘Don’t pretend you did it for me. You did it for you. You make me sick!’ Slam!

The really annoying thing about Kim is although she’s a total bitch, she is also the most honest person I’ve ever met. She’s raised her game to a whole new level right now, though – basically used the cancellation of her gap year to New York to start a war against my parents. They’re doomed.

As a special Sunday treat we watched separate movies in separate rooms. That was so the best thing about unrestricted carbon. The freedom.

I don’t know if our family can survive being together.

Fri, Jan 23rd

I woke up to bright sun glinting off snow. I had a stab of fear when I first saw it, but then it was just so pretty. We had a wicked snowball fight out in the Yard at break. Claire got stuck in a lift in John Lewis cos of a powercut last night. Serves her right for being middle class! She had a group of people gathered round her in AS Energy Saver.

‘Yeah, I was trapped for three hours. Felt like a lifetime.’

‘Din’t you shout an’ all?’ this kid, Nathan asked. ‘Man, I’d be screaming like a girl if I was boxed in like that.’

Everyone laughed cept Claire.

‘Nate, don’t stereotype me. Course I shouted to begin with, but my throat just gave out, my knuckles were bleeding from knocking … nothing worked.’

‘So what you do?’

‘I had my smartphone, remember?’

‘Yeah, but you say before you got no signal in there.’

Claire raised an eyebrow. ‘But I still had battery. So I took it off my wrist and held it up against the speakerphone in the lift – and played my ringtone again and again … and finally, finally, this security guard heard it and rescued me.’

Nathan whistled. ‘Nice work, girl.’

Claire glanced at her mobile. ‘Maybe. But I can’t ever hear that tune again. I’ve killed it dead.’

Then Gwen Parry-Jones walked in and the room went quiet. She is dead thin, like those women who run marathons for fun. The lesson began and she was striding about the front of the room when who came slinking in 20 minutes late but Ravi Datta. My ears buzzed. Is that normal?

GPJ made us get into pairs and colour in and fill in the numbers on a diagram about the Gulf Stream cooling down. Ravi did his with some random girl on the other side of the room. Lucky cow. I did mine with Zafran, who’s got, like, 3 brain cells in his entire being. He did the colouring in.

Another powercut. What’s going on? When I got home, Dad was listening to the news on a wind-up radio Mum gave him 4 Xmases ago that’s never come out of its box before. The bulletin was about emergency power-saving measures the Government’s going to bring in. Basically they’re going to make businesses cut back to a 4-day week to save power. Dad flicked the radio off.

‘Christ, they haven’t done that since the miners’ strikes in the eighties.’

I ran out of the room. Both parents going on about the miners! If they don’t watch out I’ll be a damaged child.

Mon, Jan 26th

Massive snowstorm last night. It’s knocked out loads of power lines across the country. I never knew cold could be this bad. It hurt to get out of bed this morning. The news is full of the powercuts, they are saying the electricity grid is old and completely messed up cos the private companies have been bleeding it dry since for ever. No one’s got any answers. Just arguing – nuclear this, renewable that. Blah, blah.

I only just made it out of the house. Dad had to shovel snow away from the door so I could get my bike out.

He frowned. ‘Are you going to be OK?’

I looked down the road. ‘Yeah, as long as I follow the car tracks.’

I wobbled off, trying to look cool cos I could feel him watching. It was all going good until I hit the corner of the high road. I braked for a dog, skidded right across a junction and came off hard on the pavement. I got straight back on though, it’s like I need to be with the others in college right now. No bunking off for me. On some back roads I had to get off my bike and clear a path thru the snow drifts.

My Design Tech class is packed out. Last term there was only 6 of us. The reason I took DT in the first place was so I could fix my bass amp, but now everyone’s doing it – dropping stuff like Philosophy, Sociology, Art – and picking up more practical stuff. Dave Beard, the DT teacher, looked like he was going to cry.

It was dark by 3. I pressed my face up against the window to see thick snow falling out of a grey sky. When I pulled back I saw all of us reflected – we looked dead little. And when the lesson was over you could see no one really wanted to go home.

I put on my jacket slowly so I could listen to Ravi talking to Dave Beard.

‘I measured the power voltage at home last night. It’s at 150/160 volts instead of 220. They are cutting us so deep.’

Dave shrugged. ‘But what can they do? There’s not enough gas to fire up the power stations. The Danish are still piping it to us under the North Sea, but the French aren’t letting any under the Channel. They’re under a metre of snow themselves.’

‘What happened to our own gas off Scotland?’

‘All gone … We import it all now – and our storage facilities are tiny. The UK only keeps about eleven days’ supply for the whole country. Some European countries keep as much as fifty, sixty days.’

Ravi swept his fringe back. ‘But, if they knew this was going to happen – why didn’t they do something?’

‘Good question. The new nuclear stations are delayed because of all the protests; offshore wind’s only giving us thirty per cent, hydrogen’s still a nice dream for the future. We’re addicted to oil and gas, Ravi. And the drug’s running out.’

‘Then let’s all go to Ibiza,’ Nathan cut in. ‘Everybody having a nice time there.’

Dave laughed. ‘Yes, but how long d’you think the Spanish are going to let a bunch of lazy British carbon-clubbing rebels stay?’

‘For as long as they’re paying in cash.’

‘Ah, but I’ve heard that the Government is going to freeze their bank accounts. All UK citizens are on rations.’

Nathan flipped his fingers. ‘Heavy.’

‘There’s no escape, Nathan.’ Dave sighed. ‘For good or for bad, we’re all in this together.’



Finally did something normal tonight. We had our first band practice of the new world order in Adisa’s garage. On fire – wrote a monster new tune, real old skool, Minor Threat style. I got on this hooked-up bass riff and then Claire totally screamed over the top.



I ain’t got no energy

for your messed-up world

I ain’t got no energy

for your stupid mi-i-nd games

I only got

syn-ergy

un-predictability

ex-plosivity

so don’t you dare mess with me!



God, I wanted to sing so badly, but there’s no way Claire’s gonna hand over that mic. Sometimes I write lyrics and give them to her and she goes, ‘Cool’ and puts them into her back pocket, which is like a black hole for rhymes cos no line I’ve ever written comes out alive again.

It all got a bit hectic in the end though and Stacey, the drummer, hurled her sticks at the garage door – but instead of bouncing off metal they bounced off Adisa’s mum’s chest, who’d just come in with Coke and crisps. His mum is Nigerian and she’s got presence, if you know what I mean. She breathed deeply and muttered something about white people’s music.

At the end everyone made a vow to give up 10 points a week to power up the band. I felt dead emotional when I said my vow. This band’s my lifeline. I don’t know how we’re going to keep going, though – a screaming, Straight X punk band isn’t anybody’s idea of important right now. I’ve just had a strange thing happen. I was on my way home from practice, walking down icy Blackheath High Street when everything just died all around me. All the street lamps, the shop lights. It’s the first time I’ve been outside when it’s happened. I was by an internet zone and the monitors went black. The strange thing is nobody reacted for ages. It felt like I’d dropped into a dream.

The cut went all the way across South London. Before, it’s only been in a few small neighbourhoods. The power’s back on now, but I still feel kind of shaky, like something’s changed underneath.

Tues, Jan 27th

Mum flung open my bedroom door this morning.

‘Darling, the Met Office are saying the worst is over!’

I lifted my head from the pillow. Her eyes were full of tears. ‘It’s going to start clearing up from tomorrow! Can you believe it?’

In a word, no. When’s the weatherman ever been right? I didn’t share these black thoughts with my mother. She can’t cope.



5.30 p.m. I’m really struggling with this Crit Thinking bollocks and it’s got to be in tomorrow.

11 p.m. Done!

[image: images]

I showed it to Dad. He tore his eyes away from his laptop screen, scanned my page and sighed. Heavily.

I think he might be going thru the male menopause. His neck and face keep going flushed and then he blows his breath out really sharply – like the time when he stayed underwater for too long in the Red Sea and had to be rescued by 3 gorgeous Swedish babes who were floating, topless, nearby. He told us later that he’d been following a beautiful shoal of angelfish and dived down too deep. Uh-huh.

Weds, Jan 28th

I was at Adi’s this afternoon when the power went again. One power station’s gone down and the others are running at half speed cos there’s not enough fuel. It’s amazing how quick you get used to stuff. 2 weeks ago it would’ve been freaky, but this time we just sat around and jammed for a bit and then, when it was too dark to see any more, we wrapped ourselves up in blankets and sat out on Adi’s porch and watched the stars, all glittering, imagining ourselves back in the day, surrounded by forest and wild animals.

On the way home I knocked on Kieran’s door but no answer, even though I could hear his cat Gary purring on the other side of the door. Gary only purrs when Kieran’s home – he’s a very co-dependent animal. I was about to turn away, when something made me knock again. I heard a groan from inside. I pushed the door open. Kieran was sitting in the gloom, with his feet in a washing-up bowl.

‘Look at them,’ he whimpered. ‘Blisters the size of saucers.’

‘Kier, what happened?’

‘Got caught in the powercut, darling, on the top floor at Foyles on Charing Cross Road. The whole of the West End went out, like someone’d thrown a tin of black paint over us all.’

I perched on the edge of his sofa. ‘Why didn’t you stay in the shop?’

‘Well, at first it was kind of panicky and everyone wanted to get out of the building – you know, like it was a terrorist attack. But once I’d groped my way down to the street everyone was going no, no it’s just a blackout.’

‘But how did they know?’

Kieran shrugged. ‘Dunno, cos there was no TV or radio. It was weird, Laura. After the first shock wore off, things went kind of really peaceful. No one was yelling or screaming, just swarms of people in the streets, all moving like lemmings to the bridges. I crossed the river at Westminster with thousands all around me. It was complete gridlock until I got well south, cos the traffic lights were out.’

I glanced down at his red feet. ‘You walked all the way home?’

‘No-o – I hitched a ride once I got to Lambeth, but only as far as Camberwell cos the guy ran out of petrol and all the pumps were down. I tell you, I just wanted to get home so badly.’

‘It’s going to be all right, isn’t it?’ I said. ‘I mean, this isn’t the—’

Kieran took my hand. ‘Come on, it’s going to be fine. It’s just a few powercuts. But can I let you in on a secret?’

I nodded.

‘I think that was the most beautiful I’ve ever seen London. The moon was massive, the stars were so clear …’ Kieran’s face twisted into a strange smile. ‘And it was so magnificently quiet.’

Thurs, Jan 29th

I’m starting to get scared. There was a queue outside Tesco’s for bread, like in the war. It’s still bitter cold. I can’t remember what it’s like to be warm.


[image: images]

Sun, Feb 1st

Stacey came round to mine for a wash. She lives on the 12th floor and they’re not getting any water cos there’s not enough power to pump it up there. The Government’s holding it back for priority places like Queen Elizabeth Hospital in Greenwich.

‘Man, if this carries on I’m gonna mess up a kidney or something so I can get on to the ward,’ Stace muttered, teeth chattering as she threw freezing cold water over her face.

Mon, Feb 2nd

I’ve just found out that the hydrogen are releasing early tickets at Shepherds Bush Empire on Tuesday. I am so going – they’re basically the coolest band in London. They’ve taken over a gigantic warehouse in South London and hooked it all up to hydrogen fuel cells. They don’t tour so the only way to see them is to go down to the warehouse.

I’m gonna ask Adi if he wants to come and get the tickets with me. I’m not going to tell my parents I’m going across town though, they’ll freak, with all the cuts.

Tues, Feb 3rd

All the local shops have run out of candles, so everyone’s going to All Saints Catholic Church on the edge of the Heath to buy them. If someone is old or sick, the priests give them candles for free. I went down there for Mum this evening after college and it was so surreal – the giant arches flickering in the dim candlelight and all the people huddled together at the altar for their candle ration. Hypocrites. When did we all last go to church?

Another weird thing I’m noticing is people walking around just talking to themselves. Coming back from the church I saw 3 or 4 old women wandering down the road or standing in their doors, chatting away to no one.

Weds, Feb 4th

11 p.m. Oh God. Oh God. Me and Adi got trapped on the tube in rush hour.

We’d jumped on the train in such a good mood cos we’d got the hydro tickets and then it happened – just after Marble Arch. We were squeezed up right against the doors and the train was going dead fast, rattling and shaking along, and then suddenly vooom! Blackout and engine dead. The train didn’t stop, though – we rumbled on down the tunnel, like the brakes were messed up too. Everyone was screaming and trying to get on the ground, but there wasn’t enough space. I was going please make it stop over and over in my head but we just kept on and on. I thought we were gonna die. And then, finally, a massive screech of brakes, sparks and a burning smell filled the carriage – and we screeched to a stop.

For a moment it was silent, except for people breathing. And then someone cried: ‘We’ve got to get out of here!’ The screaming started again and there was a massive push towards the doors. I thought my
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PRAISE FOR SACI LLOYD'S
THE CARBON DIARIES 2015

SHORTLISTED FOR THE 2008 COSTA CHILDREN'S BOOK AWARD

‘Everyone who cares about the future of the planet should read
this book!" Costa judging panel

“The Carbon Diaries 2015 comes on like an eco-hippy ... But when,

afew pages in, the jokes start to tumble forth, what could have been

a po-faced rant transforms into an uproarious, scathing and pathos-
filled romp — Adrian Mole does the apocalypse.” Financial Times

‘Much more than a clanging gong signalling the end of days, this is a
charming tale full of laughs and angst, with a message both accessible
and relevant to today's teenagers.’ Bookseller's Choice, Publishing News

‘A wonderfully mordant look at the coming environmental meltdown."
Daily Telegraph

“This book is perfect from cover to cover. It's my favourite hook this year
by far ... hopeful, passionate and imaginative.’ Alexandra, Chicklish

“A brilliant mix of teen drama and bleak British science fiction, this
is a cross between Adrian Mole and J. 6. Ballard ... an entertaining,
gripping read.” Waterstone’s Books Quarterly

“This is Big Topic stuff, but done with a light touch of humour.”
Sunday Express

‘A perfect example of how to blend an important message into an
entertaining novel." /ndependent

‘Fresh, hugely impressive and very readable, and deserves its place
on the Costa shortlst." /rish Times
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