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About the Author…

 


I write
as a philosophical psychologist with a twist of comedy. As far as
you are concerned, I am either a madman or have a point.

 


My little
stories mean to stretch your imagination and your awareness. I hope
they give you pleasure, food for thought, and change your
perception about you, your world, and your safe little place in
it.

 


I
sincerely hope that, if you read my books, they are not what you
were expecting.
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Author Note:

 


A word
about my writing, facts, and study material: Trust me when I say; I
get all my facts right before I put pen to paper; this gives me the
privilege to distort them as much as I please with a clear
conscience.

 


All
political, religious, etc. connotations are fictitious; offence
taken by oneself or on behalf of others is by personal
choice.
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 Introduction

 


A set of
singularly, perplexing, and very worrying tales of your future, as
foreseen, discussed and deliberated upon by better men than you or
I.


******

 


Imagine a Climate Summit Committee, sitting in a car on an
extremely hot sunny day, deciding what to do…

 


The Mother of all Climate Summits

"Ladies and gentlemen, we are sitting here to debate the
rising temperature. Do we open a window?" Says the
chairman.

"Now
just a minute!" Member number one intercedes, "What do I personally
stand to lose if the said window is opened, and what will this
expenditure of effort cost in the long term?"

"Yes, quite so." Member number four concurs: "Are we
absolutely sure that the window is the cause of our dilemma, or is
there another cause?"

"Indeed!" says Member number three, "how can we be certain of
the physics or math?"

"What if it is proven that the sun is ultimately the cause?"
Member number four suggested.

"I
think more data is needed, and the results should be carefully
scrutinised and evaluated," Member number three stated.

"Yes, and then a ballot held to see who is in agreement!"
Member number two agreed.

"Ah!
But if it is decided that the window is the cause and the solution
to our predicament, then which window should be opened, and just
how far?" Member number three postulated.

"Indeed, and for how long?" Member number one
queried.

"And
who shall be responsible for this task?" Member number two
gasps.

"Well, obviously, someone else! Member number one
rasps!

After much debate, they all duly voted, voiced their
respective interests, and discussed, digressed, and discussed
again.

Thus, in the car, they sat, going on in strange paradox,
deciding only to be undecided, resolved only to be irresolute,
adamant for drift, solid for fluidity, all-powerful to be
impotent.

A
motion was held, dubiously ratified, altered, and ratified yet
again, until all concluded; it was definitely someone else’s
responsibility, moral duty even, to open the said
window.

While they waited for somebody else to open the said window,
all sadly expired from heatstroke!

Thus, they were enshrined, car and all, encased in a grand
tomb, built
from bricks of hedonistic self-indulgence.

The mortar holding them in
place, made from pointless rhetoric (which was in abundant supply),
poured from a bucket labelled procrastination.

And on
the grey stone door was carved an ode…

 


They deliberated and
procrastinated

Argued, while dourly emancipated

Never wavered, never paused

Fine semantics, eulogised every
accord

The group to a man, all,
every single
one

Signed their
names, and
nothing was done

******

 


Are we doomed to be roasted, toasted, or fried, in the very
near future? What if nature has something else under its
sleeve…

 


A Winter’s Tale

The
winter had begun; it began with a single snowflake.

But just
what are snowflakes exactly anyway?

Well,
snowflakes start as ice crystals that are the size of a speck of
dust. When the crystals fall, they join up with other crystals to
form a snowflake. The size of the snowflake depends on how many
crystals hook together. Snowflakes usually have six sides. For it
to snow, the tops of the clouds must be below 0°C or
32°F.

But
Elisha knew all this, of course!

 


She had
looked it up, had delved into the singular subject of snow, after
being asked the question, by one of her inquisitive children last
Christmas.

It was
nine o'clock on the first day of November when the first snowflake
fell in Britain; it gently settled on Elisha's nose.

Elisha
had just taken her children to school and, on returning home, was
hanging out her washing at the time.

As she
did so, she pensively stared upwards at the grey clouds increasing
in the sky. The blueness of the bright morning was fast diminishing
as if being chased towards the horizon by a pack of vengeful wolves
herding their prey to its fate.

In her
mind, Elisha was trying to predict the day's weather and whether
hanging out the washing was going to be worth the trouble. She
decided that a few little snowflakes were of no consideration in
her calculations. Her reasoning was based on years of practical
experience and habitual methodology in her routine.

She
licked her finger and held it up; a breeze came from the west and
gently passed to the east, 'not at all bad,' she thought. ‘All the
weather forecasters in the world could not foretell the weather as
well as me; she mused to herself!

 


Over
2,000 miles to the west of where Elisha stood, something was
happening deep in the Atlantic Ocean.

Well,
no, rather, to be more precise, something was not happening. The
Gulf Stream had quite simply stopped!

The
Atlantic conveyor, that huge mass of moving water that skirted the
coasts of Britain and Northern Europe, bringing the warm currents
from the Caribbean and the equator, giving warmth to the continent,
and nourishing the coastlines, was gone.

It had
simply ceased to be there!

This was
not supposed to be the age of global cooling but of global warming.
Eight of the ten warmest years on record fell in the last decade.
Climate experts predicted temperatures to rise faster than at any
time since the last Ice Age.

Did no
one realise that Greenland, with one of the biggest blocks of
frozen freshwater in the world, that melting, would produce effects
that would be felt worldwide?

Did no
one realise that fifty cubic kilometres of ice and snow
disappearing off the Greenland ice sheet each year and running into
the North Atlantic would have no effect other than rising sea
levels?

Did no
one realise that because the Gulf Stream, the 'Atlantic conveyor,'
was driven by a delicate balance of fresh and saltwater?

Did no
one realise that too much freshwater would dilute the salt, so the
conveyor would not sink, thus inhibiting the flow of recharged warm
water and halting the natural current?

Well, if
they did, no one listened. No one took their concerns, their
worries, their calculations, and their computer climate modelling
predictions seriously.

Elisha,
who was busy in her kitchen, unloading her second load of washing
from her washing machine, had miscalculated.

She
realised this when she walked outside with the next pile of
laundry; she found herself treading on a blanket of
snow.

Icy cold
flakes were biting into the skin on her warm, bare shoulders like
pinpricks. She shivered, retreated into the warmth of her kitchen,
and closed the door - she would not see the washing she had just
hung on the line until the following May.

The snow
continued all that day, just a gentle, silent winter phenomenon,
half-expected for the time of year, or perhaps not.

Elisha
had to walk to the school to pick up her children as the roads were
now several inches deep. She had taken the children’s heavy warm
overcoats with her.

By the
time her husband managed to get home, it was eight in the evening.
He only worked five miles away but had found it painstakingly
difficult walking in three feet of snow. He had a car but could not
have driven in that sort of weather; nobody could.

 


It was
the same over the entire country. The snow fell silently but
unceasingly, all through the night. When Elisha awoke the next
morning, she thought it sounded particularly strange outside; well,
actually, there was no sound at all!

No sound
of early morning drivers or the electric milk float whirring along
the road, the early train sounding its horn as it disappeared into
the tunnel at the rear of her garden, not even the meowing of her
cat, waiting to be let in, after a night out hunting.

Elisha
glanced out of her bedroom window, her face flinched in disbelief,
as greeting her unprepared gaze was snow and more snow, snow as far
as she could see.

It had
been piled against the houses by the wind during the night.
Snowdrifts covered some front doors to the top, and snow was
halfway up most ground floor windows. Cars parked along the road
were just bumps of white, spoiling the linear of the scene in the
snow.

Later
that day, as the sun shone, blue skies greeted the general
population as the clouds above slowly dissipated. Below, whiteness
covered the ground like a thick duvet; it looked strangely
surreal.

There
were no roads, no pavements, and no garden walls. All had been
masked, hidden by the snow. If you looked from a top bedroom
window, the outcrop of houses and buildings appeared to seemingly,
float in a sea of pure white down.

It was a
challenging phenomenon for the adult members of society, but it was
too good to be true for the young! They played on it, in it, under
it, and school was cancelled for the duration!

It was
of concern for the older, wiser members, but not too much, not just
yet, just a temporary episode of the absurdity of nature was the
consensus.

 


Elisha’s
household was fairly well-stocked with the necessities of life.
Still, her husband had a fearful foreboding about the situation
during the first night of snow, so on the morning of the following
day, had decided an expedition to the local store was needed to
’bulk up’ on supplies and had managed to reach a supermarket which
had a skeleton staff on duty.

As he
walked home tugging a makeshift sleigh piled high with food,
bemused onlookers stared, then started to think.

When it
snowed on the second night, thought led to concern, concern led to
an ancient survival instinct. This survival instinct led to fear;
this fear, in a group, led to panic. This all-pervading panic fed
the fear, the instinct, and concern as the need to survive was
coming to the forefront of people's minds.

A barely
controlled, primaeval urge grasped the people, as the
hunter-gatherer psyche was at the fore, the feeding of the family
was of great concern. Then, the modern man and group co-operation
were diminishing extremely fast.

This
Neolithic trait in man was always there, of course. It never really
went away; it was just held in check by money, material things, and
a sprinkling of law and order.

The
petrol station queues, the emptied supermarket shelves, when
anticipated shortages of one thing or another were predicted in the
past, showed this. Or the hatred when someone ‘parked’ in your
parking space or had something you did not. Yes, it was always
lying dormant, deep in the psyche but very aware.

 


On the
third day, people were fighting at the supermarkets and the shops.
When 'concerned' worried people passed each other with various
goods, the suspicion of bulk-buying to hoard was followed by
curses, punches, and fights.

As the
day drew into the evening, evening into night, it
snowed.

The once
silent, hoped for, at winter's festive times, that wonder of nature
was now fast becoming a serious nuisance of great
concern.

It
snowed several times over the following week, for days at a time.
Snowploughs were becoming useless, as were salt-grit trucks; most
were stuck at depots.

The snow
was just too thick, too frequent to keep pace with, and then the
breeze changed; it changed in direction and speed.

As the
winds orientated themselves, now blowing from the North-East, the
temperature started to fall sharply.

When the
supermarkets, stores, and local shops finally ran out of food, the
logistical nightmare of re-supplying them was intensely focused on
the government's mind.

The
normal business and commercial functioning of society were at a
standstill. It was hoped that this natural calamity of 'freak'
weather conditions would soon rectify itself.

Later,
when even the food depots, the leading suppliers to the
supermarkets, ran out, the nights brought forth even more
snow.

It also
brought forth something else, an instinctive fear amongst the
subdued populace.

There
was a need to be on guard, wary of the sound of whispering voices,
of quietly trudging feet outside the family 'cave'. There was an
instinctive caution in case the family's stock of food was
plundered.

 


By the
month's end, civilised society was coming to a juddering halt. It
was then that the sporadic raids on properties and suspect hoarders
started.

Hungry
bellies needed to be filled, and children's cries of hunger needed
placating.

The
segregated houses, the isolated properties on the main roads were
plundered at first, with no thought or consequence as to the fate
of the inhabitants.

Then, as
the bitterly cold days went on, with no change in the conditions,
even houses in the local streets, the vulnerable; the old; the
single occupiers on the local housing estates, were being attacked
by gangs of looters.

Martial
law had no effect, as it was not enforceable
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