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Luke looked up as Hannah came into the room, turning away from the window to face her. The grotty curtain fell back into place behind him.

“What’s the weather like today?” Hannah asked, picking sleep from the corner of her eye.

“It looks like it might snow today,” Luke replied. “But they say we might be in for more snow later. You never know, we might even see a bit of snow. Followed by snow. But who knows? It may even snow.”

They’d been playing the same game for seven months now. It wasn’t even funny anymore. Just habit. Routine. Something to cling onto.

Hannah wandered over to the small kitchen, ducking under a fallen beam and bending down to the small gas burner Luke had set up. He had stood it on a set of large tiles, the floral design on them chipped and faded. Above, he had built a rough, stone oven. Inside it were four bundles wrapped in tinfoil. Breakfast was always a mystery, made up of whatever Luke could find. Sometimes it was meat, sometimes tins of beans, sometimes it was something they couldn’t even identify. Hannah didn’t ask how he always found food. Nor did she ask about his bruised and grazed knuckles. He didn’t even bother trying to hide them anymore.

“What have we got this morning?” Hannah asked, fishing one bundle out with a pair of wooden tongs.

“A surprise,” Luke replied, wandering over to her.

Next to the makeshift kitchen, where the back wall had sunk into the ground and the roof had dropped to meet it, they had a dining space furnished with patio furniture. They called the area ‘The Eaves’, as if it were some trendy little cafe in an upmarket part of the city. Luke had even made a sign for it, burning the letters into an old plank of wood.

Luke leant on the remaining worktop, picking at the cracked and bubbled laminate.

Pulling her sleeves over her hands, Hannah pulled the foil open. Inside, she found a pizza roll, the cheese oozing out of one side, sauce and a curled slice of pepperoni tumbling out of the other.

Her mouth filled with saliva, and she stared at the food, motionless, as if it were a mirage that might disappear if she moved or spoke.

“Luke did good, huh?” he said with a smug grin.

Hannah nodded, words beyond her. She scooped up the soggy bread and pressed her nose against its warmth, breathing in the smell of frozen convenience food that, before, she would have chastised herself for eating.

“Get that in you,” Luke said. “Dunno when, or if, I’ll ever find something like that again.”

“It’s so greasy,” Hannah spluttered, her mouth full of the taste. It tasted like before. It tasted like when things were good.

Luke shrugged. “It was a lucky find. One of the outlying corner shops. I went further than usual, and no one had dared go right into the back. It almost killed me, I gotta say. There was a scary moment when I didn’t think I’d get back to you. Loose wires, all sparking and flashing, and this one freezer humming in the corner. It was the best thing I’ve seen in ages. Well worth the danger.”

“What else did you get?”

“As much as I could carry.”

“What?”

Luke reached over and pinched her chin playfully. “I know what you want to know, sis, but you’ll have to wait and find out. Maybe I found ice cream, maybe I didn’t. You’ll have to wait and see. No peeking, remember.”

“You know, you should show me where you store the frozen food. If anything does ever happen to you, I’ll starve.”

Luke cocked his head. “Nothing’s going to happen to me. I’m like a wildcat. Ferocious. Nine lives.”

“I hope you’re right.”

“Ironic, hey? I finally become a man people would be proud of, and no one’s here to see it.”

Hannah smiled, her heart heavy. “We’ve lost too many people.” She looked down at the remains of her pizza roll, her body too full of grief to eat any more. She folded the foil back over it. “I’ll finish it later,” she said, tucking it into the front of the oven to keep warm.

“You should keep your strength up. I need you with me tomorrow.”

Hannah looked up at him. “Seriously? You want me to come out with you?”

He nodded, tapping his temple with his forefinger. “I’ve got a plan, but I’m going to need you.”

She narrowed her eyes, studying his expression, but he gave nothing away. For a man she’d known since the day she was born, she couldn’t read him at all.

“But today, I want you on the radio again. I’m going to climb up and adjust the aerial, so I need you in here going through the frequencies.” He pointed his forefinger at her. “But, no speaking, remember. The last thing we want is to advertise to the world where we are. They’d come in droves, especially hearing a female voice.”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “I know.” It was another routine that was nothing more than habit. They’d heard nothing in over four months. The airwaves were silent. They didn’t even hope anymore, it simply gave them something to pass the time.

“You never know,” Luke said. Except they did know. They knew all too well.
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Hannah lay in the darkness, listening to the constant dripping of water, and the crack and slide of snow on the half-collapsed roof above. Some days, she worried it would give into the weight, burying them both in snow and rubble, killing them where they slept. Other days, she prayed it would.

Twisting onto her side, she reached under her makeshift bed—a thin mattress sat on a couple of pallets—and teased a small purse out from underneath. It was a simple zip coin purse, covered in images of superheroes. Unzipping it, she slipped her fingers inside. The leaves and flowers had long-since dispersed into little more than discolouration in the lining's corner, but the pebbles were there. And the lolly stick. And the curled sticker with a faded teddy bear on it.

She ran her fingers over the pebbles, imagining his tiny hand clasped in hers, his soft cheek on her shoulder. Almost able to hear his steady breathing, the sound of his voice. His laugh. It was all she had left of him, this small pouch of treasures. Things he had deemed precious enough to keep hold of. She understood that feeling now. It didn’t matter what the treasures were, it only mattered that you treasured them.

Hannah had never shown them to Luke. She had actively kept them hidden from him. She wasn’t even sure why. He’d more than proved his loyalty to her, his trustworthiness. But she continued to doubt him. Every word he said, she searched for the truth in it, but always found the lie.

Maybe all those years of their parents saying he was no good had sunk into her. Maybe she had sponged up their opinions until they had become her own.

But there was one truth Hannah couldn’t deny. If she didn’t have Luke, she would have just curled up in the snow and let herself die.

Tucking the coin purse back in place, she sat up, lifting the threadbare curtain from the small window above her head. It was still dark outside, but the distant horizon was lightening to a damp grey. The sun was out there somewhere, trying to rise, trying to be seen behind the thick layers of cloud. Or was it smoke? Who knew anymore?

Hannah crawled closer, touching her nose against the glass. A sheen of ice covered the inside of the window, and the bite of it made her jump back. But it reminded her she was still alive. That the world still existed.

She looked down into the smudgy road outside. Few of the houses were still standing, and a large crack had opened across the road, where one half had lifted on top of the other. It was impassable for vehicles. Not that they had seen or heard any vehicles in months.

Across the road, a faint flicker of light flashed in the window. Their neighbours. Their only neighbours. A man living with a teenage girl and a dog. They’d given them names, made up lives for them. Given them histories from before. No future, though. No one here had a future.

Hannah’s bladder grumbled about her having moved and, with a sigh, she pulled the blankets off her, shivering in the sudden cold. She felt on the floor for her boots, pulling them on over her three pairs of socks.

The upstairs of the house was unsafe, so they existed on the ground floor, having changed the small living room into their bedroom, with a wardrobe and a bookcase separating the room in half. There was a downstairs toilet accessed via a small rear porch past the kitchen. The kitchen door locked, but the porch was open to the world. Luke had covered the open doorway, but it was far from being secure. He would usually check the toilet room for squatters before she used it.

Hannah paused in the doorway, listening to Luke’s heavy breathing as he slept. She considered waking him, but thought better of it. He wasn’t someone who thanked you for rousing them from sleep. Her bladder ached, its desperation outweighing any fear of intruders.

Drawing back the heavy bolts on the kitchen door, Hannah held her breath, listening to the deepening silence. It hung, unmoving, like wet washing. Slowly, Hannah turned the door handle, easing the latch out of its recess. Achingly slowly. It felt like time was waiting for her. She pulled the door towards her
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