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      THURSDAY

      
      No one’s come looking for me yet and it’s been three weeks.

      
      Where on earth is everybody? What’s going on?

      
      The radio doesn’t work down here so I don’t even know if I’m officially missing yet.

      
      I wonder if there’s a search party for me?

      
      There should be by now. It’s been about three weeks since I ran away, I think, and they only have themselves to blame.

      
      What’s going on round here anyway?

      
      FRIDAY

      
      What’s everyone doing???

      
      It’s not like I’m that hard to find. Where else could I be? … Where else would I go?
      

      
      
      Bunker 7B. 42kms from the city limits. Forty minutes’ drive from my place in good traffic.

      
      How hard to find is that?

      
      I mean, where else would I be? Booked into a motel? I’m only fourteen and I don’t even drive. (I tried twice but it was too
         scary when the car started moving.)
      

      
      Anyway, Dad must’ve noticed that the bunker key-card disappeared at the same time as I did.

      
      They couldn’t be so concerned about my Sick Brother that they forgot to notice their other son had actually gone missing.
         Could they? Surely not.
      

      
      I mean I’m used to rejection but – whatever.

      
      SATURDAY

      
      They have to know I’m here!
      

      
      Dad and Robbie and I used to come ‘camping’ up here, back before Robbie was diagnosed. Before we found out he was Sick.

      
      
      And afterwards too, until he got Too Sick To Do Anything.

      
      Robbie and I called it our ‘bomb-proof cubby house’.

      
      Long time ago, but I still can’t believe Dad’s forgotten.

      
      Well, our bunker’s due for its maintenance check next Thursday, so they’ll have to come then anyway. Even if they don’t care
         about me, they have to check the Life Support Systems. IPS (Internal Power Source), Water, Waste Removal and Air Flow.
      

      
      Every family has to check its bunker once a month or there’s a big fine.

      
      Pity they don’t have rules like that for your kids.

      
      I’m SO BORED out here all by myself!

      
      It’s like the end of the world down here. Sometimes I go for walks in the day but I never see anyone. It’s too far from anything.

      
      
      Haven’t even seen anyone doing maintenance checks on other bunkers, which is a bit strange.

      
      They’ll probably all come at once. If I see someone, should I tell them who I am?
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      SUNDAY

      
      I am going to give my family HELL when they come! I am going to make them feel SO guilty!

      
      Unless they don’t even care that I’m missing.

      
      That’d be typical, actually. Our whole house revolves around Robbie and The Sickness.

      
      I know he can’t help being Sick but my parents do have another son.

      
      
      Remember me? Ben? How about a little attention my way now and again, folks?

      
      MONDAY

      
      Who am I kidding? Why would they come looking for me? They’re probably glad I’m gone! Now they can devote all their attention
         to Robbie, 24/7. Well then, they’re in for a nasty shock when they come here next Thursday.
      

      
      Here I am folks! Did’ya miss me? Bet you’re SO glad to see me!

      
      I am going to spread the guilt on thick as jam.

      
      TUESDAY

      
      I wonder if my parents have found it yet? The actual REASON I ran away? Probably not. Bet it’s been put away somewhere or
         thrown out. No one in my family would make the connection.
      

      
      
      The day I ran away from home I was full to the top of my head with complete and utter rage. I was boiling up with the unfairness
         of it all! I resented how everything was always about Robbie and no one ever focused on me for more than a minute. Ben, the
         Invisible Healthy Brother.
      

      
      I know Robbie can’t help being Sick all the time, but I can’t help blaming him all the time either.

      
      Even now that I’ve calmed down (a little), it still hurts to think about it.

      
      I lost count of how many times I wanted to scream at my parents: ‘HEY LOOK! OVER HERE! It’s the other one. Ben. Your youngest?’

      
      But when one kid in the house is Sick, Sick with a capital S, everyone assumes the other kid must automatically be Fine. He
         is just so lucky not to be Sick and he should just be grateful and not try to steal attention away from the Sick One. That
         would be selfish, when he knows that Robbie’s So Sick And Everything.
      

      
      
      But you know what the very last straw was? The thing that made me run away and head for the hills?

      
      Getting my Achievement Award.

      
      I already had four award cards for English, so I knew if I could just get one more before end of term, I’d get a certificate
         to put on the wall of my room, with the school crest and signed by the Headmaster, on that creamy white cardboard with the
         school colours across the top.
      

      
      My parents would have to be proud of me then!

      
      I suppose it sounds a bit lame for a fourteen-year-old to still care about school awards, but I really wanted to get one
         of those Achievement Awards. I thought it’d make my parents sit up and take notice of me – Ben – the healthy one. Because
         why should I have to feel guilty about not being sick?
      

      
      A girl at school called Sarah told me once that I had a type of ‘survivor guilt’ for not getting sick but I just told her,
         I Do Not Do Guilt. Full stop.
      

      
      
      I still keep imagining that one day my family will suddenly realise how good I’ve been about putting up with Robbie getting
         90% of everything and me getting by on scraps of love and attention just because I’m not Sick.
      

      
      I didn’t tell anyone in my family that I was getting the Achievement Award, because I wanted it to be a surprise.

      
      They presented it to me during the daytime in Assembly.

      
      So I run home and race in the door and pull it so carefully out of my pack and hide it behind my back. Standing there like
         a fool in the kitchen, waiting for Mum to turn around and see by my face that I Have Something To Show Her!
      

      
      She turns. My moment of glory at last!

      
      No.

      
      Something Is Wrong.

      
      Robbie has been taken ill (again). He’s back in hospital with breathing difficulties (again).

      
      
      So what else is new?

      
      Mum was only waiting for me to get home so we could all go see him, once they’d got him settled in his usual ward.

      
      So my certificate sat there on the kitchen table, unseen and unappreciated. I know it’s not very important compared to Robbie’s
         Sickness, but I worked for three months to get that award.
      

      
      All Robbie ever had to do to get everyone’s attention was have another health crisis.

      
      I know how unfair that sounds but I was just so angry that day.

      
      Still am a bit. Don’t like myself for it but – whatever.

      
      WEDNESDAY

      
      So when did I actually decide to run away?

      
      I think when we came back from the hospital and I tried to get Mum or Dad to at least LOOK at my award. Just get them to read
         it.
      

      
      
      Hold it even. Acknowledge that it existed, and that therefore I existed.

      
      If they’d just looked at it, just said –

      
      ‘Oh that’s terrific Ben!’ or

      
      ‘Well done! At least one of our kids is going

      
      OK!’

      


      Something,

      
      anything,

      
      but noooooo!




      
      They were too busy discussing Robbie and The Sickness.

      
      For the last four years it’s been the same. Robbie Robbie Robbie.

      
      OK then.

      
      I went to my room and packed a bag.

      
      I told myself they’d be better off without me anyway. Then they could dedicate themselves to Robbie 24/7 without having to
         worry about me.
      

      
      Problem sorted.

      
      Once my parents were safely in bed, and no longer murmuring about the only son they really cared about, behind their closed door, I snuck out and biked here.
      

      
      Bunker 7B, Lancaster District. Built after the last ChemWar scare, six years ago.

      
      Or is it seven?

      
      Not sure.

      
      The outside world has never seemed that important to our family since The Sickness. We’re all just pretty focused on Robbie,
         but I do remember there being Chemical War scares and then Pay Back Bombs were invented by some bright spark.
      

      
      Every family had to have a bunker after that (it became a law) in case they Dropped The Big One. Or lots of little ones, even.

      
      Mum’s made some homey touches to our bunker over the years, just in case we ended up being trapped down here.

      
      We’d be safe, but we’d also feel more at home, because she put up curtains, even though there aren’t any windows. And vases
         with fake flowers in them that look nearly real.
      

      
      
      And pictures in frames – can you see those, Diary? Look. Well, Dad had to use a massive drill to get those picture hooks into
         the concrete and they had a fairly substantial argument over it, but in the end Mum won.
      

      
      So here I still am, folks, in a lovely bomb shelter with pictures on the walls.

      
      Feel like that little kid – Kevin? – in that old ‘Home Alone’ movie. That’s lame, I know.

      
      Guess I better tidy up a bit or they’ll think I’ve been living like a pig.

      
      I have been a bit of a grunter lately, but then I’ve been mad – so – whatever.

      
      Mum won’t be impressed that I’ve eaten so much of our emergency rations though.

      
      Too bad.

      
      Wonder if they’ll be surprised that I’m here?

      
      What’s that?

      
      You think they knew I was here all along? Well, that’d be just typical!

      
      
      I want to see them, though. I miss my family, even Robbie. I do love him. No, I do, I’m just sick of him getting all the attention.

      
      Kids need noticing like plants need rain.

      
      THURSDAY

      
      NOBODY CAME!

      
      I waited all day but no one turned up! Maybe they’ll come tomorrow?

      
      FRIDAY

      
      Still nobody.

      
      SATURDAY

      
      What’s going on? What should I do?

      
      I’m so far from everything here, it’s not like I can just walk home.

      
      Busted the back wheel on my push-bike on the way over, so I rode the last bit, from Barstock to here, on a flat tyre and now it’s totally unride-able, so someone better come get me!
      

      
      I’m nowhere near a train station and I’d have to walk uphill forever to even find the road and that’s a motorway so there’s
         no bus stops on it, I don’t think.
      

      
      Somebody better come get me now! I mean, a joke’s a joke.

      
      Anyway, even if my parents don’t care about me, they need to come and check their precious bomb shelter, don’t they?

      
      SUNDAY

      
      Still no one!

      
      What should I do?

      
      I’ll wait two more days and if no one shows up, I’m out of here.

      
      
      MONDAY

      
      Nobody came again all day.

      
      Went for a late afternoon walk but I couldn’t hear a thing. No helicopters or aeroplanes, which was weird. I don’t think it’s
         a Sunday or a public holiday so what’s the deal?
      

      
      I couldn’t even hear cars in the distance. Am I that far from the highway that I can’t even hear the cars?

      
      That means I’m going to have to walk for hours to make it back to the road, and then what? Hitch, I suppose.

      
      I remember pushing my bike down a hill for a fairly long way when I got here, but that was downhill and I was still too mad
         to notice how far it was that day. Had all this anger energy then. Now I’m drained because of this creeping cold fear inside
         that Something’s Really Wrong.
      

      
      It’s so quiet up here.

      
      Feels like I’m all alone in the world.

      
      
      TUESDAY

      
      Getting ready to leave now. Light food in the backpack and two clean T-shirts and that’s it. Need at least three days’ food,
         in case I don’t get many lifts.
      

      
      I still have a little money so if I can find a bus or train that goes through Lancaster, that might be quicker.

      
      Better take some bottled drinks too. I’ll pack three juice boxes and two big bottles of filter water.

      
      WEDNESDAY

      
      Leaving now. Will write in you tonight when I stop somewhere.

      
      Maybe I’ll be home by then?

      
      It’s been about four weeks now and I miss my family, even if they don’t miss me.

      
      If I’m really lucky I’ll get a lift straight home, because it’s a week day so heaps of people should be on the road.

      
      
      THURSDAY

      
      FRIDAY

      
      SATURDAY

      


      IN THE DISTANCE, I CAN JUST SEE THE HIGHWAY

      
      BUT –

      
      SO SCARED NOW –

      
      ALL THE CARS ARE STOPPED!!!!!!!!

      
      SOME OF THEM LOOK LIKE THEY CRASHED!!!!!

      
      OH GOD!!!!!

      
      WHAT’S HAPPENED?

      
      TOO SCARED TO GO DOWN AND LOOK

      
      WHERE ARE ALL THE PEOPLE????
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      SUNDAY

      



      still walking

      
      no buses have gone past at all

      
      more abandoned cars down on the highway





      
      I’m a bit closer now. Most of them have gear tied to their roof racks and some were towing trailers – so they were all going
         somewhere??? Holidays??? Escaping something???
      

      



      And then it looks like they all stopped

      
      nothing is moving

      
         
         
        
         
         
            
            	no sound anywhere

            	
not even birds?







      
      
      but

      
      don’t want to write this

      
      thought I saw

      
      people

      
      down on the road

      
      just lying there

      
      I’m too scared to go back and have another look

      
      
         
         
        
         
         
         
            
            	I’m dizzy

	my heart’s jumping





am I having a heart attack????

      can fourteen-year-old boys even have heart attacks????

      
      saw dead animals kangaroos some dogs fallen possums

      
      
      birds too – trod on some crunched under my feet tiny bones pathetic

      
         
         
         
            
            	dead

            
            	finished

            
         

         
         
            
            	sad sad sad

	 



 




      still too afraid to go back to the highway and take a closer look what if the cars are full of dead people? stiff and dead
         like all the birds
      

      


 
      don’t want to know

      
      do not
can’t stand to know

      




      MONDAY

      


      THEY’RE ALL DEAD

      
      ALL THE PEOPLE INSIDE THE CARS

      
      SOME OF THEM MUST HAVE

      
      MANAGED TO GET OUT AND WALK

      
      TO THE SIDE OF THE ROAD BUT

      
      THEN THEY FELL DOWN AND DIED

      
      
      SOME MADE IT HALFWAY UP THIS

      
      HILL THEN THEY FELL TOO

      
      DID THEY DIE RIGHT AWAY OR DID

      
      THEY SUFFER AND DIE SLOWLY???

      
      OK





      
      I WENT RIGHT DOWN ONTO THE ROAD

      
      AND RAN FROM CAR TO CAR CRYING

      
      SCARED SNOT RUNNING DOWN MY CHIN

      
      INTO MY MOUTH SHOUTING ‘HELLO!

      
      HELLO! IS ANYONE STILL ALIVE?’




      
      NO ANSWER

      
      THERE ARE WHOLE DEAD FAMILIES

      INSIDE THEIR CARS

      
      FROM UP HERE THEY LOOK LIKE

      CRASH TEST DUMMIES

      
      MOST OF THE CARS HAVE KIDS IN

      
      THE BACK

      
      
         
         
         
            
            	TOYS ON TOP

            	SAD SAD SAD









      
      
      (MUCH LATER …)



      
      I must have thrown up about seventeen
times in the end I had nothing left to
throw up but I kept dry retching

      
      still feel really sick

      
      it’s shock, I know

      
      what could kill people so fast?

      
      Is this why my parents didn’t come?

      Because they couldn’t get through?

      What happened here?

      
      Looks like they’ve been dead for a week

      And their faces are GREEN!

      
      hands and arms too

      
      and the kids’ bare legs

      
      green

      
      not bright – chalky grey green

      
      
      thought dead people went sort of blue

      
      not green

      
      so scared can’t hold

      
      
         
         
         

	            
            	pen





      
      hearing myself whimpering with fear

      
      trembling everywhere even

      
      feet

      
      because – does this mean everyone’s –?

      







      EVERYONE? NO NO NO NO NO!

      
      PLEASE PLEASE NO!!

      
      what about my family?


      FEAR’S TAKEN ME OVER

      
      AM JUST ALL FEAR

      
      
      no Ben left

      
      just threw up again

      
      OK OK Ben – get it together. I have to
THINK!
I have to THINK ABOUT EVERYTHING AND
WORK IT OUT!

      
      First of all – WHAT COULD HAVE
HAPPENED?

      
      EVERYONE CAN’T BE DEAD, BUT – I
KNOW SOMETHING REALLY REALLY
BAD HAS HAPPENED SO EVERYTHING’S
GOING TO BE DIFFERENT NOW

      
      SO WHAT DO I DO?




      



      Should I go back to the bunker and hide?

      
      No! I have to keep going now! Need to find my family.

      
      If whoever or whatever it was is still around, I’d be dead now anyway.

      
      
      Can’t be too far from St Edmonds. Home

      
      Want to be home

      
      To wake up and I’m home

      
      Feel like I’ll never get there stuck in nightmare

      
      home


      
      
      Maybe if I stay here tonight in this picnic area – there’s some cabins – tomorrow I can go down early to St Edmonds and sneak
         a peak. See what the hell’s happened.
      

      


      Oh God! DEAD PEOPLE IN THE CABINS!

      
      Doesn’t look like there’s been a war or anything. Nothing’s bombed or wrecked.

      JUST BODIES

      



      ANIMAL BODIES AROUND THE PLACE TOO and they don’t kill animals in a war do they?

      


      Haven’t seen or heard a living soul today.

      
      No animal or bird,

      
      only insects

      
      
      so so so so frightened!!!!!

      
      But who can I tell? Is there anyone to tell?

      




     TUESDAY



      
      EVERYONE IN ST EDMONDS IS DEAD!

      
      On the street, in cars and buses. DEATH
EVERYWHERE I LOOK, EVERY
PLACE I GO



      
      another thing – maybe small but –
every single shop was shut too, and
they all had strange signs which
must mean something???

      






      ‘LOD June 20’





      



      I can’t even guess what that means. But if IT happened so suddenly, how did they know to lock all the shops?

      
      And what the hell is a LOD?

      
      
      WEDNESDAY

      
      Counted 352 dead people today before I gave up.

      
      Walked up and down yelling, ‘Hello! Anybody here?’

      
      Nobody answered, so going on home to Lancaster today.

      
      My house!

      
      My house.

      
      Dreading what I might find but don’t think I can cry any more or even be sick.

      
      Numb. Walking like a robot.

      
      THURSDAY



      
      family dead





      
      
      FRIDAY

      
      SATURDAY

      
      SUNDAY



      
      just finished burying them

      
      had to dig up Mum’s garden – soil softest there

      
      when I tipped Robbie into the ground I nearly fainted from shock and sadness and regret? just feel so sad and sorry

      
      there’s just me now

      
      the last boy
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      MONDAY

      
      

         Three important questions:

         1. What the hell happened?

         2. What do I do now?

         3. Is anyone else left?

      



      
      Better go see what I can find out. No use hanging around here shaking and crying all day.

      
      Getting weak. Can’t eat, keep puking but must make myself eat some food or I will die as well, from starvation.

      
      TUESDAY

      
      Stole next door’s push-bike and rode all over Lancaster calling out, ‘Hello, is anybody out there?’



      
      No answer.

      
      More shops with LOD signs on their doors.

      
      
      ‘LOD June 20.’




      
      Heaps of dead bodies in cars, in and out of town.

      
      Trying to escape?

      
      Going to the bunkers I guess.

      
      Some people fell right off their motorbikes or bicycles in their own driveways.

      
      Whatever happened, it happened fast.

      
      My family never even got out of their house. Waiting for me?

      
      Did the people in cars with air-conditioning last longer?

      
      Were they running from something that you breathed in?

      
      And is it still around?

      
      [image: image]

      
      So, they closed the towns, packed up, started leaving, and died?

      
      They knew IT was coming because they ran.

      
      So how come nobody made it?

      
      Have to FIGURE OUT WHAT HAPPENED!

      
      The only newspapers in my house are from the day after I left, so they aren’t much help.

      
      Am I the only one left, though? Can’t handle that idea. Don’t want to be the last boy.

      
      WEDNESDAY

      
      

         Didn’t go far today.

         Too tired + depressed.

Found a newspaper in a garbage bin that’s from about a month ago.

         Have I been away over a month?

         Yes. Easily.

      



      
      How could the world end while I’ve been here sulking? It was only to teach my family a lesson – I never intended for any of
         this to happen.
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