
Fallout 

 

Across the road from Jack’s house there was a large green and beyond that a number of 

fields. Their council estate had been built on farmland five years before. 

Each field was separated by a ditch, and the boys had numbered them according 

to how close they were to the green. The sixth field was the most exciting. It was next to 

the farmer’s house which to their minds was a FORBIDDEN ZONE.  

But every one of the fields held it own attraction; cows, a swamp, a bog, a row of 

chestnut trees, blackberry bushes, an orchard. For Jack and his friends they were a 

playground, places filled with endless adventure. 

  That day Froggy called for Jack early. He was still eating his toast as he ran out 

the door, with his mother yelling ‘be in before dark or there’ll be trouble.’ 

 As the sun began to warm the damp April grass the boys set about playing their 

favourite games. They played war in the first field. Froggy shot Jack with his wooden 

gun. ‘Bang, bang, you’re dead’ he called out but Jack refused to die. ‘You missed me’ he 

replied.  

They tried to chase the cows in the second field but they refused to run. The 

cows ignored the boys and just stood chewing the cud.  

They climbed trees in the third then decided that they’d dig their way to China. It 

was slow work with the spoons Jack borrowed from his kitchen. The ground was hard 

and stony. Froggy wanted to give up but Jack wouldn’t. Froggy threatened to go in but 

then they dug up some pieces of willow-pattern pottery that convinced them they were 

getting close.   

 Lunchtime came and went but the boys didn’t stop. Jack kept conjuring up the 

adventures they’d have once they got to China.  

‘I’ll be Indy and you’ll be Short Round’ Jack said, ‘and we’ll find loads of treasure and be 

rich.’  

‘Why do I always have to Short Round? Froggy complained. ‘You always get to be Indy.’   

They were about to fall out but were cut short by Jack’s mother running out of 

the house to call him in. ‘It’s not even dark yet’ he complained but she paid him no 

attention. ‘You get home quick’ she ordered Froggy and he ran off. He knew better than 

to argue back with Jack’s mother.  

Jack fought on. He refused to go but she dragged him in as he cried crocodile 

tears at the unfairness of it all.  



The news was on when they got home. The newscaster was talking about a wind 

from the east and its effects on sheep. There were images of people running and men in 

white spacesuits. Jack struggled to understand the strange words he heard. Chernobyl.  

Atomic. Meltdown. Fallout.  

‘What’s fallout ma?’ Jack asked but his mother didn’t answer. She was too busy 

making sure all the windows were closed. Jack gave up and went off to play with his 

Millennium Falcon.  
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