
Rage and Roar  

By Alex Hart 

This tale was inspired by the tremendous storms that the UK has faced in recent years, which have 

been exasperated by the climate change crisis.  

We’re huddled up in Mrs Hancock’s basement, clutching at blankets and grabbing each other’s hands 

-  knuckles whitened, teeth clenched. It’s as if we believe the solidity between our fingers will bring us 

comfort. I glance over at my little sister, Hannah, watching her silent tears, masked by bravery, as 

they trickle down her flushed cheeks. I’ve never felt such fear before, never felt it settle in my chest to 

constrict my breathing. We’ve come so far, developed so much technology, established so many 

relations. And yet tonight is a vivid reminder that we can’t control everything. The weather is such a 

terrifying force, terrifying for its lack of reason, even for its lack of discrimination.  

The sounds of the storm seem to have escaped from a horror film. There’s a constant howling which 

has crept into my subconscious to tremble its very roots, over which the thundering of rain has settled 

down to flood my brain. Every now and again we hear the crashing of a fallen tree - or at least what 

we hope is a tree. Each time the sound resounds around my thoughts until I can barely string a 

coherent sentence together. I don’t know why we didn’t evacuate when we were advised to. The 

government were so nervous about this storm, so eager to remove people from the area. Granny and 

Grandpa merely quoted Mrs Hancock’s basement as a safe place and refused to move. Perhaps it’s 

an age thing. Perhaps their experience has given them a sense of being indestructible; perhaps it's 

my youth which feeds into my own sense of instability. Or perhaps they are just too old to brave the 

changes which moving would bring.  

We’ve never had weather like this before. At least, not in my lifetime. But as I look over at my Granny, 

I see a different story imprinted in her wrinkled exterior. Where my eyes are shut tight against the 

outside world, hers are calmly observing the scene around us. Where my hands are clammy with 

sweaty dread, hers lay flat on her demurely poised lap. And where my features are contorted into a 

series of disbelieving tensions, hers seem decidedly relaxed, as if all this were familiar - even 

nostalgic somehow. My intrigue takes my mind off the storm - even if only slightly - and I shuffle over 

to her.  

“Granny”, I ask, the words sticking in my dry throat, “Why aren’t you scared?” 

I realise how foolish I sound once the words are lost to the roars of the storm outside. But then 

she smiles at me - only an insignificant curling of the lips - but it still manages to block out a 

faction of my fear.  

“When I was a young girl,” she began to tell me, leaning down so as not to demean herself by 

challenging the noise of the storm, “We used to have these storms all the time. Three or four 

times a year, or more.” 

I could feel my eyes widening, imagining I must have looked the very picture of shock. 

“We had so many we had to give them names, starting from the top of the alphabet with A. One 

year we even got down to Storm Katie!” 

I couldn't imagine going through this ordeal multiple times a year, couldn’t picture the flood alerts, 

power cuts, mass evacuations; all of them happening repeatedly, unendingly, without any hope 

of reprise. At least I know that once these winds have diminished, once this downpour of rain has 



all fallen, then the fear of another episode like this one is small. But storms weren’t the only 

danger my grandparents’ generation had to face.  

My world must be unrecognisable to theirs. Their world was wracked by the ruin of climate 

change, threatened by floods and rising tides which had the potential to sweep away entire 

civilisations. My world has the odd storm.  

The fear clouding my chest began to shift. It wriggled around, losing weight with each motion, 

loosening itself from its stronghold. And a new sensation settled down in its place, one which 

matched the composure of my Granny, one which better understood her refusal to evacuate.  

Gratitude. I have never been so thankful for climate restoration.  

  

This is a fictional tale, optimistically set in the not too distant future  

Climate restoration involves not only reducing emissions of greenhouse gases to zero rapidly, 

but also involves removing huge amounts of greenhouse gases that have built up  in the 

atmosphere to try and reverse climate change.  We would not only stop adding to the problem, 

but remove the excess greenhouse gases that have been causing the problem. Traditional 

mitigation only stops the problem getting worse maintaining how bad the climate is  today (or 

whenever net zero is achieved) for centuries to come. Restoration will start to reverse the effects 

of climate change, by removing vast amounts of greenhouse gases from the atmosphere, 

meaning future generations will live in a safer world and more stable climate than today. Today 

millions suffer due to climate change- in a restored future, that would not be the case. 

It must be noted that the exact modelling of the climate after restoration has not been  done, and 

therefore this story is a fictional ‘best guess’ of what it will look like. What we can know for certain 

is the world will be safer than today, but we cannot know for certain the exact impact of reversing 

the damage we have done. This is why we need more research, and more funding of this 

research into climate science, as well as the technologies and techniques to carry out 

restoration. 

 

 


