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Chapter 1
Inner City Stress

It was one of those grey, wet London days,
when you feel you could disappear into your
coat or anorak, and a girl named Shona was

travelling with her dad on the Underground.

Shona and her dad were on their way home
from the Natural History Museum where they

had been to see the displays on evolution.



It was Shona’s half-term holiday, but
her dad called their day out “an educational
outing”. It would help Shona with her school

project on how the human race evolved.

Shona had had more fun with the flying
dinosaurs than the ancestors of humankind,
but she’d written down words like “Hominids”
and “Neanderthals” and “Homo Sapiens” in her

new little notebook.
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Shona felt the Neanderthals looked too
serious for her liking. But perhaps it was a
serious business to be a hunter-gatherer. The
face of one of the Neanderthals reminded
Shona of her headmaster, but she wouldn’t

write that in her project.

Shona loved the 3D animated image of
Lucy, a female fossil-skeleton who had been
discovered in Ethiopia. As they stood before
her, Shona’s dad smiled. “Lucy is one of us,” he
sald. “The human race is her extended family.
Come to think of it, she reminds me of someone

we both know. Your granny.”

Shona wasn’t sure how her granny would
take that, but she loved Lucy’s wise, dreamy
face that seemed to contain all the human
story. Shona felt as if Lucy’s skeleton was
peering into the heart of modern folks from
across a distance of more than three million

years.



“But,” Shona asked her dad, “why was she
called Lucy? Like my best friend at school,” she
added. “If Lucy was discovered in Africa, then

how come she doesn’t have an African name?”

Shona’s dad said that the team who found
Lucy were celebrating back in their camp, and
it just so happened that the Beatles song “Lucy
in the Sky with Diamonds” was playing on the

radio at that very moment.

So, in her notebook, Shona wrote that Lucy
in the earth was named after Lucy in the sky.
And next to the word “Beatles”, she wrote the
word “bi-pedal” to remind her that Lucy walked

on two legs.

Shona’s dad was impressed and told her
some more facts for her notebook. “The Beatles
didn’t have the last word when it came to

Lucy’s name,” he said. “In her homeland of

Ethiopia, where her skeleton rests now, she is

called Dinknesh.”

“Dinknesh,” said Shona. “That’s beautiful.”




“Yes,” said her dad, “and its meaning is

beautiful too - it means Amazing One.”

Shona and her dad were so busy chatting
that, when they reached the Underground
station, they went to the wrong platform and

found themselves on the Victoria line.

“Never mind, we can change at Green Park

for the Piccadilly line,” her dad said.

On the Underground, nobody else seemed
to be in a talking or smiling mood, so Shona
whispered to her dad, “Why is everybody so

serious?”

Shona didn’t know how to whisper easy.
She whispered so loud that a man in a grey
pinstripe suit and red braces looked up from

his pink newspaper.

“Must be all the stress and the cold,” her
dad said.

“What stress?” Shona asked.




“Stress,” her dad said. “Inner city stress.”

Shona saw her dad smile as he said “inner
city stress”, and she could tell from the look
behind the silver frames of his specs that he

must be making up some story in his head.

Shona’s dad was always telling her stories.
Whenever Shona had trouble falling asleep,
he’d get her to count the beads in her hair.
Beads like smiling seeds all over her plaited

hair. “Better than counting sheep,” he told her.

Then he’d say, “Sleep tight, Shining Beads
Girl.”

Shona liked to think of Shining Beads Girl
as her secret name. Wouldn't it be great if

everybody in the world had a secret name?

Like a password nobody could guess.

‘Even our ancestors,” Shona thought, ‘have
their secret names.” She thought of how
her granny shared a wise, dreamy face with
Dinknesh-Lucy. Perhaps her granny’s secret
name might be something like Dreamy Wise

Eye.

But right now, Shining Beads Girl was
counting how many more stops they had left to
get to Wood Green, which was a long way along
the Piccadilly line. They had just passed Green
Park, so there were at least another nine stops
to go, and Shona wished something interesting

would happen to brighten up the journey.



	all sorts to make a world cover.doc
	All Sorts to Make a World.pdf



