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I don’t know about you, but when I read a story I 

like to know what’s going on right from the start.  

I don’t need to know everything.  I don’t want to 

know about stuff that doesn’t come into the story.  

But I need to know what’s going on right from the 

first page.  I want facts.  I want to know who’s who 

and what’s what.

And then I just want to get on with it.

So if it’s all right with you, I’ll start with who’s 

who.

First of all, there’s me.

CHAPTEr 1
No SummEr IN HErE
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Name: Finbar Black.

Age: 15.

Looks: tall, dark, handsome, charming ...

Oops, sorry.  I was dreaming there.  I’ll do that 

bit again.

Name: Finbar Black.

Age: 15.

Looks: normal.

That’s better.

Next, my dad.

Name: Alfred Black.

Age: 35.

Looks: boring.

Third, Dad’s dad, my grandad.

Name: Ronald Black.

Age: 57.

Looks: dirty, mad, sad, greedy.
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And last of all, Grandad’s dad, my great-

grandad.

Name: Albert Black, known to everyone as Grag.

Age: nearly dead.

Looks: hard to see.  Never gets out of his chair 

and almost never speaks.

OK.  So that’s who we are.  The what’s what 

and the where is easy.  It’s Saturday afternoon of 

the last week in June, and the four of us are sitting 

in Grandad’s front room, watching TV.

The time is nearly four o’clock, and we’ve been 

sitting here since lunchtime.

I’m bored to death.  From outside I can hear 

the summer sounds of little kids playing in the 

street.  In the distance I can hear chimes from 

an ice-cream van.  Hip-hop beats boom from the 

radio of a car near by.  I can imagine the hot sun, 

burning down from a bright blue sky outside.

That’s all outside.
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In here, in this dusty old room, the curtains 

are shut and the outside world feels as if it’s a 

million miles away.

There’s no summer in here.

All we’ve got is horse-racing on the TV, a 

roomful of stale air, and three living corpses – Dad, 

Grandad and Grag.  They haven’t made a sound 

in the last half-hour apart from the odd sly fart.  

They never say anything.  They just sit there – Dad 

and Grandad are slumped together on the sofa.  

Grag is in his lumpy old armchair.  All three are 

staring blankly at the TV screen.  They seem to 

suck the life out of everything around them.

Dragging me down.

Are they alive at all?

I wouldn’t feel so bad if they weren’t my own 

family – my own flesh and blood.  But they made 

me.  And every time I look at them, I wonder if 

that’s how I’ll look in years to come.  Is that how 

I’ll be in the future?  Thinking like that makes me 

shiver.  I don’t want to end up like them.  I don’t 

want to be old.  I don’t even want to think about 

being old.
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‘So,’ I tell myself, ‘don’t think about it.  Think 

about something else.’

Like what?

‘I don’t know ... anything.  Think about Amy –’

No, I don’t want to think about her.

‘Why not?  Just because –’

Shut up.

Those last two words are so clear in my head 

that for a moment I think maybe I’ve said them 

out loud.  I feel a bit embarrassed, so I look up 

carefully …  Did anyone notice?

It’s all right – they’re all still staring at the TV.

Mind you, this lot wouldn’t budge if a bomb 

went off.  They don’t notice anything.

Back to Amy.  She’s my girlfriend ... or rather, 

she was my girlfriend.

In fact, I’ve only ever spoken to her twice.  The 

first time was last week when I asked her to meet 

me at the bus stop tonight.  The second time was 

last night when she rang me up and told me she 

had something better to do.
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I hear myself say, “Shall we open the 

curtains?”

No one replies.

“Dad?” I say.

“What?” he grunts.

“Can I open the curtains?”

“No,” Grandad says.  He goes on staring at the 

TV.

“But it’s a really nice day –”

“Just leave ’em,” mutters Grandad.

I look at Dad.

“The sun’s too bright,” Dad says.  “It glares on 

the TV screen.”

“Hurts my eyes,” Grandad adds.

“It hurts his eyes,” Dad repeats.

“OK,” I say.

And we all sink back into silence.

What am I doing here?
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I always visit my dad on the last Saturday of 

every month.  I don’t want to, and I don’t think 

he wants me to, but I’ve been coming here on 

Saturdays for so long now that we don’t think 

about it much.  It’s just something that happens.  

It’s what we do.  On the last Saturday of every 

month, I get on a bus and rattle across town to 

visit my dad.

I don’t have to visit him.  I mean, it’s not 

the law.  My mum and dad aren’t even properly 

divorced.  They just don’t live together.  They 

haven’t done for the last seven years.

I remember Mum said to Dad, “What’s the 

point in getting a divorce?  No one in their right 

mind is going to want to marry you, and I won’t 

get married again for all the tea in China.  Let’s 

not waste loads of money on divorce lawyers.  I’ll 

stay here with Finbar and you can go and live with 

your dad.  We’ll leave things at that – OK?”

“But –” said Dad.

“OK?”

“OK.”
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And they didn’t talk about a divorce after that 

at all.

It’s out of habit that I’m sitting here now, at 

Dad’s, bored stupid.  I wonder how much longer 

I can stand it.  I don’t have to stay here.  I can 

go whenever I want.  I could go right now.  The 

trouble is, I always stay for tea, and if I leave now, 

they’ll all ask me questions –

“What’s the matter, Finbar?”

“Why are you going now?”

“Where are you going?”

I don’t want questions.  Questions mean 

answers, and answers mean lies, and I can’t be 

bothered to make up any lies.

But I don’t want to stay for tea.  We have tea 

around five o’clock, and that’s almost an hour 

away.  Then I’ve got to go to the chip shop, come 

back, dish out the chips, wait for everyone to 

finish, make a cup of tea, then another cup of tea.  

And then it’ll be getting on for six o’clock.  At last.  

That’s when I can go.

Six o’clock?



9

‘No way,’ I’m thinking to myself.  ‘Six o’clock 

is two hours away.  Two more hours of this?  You 

must be joking.  I can’t sit here for another two 

hours.  If I sit here for another two hours –’

Then –

CRASH!

“What was that?” Dad says.  He looks towards 

the door.

“Back door,” I say, standing up.  “I think –”

BANG!

The sound of the back door slamming shut –

CLACK – CLACK.

And someone bolting it.

Dad turns to Grandad.  “Are you expecting 

anyone?”

Grandad shakes his head.

And now we’re all staring at the door.  We’re 

listening hard to the sound of footsteps crossing 

the floor and moving quickly towards us in the 

front room.  Time seems to have frozen.  No one 
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moves.  No one says anything.  There isn’t time.  

The sound of the footsteps is all there is.

Clomp, clomp, clomp.

‘It’s probably nothing ...’ I start to think.

Then someone dressed all in black and 

wearing a motorbike helmet bursts through the 

door and points a gun at my head.
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