
Unlike present climatic conditions, throughout the last ice age and prior to ten thousand
years ago, Earth’s climate was chaotic, and exhibiting rapid fluctuations in snowfall and
temperatures...showing short-term fluctuations with average annual temperature rising
by up to 10 degrees C, and snowfall declining or trebling by one-third over the course of
a few years.
...our conception of a climate that is not chaotic is really not representative of the long
history of weather patterns.
The issue here is not that the weather has not been chaotic in the past, but of our
responsibility as human communities over world history in impacting the climate through
our activities to reproduce our social systems. In other words, our activities have further
added to the chaotic nature of our climate systems that in the long run has the potential
of arresting social and biological evolutions.
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While the conversation took place all around her, Sara sat cradling her sister’s head in her lap
and stroking her hair. Despite the seriousness of the discussion, it was reassuring to feel the
heat of Janice’s body next to hers and the softness of her sister’s hair on her fingertips.

Sara did her best to block out the content of the dialogue as she had needed something
mundane and mindless to focus her thoughts upon. Feeling some comfort, as she did at this
moment, had been a rare occurrence lately and remaining calm as life seemed to fall apart had
been excruciatingly difficult. She felt as though she had been living in an altered reality most of
the time these past few weeks.

Her little sister and her had suddenly found themselves orphaned. On top of that was a world
that appeared to have crashed all about them without any kind of warning. It was an abrupt
change in everything. No parents. No power. No Internet. No communications. No news. No
transportation. No people. It was Janice, her, a group of neighbouring university students whom
she really didn't know all that well, and now this old man who had been stumbling around in a
massive snowstorm. Everything was so surreal.

The conversation the others were engaged in was not particularly interesting to her. It sounded
a lot like when her father and uncle would get together and share a few beers while discussing
the state of the world. It seemed way too serious. This was something her uncle seemed to love
to do whenever he visited. Sara would listen and absorb things but really wasn't very concerned
with most subjects they'd talk about.

Occasionally she would interject a thought or two but not very often. Usually it was just
something that she had heard during one of her grade twelve classes and had seemed relevant



to the discussion at the time. The majority of the time she would say nothing. Her dad and
uncle’s last conversation wormed its way into her thoughts.

…Duncan Stuart took another long swallow from his bottle of beer, holding the bottle up
afterwards towards the room’s sole light in the far corner to gauge how much liquid remained.
He shook the bottle slightly to get a sense of the amount left and get a better view of its
contents. “Think I need at least one more, big brother.”

“Good God, Dunc, how many’s that already? You help yourself,” Thomas Stuart responded. “I've
had quite enough. I've got to have a clear head and get an early start tomorrow on a project
report for my latest client. I'm sticking to water for the remainder of the evening.”

“You and these Big Oil monopolies,” Duncan replied, shaking his head then finishing the beer in
his hand with a hearty chug.

“Here, Uncle Duncan,” Sara interrupted as she handed her uncle a fresh, cold beer.

“Thanks, Sara, honey. I didn't mean for you to get me one,” Duncan directed towards his niece,
whom he'd forgotten was sitting at the dining room table in the adjacent room doing some
school homework while he and his brother attempted to solve he world’s various problems.

“It's okay,” Sara replied. “I needed to stretch my legs a bit. I've been working on an essay for my
biology class and have had quite enough of trying to understand non-linear feedback loops and
emergent phenomena in complex systems.” She feigned complete boredom as she finished her
sentence.

“Well, you know,” Duncan replied, winking at her, “there's nothing complex about you and your
sister being my favourite nieces. Have I told you that lately?”

“Very funny, Uncle Duncan. We are your only nieces,” Sara laughed as she moved back
towards the dining room table and the books and papers she had spread about on it. “Ever
since I can remember you’ve told us that whenever you visit.” A smile filled her face, she loved
her Uncle Duncan’s visits. Even though they seemed to engage each other in discussing fairly
serious issues most of the time, her dad appeared so much more relaxed when his younger
brother was present.

“Yes, but it's still true!” Duncan responded, holding up his full bottle towards her.

Sara sat back down in front of the biology text she had been reading from before jumping up to
get her uncle another beer. “Are we still camping up at Algonquin next summer? It will be my
last summer before I start at Western.”

“Absolutely! I don't care if you're 40 and married with kids. We are camping any summer you
want.”



“Thanks Uncle Duncan. I love when we go camping,” Sara enthusiastically gushed back at her
uncle.

“Actually, Dunc,” Tom began after his daughter had returned her attention to her homework, “I'm
representing a rather significant investor, like really significant, who is looking at a sizeable
investment in the oil and gas industry. And regardless of the monopolisation taking place in oil
and gas--and I can't disagree with you about that--I gotta pay the bills, little brother. Besides, I
think you'd like the direction my report is likely going to take given some data that I’ve become
privy to. Although I'm pretty sure the executives I'll be discussing the draft version with won't be
overly thrilled with its preliminary conclusions.”

Duncan’s eyes widened and he sat up from his reclined position on his brother’s couch. “Do tell.
I'm always in favour of speaking truth to power. Especially to those fascist tyrants you tend to
work for. Who is it this time and what's the buzz?”

“Canadian Oil and I’m increasingly believing there are a whole bunch of irregularities in--” Tom
began.

“Canadian Oil?” Duncan interrupted. “My God, do you know what I've heard about their collusion
with government and how they came to be the biggest player in the Canadian oil and gas
industry these past couple of years? Talk about corporate and government malfeasance!”

“Well,” Tom continued, a sense of seriousness obvious in his voice’s inflectional shift, “we might
just want to finally take advantage of those preps you've been developing the last couple of
years when I'm all done. I just might want to be off the grid for a little while. I’m flying out to
Calgary to do some indepth verification of my data but I'm considering leaking my findings to
some independent media outlets. If the data checks out, the shit will be sure to hit the fan after I
release my conclusions. Almost guaranteed.”

Thomas set down his empty beer bottle and ran his fingers through his slightly graying hair. He
took a deep breath then carried on, “I've spent the last month pouring over their books and
production data and with some files I was sent recently all I can conclude is that their public data
and statements are as cooked as the books of Enron.

“All that's left now is for me to verify my numbers with the ones at their corporate office. There's
a reckoning just ahead for them, both in terms of finances and oil and gas production if my
analysis is accurate. Yet the narrative being weaved by them is the exact opposite. Should my
analysis pan out, not only can I not recommend any kind of investment in the corporation, but
I'm seriously considering blowing the whistle on them.”

“And here I was beginning to believe your conversion to the dark side was complete,” Duncan
asserted. “Do you think their headquarters and all the financial data within will be brought down
and conveniently destroyed by a ‘terrorist’ attack that never actually impacts their building? You



know, like 9/11 and Building 7 with all of Enron’s financial data. But more importantly,” Duncan
began in a far more serious tone, “what does Sally think about bugging out?”

“I've been struggling with how to best broach the subject with her. Wish I didn't have to fly out to
Calgary to verify these numbers. I don't have a good feeling about a couple of the execs and,”
Tom joked half-heartedly, “I just might not make it back.”

...Sara wondered if that last conversation her uncle and father had had was a prologue to the
current world situation. Her uncle had always warned his brother about the global power
struggles amongst nations and how it could spill over to bring about chaos. Uncle Duncan’s
rants could go on for hours after a few beers, especially when they went camping up north.

Sara might never know for sure as she had no idea what had happened to her father since the
world had gone sideways. And her mother and uncle had been brutally murdered in front of her
and her sister just a short few weeks ago. The images of that horrific event were burned into her
mind like it had happened earlier that day.

She was trying her best to hold herself together but every moment was a struggle. Thinking
about her family brought tears to her eyes and with them a sudden urge to be away from this
group of relative strangers.

She gently moved from under her sister’s resting head, slipping a pillow in place of her legs, and
stood up. Reaching up to the ceiling, Sara stretched out her back and let out a heavy sigh as
she left the comfort of the sitting room they had all huddled in to keep warm for the past few
days, heading for the kitchen.

Apart from wishing some time alone, she realised she was slightly peckish and knew the last of
the bag of chips they had discovered had been left on the kitchen table. It wouldn't be the most
filling or nutritious snack, but it was better than nothing. Their food choices had not been
wonderful during their flight from London, to say the least. It had consisted of far too much junk
food and canned goods for Sara’s liking. Her preference to avoid processed food had met with a
sudden roadblock since their travels had begun. Fresh food was a rarity and they'd found none
for the past week. It had either been consumed already or gone bad. She'd give almost anything
for some fresh fruit or vegetables.

The temperature dropped precipitously as she moved away from the fireplace and into the
kitchen. In fact, Sara could see her breath as she stepped towards the far side of the room and
moved further from the fire. The temperature outside must have really been cold for the house
to be so noticeably chillier just one room away from the fireplace. The group hadn't encountered
this dilemma yet. The fireplace had been enough to warm most of the house up to this time. It
helped that this had been the first real snowfall and cold temperatures since they had left
London.



She swung her flashlight to the left and the right, trying to orient herself and avoid the furniture.
There in the centre of the large wood table was a bowl with the last few ketchup chips. They
weren't her favourite flavour of chips but the selection of foods they had discovered in the home
was minimal at best. There seemed to be enough for all of them for another couple of days and
then they would be in trouble. Al and his friends had begun talking about visiting some of the
nearby homes to try and find food but had spent the last two days exploring the property and
house they were currently squirrelled away within.

Sara let out another heavy sigh and sat, pulling the bowl over in front of her. She turned the
flashlight off, not needing the light any longer and wishing to conserve its batteries as they had
all agreed when using any of their electronics . Sitting in the kitchen with just a touch of firelight
to light the doorway to the room where everyone else sat, she simply listened to the
conversation. The conversation had turned to geopolitics, a topic her father and uncle often
discussed. As much as it hurt to think of them, she smiled slightly at the recollection it brought
back.

Sara could hear the wind howling ferociously through the trees outside, although it seemed
muffled compared to earlier in the evening. Perhaps the wind was finally dying down, although
the old farmhouse continued to creak and groan. The storm had intensified significantly after
Joel Gregory had stumbled upon their group but that was hours ago and it couldn't still be so
bad. Sara flicked the flashlight back on to shine it towards one of the windows to see if the snow
was still falling.

She couldn't understand what she was seeing at first so moved closer until it dawned on her: a
snowdrift had accumulated so much that the entire window was buried in snow. Sara moved to
the next window and saw the same thing. In fact all the windows on the east and north side of
the kitchen were engulfed by snowdrifts. Wow was all she could think.

Then she thought of a story her grandmother had told her about a storm hitting London in the
late 1970s and having the back of the bungalow she was living in at the time buried by a giant
snowstorm. Her mum’s mother had told Sara how they had to dig a tunnel through the snow
from their back door to gain access to their backyard. The storm had buried the back half of the
house in a gigantic snowdrift. Her grandmother had said that it was so bad that the city basically
closed down for three days. No school. No businesses. No government services. Nothing. It
took several days for the city to clear the roads enough for things to start returning to normal.
Winters had not been like that for decades, however.

Sara was mesmerised by the idea that enough snow had fallen to bury windows of the house.
Even if it was just from drifting. She needed to try and look outside. She left the kitchen and took
the stairs to the second floor. It was slightly warmer at the top of the stairs with the heat from the
family room escaping to the second floor, but it was still quite cold and she shivered in
response--both from the cold and the slight excitement of seeing a winter blizzard unlike any
she had ever experienced.



She shone her flashlight out one of the bedroom windows. Sara couldn't see much because the
storm was still as bad as it had been several hours ago. A combination of strong winds and
voluminous snow allowed her to see only a couple of metres. She'd never seen anything like it
before. The snow was actually almost up to the second floor window where she could see. She
had to let the others know.


