
Blue London (1st) 

 

My name is Stacy. I am a photographer for BBC News. I travel around the world on a special 
ship, telling people’s stories, but what I’m about to tell you is TOP SECRET. But first, let me 
tell you the story of London, when it flooded.  

As climate change became even worse, soon there was going to be no hope left. The Arctic 
and Antarctic were melting, which meant cities were flooding. Even before the flooding, 
places like Australia were already gone, burnt and no life left. At the news headquarters in 
London, red warning lights rapidly flickered on and off. All of the screens said “LONDON 
NOT SAFE”. Splash! “What was that?” Everyone peered out of the shivering windows. “It’s 
a massive wave!” People started to panic. “Follow me!” I shouted and I led the terrified 
workers out of BBC tower. Breathing fast I tried to grasp my camera but I was too late. The 
wave swallowed me. I squeezed my eyes shut, my soaked clothes weighing me down. 
Suddenly somebody caught my arm, and I was being pulled up to safety, on to a boat. I sat 
shivering as I watched the sight of my home town drowning, sinking into the icy slush, as 
if it was being pulled down, like I was.  

The water kept rising until all that you could see were the tallest towers, and the top of Big 
Ben. Big Ben’s clock hands were like a sad wet dog’s whiskers. The wave had made huge 
teardrops. “Big Ben’s crying,” I whispered to myself as we sailed away.  

I was slumped at the back of the boat when everyone started to shout, “The Shard is still 
standing!” I stood up and my jaw dropped. It had been four years since leaving London to 
start the ship life, so I thought that nothing was left to be seen. This was a miracle. I was 
home. “Time to see what we can see,” I thought, and pulled off my jumper and jeans to 
reveal my wet suit! I turned to look at my helper and gestured for my scuba tank and 
underwater camera.  

The water was still as cold as ice! I floated gently towards the dirty floor. I heard a strange 
creek, it seemed to be coming from a tube station nearby. The walls were crumbling like 
soggy cookies, and then I saw a long fish tail swim around the corner towards the seaweed 
platform. I quietly, slowly swam towards the wall of the station so I could see better. On 
the platform I saw a human face… with a scaly body! London was not forgotten, it was 
being looked after by mermaids who had moved in after the flooding. I shyly put out my 
hand to the mermaid. She took my hand and said “Welcome to Merdon. Let me show you 
around.” I nodded and smiled. I couldn’t speak but I thought I’m glad London wasn’t 
abandoned after all. 

 

By Chloe. 


