AUTUMN:
THE HUMAN CONDITION

DAVID MOODY

INFECTED BOOKS



www.infectedbooks.co.uk
AUTUMN:
THE HUMAN CONDITION

Published by INFECTED BOOKS

www.infectedbooks.co.uk

This edition published 2005

Copyright David Moody 2005

All rights reserved
This book isawork of fiction. The characters and situations
in this story areimaginary. No resemblance is intended between

these characters and any real persons, either living or dead.

Condition of Sale
This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by
way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise
circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and
without asimilar condition including this condition being

imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

A catalogue record for the paperback edition

of this book is available from the British Library

Paperback ISBN 0-9550051-3-2

6-3-0505-2



INTRODUCTION

AUTUMN: THE HUMAN CONDITION isacompanion book which bringsto an end the
AUTUMN saga. Aswell as presenting anumber of new storieswhich take placeinthe AUTUMN
world, the book aso details the advent of the infection from the perspective of anumber of individua
characterswho appear in AUTUMN, AUTUMN: THE CITY and AUTUMN: PURIFICATION.
An gppendix a the end of this book explains each character’ sinvolvement in the story. Earlier versons
of some of these brief background storieswere originally released as AUTUMN: ECHOES.

THE HUMAN CONDITION aso expands on the events of PURIFICATION. It isrecommended,
therefore, that the origina series of novels be read before this book.

Thanksto al the readers of the AUTUMN story for their enthusiagtic and continued support.

David Moody
April 2005
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JAKE HUMPHRIES

Eight months ago Jake Humphries and his family immigrated to Canada from the United
Kingdom. A regional manager for a global finance house, Jake agreed to move his family
overseas for a well paid two year posting. Hiswife Lucy and their two children settled quickly into
their new surroundings. The people who found it hardest to adjust were those they left behind.
Polly Humphries — Jake' s well-meaning but highly strung and over-sensitive mother — till finds
the distance between her and her son difficult to deal with. Mrs Humphries and her husband made
their first visit to Canada several weeks ago. The trip did nothing to reassure the old lady. If
anything it has made her more neurotic. Jake has grown to dread the weekly telephone calls from
the UK. His mother usually phones on Saturdays. It is now the early hours of Tuesday morning.

‘ Jake? Jake, isthat you?
‘Mum? Bloody hell, Mum, do you know what timeit is?
‘Areyou okay, son?

‘Apart from being tired because it's gone midnight and I’ d only just managed to get to deep I’'mfine.
We'redl fine. Why shouldn’t we be?

‘Haven't you heard?

‘Heard what? Chrigt, Mum, it’'sthe middie of the bloody night. | haven’t heard anything.’
‘There’ sno need for the language, Jake, we were just worried about you, that’ s all.’
‘Why?

‘Areyou far from Vancouver ?

‘It son the other side of the country. It' s thousands of kilometres away, why?

‘Because something’ s happened there.’

‘“What do you mean? What' s happened?

‘I don’t know. | don’t think anyone knows. Y our dad and | saw it on the newsand...’
‘Look, Mum, I’'m redly tired. Y ou're not making any senseat dl...’

‘I'm sorry, love. It'sjust that you're al so far away from us here and we worry about you.’
‘I know, | know... Anyway, what timeisit there?

‘Just after seven.’

‘What are you doing up so early?

“Y our dad couldn’t deep. Y ou know what he'slike, once he's awake that’sit. And once he'sup and



about | can't relax. He woke me up with his shuffling and his moaning so we both got up and came
downgtairs. We were watching the news and...’

‘And what exactly isit that's supposed to have happened in Vancouver ?
‘They’re not sure. No-one' s saying very much. No-one seems to know very much yet.’

‘So you' ve woken me up to tell me that no-one knows very much about what’ s happening in
Vancouver ? Come on, Mum, I’ ve got an important meeting first thing tomorrow and | can’t afford
to...’

‘No. Listen, son, something’ s happened there but they don't...’
‘Wdll give me aclue then. Has there been an accident or abomb or...?
‘1 don’'t know. | heard something about a bomb but they’ ve stopped talking about that now.’

*So why have you phoned mein the middle of the night? Thisisn't little old England , Mum. Thisplace
isbloody huge. Just because something’ s happening in the same country doesn’'t mean it’ sgoing to
affect...’

‘I"'m phoning you because they’ ve lost contact with the city, and al the places surrounding it.’

‘“What? What do you mean, they’ velost contact with it? Vancouver isamassve city for Christ’s
sake. There are thousands and thousands of people there. Millions. Y ou can't lose contact with millions
of peoplejust likethat...’

‘I know...’
“Y ou can't lose contact with awhole bloody city, Mum.’
‘1 know, but they have.’

“What channd are you watching? Are you sureit’s genuine? Are you sureit’ s not just afilm or one of
those drama-documentaries about. ..’

‘Jake, your father and | may be getting on but we' re not stupid. | know what I'm watching. It'sthe
newsand it'sred. We re sitting in front of the television right now. Y our father’ snext to me. I’'monly
telling you what we' ve heard, and I’ m only telling you because we' re concerned about you, Lucy and the
boys.’

‘So tel me again exactly what it isthey’re saying.’

“Y our dad says put your TV on, son. Y ou’ re bound to have some news where you are. Y ou’ re much
closer thanwe are’

‘Okay, give me asecond.’
‘“What can you see?
‘Hold on, that’ s strange.’
‘What' s strange?

‘Can’t get apicture on some of the channels. Cable must be down. Sometimes this happenswhen...’



‘What about the radio? Try your computer. Try the Internet.’
“Hang on, here’ s something.’
‘What are they saying?

‘Chrig, it'sjust like you said, they’ ve logst contact with the areaaround. .. Hold on, you said
Vancouver, didn’'t you Mum?

‘Y es son, why?

‘Because the gtation I'm watching hereistalking about Winnipeg. That's milesaway. And Sesttle,
and Portland. They’ re taking about amassive part of the country. Bloody hell, what’sgoing on here...?

‘ Arethey saying anything about what’ s happened, Jake? Do they know why...?

‘Christ, Mum, they’ ve put amap up. It lookslikeit’s spreading out from the west. It lookslike. ..’
‘Where are Lucy and the boys?

‘Lucy’ s herein bed with me, the boysareadeep.. .’

“Y ou should lock your doors. Don't answer the door if anyone comes. Wait until we know
what's...’

‘What' sthe point of locking the door? Mum, thisisn't anything to do with...’

‘Jake...? Jake, areyou gtill there? What' s the matter, son?

‘Nothing. Thought | heard something, that'sdl.’

‘What?

‘Thought I could hesr...’

‘Jake...?What' s happening, son?

‘Sorry, Mum, I’m going to put the phone down. Look, I'll call you back assoon asl...’
‘What' swrong?

‘ Something’ s happening on the other side of theriver. There safire. It looks like something' s gone
into the front of one of the buildings on the waterfront by the... Don’t know what’sgoing on. | can’t see
much from here... Hang on asecond and I'll try and... Shit, that’sal | need, the kids are awake now.
Bloody hdl. Lucy, could you go and...?Lucy...?Honey, what'swrong?

‘What' s the matter, son?
‘Lucy?Don't struggle, honey, lieback and I'll get you a...’

‘Jake? Jake. .. areyou il there?

Over five thousand miles away, Mrs Humphries listened helplessly to the muffled sounds of her
son, her daughter-in-law and her two grandsons choking to death.



Within hours both Mrs Humphries and her husband were dead too.

DAY ONE

AMY STEADMAN
Part i

Amy Steadman is a twenty-four year old graduate who is the manager of the lingerie department
in an exclusive women’ s fashion boutique located in a busy out-of-town shopping mall. She lives
on her own in the town of Rowley in a small one bedroom flat above an antiques shop on a
narrow road just off the main high street.

It's five-thirty in the morning. Amy’ s alarm has gone off, and she' s just dragged herself out of
bed.

This morning Amy has to make her quarterly sales presentation to the company’ s senior
management team. She dreads these presentations. She doesn’t have a problem with standing up
and talking to these self-important, vacuous, grey-suited people, she just doesn’'t feel comfortable
with the way they stare back at her. They are smarmy, lecherous old men and she can feel them
undressing her with their eyes. She hates the way they don’t listen to anything she says, instead
they just watch her. She knows that they fantasise about her. She finds their unwanted interest
and their cheap, double-entendre laden conver sation offensive and unnecessary but she puts up
withit. It'sall part of the job.

In Amy’ s line of business appearance is absolutely everything. She walks the shop floor asa
representative of the store and the numerous expensive labels it stocks. She knows that she must
be perfectly coiffured and immaculately presented at all times. Customers directly associate her
with the products she sells. The better she looks, she often thinks, the more chance she has of
making a sale.

After a quick breakfast (she doesn’t feel like eating much this morning) and a lukewarm
shower (she needsto get a plumber in), Amy dries her hair and sits down in front of the mirror to



apply her make-up. An exercise in precision application, the make-up is crucially important to her.
Far more than just another part of her perfect appearance, it isa mask. Sheis painting on her
work personality and her customer-facing smile. In fifteen minutes she creates a character far
removed from the real Amy Steadman who sitsin front of the television most nights, eating
chocolate and relaxing in old jeans and baggy jumpers. More importantly, perhaps, the face
becomes something she can hide behind. The senior managers who stare and leer at her see only
the fixed smile, the white teeth and the flawl ess complexion. They are unawar e of the disinterest
and contempt she keeps hidden from them.

Less than an hour after getting out of bed, Amy is dressed, psyched-up and ready to go. She
leaves her flat and crawls through the early morning traffic, arriving at work in just under fifty
minutes.

It isalmost eight o’ clock, and the storeis just opening its doorsto the first customers of the
day.

‘These shoes arekilling me,” Lorraine moans.

‘“Well what do you expect? | sigh. Lorraine (who' s had more nips, tucks, fase tans and hairstyles
than therest of us put together) isatota daveto fashion. ‘Bloody hell, girl, those hedls would be enough
to cripple anyone. Chrigt, you' re virtualy walking on tiptoe!’

“You'redl right, you' ve got the height you lucky cow,” she snaps back at me. * Short buggerslike me
need dl the help we can get.” She stopstalking and looks over my shoulder. * Oh, hang on, stand by your
posts everyone, here we go again. Here comesthe dime...’

I turn round and see that our overpaid guests from Head Office are beginning to arrive. My heart
gnks,

‘Morning, Mr Jackson,’” | smile through gritted teeth as the area manager makes his entrance with his
entourage. What avile and odiouslittle shit thismaniis.

‘Morning, Andrea,’ he grins, getting my name wrong as he does every month. ‘ Looking more
beautiful than ever!’

‘And you seem to be more of afucking creep than ever,” iswhat | want to say back to him but, of
course, | don't. Instead | just smile politely, force out alittle laugh and then relax when Maurice Green
appears a my side to take Jackson through to the back offices.

‘Excuse me, Miss,” aquiet little voice says from behind me. | turn round and look down and see an
elderly man clutching a negligee, looking more than just alittle bit uncomfortable. An odd choice of
nightwear unless he' satransvestite or he's married to agold-digger. | watched a programme on
televison awhile back about women who marry decrepit and desperate men for their money. | can
understand why they do it. Most of the men I’ ve been involved with over thelast couple of years haven't
had any redeeming qudities other than the Size of their walets.

‘What can | dofor you, Sir? | ask, looking around for Lorraine who' s suddenly disappeared as she
aways manages to do when customers need serving. Thisisn't fair. | haveto get to my meeting. | haven't
got time to be dealing with customerstoday.

‘I bought thisfor my wife’ s birthday last week and she doesn't likeit,’ he croaks.



Judging by the age of the customer in front of me, if hiswifeisn't agold-digger then she smost
probably somewhere between sixty and eighty yearsold. Can't imagine |’ [l want to wear underwear like
thisat that age.

‘I 32" | say, taking the negligee from him and holding it up. Thereis't much of it. Definitely not to
beworninthewinter. ‘Didn’t shelikeit? Do you want arefund or...?

He shakes his head.

‘No. Actudly | was wondering whether you had it in any other colours,’ he says as hisfaceturns
lobster pink with embarrassment. He' s taken me by surprise. * She doesn't like black,” he explains, ‘ says
she’d rather havered.’

| can’t belate for the meeting so I’ [l have to hand the old gent over to acolleague. Typicaly there' s
no-one about. I’'m about to lead him over to the customer services desk when | stop. Something' s caught
my eye over by the main doors. | can see Gary Bright, the area finance director. He' s crouched down on
all foursand helooks like he' s choking or being sick. He' s dropped his briefcase and it’ s open and there
are confidential papersblowing al over the shop. | run over to try and help him. | cal for Jenny Clarke
who'sthe duty first aid officer. Christ, someone elseis down now. A woman just to the left of me has
collapsed againgt the customer service desk. Bloody hell, shelooks like she' s suffocating. Her faceisred
and her eyes are bulging. She' s holding onto her neck and. .. Shit, Shirley Peters from sportswesar islying
on the floor at the bottom of the escalator. Shelooks asif she'sjusdt...

Oh my God. What' sthat?

| can feel something at the back of my throat. It'slike I’ ve got something trapped. | keep trying to
clear it but | can hardly swallow. Something’ stickling and scratching the back and sides of my throat and
| keep coughing to try and clear it away. | need to get somewater. It' still there. It won't go. Stronger
now. Chrigt, it feelslike someone' s got ahand round my neck. Need to get help. Jesusit hurts. It's
gtinging and burning. Bloody hell, I can’'t swalow. | can’t breathe.

Sow down.
Oh God, | can taste blood in my mouth.

Don't panic. Slow down. Try and breathe. Try and...

Sarved of oxygen, Amy fell back into a rail of expensive designer dresses, pulling half of the
display down on top of her. She gagged and retched as blood seeped and dribbled down the inside
of her inflamed throat. Unable to focus, she was momentarily aware of frantic, terrified
movement all around her.

Quickly suffocating, she clawed at her neck and then began to thrash about as the remaining
oxygen in her blood stream was rapidly used up. Already numb and unresponsive, she felt no pain
when her flailing arms and legs smacked against the hard marble floor and the metal display units
around her.

Her mouth and chin now covered with blood, she tried to stand but couldn’t. The world
became dark and the screams around her became muffled and then silent. The terrifying,
claustrophobic panic which filled her mind disappeared.

Less than a minute after becoming infected, Amy Steadman was dead.



JIM HARPER

Fucking hell, I'minbig trouble. | can’'t believe I’ ve been so stupid. Chrigt, I'm never going to get out of
thisone,

There are mistakes and there are mistakes. There are small mistakes and minor indiscretions that you
can brush under the carpet and there are fucking huge mistakes that you know are going to cost you big
time and haunt you for therest of your life. Thisisafucking huge mistake. It was amoment of madness.
It was aredly bloody stupid thing to do.

I’minahotel room. It only took me a couple of secondsto get my bearings after | woke up. I’m here
on acourse fromwork. Thisisday two of five. Theway things are going it could be my last day inthe
job. It saquarter to eight and the first session of the morning startsin lessthan an hour. I’ ve missed
breskfast but that doesn’t matter. | couldn’t eat anything. | fed sick to my stomach. The problemis, this
isn't my hotel room. My room is next door and | shouldn’t be here.

I’m keeping as ill asl can, lying on my sde and looking out of acrack in the curtainsat adull and
rainy morning outside. I'm trying to work my way back through the events of last night to try and
remember everything that happened. We re here for the week — Monday morning through until lunchtime
Friday. There are seventeen of us here from different outlets up and down the country. We had aforma
medl last night to break theice and to get to know everyone, then we moved into the bar. And that was
wherewe stayed. | got talking to a couple of lads from up north, and then | ended up with two girlswho
work inmy area I’d met one of them before, but | didn’t recognise her friend. Turns out she was Helen
Hunter —the daughter of Bill Hunter, my areadirector and one of the hardest, most unforgiving and
ruthless bastards you could ever have the misfortune to come across. My missus, Chloe, worksin his
office

And here swhere things begin to get redlly, really complicated and unpleasant. | haven't plucked up
the courage to check yet, but I’ m ninety-nine percent sure that thisis Helen Hunter’ sbed. And I’'m
equally certain that Helen Hunter isin it with me. Whoever it isthat’ slying next to me, she’sjust wrapped
her arm around me and now she' s started kissing my neck.

Keep cam. Just try and keep cam and get things into perspective. Am | sureit’sHelen? I’ m having
trouble remembering last night clearly. | remember Sitting in the bar with the two girls, drinking heavily. |
was starting to get to the stage where you redlly know you’ ve had afew drinks and your body startsto
try and tell you to stop. Sometimes the beer plays tricks on you —the a cohol sort of waitsfor awhile and
then cregps up and rushes you dl of asudden. I'd been fineal night but suddenly | could fed mysalf
going and | knew I’ d reached the point where having another drink would have been amistake. | know |
stopped in the bar for at least two more pints after that. One of the girlsfinaly got up and went to bed
and | remember being |ft there with the other. It was definitely Helen. The rest of our group were long
gone and we were the only two left in the bar.



We were having one of those conversations where you start discussing things you know you shouldn'’t
be talking about. She started telling me about her relationships and then moved on to her sexud likes and
didikes (concentrating more on the likes). | started to get more and more uncomfortable and, at the same
time, more and more excited. She wasflirting with me (okay, | wasflirting with her too) and | remember
thinking that | was going to haveto try and be a bit more distant in the morning because we have awhole
week to get through together and | didn’t want to give her the wrong impression. Problem was that by
that time I’ d dready done more than enough.

I remember finishing our drinks and leaving the bar. We walked through the lobby together and went
up to our rooms. We walked down the same corridor together and | started to get jumpy because |
thought she was following me. | stopped outside my room and took out my key and she did the same
with the room next door. She made some chegp comment about fate and coincidence and destiny or
something and | just mumbled because my brain had long since stopped functioning properly. | remember
thinking that | should just go into my room, shut the door and go to bed but | was having one of those
moments where my body had decided that it was going to completely ignore whatever my brain tried to
tell it to do.

Helen Hunt is acheap (but good-looking) tart with a reputation for deeping around and being a
marriage-bregker. | was screaming slently at myself to turn and run but my nervous system seemed to
have goneinto meltdown, leaving my genitalsin full control of therest of my body. So instead of walking
away from her | walked towards her. She wrapped her arms around my neck and whispered something
filthy inmy ear. | couldn’t remember what it was she said, | just remembered smelling her perfume and
the booze and feding her breath tickling the side of my face. We started to kiss. One kiss, then another,
then another and another until we were practically eating each other’ sfaces. My hands started to
wander. | grabbed her backside and pulled her closer. One thing quickly led to another and... and that’'s
why I’'min trouble now.

It hasto be said though, what | remember of last night was damn good. She lived up to her
reputation. She was haf-undressed by the time we' d made it onto the bed and | was completely
undressed seconds later. The lights were full on and the curtains were open but neither of uscared. All |
could think about was fucking her sensdess. Therewas no hint of passion, just sheer lust and physica
need. It flt like just minutes, but | remember looking at the clock on the bedside table at one o’ clock,
then two and then three. At some point one of us had turned the lights off and we d finaly fallen adeep.

Despite the fact that what I’ ve done iswrong whichever way you look at it, it was bloody good. Just
lying here thinking about what she did to meis making mefed horny again...

‘We' ve got haf an hour before the course starts,” awhispered voice says from behind me. She wraps
her armstight around me and startsto drag her nails across my chest. It hurtsbut Chrigt, it’ sredly turning
me on. | should try to be strong and say no but what’ s the point? The damage has already been done.
There' snothing | can do. Might aswdll lie back and enjoy it. ..

Sherollsmeover and | find myself looking up into Helen Hunter’ sface. She looks fucking beautiful —
an absolute gem. For asecond it’ s easy to forget that I’ m married and that the woman I’ min bed with is
the precious daughter of my boss boss. | can't think straight. All | can do isreact that what she' sdoing
to me. Now she' sdiding down underneeth the covers. She' sbiting my chest and licking meand she's
not stopping there. She' sgoing lower. | put my hands behind my head and lie back and get ready to take
it.

Quarter past eight. It sover and all of the sudden excitement and lust has gone. Now dl | fed is



stupidity and regret. What have | done? Why have | doneit again? Helen’ sgrinning at me like anidiot
but then, compared to me, she' s got nothing to lose. Chances are I’ ve dready lost everything. How the
hell am | going to be able to look Chloein the face now? After thelast time | promised her thiswould
never happen again. | know | mean nothing to Helen and it’ s just been abit of fun for her. I'm just
another one of her victims, another conquest. She’ srenowned for it and | should have known better.
She'll walk away from thiswithout abad word being said against her and I’ [l take dl the flack. If Bill
Hunter finds out then I’ve had it. I’ ve probably just thrown away my marriage, my house and my career
for one night of sex. What afucking idiot.

Shit, what the hell do | do now? She’ smoved and I’ m left lying on the bed on my own, looking up at
the ceiling and trying to work out how I’ m going to bluff my way out of this one. Easiest thing would be
to grab my stuff from the room next door and do arunner but | know | can’'t do that. | just can’t believe
I’ve been so stupid again. Thisisdefinitely the worst yet. I’ ve never done anything this bad before.
Actudly, thefirst night Chloe and | spent together was pretty similar in alot of respectsbut thisis
different and thiswasamistake. I'll talk to Helen now and tdll her that it meant nothing.

She' sin the shower. Despite the fact that we' ve just spent the night together and I’ ve already
explored every available inch of her naked body | now feel embarrassed because she' s undressed. |
don’t want to look at her but | can’t help mysdf and she knowsit. She' sflirting with me again. Bloody
woman knows that I"’m watching her and she’' s going to make me pay for it.

‘Look,” | say, clearing my throat, ‘we need to talk.’

She doesn't answer at first. | don’t know if she can hear me over the noise of the shower. I’ll haveto
raise my voice adthough that’ sthe last thing | want to do. Most of the course delegates rooms are
probably on thisfloor. | don’t have any choice. Thisisaconversation that won't wait. | haveto say my
piece now.

‘Ligten, I’'m going back to my room now. | had agreat time last night but we shouldn’t have done
what we...’

She peers around the side of the shower curtain, making sure she shows just enough flesh to keep me
interested and make melose my train of thought.

‘I'll seeyou later,” she smiles, ‘play your cards right and your whole week will be as good as last
night.

‘I'msorry,’ | try to protest. ‘You'reareally great girl, but | think we' ve made amistake. | don't think
we should see each other for therest of the...’

She' s shaking her head.

‘Too laefor that,” shegrins. Y ou're going to learn morein thislittle room than you will on the
course,’ she promises. ‘I'm going to do thingsto you that are barely legd. Y ou’ re mine for the rest of
the...’

She stopstaking. The expression on her face changes suddenly.
‘What' sthe matter? | ask, half-thinking that she' sjust winding me up.
‘l...” shestammers, ‘| can't...’

She grabs hold of her neck with one hand and grips the shower curtain with the other to keep hersalf
steady. She can't breathe. She' s suffocating. She' strying to breathe in but she can't get any air. She's



looking at me with wide, frightened eyesand | don’t know what to do. | just stand there. | can’'t move. |
want to help her but | don’t know what to do.

Her legs buckle undernegth her and shefdls, pulling the shower curtain down with her. Her head hits
the faucet with asoft thud that makes me fed sck. Now she'slying in the bath shaking and choking and
there’ sblood pouring out of agash on the side of her head and washing down the plughole, mixing with
the foam and running water. | turn off the shower. Chrigt, there' s blood everywhere. | need to get help.

| run to the bed to get my trousers. My legs are wet from the water that’ s splashed on me from the
shower and | can't get them on. | stumble and trip around the room. | grab the phone and did for
reception to ask them to get an ambulance but there’ s no answer. No-one' s picking up.

I"m standing in the bathroom door again now, haf-dressed. Helen’ snot moving. I’ ve got to do
something but | can’t bring myself to touch her. Chrigt, | think she'sdead. What the fucking hell is

happening here...?

Now | know that | must be area spindess bastard. Poor girl’ slying dead in front of me and for a
gplit second | fed relieved. Now | might have achance of sdlvaging my life from thismess. | cantell them
that | wasin the room next door and | heard her fall down so | cameinto help and | found her like
this...

Hold on, maybe that will only make thingsworse. My thingsareall over thisroom. Not just my
clothes either, there will be hairs and fingerprints and God knows what else dl over the bed and probably
al over and ingde her too. Fucking hdll, what if they say | did it? What if they think | pushed her over in
the shower to keep her quiet about what we' d done together?

Got to get out of here. Can't stay here any longer.

| grab my things off the bed and run to the door. | try and leave the room but then | see her body
again and my conscience tries to make me stop and help her. But I’ m too fucking scared. | open the
door and go out into the corridor.

There' sanother body on thefloor. Jesus Chrigt, it' saporter. | don’t want to get any closer to him. |
can seehisface and it’ sdl twisted and contorted with pain and there’ s blood on the carpet around his
mouth.

There’ sanother body further down, just outside one of the rooms. It's Steve Jenkins. | sat opposite
him a dinner last night.

| can’'t handle this.

| let mysdlf into my room and sit on the end of the bed.
| can’t hear anyone.

| try the phone again but no-one answers.

I"'m scared.

I’ll wait here for acouple of minutesthen I’ll go and find help.

James Harper cowered in his hotel room for more than two hours before finally plucking up



courage to go out and look for help. The smell of burning forced himinto action. The hotel
kitchenswere on fire.

He searched the entire building but could find no-one else left alive. His colleagues, the course
tutors, the guests and the entire staff of the hotel were dead.

SHERI NEWTON

Of dl the shifts| have to work, thishasto bethe one | hate the most. | can handle starting early in the
morning and working through the day, | don’t mind starting in the afternoon and working through the
evening, but this| can't stand — sat here from onein the morning until nine. It’snot too bad at weekends
because there' susually plenty going on, but on mid-week days like today the time drags. There sno
comparison, thisis definitely the worgt shift, and today it's even worse than usual. There are usualy
awaystwo of usin on lates but Stefan called in sick so I ve been sat here on my own for sevenand a
half hours. This morning there' s been nothing to do and hardly anything to see. Between two and three
0’ clock the pubs and clubs were clearing out so there was some activity on the streetsfor awhile, but
after that everything went quiet until around seven-thirty. That’ swhen the daily crowds of commuters
started to arrive and that was when | had to start paying attention to the screensagain. Thisjob isdll
backwards— | want to be busy at the start of my shift, not at the end of it when I’'m too tired to
concentrate. By seven-thirty my eyes are starting to go. Okay, so the work’ s not physicdly tiring, but
gitting herein front of seventeen screenswatching CCTV footage of a shopping centre, an office block
and the surrounding streets is enough to put anyoneto deep. Still, as| have to keep reminding mysdlf, it
paysthe bills. Just about. It's easy money redly. | don't haveto do anything much. Evenif | see
something suspicious al | haveto doiscal the police or centre security. They do dl the dirty work. | just
St up here and watch them.

Likel said, at the weekend there’ s usualy enough activity in town to keep me busy, but this has been
by far the worst day of the worst shift. Very few people are out and about on Monday night and even
fewer are il around in the early hours of Tuesday morning. I’ ve seen absolutdly nothing this morning. |
watched adrunk get arrested by the policein the high street about two hours ago but since then nothing’s
happened. The only screen I’ ve watched with any interest isthe handheld TV that | brought in with me
because | knew it was going to be like this.

It'sjust after eight now.
Here we go, first sign of trouble for the day.

The areathe cameras cover includes al the public areas of the shopping centre, the access roads, the
main entrances and the reception areaiin the office block. There' sadriver making adelivery around the
back of one of the electrical superstores. He' sjust fallen out of the cab of histruck, clumsy sod. Bloody
hell, what' s wrong with him? He must be drunk. Bloody idiot, he can’'t even get up. Chrigt, how can
these people let themsalves get in such a state and then get behind the whed? Don't they have a



conscience? | think they should be madeto... Hold on, he' strying to pick himself up again. HE's
grabbing at histhroat like he' s choking on something. Damn, | can’t see anyone €l se around down there
to help. I’'ve got adirect lineto theloading bay. I'll try and get someoneto go and see him... Comeon,
someone pick up. Thelin€ sringing out but no-one' s answering. | can't see whether this bloke' s been
attacked by someone esein thetruck or whether he'sill or... Hang on. Wait aminute. There' s someone
else behind him in the shadows. Now they’ re coming out into the open. They must have heard him.
Bloody hdll, there' s something wrong with them too. This person can hardly stand. He sgrabbing a his
throat aswell.

Will someone please answer the bloody phone.

Shit, on screen seven one of the cleaners working outside the main department store has just
collgpsed. What the hell is going on here? The two screens I’ m watching are showing feeds from
cameras a opposte ends of the complex. | thought it might have been fumes or something eseinthear
doing this, but how could the same thing affect three people so far gpart, at the same time?

Wait, there smore...

Cameratwelveisfixed on the public walkway between the music store and the supermarket. Oh
Jesus, what the hdll is happening now?1 think that’s Jm Runton, the assstant manager of the
supermarket. He's down on his hands and kneesin the middle of thewakway. 1t lookslike he's
throwing up. It lookstoo dark to be vomit. Could that be blood?

No-on€ s answering this damn telephone. I'll have to try one of the emergency lineslinked direct to
the police.

There'sMark Prentiss the head of security now. He'srunning back towards the offices. He might
know what’ s going on. Oh no. Christ, now he's dowing down. He s not going to make it back here.
Bloody hdll, hislegsjust went from under him. He'sgone down like the others.

What the hell is causing this?

There’ sno answer on the emergency phone ether. There should always be someone there to answer
the emergency phone. Someone hasto be there. I'll try and get one of the security team on their radio.
One of them will answer me...

Thetruck driver around the back of the superstore isn’t moving now. He' sjust lying there, face down
on the tarmac at the side of histruck. It looks like he’ s dead but he can't be, can he? The other person
near himis't moving ether.

Still no answer. | can't get any response.
The cleaner outside the department store has stopped moving too.
All I can hear isgtatic on theradios.

Jm Runton’s body has been spasming and shaking sincel first saw him but now he' s <till aswell.
Mark Prentissisflat on his back and he’ snot moving either. There' sapool of blood or vomit around his
face.

| can move camerafifteen. That' s the camerawhich covers the main entrance and the pedestrian
approach. Using the controls | can turn it through amost afull circle. There should be crowds of people
moving towards the mall from the station now. I'll try and get a better view and seeif anything’'s

happening outsde. ..



Jesus Chrigt, | can't believe what I’'m seeing here. There are bodies al over the place. There are dead
bodies dl over the bloody place. The streets outside are covered with them. Hundreds upon hundreds of
them. It'slike they' ve dl just fallen where they were standing. ..

I’ve got to get out of here.
Nothing's moving on any of the screens now.

Sheri Newton got up from her seat at the control desk and ran out into the small security office
immediately behind the observation room where she' d spent the last eight hours. She found the
lifeless body of Jason Reynolds (her colleague who had been due to take over from her in
twenty-five minutes time) sprawled across the cold linoleum floor in front of her, his frozen face
and wild, frightened eyes staring hopelessly past her and into space. Further down the corridor a
dead security guard was slumped in a half-open doorway. She stepped over the body on the
ground, tripping on an outstretched leg, and ran through the silent building until she was out on
the street.

Overcome by the disorientating fear and shock of what she had seen and was continuing to
see, Sheri fell back against the nearest wall and slid down to the ground. For more than an hour
she remained there, fixed to the spot in terrified disbelief, as frozen and still as the countless
corpses lying around her.

SONYA FARLEY

Her pregnant belly wedged tight behind the steering whedl of her car, Sonya Farley stared at the
never-ending queue of traffic stretching out in front of her and yawned. Thiswasthe seventh timein nine
weeksthat she' d driven this nightmare journey for Chrigtian. Generdly she didn’t mind — Chrisworked
hard and he was doing dl he could to get everything ready for the arriva of their first child. It wasn't
redly hisfault that he' d been needed in the firm'’ s Scottish office while the papers and designs he' d been
working on at home were needed in the centra branch. He' d put hours and hours of effort, commitment
and concentration into each design and she understood completely why he wasn't prepared to trust their
delivery to some two-bit courier firm — after all, there were two vital contracts at stake here. But
regardless of the reasonswhy and the logica explanationsfor her being stuck out on the road for hours
on end, today those explanations offered little comfort. At this stage of their pregnancies, Sonya thought,
al of her friends were at home with their feet up, resting and getting ready for what was about to happen.
And where was she? Going nowhere fast in the middie lane of one of the busiest motorwaysin the
country during the peak of the morning rush hour. And where did she want to be? Just about anywhere
dse

Focus on tomorrow night, she told hersalf. Tomorrow night Chriswould be coming home and they’ d
finaly be able to spend some time together. It would probably be their last chance for awhile. They'd
planned to go out for amedl and to see amovie. The couple werewell aware of the massive upheava



and change they were about to experiencein ther lives and they both fully redlised the importance of
making the mogt of the time they had left before the baby came. The last few weeks had been astruggle,
but Sonya could see things getting easier for atime before the birth. A nice warm bath and an early night
tonight, she thought, would be just what she needed to get herself ready for tomorrow. She' d missed
Chris. She hated it when he wasn't there, especidly now at this late stage of her pregnancy. She couldn’t
wait to seehim again.

Something was happening up ahead.

Struggling to shufflein her seat and move her cumbersome bulk while still keeping control of the car,
Sonya peered into the near distance where she could see movement in sudden, unexpected directions.
Her heart sank. That was dl she needed. She was a couple of miles away from the nearest motorway
exit. An accident now would most probably add hoursto her journey. She' d been joking with Chrison
the phonelast night that if he kept making her do this drive she'd end up giving birth in the back of the car
on the hard shoulder. Theideadidn’t seem so funny now...

Whatever it was that was happening, it was quickly getting worse. Sonya could see the sudden red
flashes of the lights of countless hastily gpplied brakes, burning brightly through the grey gloom of the
early morning. Even over the sound of her own car’ s engine and the radio station she was listening to she
could hear strained mechanica whines and squeals as drivers struggled to control their cars. Almost
immediately the screaming brakes were replaced with grinding thuds and heavy groans and thumps as
vehicle after vehicle after vehicle dammed and crashed into the back of the onein front, literally hundreds
of them quickly forming avast tangled carpet of twisted, wrecked meta aong the entire visible length of
the motorway.

She had no timeto react. It was getting closer now. There was no obvious way to avoid the carnage.
Now it was starting to happen al around her.

Forced to dam on her own brakes as the vehiclesimmediately ahead of her lurched to asickening
halt, Sonya braced hersdlf for impact. She didn’t know what she was going to hit, what was going to hit
her or even from which direction the first impact would come. All around her every vehicle seemed to be
losing control. Just ahead, in the rapidly disappearing gap between the front of her car and the huge pile
up which filled theroad, cars, vans and lorries were swerving and crisscrossing the carriageway asif their
drivershad just given up and stopped trying to steer them. Thefirgt collison she felt came from theright
asasolid four-whed drive vehicle smashed into the passenger door behind her, the force of the shunt
sending her car spinning round through amaost one hundred and eighty degrees so that she found herself
facing away from her origind direction of travel. Now head on to the rest of the traffic, Sonya s shock
and surprise gave way to utter disbelief and abject fear.

An expensive executive s car was heading straight for her. For afew short seconds (which felt like
painfully long minutes) Sonyawatched the driver of the car thrashing about wildly. Hewas clawing at his
neck with one hand, scratching and scraping at it desperately as he struggled unsuccessfully to hold onto
the steering whed with the other. Hisface was red and his eyes wide with pain. He was choking.
Digracted as the car was rocked again by a collision from the left, she turned and looked out through her
passenger window. A tanker had smashed into avan which had, in turn, smashed into her. The driver of
the van had been hurled through his windscreen and now lay sprawled face down over the crumpled
bonnet of hisvehicle. His bloodied head dammed down onto the battered meta just a short distance
from where she sat. She looked away in disgust and caught a glimpse of the tanker driver’ sface. The
middle-aged man’ s face was pressed hard against the shattered glass of his side window, frozenin an
expression of terrified agony. Dark red blood dribbled freely down his chin, contrasting starkly with the
rest of hisblanched white face.



The executive' s car ploughed into Sonya at speed, sending her flying back in her seat and then
lurching forward awkwardly. Consumed by a sudden wave of nauseating pain as her distended belly and
her baby were momentarily crushed again, she briefly lost consciousness.

In the few minutes that Sonya was unconscious the world around her changed amost beyond dl
recognition. She dowly woke and cautioudy half-opened her eyes. Sumped heavily forward with her
face pressed hard againgt the steering whed she pushed hersdlf upright, struggling for amoment with the
weight of her unborn child. Her own safety was of no concern as, for afew secondslonger, she remained
gtill and closed her eyes again, running her hands over her tender belly until she was sure she had fdlt the
reassuring movements of the baby inside. Her split-second fedings of relief and eation wereimmediately
forgotten when shelifted her head again and looked around.

Apart from the occasiond hissing jet of seam rising up into the morning air and smoke and flame from
numerous burning vehicles, the world was completely silent and still. Nothing moved. Where she had
expected to hear voices and criesfor help there was nothing.

Sonyaingtinctively tried to open the door to get out of her wrecked car. Another crashed car to her
right, however, had wedged it shut and she was unable to force it open any more than just a couple of
centimetres. The van which had collided with her on the other Side prevented her from opening the
passenger door. The sunroof seemed the only safe escape route. Suddenly freezing cold and shaking with
shock and nervous fear she turned the key in the ignition far enough for her to be able to use the eectrics
of her disabled car. Shelifted atrembling hand and operated the control which opened the sunroof. The
sudden, jerking noise sounded disproportionately loud in the oppressively slent vacuum of the grey
morning. Thetinted window above her did open before stopping with aheavy thud. Sowly lifting hersalf
up onto her clumsy, unsteady feet she guided her head and shoulders out through the restrictive
rectangular opening. She cautioudy stood upright on her seat and waited for amoment and wriggled her
toes, water retention having swollen her tired feet and ankles. Shelifted her arms out of the car and then
eased and squeezed her pregnant stomach through the rubber-lined gap. Her arms weak and heavy with
nerves, she put the palms of her handsflat on the roof of the car and pushed herself up and out. A few
seconds of grunting and straining and she had moved far enough to be able to sit on top of her wrecked
vehicle. For awhile shejust sat therein sunned disbdief and surveyed the sllent devastation around her.
The carnage seemed endless and without any apparent reason.

The motorway around her was dead in both directions. Whatever had happened had worked its way
back along the wide road towards the city. Sonya carefully shuffled around so that she was looking back
towardsthe collection of tall, imposing buildings which she had driven through little more than
three-quarters of an hour earlier. For asfar as she could see both ahead and behind her the traffic on the
motorway was motionless. She deliberately tried not to ook too closdly at any of the wrecked vehicles
athough it was hard not to stare. Their drivers were dead. Some remained sat in their seats, frozen and
lifeless. Some were burning. Others appeared to have suffered amore violent and inexplicable fate.
Many twisted and bloodied corpses lay on the ground in the random gaps between the wrecks of their
cars, tankers, lorries, bikes and vans.

A cold autumna wind gusted aong the length of the road, buffeting Sonya and prompting her to
move from her exposed position. Overcome by the sheer scale and speed of what had happened, and
unable to think about anything but the safety of her unborn child, she carefully pulled her feet out of the
car and lowered herself down the windscreen and onto its crumpled bonnet. Using the wrecks of other
vehicles she made her way over to the hard shoulder. Once there—where the road was alittle clearer —
she began to walk back towards the city. Dark thoughts occupied her mind with every step. What had



happened to Chrisin dl of this...?

The city, more than four miles away, was dying too. She could clearly seethe destruction, even from
adistance. Random explosionsripped through buildings and fire began to quickly spread and take hold.
She could see smoke pouring into the early morning air in thick, steady palls, leaving adirty grey shroud
hanging above the devagtation.

With her swollen feet dready sore, and with the delivery of her baby ominoudy close, Sonya dragged
hersdlf back towards the city in search of someone — anyone —who could help her.

HARRY STAYT

Given the choice, if they didn’'t need to get up and go to work, school or whatever each day, many
people (probably most) would prefer to spend their morningsin bed. Harry Stayt is not like most
people. Harry is up, washed, dressed and ready to run by eight o’ clock at the very latest, usually
much earlier. Harry does not enjoy being cooped up inside. By trade he is an outbound activities
instructor, qualified to teach (amongst other things) rock climbing, abseiling, caving, rafting,
canoeing, kayaking, mountain biking and hill walking. The summer holiday season has just ended
and he has no lessons booked for the best part of the next three weeks. For the first time since
early summer he now has some time to himself. Harry being Harry, he intends to spend much of
this time undertaking those activities he is usually paid to teach.

Harry lovesto run. He rents a small cottage in a village which is nestled on the banks of a
large, man-made lake. A single, continuous road of some eight milesin length encirclesthe
eservoir. Thisis hisregular running route.

Harry sat on the front step of the cottage and, as he tied hislaces, he looked out over the stunning
view which greeted him. There could be no better way to start each day, he decided. The world was
slent savefor bird song, the rippling of the water on the surface of the lake and the occasiond distant
rumble of farm machinery and traffic. And if thiswas favourite time of day, he thought, then early autumn
was hisfavourite time of year; abrief, quiet interlude after the busy summer holidays and before the
winter snow and ice brought skiers, snowboarders and othersto this area of the country. Thismorning
was picture perfect. The sky above him was acoal, clear, uninterrupted blue and the lush greenery
surrounding the scene was dowly beginning to turn. The endless shades of green which had been present
al summer had now begun to disappear and had been replaced by yellows, oranges and brittle browns.
Andtheair... Chrigt, even the air tasted good this morning. Cool but not too cold, dry but not parched
and with avery gentle breeze which blew at him from across the surface of the water.

Around Harry the population of the smal village were beginning their morning rituals and daily
routines. As he stood up and closed his front door he looked round at the few small houses and shops



nearby and smiled inwardly. What was it about human nature that made people so desperate to trap
themsdvesinto gtrict routines like this? Couldn’t they function without this structure? He d moved asfar
away as he could from the city to escape from the relentless boredom and monotonous familiarity of the
rat-race but even here, out in the middle of nowhere, there was till too much focus on structure and
conformity. All around him the same people were doing the same things at the same time of day asthey
awaysdid. Mrs Rogers was opening the village store as she did every morning, putting the same goods
out on display in exactly the same place as dways. Her hushand was taking the daily delivery of bread,
milk and papers. The small school gates were being opened and children were beginning to arrive. It was
happening everywhere he looked. In some ways he was no better, he had to admit. He often ran the
same route at the sametime of day and he aways performed awell-rehearsed stretching and loosening
exercise routine before going out. Although he wanted to believe otherwise, maybe he was as regimented
astherest of them.

Harry checked the door was locked, checked that he had tied his spare key onto the string of his
shorts, checked and started his stopwatch and then began to run. He moved dowly at first, knowing that
the first few footsteps were crucia. He'd had more than hisfair share of avoidable injuries over the last
couple of years and he knew now that it suited his body to start dowly and gradudly build up to
something resembling a decent speed. In any event, thiswasasmpletraining run and he didn’t intend
overdoing it.

Hejogged out through the village, acknowledging a couple of bemused folk as he passed them, ran
across the dam and then began hisusua clockwise circuit of thelake. He d run this route many times
before and had adapted it over time. He knew that it was more sensible to run clockwise because the
mgjority of the children who attended the schoal lived on farms and in other villagesto the east. The
timing of hisrun today had been carefully consdered so that he wouldn'’t reach the busiest stretch of road
until the school traffic had been and gone. He expected the rest of the route to be quiet. Although very
busy at the height of summer, with the ending of the holiday season the lake and the village had become
noticesbly quieter. Harry didn’t expect to see more than a handful of people while he was ouit.

That was how heliked it.

Three milesin and the village had long been lost in the distance behind him. A heavy canopy of trees
bowed over the road, giving Harry shade from the strangely cool but till brilliant and relentless sunlight.
The cover muffled and changed the sounds around him, blocking out the very distant rumble of village
noise and traffic, making every birdsong and anima noise seem random and directionless, and seeming to
amplify the congtant thud, thud, thud of histrainers pounding the ground. His bregthing also seemed
inordinately loud athough he knew it didn’t matter if it was because there was no-one else nearby to hear
him.

The peace and tranquillity was disturbed momentarily. A car engine (which could have been ahead or
behind him and anywhere between half amile and amile and ahaf avay) was aoruptly and unexpectedly
slenced. Harry then thought he heard the crackle and spit of splitting wood. It could have been anything,
he quickly decided, but it was probably nothing. One of thelocal farmersworking their land on the steep
banks of the lake perhaps? He ran on regardless.

The lake was roughly quadrilateral in shape. He had aready run dong itslongest sde and had just
followed a sharp bend in the road round to the right. He was now running along the second side which
waslessthan half aslong asthefirst. The denseforest of treesto hisleft, the grey tarmac ahead and the
glare of the sun bouncing off thewater’ s calm surface to hisright were al that he could see. Hisfoot
scuffed against something unexpectedly and he looked down at histrainersto mind hisfooting over a



particularly uneven stretch of road. For some reason the ground here was covered with debris. Slowing
down but not stopping, he tripped and kicked hisway through the tangled branches of a sapling that had
been felled, its narrow trunk having been snapped near to its base. Something —a car or truck perhaps—
looked to have collided with the young tree. There were huge, arc-shaped scarsin the mud just past the
trunk. The vehicle, it appeared, had been knocked off course and had gone off the road close to where
he was now running. The dirt, leaves and stones which had been disturbed by the collision had been
dragged across the track in arough curve which stretched ominoudy dl the way acrossthetarmac. To
Harry’ sright was a steep bank which dropped down towards the water. The tyre marks ended
suddenly. He knew what had happened before he had even seen the car.

Slowing down to walking pace, he cautioudy approached the edge of the bank and peered over.
Some five meters or so ahead and below him, wedged tightly between two sturdy trees, was the wreck
of asmal red car. No doubt the car which had made the noise he’' d heard minutes earlier, it had been
forced over onto one side by amoss-covered tree sump and had come to rest ungracioudly with two
whedsupintheair, ill soinning dowly but about to stop. Panting with the effort of hisrun but il infull
control, Harry carefully clambered down the bank towards the car, knowing that he had to help. He
hadn’t seen anyone elsein thelast half hour and chances were it would probably be at least aslong again
before anyone el se passed here. It was down to him aloneto try and help whoever it was who had been
trapped in the crash. As he made his rapid descent it occurred to him that there didn’t seem to be any
obvious reason why the accident had happened. No other vehicle seemed to have been involved.
Perhaps it was mechanica failure, he decided, or maybe something had happened to the driver? Either
way it didn’'t matter now.

The driver’ s door had been wedged shut by the awkward angle at which the car had suddenly come
to rest. The windscreen was shattered (it had been pierced by a sharp, thick and low-growing branch)
and he cautioudy pushed the remaining glass out of the way and peered into the vehicle. He wasthen
ableto seethe body of the driver, and it was immediately gpparent that the injuriesthey had sustained
had been fatal. The same branch which had smashed the window had impaled the stocky, grey-haired
man through the left shoulder and his neck had been snapped, presumably by the force of the impact.
Jolted out of his seat by the sudden and violent crash, the man’ s mouth had smashed against the steering
whedl. Blood, bone and shattered teeth dribbled down the corpse’ s chin. The appalling injuries suffered
by the driver were so obvious and extreme that for afew seconds Harry didn’t notice therewas a
passenger in the car. A woman of Smilar age to the man next to her, it wasinstantly clear that she was
dead too. Harry looked deep into her lifelessface. The second corpse didn’t seem to have suffered any
of the physicd traumasthat thefirst had, but it too had trickles of dark blood running from its mouth.
Perhapsthislady’ sinjurieswere interna ? His somach was strong and, having obtained numerousfirst
ad qudifications as part of hisoutdoor activitiestraining, he ingtinctively leant across and checked for a
pulse. Nothing. Although her skin was still warm to the touch, it was clear that it was dready too late and
there was nothing he could do for her. He stepped back and stared into the car again. In contrast to the
driver, the reason for the woman’ s death was far from obvious. Whatever had happened to her, her face
bore an inexplicable expression of absolute fear and gut-wrenching agony.

Harry’ s options were limited. Did he stop with the bodies and wait for another motorist to pass
(which would likely be sometime) or should he try and get back to the village as quickly as he could to
dert the authorities? Although harder, the second option was clearly the most sensible. The poor buggers
in he car were beyond help and there was nothing to be gained from stopping with them. Harry quickly
scrambled back up to the road, brushed himsdlf down and then began to run again, continuing with his
clockwise circuit of the lake.

What started as a gentle training run had suddenly become a painful struggle. Aswell as having to
contend with the shock of what he had just discovered, Harry aso now needed to get his body moving



again. He may only have stopped running for a couple of minutes, but that had been more than long
enough for his musclesto begin to seize and tighten. He was just over hdfway dong hiscircuit so it made
sense for him to continue on in the same direction. Perhaps he' d come across some of the schooal traffic
that he' d origindly hoped to avoid, heading back home after dropping off children.

Harry forced himself to try and maintain a steady pace. He was tired and he knew that he didn’t have
enough energy to run faster —with more than three miles | eft to cover he knew that if hetried he'd
probably end up walking most of the way back. At the same time, however, the furious,
adrendine-fudled chemicd reactions racing through his body were intent on making him pick up his
gpeed. All he could see were the bodies he' d just found and al he could hear was the thump, thump,
thump of hisfeet hitting the ground and his heavy, rasping breathing which seemed to be becoming
harder, deeper and more desperate with each passing metre.

Finally another sound disturbed the uncomfortable silence and distracted him. He could hear aplane
in the distance. He rounded another gentle corner at the bottom of the lake and began to run the reatively
graight two and a hdf mile stretch of road that would lead him back into the village. The relentless
sunlight flickered through the trees, blinding him intermittently with its brilliance and causng him to
involuntarily screw his eyes shut. The run was getting harder. He was suddenly beginning to fed cold and
the ends of hisfingers and toes had begun to tingle. Had the temperature dropped or wasit shock? He' d
run this route many times before and he knew he was more than capable of completing the distance, but
now he was beginning to doubt himsdlf. And dl the time the plan€’ s engines were getting louder.

At the side of the road a twisting mountain stream tumbled down the hillside, disappeared under the
road and trickled into the lake. That was Harry’ stwo mile mark. If he pushed hard he knew that he
could be homein less than fifteen minutes now, but it would take just about every last scrap of energy he
had to do it. Hislegswere hurting. Chrigt, that plane was getting low and close. ..

When the noise from the plane became deafening and was so loud that he could fed it through the
ground beneath hisfeet like an earthquake, Harry stopped running again. This plane sounded different.
Apart from the sheer volume of the noise it was making, thisdidn’t sound like one of the military jetsthat
often flew down the valey or even one of the smaller civilian aircraft that frequently passed over. The
arcraft was moving in the same direction as he was, coming from behind him and flying along the length
of the lake towards the village. He could see it above the trees now and it was flying lower than any plane
he' d seen around here before. The dope of the bank down to the lake was relatively gentle here.
Breathing heavily he jogged down to the water’ s edge to watch.

The plane passed dongside him. It could have been no more than fifty meters from the surface of the
lake and it wasfaling rapidly. AsHarry watched in stunned dishdlief its nose and starboard wing
dropped dightly. The inevitable seemed to take an eternity to happen. Its rapid descent continued until
thetip of thewing eventuadly clipped the water and somersaulted the plane forwards, flipping it over and
over in mid-air and bresking it into several huge pieces which landed in the lake with a series of massive
gplashes, sending vast plumes of water shooting high into the air.

Harry didn’t connect the two crashes he' d seen until he found athird. He discovered Kenneth Brent,
the local postman, dead in the middle of the road next to his motor-scooter. L etters were blowing
casudly acrossthe silent scene like leaves on the breeze.

By thetime he arrived back at the village — exhausted, bewildered and terrified — he knew that
something of vast and disastrous proportions had happened.

By the time he arrived back at the village the wreck of the plane had disappeared benegth the surface
of the lake, leaving the water gppearing cam and deceptively normd.



By the time he arrived back at the village everyone else was dead.

JACOB FLYNN
Part i

Jacob Flynn is serving a prison sentence for manglaughter. Like pretty much every other inmate,
he will protest hisinnocence relentlessy to anyone who will listen. The fact of the matter is,
however, that Flynn caused the death of a seventy-three year old gentleman through reckless
driving. He will tell you that the old man was at fault as much as he was. He will give you any
number of entirely plausible reasons why he feels his case was handled badly, and why the judge
had something against him, and why his solicitor let him down, and how if it hadn’t have been for
the fact that he’ d caught his lying bitch of a girlfriend in bed with his best friend then he wouldn’t
have been driving at almost twice the legal speed limit down a narrow residential road at just
after two-thirty on a quiet Thursday afternoon in late November last year.

Whatever Flynn might tell you, the fact remains that he lost control of his car around a tight
bend, mounted the pavement and mowed down Mr Eddie McDermott as he walked back to his
house after a lunchtime drink with friends. The fact remains that his driving was the sole cause of
Mr McDermott’ s untimely death, and in the eyes of the law he is being punished accordingly.

Flynn shares his small, rectangular cell with two other men, Suli Salman (minor drug
trafficking offences and assault) and Roger Bewsey (corporate fraud). According to his own
mental records, he has now been locked up for five months, three weeks and a day. It isjust after
eight o’ clock in the morning and he has been awake for three hours.

| hate this place more with every second | have to spend here. | don’t know how the rest of them can
handleitin here. | fill don’t know how I’m going to handleit. Every morning | wake up and wish that |
hadn’t got into the car that day. Every morning | wish that I’ d never found Elaine with that bastard Peters
or that I’ d never met the bitch in thefirst place. We d only been together for just over ayear, and look at
how much it’s cost me. I'll spend more time in here aone than we ever spent together. | know there sno
point thinking likethisbut | can’'t helpit. The hoursin here arelong and dow and | don’t have anything
elseto do.

It' sthe stench that getsto mefirst. Even before I’ ve opened my eyes | can smell the soulless,
disnfected emptiness of thisfucking place. Then | hear it — the relentless clattering noise from the scumin
the cellsaround me. No matter what timeit isit’snever quiet in here. There' sno escape. It never bloody
stops. | keep my eyes closed for aslong as| can but eventualy | haveto it up and look around this
concrete and meta hell.

| shouldn’t be here.



Maybeif I'd driven adifferent way that day or if | hadn’t gone round to see her then | wouldn't be
here now. I’ d be out there where | should be. Because of that fucking dag I’ velost everything, and | bet
she bloody lovesit. She' s out there with him, deeping with him in the bed that | helped pay for, wearing
the clothes and the jewd lery and the perfumethat | bought for her. Bitch.

Bewsey is snoring again. He amazes me. | don’t know how he doesit. Thereé saman you’ d have put
money on cracking up by now. He' sin hislatefifties, he' s overweight, has a sammer, gets picked on
congtantly by the mentally-chalenged thugsin here and, asfar asI’m aware, had never beenin any
trouble before he got himsdf wrapped up in the mess that eventually wound him up in here. Salman, who
deepsin the bunk above mine, on the other hand, isacocky little bastard. HE sonly in here for another
couple of weeks. He' sin and out of these places al the time, has been for years. HE || be back in for
another stretch before Bewsey or | get out.

The mornings are hard here. Some days there’ swork to do, but most of the time there s nothing.
Most dayswe spend virtudly dl of thetime sitting in here, locked up. That’ swhen it redly getsto me.
I’ve got nothing in common with the rest of the shitein here. I’ ve got nothing in common with the other
two except the fact that we sharethiscell. | don’t have anything to talk to them about. | don’t even like
them. They both irritate the hell out of me. Mogt of thetime | don't have anything to do here but it and
think. Sometimes | wake up and | can’'t imaginethat I [l makeit through till the end of the day. | fed like
that now. Tonight seems an eternity away. Next week fedslikeit will never come. And | have years of
thisto get through. ..

Herewe go, firgt fight of the day. | can hear trouble afew blocks down. Someone' s screaming.
Sounds like they’ re being strangled. Thiskind of thing used to shock me, even scare me, but you get
used to it pretty quick. It's par for the coursein thisplace. Y ou can't go for anything longer than a couple
of hours here without. ..

Jesus Christ! Bewsey just scared the hell out of me. | thought he was till adegp. Shit, hejust sat bolt
upright looking like he' sjust seen aghost or had his parole turned down or something. Bloody hell, his
face is ashen white. Something’ s not right with him.

‘All right, Bewsey? | ask.

Bewsey does't answer. He' sjust Stting there, looking at me with this dumb, puzzled expression on
hisface. Now he' s starting to rub at the side of his neck, like he’ s strained it or something.

“You okay? | ask him again. Being in this place has made me suspicious of everyone, no matter how
harmless they might make themselves out to be. | don’t trust him. I’ m starting to think that he' s elther
trying to trick meinto getting closer or he' s about to have afull blown panic attack. Either way I'm
stopping over here on my bunk, right out of the way.

‘| can’t...” he sartsto say asherubs at the side of his neck again. HE slooking into space but then
his eyes dart up to look above me. Sdman istrying to climb down from his bunk above mine. He's
haf-tripping, haf-faling down. Now he's doubled-up with pain and he' s coughing and wheezing like he
can't catch his breath. He' s dragged himself over to the snk. Chrigt, he' s spitting up blood. What the hell
isgoing on here? Now Bewsey' s up on hisfeet and he’ s grabbing and scratching at his neck too.

‘What isit? | ask but he can’t even hear me, never mind answer. He' s not messing around. | can tell
that thisisfor red. The cdl issuddenly filled with their hoarse, grating coughing and rasping screamsfor
help. Thefact that it' s happening to both of them is enough to make me... Wait, Bewsey can't bregthe.
Bloody hell, the poor bastard can’'t get any oxygen. He' sup on hisfeet and he’ strying to takein air but it
looks like histhroat isblocked. | have to do something. | push him back down onto the bed. Hetriesto



get up again but then collapses back onto the mattress. His body starts to shake and he triesto move but
al hisstrength has gone. | can hear Salman moaning and coughing behind me and | can hear smilar
noises coming from other cells around thisone. | glance back over my shoulder just in timeto see Sdman
fdl to the ground and smack his head against the wall.

Bewsey isconvulsing now and it’ staking dl my strength to keep him down on the bed. There' s panic
in hiseyes. They're aswide as fucking saucers and they’ re staring straight at me like he thinks that
whatever’s happening to himismy fault. There’sblood on hislips. Shit, there sadribble of blood
trickling down his cheek from the corner of his mouth. He' s stopped shaking now. Bad sign. Fuck, he's
grabbed hold of my arm and he’ s squeezing it so bloody hard | think he’s going to break it. More blood
now. Fucking hell. He arches his back and then crashes down onto the bed.

| just stand and look at him for a second before touching his neck and checking for apulse.
He' s dead. Jesus Christ, he' s dead.

| stare a Bewsey’ sbody for so long that | dmost forget about Salman lying on the floor of the cell
behind me. | turn around and | can tell by the way he' slying that he's dead too. Like Bewsey there's
blood trickling from his mouth and there’ s more pouring out from adeep cut on hishead.

And now | redlisethat | can’'t hear anyone dse.

The whole bloody prison block has suddenly gone quiet. It'sslent. I’ ve never known it like this
before. I’'m scared. Jesus Christ I' m scared.

‘Help!” | scream, pushing my face hard against the bars and trying to ook down the corridor and
acrossthelanding. | can’t see anyone. ‘ There are men dead in here. Help! Please, someone, help!”’

Shit, I’'m crying like abloody baby now. | don’'t know what to do. Thiscel ison the middiefloor. |
can see the bottom of the staircase which leads up to the top landing. | can see one of the officers
sprawled over the last few steps. | don't know whether he fell or whether what killed Salman and
Bewsey has got him too. Even from a distance though | can see that he' s dead.

For almost half an hour Flynn stood in the corner of the cell in shock. He pushed himself hard
against the wall, trying to get as far away as possible from the two bodies incarcerated there with
him. It was a while before the initial panic began to subside and his brain was able to function
with enough clarity to start trying to make sense of the situation. What had happened to the two
men who shared this cell? Why had the rest of the prison also fallen silent? Why did he seemto be
the only one left alive?

A few minutes later and Flynn'slogical thinking helped himto arrive at the cruellest
realisation of all. He dropped to the ground and began to sob uncontrollably. He was trapped.
Much as he was used to being locked in this small, dark, depressing space for endless hourson
end, he realised now that, for the first time, there really was no way out. There would be no
exercise or work sessions today. There would be no meals, showers or classes or counselling
sessions. If it was true and he really was the only one left here, then there was no-one left alive to
let him out of hiscell.

As the day wore on and no-one came and nothing more happened, Flynn painfully began to
accept that, without warning or explanation, the term of his prison sentence had been
dramatically extended to life. No parole, no early release, life. Paradoxically, he also knew that



without food or water, this life sentence would ultimately be much shorter than the minimum
length of time the law had originally decreed he serve.

All he could do was sit and wait.

BRIGID CULTHORPE

Brigid Culthorpe yawned, rubbed her eyes and squinted at the spraypaint-covered sign at the end of the
street, hoping to make out the name of the road they had just turned into.

‘It’ slike abloody maze round here,” she grumbled to her partner, PC Marco Glover. ‘Don’t know
how you can tell one road from another.’

Glover grunted and nodded as he dowed the patrol car down and coaxed it gently over a speed
bump.

‘“You get used to it, hesaid. ‘Believe me, you'll spend plenty of time down here. It only took mea
few weeksto get my bearings on this beat.’

‘Get much trouble down here?

‘Virtudly al the trouble we get starts down here,” the grey-haired policeman sighed wesrily. ‘ Every
town has an estate like this. It'sadumping ground. It's where the scum and the unfortunate end up, and
the scum don't think twice about praying on those folks who can't look after themsealves. And even if the
trouble does't start here, wherever it kicks off it’ susually people from round here who Start it.’

‘Nice,’ Culthorpe muttered as the car clattered over another bump.
‘Not redly,” Glover mumbled. ‘ Right, here we go, AcaciaRoad . Sounds okay but...’

‘...butitisn’'t; Culthorpeinterrupted, finishing her colleague s sentence for him. The car stopped. She
climbed out and looked down the length of the desolate Street. Ten or twenty years ago this might have
been a decent area, she thought. Today, however, it was anything but decent. Unchecked weeds
sprouted wildly between the cracksin the pavements where overgrown and unruly front lawns had spilled
over the remains of collapsed walls and fences. The battered wrecks of old, half-stripped down cars sat
useless outside equally dilapidated houses. Uncollected and overflowing black sacks of rubbish had been
dumped in pileswaiting for acouncil collection that would probably never come. AcaciaRoad wasa
grey, dead and depressing scene. Culthorpe' sthroat was dry. Not long out of training, an uneasy mixture
of nerves, adrendine and trepidation filled her somach.

“Which number wasit? Glover asked as he walked around the back of the car to stand next to her.

‘Forty-six,” shereplied.



‘Comeon then.’

The ma e officer began walking down the road. Culthorpe followed, checking the numbers on each
one of the dark, shell-like buildings as she walked. They passed number four (which, asit was between
numbers twenty-two and twenty-six, was most likely actually number twenty-four) and increased their
speed. Thirty-eight, forty, forty-two, forty-four and then they were there. Number forty-six. The number
had been daubed on thewall in off-white emulsion paint next to the boarded-up window in the front
door. From the end of the path they could aready hear the argument taking place inside. She noticed the
remains of alarge piece of furniture in the middle of the overgrown lawn. The front bedroom window had
been smashed and apair of thin, grey curtains blew out in the early morning breeze like adirty flag. It
didn’t take a genius to work out what had happened.

‘What getsme,” Glover moaned as he forced open the garden gate (the bottom hinge was broken
and it scraped noisily aong the ground) and began to walk up the path, ‘isthe fact that these people are
even awake at thistime. Y ou know, most of them are usually off their faces on booze or drugs and they
don’t open their eyes before mid-afternoon. Bloody hell, these people shouldn’t even be awvake ye,
never mind having adomestic before eight o' clock in the bloody morning.’

“Probably still up from last night,” Culthorpe suggested.

“You're probably right,” Glover agreed. ‘ Bloody dirty bastards. More bloody trouble than they're
worth...’

Culthorpe smiled to hersdlf. Glover was afar more experienced officer than shewas, but even after
just acouple of daysworking with him she had aready learnt to read him like abook. As he got closer
to an incident and became more nervous, she' d noticed, he started to swear. She, on the other hand,
became more controlled and focussed as dangerous Situations approached. It was theidea of conflict
that she didn’t like. Once she was actudly therein the middle of the trouble doing something about it she
could handle hersdf aswell asthe next man. In fact, she could usualy handle hersdlf better than the next
man.

‘What' sthisbastard’ s name again? asked Glover, nodding towards the grim building they now stood
outside.

“Shaun Jenkins,” Culthorpe replied. ‘ The cdl camein from his partner, Faye Smith. Said he was
threastening her and the kids’

*And how many kidswasit?

‘Three,” shereplied as she reached up and banged on the door. * Open up please, Shaun. It sthe
police’

No answer. Culthorpe hammered her fist on the door again. She could hear something happening
insde. A child crying and then heavy, desperate footstepstrying to get to the door. A collison and a
muffled scream. Jenkins, it seemed, was having alast ditch attempt to sort out the so called domestic
problem —whatever it was— without police involvement.

Glover leant forward and thumped on the door.
‘Open up,” he bellowed, *or I'll kick the door down.’

‘Fuck off,” ahoarse, angry voice spat from just insde the building. Glover exchanged a momentary
glance with Culthorpe before stepping back and kicking thelock. They could hear more struggling insgde



the house. Something dammed against the back of the door — Faye Smith, presumably —and it then
opened inwards. Culthorpe barged her way in through the half-open door and lurched towards Jenkins
who was grabbing at Smith, trying to drag her up onto her feet so that he could kick her back down
again. In asingle movement Culthorpe marched through the halway, grabbed the junkie by the scruff of
his scrawny neck and dragged him into the nearest room where she threw him onto a magazine, beer can
and cigarette butt-covered sofa. A large, solid woman, she had aweight advantage over most people so
this scarred and drug-addled excuse for aman didn’t have ahope. Even if he' d been lucid enough to be
ableto react he till would have had no chance.

Culthorpe glanced back at Faye Smith who lay on the threadbare hall carpet in a sobbing heap.
‘Il look after thisone,” she shouted to Glover. *Y ou get her and the kids sorted out.’

Glover helped Smith to her feet. She wrestled hersalf from his grip and began to limp towards the
room at thefar end of the hallway. The policeman could just make out the shape of a child waiting
anxioudly in the shadows of the kitchen. He saw two more children — both boys, both half-dressed —
standing at the top of the staircase, peering down through a gap in the banister.

‘It'sal right, lads,” he said, ‘your mum'’ sokay. Y ou stay up there and get yourselves dressed and
we' |l be up to see you in acouple of minutes’’

Glover glanced to hisright and saw that Culthorpe wasin complete control in the living room. He had
to admit, she was turning out to be bloody good in situations like this. He was happy for her to take the
lead, despite her relative inexperience. She tood tall over Jenkins. Thewiry little man squirmed on the
sofa

‘Do you want to tell me what's been going on here, Shaun,” she asked him, *or should 1...?7

A sudden spit of hissing crackle and static from her radio interrupted her. Annoyed and distracted she
grabbed at it, kegping one hand tight around Jenkins' neck. Through the white noise and interference she
thought for amoment that she could hear something. Muffled, unnatura sounds. It sounded asif someone
at the other end was being strangled or choked or...

A sudden movement from Jenkinsimmediately refocused the police officer.
‘Look, Shaun,” she began, ‘we can do thishere or wecan...’

Jenkins' face began to change. His vacant, drugged-up expression disappeared and suddenly became
more dert. Culthorpe tensed and reached for the baton on her belt, sensing that he was about to attack.
The man tried to push himsalf up from the sofa but then stopped and fell back down. The expression on
his face had again changed. His features began to twist and contort with sudden shock and pain.

‘What' sthe matter? Culthorpe asked, still cautious of the junkie. *What’ swrong?

Jenkins grabbed at histhroat and she relaxed her grip. His breathing changed. His drug-fuelled
panting became shallow, irregular and forced. She could hear him beginning to rasp and rattle. Was he
for red? Christ, what should she do? She hadn't covered thisin training. Did sherisk trying to help him
or should she call Glover and... and the colour in hisface was beginning to drain. Bloody hell, there was
no way hewasfaking this. Wasit asaizure or afit brought on by whatever he’ d taken or wasit
something she' d done? Had she used too much force...? Jenkins eyes, aready wild and dilated, began
to bulge as he fought for breath. He threw himsalf back in suffocating agony and began to desperately
claw at hisinflamed throet.



‘Glover!” Culthorpe shouted. ‘ Glover, get yoursdlf in here now!”

Culthorpe had to take a chance. She grabbed Jenkins flailing legsand laid him out flat on the sofa.
He arched hisback in pain, hiswillowy frame beginning to shake and convulse furioudy. Pressing down
on his bare chest with one hand she tried to hold his thrashing head ill with the other and clear his
airway. Suddenly motionlessfor the briefest of moments, the odious addict then let out atearing,
agonising cough of pain and suffocation which splattered the police officer with blood and spittle.
Shocked and repul sed she staggered back and wiped her face clean.

‘Shit,” she cursed. ‘ Glover, where are you?

Still no response from her partner. Jenkins began to convulse again and she forced herself to move
back closer towards him. It was her duty to try and save hislife, much as she knew it wasn't worth
saving. She crouched down next to him. By the time she’ d decided what she needed to do he' d aready
lost consciousness. He wasn't moving.

‘Glover!” sheyeled again. Now that Jenkins was still she could hear more noises dl over the dark,
dank and squaid house. Her heart thumping in her chest, she stood up and walked cautioudy towards
the door. From the kitchen came a sudden crashing noise as plates, dishes and glassesfell to the ground
and smashed. Culthorpe ran into the room and found Glover, Faye Smith and one of her three children
sprawled motionless on the cold, sticky linoleum, surrounded by the remains of the food and crockery
which had been knocked off anow upturned table. They were dl dead. Smith, Glover and the child at
her feet were dead, as was Jenkins when she returned to him. She ran upstairs. The two children up there
were dead too. One was in the bathroom, the corpse wedged between the base of the sink and the toilet
pan. She found his brother lying on the carpet next to his bed. Both of the children were white-faced but
with crimson, amost black blood dribbling from their silent mouths.

With clumsy, nervous hands Culthorpe reached for her radio again and caled for assstance. The
familiar sound of hissng gatic cut through the silence, reassuring her momentarily.

Sheyelled desperately into the radio for help. No-one answered.

PETER GUEST

| keep going over the conversation in my head again and again and again, and every time | see Joe' sface
it hurts me more. I’ ve been close before but | know I’ veredly doneit thistime. I've made ahuge
mistake,

What happened at home this morning has been brewing for weeks, but | don’t know what I'm
supposed to do about it. Sometimes | fed like I’'m trapped and that | don’'t have any control. I'm trying
to do my best for everyone but no-one can seeit, and at the same time everyone blames me whenever
anything goeswrong. I’'m starting to think that whichever way | turn and whatever 1 do I’ll end up pissing
someone off and paying one hell of aprice.



| can’t stop looking at the clock. It'samost eight. Jenny will have Joe ready for school now. HE Il be
in the playground with hisfriends before long and everything that happened last night and this morning will
be forgotten until he gets home. He kept telling meit didn’t matter but | could seethat it did. He kept
telling meit was dl right and that there’ d be another time but there’ s no escaping thefact that I’ ve let my
son down again. Thetroubleis, how can | justify Stting in aschool hall watching my child’ sfirgt class
assembly when | should be at the office, closing adedl that’ s taken days and weeks of effort to bring to
thetable? | know that in financia termsthere’ s no competition and the office has to take precedence, but
| also know that on just about every other level | should be putting work at the very bottom of the pile.
It'shard to do that. The pressure they’ re putting me under isimmense. And worst of dl, | havethis
gnawing, nagging emptinessin the pit of my somach which isteling methismorning that | might have just
paid a pricethat can’t be measured in pounds and pence.

It wouldn't matter so much if thiswerethefirst time. It wouldn't even be that bad if it was only the
second or third time either. Truth is because of work | seemed to have missed just about every notable
landmark event in Joe' sshort life so far. | missed hisfirst day at playgroup because of an off-site meeting
and | missed hisfirst morning at nursery because | wasin Hong Kong on abusinesstrip. | missed hisfirst
day at schoal. | missed hisfirgt nativity play and hisfirst proper birthday party with hisfriends. And why
did I missdl of thosethings? If I'm honest, | truly believed that | wasdoing it dl for Jenny and Joe. | just
want usto have agood standard of living and not to want for anything. If that means| have to work long
hours and be dedicated to my job then so beiit, that’ swhat I’ m prepared to do.

Jenny doesn't see things that way. She used to, but she doesn’t anymore.

Sheredly laid into melast night when | took the call and told her | was going to be &t the office early.
She garted hurling al kinds of threats and accusationsin my direction, telling me that we were getting
closeto the point where | was going to have to make a choice between my career and my family. She's
sad thingslike that before, but last night it felt different. | could tell that she meant every last word she
sad. | tried againto tell her that | was only doing it for her and Joe but she wasn't listening. She asked
meif | could imagineatimewhen | didn’t work for the company and | said that | could. It might till bea
long way off, but | know the day will eventually come when | don’t work for them any longer. Then she
asked meif | could imagine being without her and Joe. | said that | couldn’t and that | didn’t even want
to think about it. She said that was the choice | had to make. If they were more important to me than
work, why did | keep choosing work over them?

Bloody hell, I know she' sright and | know | should be stronger, but the company has got me by the
bdls.

Traffic’sbad thismorning. God, that'd be bloody ironic, wouldn't it, if the traffic makes melate for
the meeting after al the grief I've had over this. I'm over hafway there now and it’ s been pretty much
bumper to bumper sincel left home. Thisisn't unusud. Thisisthe main route into town and | know that a
lot of commuterswill be turning off and heading for the motorway soon, leaving thelast mileor soto the
officerdatively clear.

Last mgjor st of traffic lights coming up. | might be Stting here for the next ten minutes or so but,
once I’m through, | should be at the office pretty quickly. I'll get thismeeting doneand I'll seeif | can't
get away alittle earlier tonight. I'll find away of making it up to Joe and Jen. If we get the dedl closed this
morning we al stand to get adecent payout next month. I’ll take them out for dinner tonight and put it on
the credit card. I'll take them for apizzaor aburger, Joe will love that. Maybe we could go to the
cinemaif he'snot too tired after school. | can't keep him out too late. Perhaps |’ Il take them at the
weekend. Maybe I'll just get them both something from town at lunchtime. But | don't want it to seem



likel’'mjust trying to pay for...

Bloody hdll, what wasthat? As| pulled away from the lightsjust then I’'m sure | saw acar going out
of control on itsway down the bypass. There snoway | can turn back. There are plenty of other people
about and there' s probably nothing | could do anyway. The police watch al these roadson CCTV and
they’ 1l be on the scene before. .. Jesus Christ! I'm just heading down into the Hegpford tunndl and I’ ve
seen another crash at the top of the dip road I’ ve just pulled off. | went by so fast | didn't really see what
happened. There was a blue-grey estate and it smacked into the back of another car. They both went
spinning acrossthe carriageway. Thank God | missed it. | hope everyoneinvolved isal right and | don't
want to sound completely uncaring, but | can’t afford to be delayed today. A minute or so later and |
would have been stuck in the tailback and chaos that rush-hour crashes aways leave behind.

Down into the relative darkness of the tunndl. Thelight quickly fadesand | listen to how the sounds
change around me —the sgna on the radio disgppears and the noise of the city is muffled and snuffed out
by the sounds of car engines echoing around the inside of the tunnel. The road ahead bends away to the
left. | can seethe bright red glow of brake lights up ahead. Drivers are dways having to brake sharply at
the end of thistunnel. They just don't anticipate the filter system. Everyone drivestoo fast down here
and... and there are quite afew cars backed up now. Bloody hell, | hopeit isjust thefilter and nothing
more serious. I'm cutting it fine now. To be stuck this close to the office would be just unbelievable.

The noises around me are changing again. Now | can hear brakes and horns and engines roaring and
other sounds. Theradioistill quiet. It sounds like there' s been another... Hang on, thetrafficis
stopping. There must have been another accident. Chrigt, threein one morning, and dl inlessthan amile.
What are the chances of that. .. ? Shit, what the hell is happening...? Jesus, thisisabloody pileup. It
lookslike aload of cars have smashed and been wedged together and... and I’ ve got to stop before | hit
them. | dam on my brakes but I’ m going too fast to stop intime. The car behind me is doing the same,
and the oneto my right too. I'm going to hit something or something’ sgoing to hit me. | try to keep hold
of the steering whed and take my feet of the pedals so that | don’t damage my legsand I’ m just trying
to...

Seven minutes later Peter Guest woke up. Dazed and disorientated, he gently pushed himself
upright and gagged and coughed as warm, semi-coagulated blood trickled sickeningly into his
open mouth and down the back of this throat from his broken nose. The fact that he might miss
his vital meeting was the first irrational thought that crossed his concussed mind. He immediately
struggled to unbuckle his seat belt and disentangle himself from the remains of the now deflated
airbag which had prevented his face from smashing into the steering wheel with any more force.
He had to get out of here and get to the office. He had to let them know what had happened.
They' d understand if they knew he’ d been in an accident.

Guest slowly and painfully attempted to focus on his dull surroundings. The end of the tunnel
around the bend allowed a degree of grey morning light to trickle and seep across the scene a
hundred meters or so ahead. Nearer to him the yellow-orange strip lights suspended along the
arched ceiling of the tunnel provided a little more illumination. His car was wedged tight between
the tunnel wall on hisleft and a crashed black taxi cab to hisright. He tried to open his door but
could move it no more than a couple of inches. Needing to get out of his car and out of the tunnel
he lifted his aching body up out of his seat, clambered over the dashboard and scrambled through
the shattered remains of his windscreen before rolling over onto his back on the car’s crumpled
bonnet. The effort required to move just that short distance was immense. He lay still for a
moment or two longer (just enough timeto let a sudden debilitating wave of nausea subside) and



then stood upright on his car, leaning breathlessly against the grubby tunnel wall for support.

For asfar as Guest could see both ahead and behind him the tunnel was filled with a huge
mass of tangled, crashed traffic. Most vehicles seemed simply to have collided with those in front
and around them and had come to a sudden, shunted stop whilst others had been forced up into
the air by violent impacts. A few cars behind where Guest was standing a once pristine bright red,
two-seater sports car lay on its roof, straddled widthways across the remains of two other
vehicles.

Apart from him, nothing was moving.

Guest cautiously began to edge forwards. The road was obscured by wreckage and he had no
option but to clamber over the mass of cars, trucks and vans if he wanted any chance of getting
out of the tunnel. He had to do it. He was in pain. He needed daylight and fresh air. He needed
help.

After dragging himself over the boot, the roof and then the bonnet of another car, Guest was
faced with a short jump onto the boot of another. Pausing to compose himself and bracing
himself for impact, he jumped onto the second vehicle and lost his footing, slipping down onto a
small triangular patch of road that had somehow remained clear in the midst of the carnage. He
fell clumsily against another car door. Inside the car the sudden lurching movement caused by
Guest’ simpact made the body of a passenger slump over to one side, its head smashing against
the window with a heavy, sickening thump. Christ, he hadn’t thought about the other drivers.
Sruggling with his own disorientation, pain and confusion he had only been concerned with his
own safety and well-being and with trying to get himself out of the tunnel as quickly as possible.
Now that he stopped to think about the others, however, they were suddenly all that he could see.
He scrambled through the devastation to get to the nearest body but it was no use, the poor
bastard was already dead. As was the next one he found, and the next, and the next. He was the
only one left alive.

Everywhere Guest |ooked he saw bodies. Vast, countless numbers of them. Bloodied, battered
faces smashed against windows and limp, shattered bodies hanging awkwardly out of half-open
doors. And the longer he stared into the shadows, the more he saw. In the low gloom he saw
splintered, broken bones, dripping pools of crimson-black blood, torn skin, gouged eyes, twisted
limbs and smashed faces. Suddenly finding enough terrified energy to be able to rise above his
own pain, he began to run, jJump and dive like an adrenaline-charged athlete until he had cleared
the tunnel and was finally out in the open air again.

But the carnage and devastation had not been limited to the inside of the tunnel. All around
him now it continued, unabated and unstoppable. Endless, inexplicable and seemingly without
reason or direction.

Guest dragged himself along silent streets to the office where, sitting amongst the lifeless
bodies of the colleagues and business associates with whom he should now have been meeting and
negotiating, he sat and tried to make sense of the incomprehensible nightmare which had reduced
hisworld to ruin.

It was almost two o' clock before | made it back home. The house was empty. | knew in my heart it
would be.

| ran the haf-mile or so between home and Joe' s school. Once or twice | nearly stopped and turned



back. By that time I’ d already seen hundreds of bodies, possibly even thousands, but they were faceless
and nameless. As | neared the school | began to see corpses that | recognised. | waked among the
bodies of people | had known — Jo€e' steachers and the parents of his classmates, Jen’ sfriends. | knew
that somewherein the school building | would find the bodies of my family.

Joewasin hisclassroom. | found him underneath his desk, curled up tightly in aball. Jen wasin the
assembly hall, lying next to an upturned chair, half-covered by the body of another dead child' s dead

parent.

| carried them both to alittle room and the three of us sat together for awhile longer.

If I'd listened to Jen | would have been there when it happened. | might not have been able to do
anything to help either of them, but if | had listened | would have been there. Because of me my wife and
child died frightened and done.

| don’t know what to do now. | don’'t even know if there’ sany point trying to do anything.

| lost everything today.

JACKIE SOAMES

Jackie Soames opened one eye and then closed it again. It waslate. She should have been up hours ago.
George should have woken her up hours ago. Bloody man, sometimes he was absolutely useless. She
didn’t ask much of him but she relied on him to help. She ran the business and |ooked after the punters,
he kept the home running and kept her happy. It was an unusua arrangement but it worked, and it had
worked well for more than twenty years now.

Jackie opened one eye again.

It was quarter-to-eleven. Christ, how could she have dept in for so long? She should be opening the
pub soon. She' d never missed opening time before — not even on the day her father had died - and she
knew she' d take some stick from the regularsif she was late unlocking the doors today. She couldn’t
afford to waste time like this. In the pub trade you live and breathe the job. Y ou’ re never off duty —
there’ saways something to do and it al hasto be done. She worked from the crack of dawn until the
very end of each day (that was the curse and the joy of living with the job) and she couldn’t believe that
George had let her deep in for so long. Where was he? She remembered him getting up when thedarm
went off just after seven o' clock, but she couldn’'t remember him coming back after that. Strange, she
thought, he usudly brought her up a coffee before half-past eight and l€ft it on the beside tablefor her.
There was no cup theretoday ...

Last night had been hard going. Monday nights were usudly difficult. Jackie ways had to do
something specid to try and get a decent sized crowd in on aMonday. She' d tried quiz nights and theme
nights and chegp drinks promotions but the punters never seemed to want to know. Last night they’ d had



aband on, and abloody awful band it had been too. Nice enough lads, but they were al noise and no
talent. She' d come across plenty of smilar actstrying to make aname for themsdlves over the years.
‘Give ‘em enough volume,” they seemed to think, ‘and the crowd won't know we can't play.’

They should have been here to pick up their stuff acouple of hours ago but she hadn’'t heard them.
The bedroom wasright over the bar. Anything happening down there would surely have woken her up.
Chrigt, she must have been in adeep deep. Maybe she was coming down with something? She couldn’t
affordto get ill. She couldn’t risk leaving Georgein charge. ..

The music had not gone down well with the regulars a the Lion and Lamb last night. A good old
traditional British spit and sawdust pub with good old traditional spit and sawdust locds, hafway through
their act the noise from the less than impressed crowd of drinkers had threstened to drown out the music
from the band. The drummer had given up straight away. The otherslasted for another song and a haf
before admitting defeat and putting down their instruments. Trying to make the most of adisappointing
Stuation, and trying to recoup the cost of the night without leaving the boysin the band out of pocket,
Jackie had locked the doors after closing time and kept everyone drinking through the early hours of
Tuesday morning.

Christ she was paying for it now.

Finally managing to prise open both eyes, she picked hersalf up out of bed, ssumbled to the bathroom
and threw up. That was better. Once the acidic taste and the vomit and booze-induced disorientation had
passed she began to fed hersdf again. Asaregular (daily) drinker of admirable capacity and many years
standing, Jackie had become hardened to the effects of acohol. It was awell rehearsed routine that she
followed now. She got drunk, she fell adeep, she woke up, she threw up, she felt better. And the next
night shedidit again. It wasal part of thejob. Thefirst cigarette of the day helped settle her sscomach.

Where the hell was George?
‘George? shecalled out. ‘ George, are you downstairs? Do you know what time it iS?

When he didn’t respond she quickly got dressed (no-one ever saw her in her nightwear except her
husband) and went out onto the landing. Nothing. She couldn’t hear or see anything. Cursing her husband
under her breath she stormed back to the bedroom. He must have gone out, she decided. That bloody
man had gone out and | eft her fast adeep. And | bet those boys from last night haven’t been ableto get
back in and get their stuff, she thought. With just over haf an hour to go before opening time Jackie was
closeto losing her temper on amassive scale. Takings were down asit was. The last thing she needed
was George making thingsworse for her by not pulling hisweight. He was probably down the betting
office, she grumbled to hersalf. That was where he seemed to spend most of his spare time. She earned
the money and heflittered it away on horses and dogs. She' d have sacked him by now if she hadn’t been
married to him.

The bedroom was still dark and she kept it that way as she got herself ready. Regardless of what had
happened to George, she still had abusinessto run. When it came to the crunch it was down to her and
her done to keep the pub running. It was her name on the licence, not George's. It was her name on the
lease and on the contract with the brewery and the buck stopped with her. She wasn't complaining. That
was how shelikedit.

In the semi-darkness Jackie began to assemble her public image. No-one saw her without make-up
but George. She was never seen in public looking anything less than perfect. Once dressed she st in
front of the mirror where she brushed her hair and painted on her smile. Copious squirts of her favourite
fragrance to hide the smdll of drink and cigarettes and she was ready to face the rest of the world.



The landing was as dark as the bedroom. Beyond that the living room was as dark asthe landing and
thefirst floor function room was as dark as everywhere el se. Jackie popped her head around each of the
doors before going down. Strange, she thought, it was Tuesday. Paula Hipkiss hired the function room
on Tuesday morningsto run her weekly keep-fit class. What had happened to them? There was no way
shewould have dept through that. If the thumping music hadn’t woken her up, then the e ephantine
crashing of anything between ten and twenty-five swesaty, overweight, middle-aged housewives surely
would have.

‘George,” sheyelled again, her smoker’ s voice hoarse and angry. She coughed as she ssumbled down
the stairs. Bloody hell, it was as dark down there asthe rest of the building. The cleaners, aerobics
ingtructors, crowds of chubby women, talentless musicians, her useless hushand — someone should have
been hereto turn the lights on and get the place ready for the punters. And she was right, the band hadn’t
been ableto get in to get their gear. She could seeit piled up at the far end of the room.

‘Georgel” she screamed at avolume that, had he heard her, he would never had dared ignore.
‘“Where are you for Christ’s sake?

Jackie opened the curtains and stumbled around the bar. She found her husband of twenty-three
years dead on the stairswhich led down to the cellar. Poor bugger, he looked like he'd lost hisfooting
and fdlen headfirst down the steps, smashing hisface into the concrete cdllar floor. Shaking with sudden
shock and emotion she dowly made her way down to him, one precarious step a atime, stepping over
his sprawled out limbs. When she got to the bottom she sat down on the step next to him and began to

ary.

Oh, George, Jackie thought, and there | wasthinking you’ d let me down. Sobbing, and filled with
guilt, sorrow and a genuine deep, raw sadness, she tenderly stroked her husband’ s mop of white hair and
gently shook his shoulder.

‘Comeon, love,’ shewhispered hopefully, ‘wake up.’

She knew it was too late. She knew that George was dead.

Severd long, quiet, grief-filled minutes later Jackie managed to drag hersalf back up from the cdllar. It
was amost opening time now but that didn’t seem to matter anymore. She poured hersdf alargegin,
knocked it back, poured herself another and then picked up the phoneto call for the doctor. The pub
was till dark and empty and she looked around the shadow-filled room with sad, desperate eyes. Much
as she was the brains of the operation and the one who made dl the decisions, Jackie didn’t know how
she' d cope without George.

The telephone wasn't working.
She finished her drink, hung up and tried again. Same problem. Couldn’t get aline.

Not the kind of people to waste their time with gadgets and fads, neither George nor Jackie had ever
owned amobile phone. Jackie decided to try and telephone from the bank next door. If the worst came
to the wordt, she thought, she’' d walk up to the doctor’ s surgery. It was only alittle way down the high
street. She' d go out through the back door to avoid any of the regulars who might be waiting around the
frontto getin.

When Jackie stepped out into the cobbled courtyard behind the pub she immediately noticed how
quiet it was outside. She buttoned up her coat, locked the door and then walked out through the gate,



down the alleyway and onto the high Stret.
The devastation wasincredible.

A buswas onitsside just up the road. In the distance Westwood Garage was on fire. There were
crashed cars all over the place and, for asfar as she could seein every direction, hundreds of people lay
dead on the cold ground around her.

This had happened hours ago.

What had caused it?

How had she dept through it and why hadn’t it affected her?

Jackie went back into the Lion and Lamb and poured herself another gin.

GARY KEELE

‘All right, Tuggie,” shouts Meade across the carpark. The sun’s bright this morning. | have to cover
my eyeswith my hand so that | can seehim.

‘Morning, Keith,” | shout back. ‘ Good day for it?
Helooks up and around.

‘Just about perfect, I'd say,” he answers as he grabs his bag from the back of his car and starts
walking towards the office.

He sright. It saperfect day for flying. It sdayslike this that make me glad everything worked out the
way it did between me and Sarah. If we were till together then | wouldn’t be here now. I'd il be stuck
living in our cramped terraced house in the middle of the city, spending long hours stuck in traffic and
even longer hours stuck at the office. Most of the people | used to work with are probably till there, too
scared to leave, stuck inarut. And whilethey sit at their desks and follow orders, I'm out herein the
fresh air, gitting on my backside and occasiondly flying. I'm making it sound like | don't do anything
around here. | do—1 work damn hard when | haveto —but | enjoy it. It doesn’t fedl like ajob.

Shame we had to part on such bad terms though. | had a good few years with Sarah until we split up.
Everything happened within the space of Six months. She went off with afinancid adviser (who advised
her that he was worth alot more than | was) and then, as| was just getting mysalf back on my feet, the
bastards made me redundant. | had nothing to stay in the city for. We sold the house and | took my share
and what was left of my redundancy payment and packed my bags and moved to the other side of the
country. | learnt to fly aplane (it was something I’ d dways wanted to do) and then managed to get
myself ajob here at the Clifton Gliding Centre, towing gliders two thousand feet up into the air and then
|etting them go so that they can drift back down to the ground. Easy. | have agood life now. Simple, but



good.

A lineof threevirtualy identica (in al but colour) cars pull into the gravel carpark. The sound of their
wheds crunching aong the ground disturbs the quiet of the morning. Thismust betoday’ svidtors
arriving. There are supposed to be eight or nine of them | think, sales reps from acompany in town.
Noisy buggers. It' sonly just turned eight and dl | can hear isthem laughing and shouting. Why can't they
talk quietly?It' s probably just nerves. It's good sport watching blokeslike this. They try and act dl cool
and relaxed on the ground, but | know they’ re nervous as hell. As soon asthey’ re Strapped into the
gliders and they’ re ready to go up they change. All the bravado and macho bullshit disappears. When
there' sjust the hull of aflimsy little plane and two thousand feet of air between their backsdes and the
ground they tend to shut up and drop the act. | hate these corporate team building activities. To think |
used to haveto do dl this...

Asthe group disappearsinto the office to sign in and be briefed on the rulesfor the day | Sart getting
the planeready. | can ill hear the voices of the seven men and two women as | walk over to the hanger.
| climb into the plane, shut the cockpit and fire up the engine, drowning out their noise once and for al. |
taxi out onto the airfied (which literdly isafield here—no concrete runwaysfor us) and moveinto
position. Once we' reready | stop the engine, get out of the plane and walk over to where some of the
other saff are standing in front of the hanger.

‘Do meafavour, | say to Willy who's one of the regular glider pilots.
‘What'sthat? he asks.

‘Givethem afright, will you? Scare the shit out of these buggers!’

He smilesknowingly. He sharesmy didike of overpaid businessmen.

‘No problem,” hegrins. * Anyway, Tuggie, five minutes of being dragged up behind you with your
flying isenough to scare anyone! I'll be shitting mysdlf, never mind them!’

‘Cheeky sod!’ | snap as Willy walks away, cackling to himsaif.

Willy and Jones (one of the ground staff) stand and wait for Ed (Willy’ slad) who' stowing the gliders
out of the hanger and out onto the airfield. Thetractor he’ sdriving isanoisy bugger. It fillstheair with
chugging and clattering and with clouds of thick black fumeswhich it spitsout of its exhaust. | head back
to my caravan for acup of coffee to wake me up properly before the flying starts.

We move quickly. It'snot even nine o’ clock and I’ ve aready towed three gliders up.

Thisredly isasmplejob. The glider’ s attached to the back of the plane by acable. | take off and
drag it up until we' ve reached around two thousand feet. The glider pilot releasesthe cable. They go up
(for awhile, if the conditions are right) and | go back down. They usudly stay up for anything between
twenty minutes and half an hour. Theflights might last alittle longer today. The clouds are good and the
sunisbright. There should be plenty of thermalsto keep them upintheair. Oncel’velost them | can just
coast back down to the landing strip.

We usudly try to havefour or five glidersup in the air at the sametime. Thismorning the first three
went up without any problems. Ed' s just attaching number four to the back of the tug plane. | watch the
lads getting the glider ready in my mirrors. Ellis (the pilot) nods to Jones who gives me ahand signd and |
gart to move dowly forward until the cableistaut. Another hand signa and | stop. Behind metwo



ground hands hold the wings of the glider, keeping it steedy. A find signa from one of them tells me that
they'reready tofly.

WEe re off again. The tug plane bumps along the uneven grass for a couple of hundred yards before |
giveit alittle more gas, pull back the controls and start to climb. The rumbling beneath meis suddenly
slenced asthe whedls |eave the ground. Now the glider’ s up too and we' re on our way. | can seethe
faces of the two men in the plane behind me. Ellisistaking ten to the dozen but his passenger isn't
listening. HE' sbloody terrified! | think he’ s got his eyes shut!

Chrigt, the sun’s bright. There' sno escaping it when you' re up here. It's hot too. It’snot like you can
pull down ablind or open awindow. Y ou just have to put up with it to an extent. Y ou know it’snot
going to last for that long. A few minutesflying and then... Shit, what was that? Turbulence? Not at this
dtitude. No, | didn’t like that, something’ s not right. I’'m looking at the controlsin front of me, but there's
nothing wrong with my plane. Everything looks normal. It must be the glider. Something’ s happening
behind me. | can't seewhat they’redoing. .. Oh, Chrigt. Jesus Chrigt, Ellisislosing control. We re not
even athousand feet up yet and he'slogtit. | can’t see what’ s happening and | don't know if he's...

Oh, God, the glider’ sralling to the sde. He hasto release. If he doesn’t he'll drag me back with him
and... and | can't see Ellis. Bloody hell, I can see the passenger’ sface now. Helookslike he' strying to
get out. HE s banging against the sides of the cockpit. Maybe he’ s had a panic attack or something.
Damn, | can just about see Ellis now. He looks just as scared as the other man.

The glider’ stipping again. We have to separate. | don’'t have any choice, | haveto pull the emergency
release. If | don't then they’ll pull me down withthem andwe'll dl... There, doneit. Hadto doit. I'm
free again and I’ ve got control back. | bank and climb and look down below me as the glider rollsand
dips and begins to spin towards the ground.

| can't watch. | don’t know what happened in there, but | know that the two men don’t have long.
It'[l be over in acouple of seconds. | just hope Ellis can try and get control and level out before... | need
to get back down there and get help. If I... Jesus Christ, what was that? What' s happening now?
Fucking hell, another glider hasjust dived right across the front of me. It could only have been ahundred
yards ahead. Shit, another couple of seconds later and it would have hit me and I’ d be heading down
therewith Ellisand... and what the hell is happening here?

The planes are dropping out of the sky al around me. Thefour gliderswe put up thismorning are dl
either down or on their way down. Keith Meade —aman who' s been flying these things for more years
than anyone dse | know —haslost control of hisglider too. The planeis spiraling down towardsthe
hanger. | don’t want to look but | can’t help but stare as the flimsy aircraft smashes through the roof, its
meta and fibreglass wings and body crumpling and being torn gpart on impact.

My heart isthumping and swest is pouring down my face. | can’t think straight. God knows how I’'m
managing to keep flying. My legs are shaking with nerves and | can hardly keep the wings of the plane
leve. I’ ve got to keep going. I’ m approaching the airfield from the wrong direction but it doesn’t matter.
There sno-one elseleft up inthe sky. | can't see anyone moving down there. Surely someone should
have been out here to help by now?

| haveto leave my landing alittle longer than I'd like. What' sleft of Ellis glider isstrewn acrossthe
middle of the landing strip. There are pieces of plane and God knows what else scattered al over the
place. | can't risk hitting any of the debris. | manage to put the plane down in half the distance I'd usualy
need. | kill the engine and sit and wait for the propeller to stop moving before | move. | don’t want to go
out there. | can't see anything or anyone moving.



| can’'t St hereall day. | dowly climb out of the cockpit of the tug and just stand there for a moment,
listening to the loudest, most overpowering and terrifying silence I’ ve ever heard.

What the hell has happened here?

There are bodies at the side of the airfield. Without stopping to think about what I'm doing | find
myself walking towards them. These aren’t people who were flying. There are acouple of facesthat |
recognise — Meade s daughter is one of them. Therest, | think, are the remains of the men and women
vigtorswho weren't flying. They’re dead. They’redl dead. Ascold and lifdlessasthe rest of their
colleagues who are scattered in pieces around here.

Insdethe office | find Chantelle Prentiss, our Admin girl, dead at the front desk. The phoneis off the
hook next to her upturned hand. It looks like she wasin the middie of acall when it (whatever it was)
happened. | pick up the phone and lift it to my ear. Silence. | hang up and try to dia out but there' sno
answer on any number. After awhile the phone stops working completely.

Theworld is dead.

I’'m up in the plane again, flying round and trying to find someone esewho'sleft dive. There's
no-one.

Thewhole damn world is dead.

JULIET APPLEBY

‘So what time will you be hometonight? asked Mrs Appleby, staring with frustration at her daughter
across the breskfast table. Sometimes trying to get information out of Juliet was like trying to get blood
out of astone.

‘l don’'t know Mum...” she began to answer, in aquiet, mumbling voice that her mother had to strain
to hesr.

‘Because you know how your dad getsif you' re not back when he' s expecting you,” Mrs Appleby
interrupted.

‘I know, but | can’'t help it if | haveto stop back...’

‘He hasto have hismed before half-gx otherwise it kegps him awake al night. And you know how
helikesusadl to eat together. It's an important part of family life’



‘I know.’

‘Dad just likes hisroutine, that’ s al. And he likes to know where you are. He likes to know that
you're safe!’

‘| know that too, Mum, but...’
‘But what, love?

‘I'm thirty-ninefor God' s sake.’

Juliet Appleby closed the front door behind her and walked down the garden path to the car, pulling
on her coat and brushing her long, wind-swept hair out of her eyes. She glanced back at the house
before unlocking the car and getting in. There they were. She could see them both hiding behind the net
curtains, pretending not to watch —Mum in front, trying not to be seen, and Dad standing just behind her.
Hiding behind Mum, that was where he seemed to have spent most of hislife, she thought. Ingdethe
house hewas king, and he let the two of them know that congtantly and in no uncertain terms. Stick him
outside and force him to face the rest of the world, however, and he couldn’t cope. The accident twelve
years ago (which was still ataboo subject that they weren't allowed to talk to him about) had destroyed
his confidence and unbalanced his temperament. He didn’t seem able to interact properly with anyone
outsde the smd| and tight circle of the immediate family. Outside Dad would always get aggressve or
angry or confrontational with some poor unsuspecting person and it would inevitably be left to Mum or
Juliet to smooth things over and sort things ouit.

Juliet sat down in the car and started the engine. Poor Mum, she thought. She' d dedicated her lifeto
Dad. She'd put up with years of hismoaning and his mood swings and histempers. Sometimes, though,
shewasjust asbad as hewas. As Dad relied on Mum, so Mum seemed to rely on Juliet. And who was
there for her? No-one. On the few occasions that she' d been brave enough to start talking about leaving
home and setting up on her own it was usualy Mum who played the sickness card and who came up
with aligt of reasons why she couldn’t leave and why she had to stay and why they needed her around.
Shebdieved it. Each and every time she heard it she believed it. Why would they lieto her? Her friends
at the nursery told her that she should just pack her bags and leave. But it was easy for them. She'd left it
too late, and now she was trapped, spending her time being paid to look after other peopl€e’ s children
when she should have been raising her own. Fat chance of that ever happening. She hadn’t ever had a
‘proper’ relationship. Men were either put off by the fact that she behaved like atimid old-maid trapped
in ayounger person’s body, or Dad managed to put them off for her. She' d long since stopped dwelling
on dl that she had gone without physicaly, but she often thought about the crud irony of her Stuation—
there she was, athirty-nine year old virgin, surrounded congtantly by the fruits of other people’ s sexua
encounters.

A quick wave to Mum and Dad (even though they thought she couldn’t see them) and she was off. A
ten minute drive into the centre of Rowley and she' d be there.

Juliet aways seemed to be the first oneto arrive a work. She was dways there ages before anyone
else. At thetime she arrived at the nursery each morning there were usualy only one or two other people
around — usudly just Jackson the caretaker and Ken Andrews, the deputy head of the infant school to
which the nursery was atached.

‘“Morning, Joanne, smiled Andrews, waving across the playground. Bloody man, she thought. Indl



the years she' d been working in and around the school he' d never got her name right. Occasionally she
thought he did it on purpose to try and wind her up, other times she decided he was just plain ignorant.
But the fact of the matter was he continually got her name wrong because he rarely had any reason to
speak to her about anything of importance and also because she' d left it too long to correct him without
there being more embarrassment on her part than his. To say that Juliet melted into the background was
something of an understatement. Y ears of her overbearing parents had virtually destroyed her
self-esteem. Juliet had reached the point where she preferred it if no-one noticed her.

Asusual the caretaker had opened up the prefabricated hut they used for the nursery class. The
classroom was dways cold firgt thing in the morning, even in summer, and this September morning was
no exception. Her breath condensed in billowing clouds around her mouth and nose and the low
temperature made the tips of her fingersfed dightly numb. She glanced up at the clock on thewall. Half
an hour until the children were due. Probably twenty-five minutes before any of the other classroom
assigtants and nursery teachers would grace her with their presence. Aslow, depressed and dejected as
she could ever remember fedling, she began to prepare the room for the morning’ s activities.

Wheat the hell was that? Juliet stopped what she was doing and looked up. Fifteen minutes now to the
gart of classand she'd just heard an dmighty crashing noise just outside the door. It sounded like kids
messing around on the concrete steps which led up to the classroom. It sounded like they’ d thrown
something against the door. Juliet didn't like confrontation. She kept her head down, hoping that whoever
it waswould go away as quickly asthey’ d arrived. Maybe they’ d just miss-kicked afootball or
something...

Suddenly another sound, this one very different to the first. It sounded like someone coughing and
choking, but it couldn’t have been, could it? Juliet crept cautioudy towards the window and |ooked
outsde. The playground was empty and till with the only movement coming from the birdsflying
between the roof of the school building and the rubbish bins and back again. She was about to turn round
and go back to what she' d been doing when she noticed it. She had to stand on tip-toe and crane her
neck to see properly, but she could definitely see afoot sticking out over the edge of the steps. So there
were kids messing around after dl, she thought. With her pulseracing (shedidn’t like it when shedidn’t
know what was happening) she walked over to the classroom door and pressed her ear againgt it. She
couldn’t hear anything outside. Very dowly she pushed the door open. Lying on the stepsin front of her
was the dead body of Sam Peters, one of the boyswho had been in the nursery classlast year.
Panicking, sheimmediately dammed the door shut again and leant againgt it. Not knowing what she was
going to do, and overcome with sudden nervousness and disorientation, she did down to the floor and
held her head in her hands. There was no question that the boy was dead. She’ d never seen abody
before but she knew he was dead. His frozen face was al twisted and contorted with pain and there
were dribbles of blood on the front of hisyellow school sweatshirt.

No-on€e' s coming. Chrigt, no-one' s coming.

Twenty minutes later and gill no-one ese had arrived a the schoal. Juliet had been counting on
someone else finding Sam’ s body on the steps. She' d planned to act dumb and pretend she hadn’t
known he wasthere.

Someone el se should have been here by now. Where were the other children?

Marie and Dorian, two of the other nursery helpers (who travelled to work together), should have



arrived at least five minutes ago. So where were they? Were they outside? Had they found the body and
had she just not heard them? Unlikely. She crept towards the window and peered outside again. She
could still see Sam'’ sfoot. Hewas il there.

Asthe minutesticked by her conscience finally got the better of her fear. She had to do something.
She couldn’t just Sit there knowing that the poor boy was out there on the steps.

The main schoal office was directly across the playground from the nursery hut. Juliet decided she'd
have to make arun for it. She’ d open the door, run down the steps and then find the headteacher or the
deputy head and tell them what had happened, despite the fact that she didn’t know what the hell was
going on herdf.

She had to do it now.

Juliet put on her coat and, taking a deep bresth, opened the classroom door and burst out into the
open. Forcing herself to look anywhere but down at the body on the steps she half-jumped, half-tripped
over the boy’s corpse, landing awkwardly, twisting her foot and dmogt falling over. Managing to keep
her balance she ran across the playground with the sounds of her footsteps, her heavy, frightened
breathing and the thumping of her heart ringing in her ears.

The headmaster of the school was dead. She found him in the corner of his office, buried under apile
of papersthat he seemed to have knocked off his desk when he' d fallen to the ground. She found the
school secretary dead in the short corridor which ran between the office and the staff room, and in the
staff room she found three dead teachers.

In avacant, disorientated daze Juliet roamed round the silent school and then the surrounding streets
looking for someone to explain to her what had happened.

Quarter past five,

After what had happened at the school Juliet returned home before midday and had found both of her
elderly parents dead. Mum wasin the bathroom, sprawled across the floor with her knickersround her
ankles, and Dad was (as dways) in hisarmchair, staring up at the ceiling. Dribbles of blood had run
down his chin and trickled down the front of his shirt. She’ d wept for them both of course (especidly
Mum), and had felt aredl sense of devagtation and loss. But after awhile the hurting fedling had,
unexpectedly, started to fade. In the strangest, perverse kind of way, she began to enjoy the freedom that
the dark day had unexpectedly given her. She' d never had the house to hersdlf like this. She hadn’t had
to eat at any particular time (not that she fdlt like eating anything anyway) and she hadn’t had to sit
through Dad’ s choice of television programmes (not that the television had been working). She hadn’t
had to explain her movements every time she got up out of her chair. For thefirst timein avery long time
shefet free.

Juliet’ ssmdl, quiet and fairly inggnificant world had been turned upside down. She' d seen hundreds
upon hundreds of bodies littering the streets and hadn’t known the reason why any one of them had died.
She' d tried to make contact with her few friends, her neighbours, the loca police and pretty much
everyone else she knew in the loca vicinity but she hadn’t been able to reach anyone. Her telephone
didn’'t work. There were no answers when she knocked on the front doors of the houses of friends and
family.



Frightened and bewildered, but also feding strangely empowered and stronger than she had done for
along, long time, she sat donein her bedroom and waited for something to happen or someone to come
and help, not that anyone knew she wasthere. At the end of the first day she moved Mum and Dad into
the back room. When she woke up on the second day she dug two deep holes in the garden and buried
them both. Dad had aways wanted them to be buried together. She knew that Mum would have
preferred them to be close but dightly apart. She' d still loved Dad but, like Juliet, she' d had enough of
him too.



KAREN CHASE

‘What the hell do you call that?
| looked a him for asecond. Trick question? What did he expect me to say?

‘| cal it your order,’ | answered. ‘ Full English breskfast. Bacon, sausage, scrambled egg,
mushrooms, hash browns and baked beans.’

‘Doesn't look like the picturein the menu.’

He opened the menu up, laid it out on the table in front of him and jabbed hisfinger angrily at the
photograph at the bottom of the breakfast section.

‘I know, but that’ sonly arepresentation...’ | tried to explain.

‘But nothing,” he interrupted. ‘| appreciate that there will inevitably be differences between a
photograph and the actua meal, but what you’ ve brought to me here bears very little resemblance to the
food | ordered. The bacon’s undercooked. The mushrooms are overcooked. The scrambled eggis
lumpy. Do | need to go on?

‘So do you want meto..." | began.

‘That waswhat | ordered,” he sighed, tapping the photograph with hisfinger again, ‘and that iswhét |
expect to be served. Now you be agood girl and run along back to your kitchen and try again.’

A genuine complaint | can dedl with, but | have ared problem when peopletry and patronise me. |
was so angry that | couldn’t move. It was one of those second-long moments which seemed to drag on
forever. Did | try and argue with this pathetic little man, did | tell him what he could do with his bloody
breskfagt, or did | just swallow my pride, pick up the plate again and take it back to the kitchen? Much
as| wanted to go for either one of thefirst two options, commonsense and nerves got the better of me. |
picked up the plate and stormed back to the kitchen.

‘Bloody man,” | snapped as| pushed through the swinging door. In the kitchen Jamie and Keith, the
two chefs on duty, stopped playing football with the remains of alettuce and stood and looked at me.

‘Who'srattled your cage? Jamie asked.
‘Fucking idiot outside. Wants his bregkfast to ook exactly the same as the picture in the menu.’
‘Tell himto fuck off and get alife,; Keith sghed as he kicked the lettuce out through the back door.

| stood and stared at the pair of them, waiting for either one of them to move.



‘What do you expect meto do about it? mumbled Jamie.
‘Make another bloody breakfast,’ | answered, ‘you' re the cook, aren’t you?

Chrigt, these two were stupid. Jamie was still looking at me with his mouth hanging open asif I'd just
asked him to prepare forty mealsin ten minutes. All | was asking him to do was hisjob. It waswhat he
was being paid for, for God' s sake. If he'd doneiit right first time he wouldn’t have to do it again now.

‘Fucking hell, he complained as he snatched the plate from me. He studied the faded photograph on
acopy of the menu stuck to the wall and took a clean plate from the cupboard. Then he took the food
from the origind plate, rearranged it on the clean one, warmed it up in the microwave and then did it
across the work surface towards me.

‘Y ou expect meto take thisout to him? | said, not quite believing what | was seeing.
‘Yes,’ he grunted. ‘ Looks morelike it does on the menu now, doesn't it?
Keith started to snigger from behind the newspaper he had picked up.

Knowing that there was no point in arguing with ether of the chimps| wasworking with | picked up
the plate and turned back round. | stood behind the doors for a couple of seconds to compose myself
and looked out through the small porthole windows into the restaurant. | could see my nightmare
customer gitting at histable, looking a hiswatch and tapping hisfingers on the table impatiently, and |
knew that whatever | did he was going to give me a hard time when | went back out to him. If | went
back too quickly he' d accuse me of not having had time to prepare hisfood properly. If | kept him
waiting too long he' d be just asincensed... | decided to wait for afew secondslonger.

Customers were the worst part of my job, and today | had been landed with the very worst type of
customer. We got al sorts of passing trade at the restaurant, and there tended to be a couple of
customers like this one coming in each week. They were usudly travelling sales reps who were stopping
inthe motd just up the bypass. Asarule they were dl badly dressed, loud, rude and ignorant. Maybe
that was why they did the job they did and spent their time travelling around the country? Perhaps thelr
wives (if anyone had been foolish enough to marry them) had kicked them out? Perhaps that was why
they al camein here with an attitude like they had something to prove. Bastards the lot of them. It wasn't
my fault they were so bitter and insecure, wasit?

| pushed mysalf back out through the door and stood cringing next to the customer’ stable.

‘That’ sbetter,” he said to my surprise as| put the plate of food down in front of him. Thank God for
that, | thought as | quickly began to walk away.

“You're welcome, you wanker,” | muttered under my breeth.

‘Just aminute, girl,” the customer shouted as | reached the kitchen door. The three other customersin
the restaurant looked up and watched me walk back to the table.

‘Yes, Sir? | answered through gritted teeth, doing my damnedest to remain calm and polite and not
empty his pot of teainto hislap.

‘Thisiscold,” he complained. He skewered a sausage on hisfork, sniffed it and then dropped it back
onto his plate in disgust, sending little balls of dried-up scrambled egg shooting acrossthetable.

‘Isit redly? | asked with obvious sarcasm and mock concernin my voice.



‘Yes, itis’ he snapped. ‘Now you listen to me, missy, you scuttle back over to your little kitchen right
now and fetch me afresh bregkfast. And while you' re there, send the manager out to see me. Thisredly
isn't good enough.’

There may well have been some judtification to his complaint, but the tone of hisvoice and the way he
spoke to me was completely out of order. | wasn't paid enough to be patronised and belittled. It wasn't
my fault | had billsto pay and no other way of getting the money to pay them. It was't my fault that...

‘ Areyou going to stand there looking stupid all day,” he sneered, ‘ or are you going to go somewhere
else and look stupid instead?

That wasit. The customer isawaysright, they say, but there are limits. Here at the Monkton View
Eater, it seemed, the customer was always an asshole.

‘Look, I'm sorry if thefood isn’t up to the standard you were expecting,’ | began, somehow
managing to still sound cam, evenif | didn't fed it, ‘I’ll get that sorted out. But thereis no need to be
rudeto me. I'll go and get you...’

‘Ligen,’” he said, the dow and tired tone of hisvoiceindicating thet it was ared effort for him to have
to lower himsdlf to speak to me, ‘I’ m redlly not interested in anything more you have to say. Beagood
girl and fetch me my food. Y ou are awaitress. Y ou are here to serve me. And if | want to be rude to you
then I'll beasrude as| fucking well please. You're paid to takeiit.’

‘Noyou listen,” | began to pointlesdy protest, ‘I'mnot...’

‘Get the manager,” heinterrupted with atone of infuriating superiority. ‘1 don’t need to speak to you
any longer.’

Another one of those moments which seemed to last forever. | was suddenly so full of anger and
contempt that, once again, | was too wound up to move. Compounding my awkwardness was the fact
that the other customers had al now stopped eating and were watching and waiting to seewhat I'd do
next. | glanced back over my shoulder and saw that the Neanderthasin the kitchen were peering out
through the portholes a metoo, grinning liketheidiots | knew they were.

‘Wdl? the customer sighed.

| turned and walked, pushing my way through the swinging doors to the kitchen, sending Jamieflying.
‘Where' s Trevor?

‘Fag break,” Keith replied.

| stormed out through the back door to where Trevor, our so-called manager, was standing smoking
acigarette. He was leaning up the rubbish bins, reading Keith's newspaper.

‘Trevor,” | began.

‘What? he grunted, annoyed that I’ d interrupted him.

‘I’ ve got a problem with a customer. He says he wants to speak to the manager.’
‘Tl him you' re the manager.’

‘“Why should 17



He shrugged his shoulders.

‘Tel him I’ ve gone out to ameseting.’

‘No.’

‘Tdl him I’ ve got Health and Safety coming.’
‘No.’

‘For Chrigt’ssake,” he groaned, findly lifting his head from the paper, ‘just ded with it will you. What
the hdll do | pay you for? Dedling with customersisyour responsibility.’

‘Looking after your staff isyours.’
‘Ohgiveitares...’

‘He swore at me! I’'m not prepared to speak to a customer who's going to swear at me. Do you
know how bloody insulting hewaswhen...?

‘Now you're swearing a me. Y ou can’'t haveit both ways, love!’

That wasit. That wasthe straw that broke the camel’ s back. | ripped off the bloody stupid pinafore
that they made me wear and threw it a Trevor, along with my order pad.

‘I've had enough! Stick your bloody job!’

| couldn’t afford to do what | was doing, but at the sametime | couldn’t put mysdlf through it any
longer. Thiswas't the first time this had happened, and | knew that if | stayed in the job it wouldn't be
thelast. | pushed my way back into the kitchen, grabbed my coat, and marched out through the
restaurant.

‘Isthe manager on hisway? the odious little customer asked at the top of hisvoice as| walked past.
| stopped and turned round to face him. Hisfood couldn’t have been too bad because hel d managed to
et haf of it.

‘No heisn't,’ | answered. ‘ The manager cannot be bothered to come and speak to you, and | can’t
be bothered wasting my time dealing with pathetic little fuckers like you ether. Y ou can stick your med
and your attitude and your complaint up your arse, and | hope you fucking choke on your food!’

And hedid.

Still chewing amouthful of breskfast, the sickening, smug grin of superiority which had been plastered
acrosstheidiot’ s face as he watched me ranting at him suddenly disappeared. He stopped edting. His
eyes began to water and the veinsin his neck began to bulge. He spat out hisfood.

‘Get me some water,” he croaked, clawing at his neck. ‘ Get me some...’

A noise from behind made me turn round. The customersin thefar corner of the restaurant were
choking too. The middle-aged couple were both in as bad a sate as the little shit who had caused me so
much trouble thismorning. | turned back to look at him again. Christ, he looked like he was suffocating.
Much as!’d wished dl kinds of suffering on him a couple of minutes earlier, now | just wanted hispainto
stop. | ran back to the kitchen.

‘Call anambulance,’ | ydled. ‘ There sacustomer...’



Jamie was on his knees, coughing up blood on the floor in the corner of the kitchen. Keith waslying
on his back in the storeroom, rolling around in agony like the others. Trevor was a so lying on the ground.
He' d lost consciousness. Hisfat body had falen half-in and half-out of the back door.

By thetime’d picked up the phoneto call for an ambulance everyone in the restaurant was dead.

PHILIP EVANS
Part i

Mumisn'twdll.

She' s suffered with her hedlth for years now and she' s been practicaly bed-ridden since last
December. She' s not been well all week but she' sredlly taken aturn for the worst thismorning. I’ ve
been up with her sincejudt after five and it' salmost eight now. | think Il get the doctor out to see her if
she doesn't start to pick up soon.

| don’t know what I’ d do without Mum. I’ ve forced mysdlf to try and think about it plenty of times,

mind, because | know there' s going to come atime when she' s not around anymore. We' re very close,
Mum and |. Dad died when | was nine and there' s just been the two of us since then. I’ m forty-two now.
I"ve not been able to work for years because I’ ve been looking after her so we don't see much of other
people. We pretty much live out on our own here. There' sjust our cottage and one other on either side
andthat'sdl. Thevillageisfive minutes back down the road by bike. W€ ve never bothered with acar. |
don’t drive, and we can get abusinto town if we redlly need to go there. There' s not much we need that
we can't find inthe village.

She' scaling me again. I'll make her someteaand take it up with her tablets. It' s not like her to make
afusslikethis. She dwaystells me she doesn't like to make afuss. She tells the doctor that too when he
cdls. And the hedlth visitor. And the Didtrict Nurse. And the vicar.

It'sjust her way.

| need to get help but | can't leave her.

Oh, God, | don’t know what to do. | was up there talking to her when it happened. | wastrying to
get her to the toilet when it started. Usualy when she has one of her turns she' s able to let me know
when it’scoming, but shedidn’t just now. Thisone came out of the blue. It seemed to take her by
surprise as we were coming back across the landing.

She started to choke. Now Mum'’ s chest has been bad for along time, but nothing like this. It was
amog asif she' d got something stuck init, but she hadn’t had anything to eat al morning so that was



impossible. She' d turned her nose up at her breskfast. Anyway, before | knew what was happening she
was coughing and retching and her whole body was shaking in my arms. | lay her down on the ground
and tried to get her to calm down and breathe dowly and not panic but she couldn’t stop. She couldn’t
swallow. She couldn’t talk. Her eyes started to bulge wide and | could see that she wasn't getting any air
but there wasn't anything | could do to help. | tried to tip her head back to open up her windpipe like the
nurse showed me once but she wouldn't lie still. She kept fighting against me. She wasthrashing her arms
around and coughing and spluttering. The noise she was making was horrible. 1t didn’t sound like Mum.
She was making this scratching, croaking, gargling noise and | thought that there was phlegm or
something trapped in her throat. | thought she might have been choking on her tongue (the nurse told me
about that oncetoo) so | put my fingersin her mouth to make sureit was clear. When | took them out
again they were covered in thick, dark blood like the insides of her mouth were cut. Then she stopped
moving. As suddenly as she’ d started she stopped. | sat down on the carpet next to her and held her
hand until | was sure that she' d gone.

| could till hear that horrible choking sound in my head even after it had stopped and Mum waslying
dtill. I could hear it ringing in my ears when everything €lse had gone quiet.

I’ sbeen quiet like thisfor hours now.
My Mum'’ s dead.

| can't just St here and do nothing. | can’t hep Mum but | can’t just leave her lying here either. The
doctor will have to come round and then someone will come to take her away and then... and then |
don’t know what I’ll do. | don’t know what I’ m going to do without her. I’ ve dways had Mum.

About half an hour ago | decided to move her. | couldn’t leave her lying there on the floor in the
middle of thelanding, that just wouldn't have been right. She seemed twice as heavy as she did when she
was dlive. | thought the best place for her would be her bedroom. | put my hands under her armsand
dragged her through to the bedroom and onto the bed. | wiped the blood off her face and tried to close
her eyesto makeit look like shewas just deeping. | managed to get one eye to stay shut but the other
one stayed open, saring at me. It was like she was still watching me. It was like one of those paintings of
people sfaces where the eyes seem to follow you round the room. In away it made mefed alittle
better. Even though she' sgoneit’ slike she hasn't stopped looking out for me.

| tried to phone the doctor’ s surgery but | couldn’t get an answer. | couldn’t even get the telephone to
work properly. | knew someone would have been at the surgery (it's open until late on Tuesdays) so |
guessed it was our telephone that wasn't working. Often in winter the line used to go down because
we' re 0 isolated out here. But it isn't winter. 1t's early September and the weather’ sbeenfine.

| didn’t want to leave Mum but | didn’'t have any choice. | shut the bedroom door, locked up the
house and got my bike out of the shed. It didn’t take long to get into the village. Mum never liked me
riding on the road (she said it was the other drivers she didn’t trust, not me) but it didn’t matter this
morning. There wasn't any traffic about. It was amost too quiet. Now the villageisn't the busiest of
places, but there’ susudly always something happening. Thismorning it was so quiet that al | could hear
was the sound of my bike. It made me fedl nervous and scared. And as| got deeper into the village, it
got much worse. So much worsethat | nearly turned round and came home, but the thought of what had
happened to Mum made me keep going forward.

| was cycling down past Jack Halshaw’ s house when | saw that hisfront door was wide open. That
was strange because Jack’ s dway's been careful about things like that. He used to be afriend of my



dad’sand I've known him al my life. So | stopped the bike, because | thought | should tell him about
Mum and | thought he might be able to help me get things sorted out. | walked down the path and leant
insde and shouted to him but he didn’t answer. | shouted a couple more times but still hedidn’t reply. |
walked down the side of the houseto seeif hewasin his back garden and that was where | found him.
Hewasn't moving. He was lying on hisback on the pavement and | could tell just by looking a him that
he was dead. Therewas apool of blood around his mouth and it looked like he’ d died the same way
Mum had.

| didn’t know what to do. | kept going until | got to the village. When | got there | just stopped the
bikein the middle of the road and stared at what | could see all around me. Whatever had happened to
Mum and Jack Halshaw had happened to other people too. In fact, the longer | spent there, the more
obviousit became that | was just about the only one it hadn’t happened to. | went into the doctor’s
surgery and found Mrs Cribbins from the chip shop and Dr Granger dead in the middle of the waiting
room. Their faces were horrible — splattered with blood and al screwed up like they’ d beenin terrible
pain when they’ d died. The doctor looked like he' d been trying to scream when it had happened.

| kept going right into the middle of the village and then wished that | hadn’t. Even though it had
happened fairly early in the morning, there had been lots of people out and about. They'd dl just falen
and died wherever they’ d been and whatever they’ d been doing. And because our village is such asmdl
place | knew them dl. I knew where they’ d been going and what they’ d been doing when they’ d died.
Bill Linturn from the hardware shop was dead in his car —he’ d just arrived to open up for the day. Vera
Price, thelady who's on thetill at the grocer’ s on Tuesday, Thursday and Friday morningswaslying
dead on the pavement just outside the shop. It looked like she' d fallen into the middle of the fruit and veg
displaysthey dways have outside. There were potatoes, carrots and apples al over the place.

| looked around for awhile but | couldn’t find anyone to help me. | know it wassilly, but | didn’t
want to leave Mum aonefor too long. | knew there was nothing | could do for her, but it just didn’t feel
right leaving her done at home with al that had happened. | got on my bike and cycled back to the
cottage.

It'sbeen over ten hours now since it happened. | can’t get apicture on thetelly and | still can't get
anyone on the phone. I’ vetried listening to the radio to find out what’ s happening but al | can hear is
hissing and crackling. I’ ve been into the cottages next door on either sde but both Ed and Mrs Chester
aredead aswell. | found Ed in his bath (the water was all pink because of the blood he' d dribbled) and
Mrs Chester was at the bottom of her stairs. | tried to move her into her living room but, because of how
she' d falen and because her legs and arms had gone dl stiff and hard, she was wedged behind the door
and | couldn’t move her.

I think I’'m just going to sit here and wait for awhile. Someone will come sooner or later, I'm sure
they will. And anyway, | can’t leave Mum here on her own. We did our weekly shop yesterday
afternoon so I've got plenty of food in. I'll Sit here and wait and everything will be okay.

Everything will bedl right again in acouple of dayswhen the police and the government start sorting
out what' s happened. I’ [l have to start phoning round the rest of the family to let them know that Mum’s
passed away. I'm not looking forward to doing that. Aunt Alice—Mum’s sister —will be heartbroken.



DAY THREE

AMY STEADMAN
Part ii

Almost fifty hours have passed since infection. Amy Steadman has been dead for just over two days.

Just minutes after death Amy’ s body began to decompose. A process known as autolysis has begun.
Thisis sdf-digestion. Starved of oxygen, complex chemica reactions have started to occur throughout
the corpse. Amy’s cells have become poisoned by increased levels of carbon dioxide, changesin acidity
levels and the accumulation of waste. Her body has begun the dow process of dissolving from theingde
out.

There has already been amarked changein Amy’s externa physical appearance. Her skinisnow
discoloured with her once hedthy pink hue having darkened to adull, dirty grey. Her veinsare now
consderably darker and more prominent and, in places, her skin has taken on agreasy tranducency.
Amy died lying on her back, with her body arched acrossthe feet of ameta display unit. The parts of her
body which are lowest to the ground — her feet, legs and backside and her left arm — now appear swollen
and bruised. Blood, no longer being pumped around her circulatory system, has pooled and coagulated
inthese aress.

Thefirst outward signs of the chemical reactions occurring inside the corpse are now a so becoming
apparent. FHuid-filled blisters have begun to form on Amy’ s skin, and around some areas of her body
skin dippage has also occurred. Her face now appears drawn and hollowed.

Todl intents and purposes Amy is dead. Her heart no longer besats, she no longer breathes, blood no
longer circulates. Theinfection, however, has not completely destroyed her. Unlike the mgority (perhaps
asmany astwo-thirds) of the fallen bodies, part of Amy’ s brain and nervous system has continued to
function, albeit at avirtualy undetectable level. There are severa other corpses nearby which aredsoin
asmilar condition.

Asan identifiable and unique human being, Amy has ceased to exigt. All that now remainsof her isa
decaying carcass and all traces of the identity, personality and character she once had have now al but
disappeared. Astime has progressed since infection, however, Amy’s brain has begun to steadily regain
afraction of itsorigina capacity. Until now the recovery has been dight and unnoticeable. It has,
however, findly reached the stage where the brain is about to regain adegree of basic control over the
dead shdll which housesit. The brainisonly capable of the most basic and rudimentary yes/ no
decisions. It no longer feels emotion or has any needs or desires. At this stage it operates purely by



ingtinct. Overdl control of the body isgradudly returning, but at a phenomendly dow speed.

Amy’ s body isnow beginning to move. Thefirg outwardly visble sgn of changeisin the body’ sright
foot which has begun to spasm and move at the ankle. Over the next few hours this movement gradually
spreadsto al four limbs and across the torso until, findly, the body isable to stand. Its movements are
clumsy and uncoordinated. Coagulated blood and the gelling of the cytoplasm within individua cells
(because of the body’ sincreased acidity) is preventing free movement. Its eyes are open but it cannot
see. It cannot hear. It cannot fed or react to any externd stimulation. The combined effects of gravity, its
physica deterioration and the uneven distribution of weight across the corpse after two days of inactivity
causesthe body to move. Initidly it trips and fallslike anewborn anima on unsteady legs. Soon,
however, its control has reached such alevd that it is able to ditribute its weight enough to be able to
manage arudimentary wak. Devoid of its senses, the body smply keeps moving forward until it reaches
an obgtruction. It then shufflesaround until it isable to move fredy again.

The body remainsin this state for afurther two days.

PHILIP EVANS
Part ii

Wonderful news! | can't believeit! It lookslike Mum’sgoing to bedl right!

When | got up thismorning | found her out of bed. | couldn’t believe my eyes. | mean, | was
convinced that she was dead. She must have just been in acomaor something like that. | saw a
programme about it once on telly. Anyway, she couldn’t hear me and she wasn't very steady on her feet
but at least she was up and moving about. | knew she wouldn't leave me aone here.

| cantell that she' sl very ill, mind. She doesn’t look well and she smdlls. But that' s nothing that a
good soak in the bath won't cure. When she'sready Il run her anice hot bath. | say run abath, but Il
have to bring some water up from the stream at the bottom of the garden and hest it up on thelittle
camping gas stove we keep in the kitchen for emergencies. The taps have been dry for the best part of
two days now, and there’ sno gas either. | don’t know what’ s happening. Still, Mum'’ s getting better and
that’ s the most important thing. I’ m sure there are other people whose condition isimproving too.

She' sredlly been shaken up by dl of this, hasMum. She’ snot herself at dl. I’ ve had to shut her in her
room to stop her wandering off. She just kegpswalking around and shewon't it ill. Come to mention
it, shewon't even st down in her chair or lie on the bed. | keep telling her that she needs her rest but she
won't listen to me. | expect she just needs to keep moving for awhile after being il for so long.

I’vefelt so scared and worried for the last couple of days but now | suddenly fedl much better again.
Everythingisokay. | knew that Mum wouldn't leave me.



It'sjust after lunchtime and I’ ve had to tie Mum to the bed. | didn’t know what elseto do. Shejust
won't say dill and relax and I’ m frightened that she'll do herself even more harm if she keepson likethis.
| know it’snot right, but what else can | do? There sno-oneto ask for help or advice. | keep telling
myself that it'sin Mum’s best interests to be firm with her. If she keeps wandering off then who knows
what might happen?| could find her hafway down theroad or worse. ..

| didn’t need to tie her down tightly. She' still not got very much strength. | went out into the back
yard and took down the washing line. | couldn’t think of anything elseto use. | put Mum back into bed (1
had to be quite forceful and hold her down whilel did it) and wrapped the line right around the bed and
the bedclothes. Since Dad died she' sonly ever had asingle bed. That meant | could wrap the line round
her afew moretimes. | l€eft it quite loose because | didn’t want to hurt her or upset her. She can il
move but she' s not strong enough to get out of the rope and get up.

| keep telling her that I’'m doing it for her own good but | don’t know if she can hear me.

| walked into the village this afternoon. | didn’t like it there. Some of the people who got ill around the
sametime as Mum al so seem to be getting better. They were walking around too. There were some of
them who were il lying wherethey’ d fallen. Poor old Bill Linturn was il Stting in his car, dead to the
world.

The people who were moving were just like Mum. They didn’t look at me or answer me when |
spoke to them. They scared me with their blank looks and grey skin. | got out of the village as quickly as
| could. My place was at home with Mum. | ran most of the way back to the cottage and locked the
door behind me.

More good news! Mum seems to be getting better every day. | till can’t get her to eat or drink
anything but when | went in to see her just now I’ m sure she turned her head and looked at me. When |
spoke to her shereacted. | think she recognised my voice. Shetried to get up but | told her to relax and
take things easy. She' still trying to do more than she should. Shewon't lie still now. She' swriggling and
twigting on the bed dl thetime.

She' s getting stronger by the hour and I’ ve just had to tighten the ropes.
| think she’sgoing to bedl right!

JACOB FLYNN
Part ii



‘Bewsey?

Flynn opened hiseyes and looked up in tired disbelief at the figure sanding swaying in front of him. It
was Bewsey. But it couldn’t be, could it? Two days ago he' d stood in this very spot and watched him
die. It wasimpossible. Over the last forty-eight hours Flynn had been forced to consider so many
impossible thoughts and possibilities that one more didn’t seem to make any difference. He decided that
he was halucinating and buried hisface in hisgrey, prison-issue pillow. That was the most plausible
explanation he could think of. He'd hadn’t had anything to et or drink for more than two days, the rest
of the world had either somehow been destroyed or had inexplicably disappeared, and he' d been
trapped in aten foot by seven foot cell with only the corpses of hisformer cell-mates for company. What
wasleft of hismind was obvioudy playing trickson him again.

Bewsey’ s clumsy corpse staggered across the tiny room, tripping over Slman’ s dead body and
knocking into the small bookcase next to the Sink, sending its contents crashing to the ground. Flynn sat
up as the unexpected thumping and clattering rang out around the cell. Thiswas no hdlucination, much as
he quickly wished it was. He pushed himsdlf against the wall and into the shadows and watched from the
relative safety of hisdark bottom bunk as the body awkwardly dragged itself around.

For awhile he remained completely till, dmost paralysed with fear. Then, very dowly, heinched
forward so that he could get a better view of what remained of Bewsey. The dead man’ s face was cold
and expressionless, his eyes empty and unfocussed. The corpse obvioudy had very little control over its
numb, unresponsive body. It smply shuffled acrossthe floor until something prevented it from moving any
further forward and then, more through luck than judgement, turned and shuffled back. Salman, by
contragt, still lay where he had origindly fallen, face down in apool of dark brown, congealed blood.

‘Bewsey? Flynn hissed anxioudy, not sure whether or not he actually wanted to attract the bizarre
figure sattention. The lack of any response to his voice was strangely reassuring.

Still shell-shocked from amogt forty-eight hours of sllence, fear and isolation and mentally exhausted
from searching congtantly for the answers to countless obvioudy unanswerable questions, he moved
forward again and cautioudy swung his feet down from the bunk. Bewsey didn’t react. The corpse
continued to amlesdy move around, colliding with wdls, furniture and, eventualy, with Hynn himsdlf. He
inginctively lifted his hands and grabbed hold of the body to prevent it from getting any closer.

‘Bewsey? heasked again. ‘What the fucking hell isgoing on? | thought you weredead...” Flynn
stared deep into the dull and clouded eyes of the corpse. They were covered with amilky-white film of
sortsand it was clear that they were unseeing and unfocussed. He let the body go and watched asiit
tripped off again in another direction before turning and tripping back towards him. No wiser and no less
terrified, Flynn crawled back onto hisbunk and pulled his coverstight around him.

Less than two hours had passed before he decided that he couldn’'t stand it any longer. Bewsey’s
body just never stopped, not even for asecond. It continued to shuffle about amlessy and lethargicaly.
It was the noise and the constant movement that Flynn was finding hardest to handle. Why didn’'t Bewsey
just lie down and stay dead like SAman? He couldn’t take it any longer. He had to do something about
it.

Creeping anxioudy forward again, Flynn climbed off his bunk and looked around for some kind of
wesgpon or implement with which he might be able to disable the corpse. He had findly forced himsdif to
admit that this definitely was a corpse moving to and fro in front of him. How could it not be? How could
someone lie motionless and without breathing for two days and not be dead? Mind you, he thought



wesarily, how could that same person now be moving again?

It was no surprise that the prison cell contained very few itemswhich could be used effectively asa
wegpon. Infact, dl that Flynn could find was the jug they used to pour drinks of water from. Long since
empty, the plagtic jug had ahard base which, if he used it with enough force, might just be strong enough
to use to batter the body into submission. Taking a deep breath, he grabbed Bewsey by the throat with
one hand, raised the jug above his head with the other, and then brought it crashing down in the middle of
the dead man’ sface with brutal force. He lifted the jug away again and saw that, despite being alittle
more bruised and bloodied, the lifeless expression had not changed. He lifted the jug and brought it down
again and again and again...

It wasn't working. It didn’t matter what he did to Bewsey’ s body, the dead man didn’t react. He
continued to move relentlesdy, seemingly obliviousto the fact that Flynn was even there.

Increasingly desperate, Flynn let the body go and then turned and dragged his bunk bed into the
middle of the cdll, swinging it round through ninety degrees so that it formed a barrier across the width of
the small room. With mounting disgust he grabbed hold of Bewsey’ s body again and pushed and shoved
the man’s clumsy remains over the metal frame of the bed and out onto the other sde, successfully
confining the cadaver. Keen to separate himself from both of his dead cellmates, he then did the same
with Saman. The second body was tiff and inflexible and was difficult to move.

Tired, Flynn leant against the cell door and peered out through the bars, hoping to catch sight of
someone (anyone) elsein the oppressive semi-darkness. He could see movement in other cells acrossthe
landing, but when he called out to the men over there they didn’t respond. He assumed that they werein
the same unnatura and inexplicable condition aswhat remained of Bewsey.

He could hear dow, heavy, dragging footsteps approaching. A figure emerged from the shadows at
the other end of the corridor. He couldn’t tell who it was at first. Asit gradudly cameinto view,
however, he could seethat it was one of the prison officers. In fact, he was sure it was the officer he'd
Seen dead at the bottom of the staircase. The dead guard lumbered towards him, its head hanging heavily
to one sde. Although tired, frightened and confused, Flynn immediately redlised the importance of seeing
thisbody. The officers had keysand, if he could reach them, then for thefirst timetherewas ared
chance of him escaping from the cdll.

Suddenly more dive and dert, Fynn watched the dead officer intently asit gpproached. Then, when it
was almost level with the cell door, he stretched out his arm between the bars and attempted to grab hold
of it. Thetips of hisoutstretched fingers brushed the side of the corpse’ sdeeve, but not enough for him
to be ableto get agrip. His heart sank as the body stumbled past and out of reach again.

The prison landing was clear and without obstruction, leaving the dead officer free to continualy
stagger from virtualy one end to the other. Flynn watched the body’ s every move like a hawk.
Eventudly, some four and ahdf hours after he had first noticed the corpse, he wasfinaly ableto catch
hold of it. He managed to dide hisfingersinto the creature' s shirt pocket and, once he had agrip, hewas
ableto pull the comparatively weak figure towards him. Once close enough he then grabbed the cadaver
inaneck lock and, straining to reach and having to fight to ignore the pain and discomfort as he stretched
and forced hisfree arm through the bars, he tugged and yanked and pulled at the body until he was able
to reach its belt and keys.

Half an hour later hewasfree.



INNOCENCE

It was amost fun to begin with; agame, an adventure. But now he' s had enough. He doesn't like being
on hisown anymore. He' s scared, he' s hungry and he' slondly. He wants everything to get back to how
it used to be before it happened.

Dean McFarlaneis seven years old.

The day before yesterday, asthey were walking to school together, Dean’s mother dropped dead in
front of him.

‘Dean,” Mum sighed, ‘you' ve only been back at school for acouple of days, how comesyou’ ve got
yoursdlf in trouble with the teacher already?

‘Shedon’t likeme,” he answered as he followed his mum aong the garden path and out onto the
dreet. They werelate setting off for school and Mum was annoyed. He' d been dragging hisfeet dl
morning and he seemed to have dowed down again now that they were finaly out of the house and on
their way. Even though she was seven months pregnant his mum marched along the road at double his
gpeed. ‘ Shepickson me,” he whined pathetically. ‘ She lets Gary and them lot get away with anything. |
never done nothing and she blames mewhen...’

‘“What do you mean, you never done nothing? Mum snapped, stopping and turning round to face
Dean. ‘“What kind of away to talk isthat? If you never done nothing, then you must have done
something...’

Dean looked at her and screwed up his face. What was she going on about now? She didn’t believe
him, did she? She didn’t even want to try and understand. Anyway, he decided, he didn’t care what she
said because he knew Miss Jinks was picking on him and he knew that he was going to get Gary
Saunders back aswell at lunchtime or afternoon break because he' d got him into trouble yesterday
afternoon and...

‘When | tell your father what you' ve been up to, Mrs McFarlane warned, pointing her finger
accusingly at her son, ‘he'll kick your backside.” Sheturned and began to walk again, il talking. *You
know what he' slike, hejust won't stand for thiskind of behaviour. | suggest thet you. ..’

She stopped talking mid-sentence.
‘Mum?

Mrs M cFarlane stopped walking again. Suddenly she was standing in the middle of the pavement
looking straight aheed, pulling that kind of puzzled, dmost angry face that she pulled when she was out
shopping with Dean and she couldn’t remember what she needed, or when she didn’t know which way
to go, or when Dean’ s baby brother growing inside her started to kick and move. Expecting her to start



walking again, Dean went afew steps further forward before stopping and turning back when he redlised
she till wasn’t moving. Shewas gill stood in the same spot, looking frozen and lost. Now she was
rubbing the side of her neck and shelooked like shewasin pain.

‘What' s the matter, Mum? he asked again. Mrs McFarlane |looked down at her son but didn’t say
anything. She couldn’t speak. The pain in her throat was getting worse. Her eyes were suddenly watery
and wide with unexpected shock and sudden, searing agony. She dropped her shopping bag and it
tipped over onto its Sde. Dean immediately crouched down and began to quickly gather up her spilled
belongings, till looking up anxioudy into her face.

‘Dean, | can’t...” shebegan to try and say, her voice aquiet, strangled whisper. ‘My throat is...’

Without warning shefell to her knees directly in front of her son. He jumped back in fear. Suddenly at
eyelevel with him she began to retch and gag violently. Theinside of her throat had swollen rapidly and
aready her windpipe was dmaost completely blocked. In seconds blood began to trickle fredy from
brutal lesionswhich had ripped open at the back of her mouth. Her head hung forward and she dribbled,
gpat and coughed along, sticky string of bloodied sdiva onto the grey pavement. Reaching out for her
son she spluttered and coughed again and began to choke.

‘Mum...” Dean whined with tears of panic and fear rolling down his cheeks. He shuffled back aong
the ground away from her, scared and confused by what was happening. He scrambled up onto hisfeet
and looked around for help but he couldn’t see anyone else nearby. If he could just find another
grown-up who could help... He looked for Mrs Campbell who lived three doors down at number
seventeen — shewas dway's sat |ooking out of her living room window. If she could see what was
happening then maybe she’ d come out to help him and...

Clutching her ssomach in agony, Mrs McFarlane groaned, screwed up her bloodied face, rolled over
onto her back and then began to spasm and twitch. Now sobbing with helplessterror, Dean crouched
back down next to her and grabbed her shoulder, trying desperately to hold her steady and to make her
stop throwing herself about. He was scared that she was going to hurt hersdlf or the baby. Her eyeswere
gtill wide open and she ared a him with an expression on her face which frightened him more than
anything he' d ever seen before.

And then it stopped.

Asquickly asit had started it was over and Mrs McFarlane lay motionless on the ground. Her eyes
were staring up into space and her mouth hung wide open. A pool of dark blood was gathering around
her frozen face.

Dean shoved her and shook her and tried to get her to respond but she wouldn't move.

| knew straightaway that she had died because | kept shouting at her to wake up but she
wouldn’t. | kept shaking her shoulder and shouting into her ear but she wouldn’t move. | tried to
clear up some of the blood that was on her face. | got some tissues out of her handbag but | just
made things worse and got her in even more of a mess. She'd got blood in her hair and inside one
of her earsand | couldn’t get that out either.

Grandad Johnson told me once about the time he’' d saved a man’ s life when there had been an
accident. He said you had to make sure the person who’ s hurt is breathing before you do
anything, and he showed me how to do it. He said you could feel for a thing like a little heartbeat
on their wrist or their neck, or you could just listen to them breathing. | couldn’t remember



exactly where to hold Mum'swrist so | just listened to her instead. | put my ear right next to her
mouth and listened and listened and listened but | couldn’t hear anything.

| kept looking up for someone to help me but | couldn’t see anyone. | remembered Grandad
telling me that you had to get the person you' re looking after to a hospital quickly by phoning for
an ambulance. We learnt that at school last year aswell and | knew what to do. | got Mum's
mobile out of her pocket and dialled ‘999’ like I’ d been shown. No-one answered. That scared me
because my teacher and Grandad had both said that someone would always answer *999'.

Mum started to get cold really quickly. | tried to move her closer to the house but she was too
heavy. | dragged her a little way closer, but not far. | got the keys from her coat pocket and ran
back to the house. It took me ages to get inside because | couldn’t get the right key at first. When
| gotin | ran upstairs and took one of the blankets out from the drawer under Mum and Dad’s
bed and one of MunT s pillows. | went back out and covered Mum up and put the pillow under her
head. | was scared that something was going to happen to the baby. | put my hands under the
blanket and onto Mum'’s tummy but | couldn’t feel anything. The baby wasn’t moving but it might
just have been asleep.

| thought | should sit outside and wait with her.

Dean needed thetoilet. He held on for aslong as he could but, after an hour and ahalf sitting outside
in the cold next to hismother, he couldn’t wait any longer. He ran back to the house, unlocked the door,
dashed to the toilet and then ran back out to Mum. He' d naively hoped that when he got back out to her
he d find that she’ d opened her eyes or rolled over or made any movement that might indicate that she
wasn't dead and that he was't on his own any longer. Nothing.

Before Stting down next to his mother’ s body again Dean walked the length of the street looking for
help. He didn't dare go any further than that. From the end of the road he could see more than twenty
other people lying on the ground like hismum. Asfar as he could see there was no-one e se till moving
around like hewas. For awhile he thought about going alittle further but, when he found the body of his
friend Shaun Wallislying face down in the middle of the road with his dad, he got scared and ran back to
Mum again. Hetried knocking on afew of his neighbours doors but none of them answered.

The sun had disappeared behind adark grey cloud and it had begun to rain. Dean made another
quick trip back to the house and fetched an umbrellato keep him and Mum dry. He was soon wet and
shivering with cold but he couldn’t go back insde. He couldn’t leave Mum, could he? What if something
happened to her? It didn’t matter that he hadn’t seen anyone else all morning, hejust didn’t want to leave
her on her own out there in case someone came along and took her or did something horrible to her. And
anyway, he decided, he wanted to be there when she woke up. She’ d be redlly proud when she found
out that he' d looked after her like this. She had to wake up, he thought. If anything happened to Mum,
who would look after me? And what about our baby?

A short time later aloud and unexpected e ectronic bleegp shattered the relentless, uncomfortable
slence. Dean jumped up with fright and then relaxed when he redlised it was just Mum'’ s mobile phone.
He picked it up from where he' d left it and looked at the display. On the screen it showed apicture of a
battery that was dmost empty. Mum had shown him how to use the phone in case anything happened
with the baby and they needed to get in touch with the hospital or Dean’ s dad quickly. Hetried the
emergency humber again but there was gtill no answer. He decided that the police and the ambulance
people must have been busy looking after al the other sick people he' d seen lying on the ground beyond
the end of the road.



Dean pressed the button which made alist of names come up. Mum had made him remember how to
do this. He then pressed the button with an arrow on it which was pointing down and the list of names
began to move. Some of the names he knew, others he didn’t. Some he couldn’t even read. He saw the
names of his Aunt Edie and Caroline, Mum'’ s best friend. Further on down the list he found the name
he’ d been looking for — Royston M cFarlane — hisdad. He' d call him and tell him what had happened
and get him to come home. He should have thought of doing it sooner.

He couldn’t get the phone to work.

Hewas sure hewas doing it right, just how Mum had shown him. He highlighted his dad’ sname on
thelist, then pressed the green button in the top | eft corner of the keypad to makeit ring. He kept trying
but it just wouldn’t work. It looked like it was going to work, but then it just beeped in his ear three times
and disconnected. It kept on happening. After awhile the battery picture came back on for asecond
before the phone switched itself off completely.

Asthelong day dragged on Dean became increasingly tired, cold and hungry. Sitting on the
pavement next to his dead mother he ate the packed lunch she’ d made him for school while he waited for
his dad to come home from work.

By hdf-past 9, when it was starting to get dark and still no-one had come, Dean became
increasingly upset. He didn’t know what to do. He wanted to go back to the house, but he didn’t want to
leave Mum outside on her own. Hetried to drag her again but only managed to move her alittle way.
When he touched her skin she felt even colder than he was. When the light had amost completely
disappeared he reluctantly accepted that there was nothing more he could do. He tucked Mum under the
blanket again, put the pillow back under her head and ran back home.

Dean struggled to open the front door. Finding the right key had been hard enough in the daylight,
now it was dmost impaossible. Nothing was working when he findly managed to get insgde. Thelights
wouldn’t come on and the television wouldn’t work. The telephone was dead. Hetried to did ‘999’
again but it didn’t even ring out. He locked the door (Dad had his own key and would be ableto let
himself in when he got back) and went upstairs. He sat on the end of his bed and |ooked out of the
window and waited. From where he was Sitting he could just about see the top of his mother’ s head on
the pavement.

It was exciting for a while, being on my own in the house. Even though it was dark and cold |
could do whatever | wanted. | had a torch and atoy with alight init so | could stay up and read
and draw. | wanted to play games but | couldn’t get the computer to work.

| kept getting upset when | looked out of the window and saw Mum, especially when it got
really dark. | didn’t like leaving her out there but | couldn’t do anything about it. | tried not to cry
and | kept hoping that I’ d see Dad coming home soon. | sometimes used to sit in my room and
look out for him coming home fromwork. 1 used to know which car was his as soon asit turned
into our road. But the weird thing was | didn’t see any carsat all, not even one.

| got myself some crisps and chocolate from the kitchen and ate them in my room. Mum never
let me do that normally, but it wasn't a normal night and | didn’t think she’d mind.

I’m not very good at telling the time. | know when it’s something o’ clock or half-past
something, but | get mixed-up with quarter-past and quarter-to’s. | remember going to the toilet
and then looking at the alarm clock in Mum and Dad’' sroom. | think it said it was almost ten
o’clock but I wasn’t sure. Whatever time it was, | knew that it was way past bedtime. | started to



get really scared then. Dad should have been home from work hours ago. | didn’t know why he
hadn’t come back. Maybe he’ d been going out somewhere after work and Mum hadn’t told me?

Some nights in the school holidays | used to try and stay up aslong as | could but | always
seemed to fall asleep. Now | wanted to get to sleep and | couldn’t. | wanted to go to sleep and
wake up when it was morning. | didn’t like being on my own in the dark. | wanted to go back
outside and sit with Mum for a bit but | was too scared. | didn’t want to go downstairs on my
own. The moon came out a few times and when it did | could just about see her. She was still lying
on the pavement where I’ d left her. | wished she'd get up and come indoors.

When Dean woke up next morning it was late. It was dmaost midday by the time he climbed out of
bed. He remained blissfully unaware of the fact that he had stayed awake virtudly al night and had dept
through amost the entire morning. Helay ill for awhile and ran over the events of the previousday in
his head. He remembered his mum and how he' d left her lying in the street. He jJumped up and his heart
sank when he saw that she was till there on the pavement. Then he remembered his dad. He must have
been home by now, he thought. He checked his parents' bedroom but the bed hadn’t been dept in and,
he redlised sadly, the car was't outside either. Why hadn’t Dad come back yet?

The sunlight had been streaming in through Dean’ s window, warming the area.on the top of his bed
where he'd curled up and fallen adeep. The temperature dropped noticeably as he moved around the
rest of the cold house. He took off his school uniform (which he' d dept in) and, without thinking, threw it
downstairs for Mum to wash. Then he grabbed the warmest set of clothes he could find from the
wardrobe and got dressed. He' d never known the house to be this cold. It was quiet too. There usualy
aways seemed to be noise dl around him and this sllence was frightening.

Before going down Dean returned to his bedroom and stared at his mother’ s body outside again.
Why hadn’t she moved? What was wrong with her? He decided that he/' d go out and see her in afew
minutes, once he' d had some breskfast. He didn’t much fed like eating but his scomach was rumbling and
he knew he' d have to eat something soon. He hadn’t eaten much yesterday and he hadn’t had anything
hot to eat since dinner the night before. He couldn’t ever remember feding so hungry.

Down in the kitchen he fetched himsalf some cered with warm milk (the fridge wasn't as cold asiit
usually was), some bread and afew biscuits. He couldn’t find anything el se. He didn’t know how to use
the oven and he couldn’t get the kettle, the microwave or the toaster to work. Mum had shown him how
to make a pizzain the microwave before now. He decided he wouldn't use any of the food from the
freezer. Everything in there was warm and wet and the ice had melted leaving a puddie of water in the
middle of the kitchen floor.

Dean put on his school coat and, clutching hisfood and a half-full bottle of lemonade, waked out of
the front door and made hisway over to where hismum ill lay. All day he sat on the pavement next to
her. Hedidn’t know what elseto do. He didn’t fed safe anywhere else. During the course of the day he
tried again to drag her back closer to home. He managed to move her a couple more meters, amost to
the edge of their drive, but that was al. Asthe darkness drew closer again he ssumbled dejectedly back
indoors.

| couldn’t help it. | didn’t mean to do it, it just happened. Mum' s going to be mad at me.

I’d been sitting outside with her for ages and it started to get dark again so | came back in. I'd
been thinking about using my torch under the coversto read or trying to get the telly to work but



when | got inside the house was all dark and quiet and empty again and | got really scared. |
could hear loads of noises and | knew what they all were but they still scared me. There was
dripping water coming from the freezer in the kitchen and | could hear the blind at the window in
Mum and Dad’ s room being blown by the wind. It kept hitting the window and making a tapping
noise. And every so often the wind made the letter box in the front door flap. Mum' s been nagging
at Dad for ages to get it fixed. It sounded like someone coming to the house and, the first few
times, | ran to the door because | thought it was going to be Mum or Dad. | got upset when there
was no-onethere.

| didn’t want to go upstairs. | wanted to hide away out of sight so | crawled under the dining
roomtable. | only came out a couple of times, first to get some more food from the kitchen and
then to try and find my torch. | got myself another packet of crisps and the last bar of chocolate
from the cupboard. | wanted some bread and butter but | must have |eft the bread open because it
had gone all hard and it tasted horrible. All of the lemonade and cans of Coke had gone. | had to
drink orange juice straight from the bottle because there wasn’t any water to make it properly
with. It made me feel a bit sick but | was really thirsty so | kept drinking it.

It didn’t feel like home anymore. Everything felt different and strange without Mum and Dad
and it seemed to be getting colder and colder. | didn’t want to go upstairs so | put my coat back
on and my dirty school jumper that I’d thrown downstairs that morning for Mum to wash.
Thinking about Mum and Dad made me upset again. | was starting to think | was never going to
see Dad again and that he wasn’t coming home. | was glad I'd missed two days of school but |
would have rather gone there and have everything back how it used to be.

I’ve made a real messin here. They're going to be mad at me. The dark frightensme so | tried
to light the big yellow candle that Mum keeps on the sideboard. | took it under the table with me
and used a match from the box out of the kitchen. Anyway | lit the candle and | must have had it
too close to the tablecloth because it started to burn. It burned really, really quickly. I crawled out
from under the table and used the bottle of orange juice to put out thefire. | tried to pull the
tablecloth off. | didn’t know that there were plates and things on the table. | pulled it and they fell
on the carpet and most of them smashed. That made me upset again because the noise made me
jump and because | knew that Mum would be cross that I’ d broken her plates. She always got
crossif | broke a plate or a dish or a cup. | didn’t want to move because was scared | might cut
myself on some of the broken pieces.

| think | fell asleep soon after that. When | woke up | was wet. | thought it was just orange
juice at first but then | realised it was all over my trousers and all over the floor and | knew that
I"d wet myself. | haven’t wet myself since | was four. It was all over the carpet and | tried to clean
it up with the burnt tablecloth but all that did was make things worse. My trousers wer e soaked so
| took them off. | didn’t want to go upstairs so | put my coat over the top of me and tried to keep
warm but | couldn’t stop shivering.

Exhausted and suffering from shock and mild exposure, Dean dept intermittently for afurther few
hours. The morning finaly arrived, bringing with it some welcome light and warmth. Tired and aching, he
crawled back upstairs and got himsalf dressed in some clean clothes. He smelled from the accident he'd
had in the night but he couldn’t wash because he couldn’t get any water to come out of the taps. He used
some of Dad’'s deodorant spray to try and cover up the smell.

Dean was finding it harder and harder to come upstairs on his own. Dad had recently decorated the
spare room ready as anursery ready for the birth of Dean’ s baby brother. He' d painted teddy bears and



cartoon characters on the walls. When Dean walked past the open door of the room hefelt like their
eyeswere moving, watching him as he crept around the house.

While Dean was up in his bedroom getting changed he noticed that his mum had gone. For a second
he was excited and relieved and he ran back downgtairsto find her, expecting that she' d be back inside,
cleaning up the messin the kitchen or Stting on the sofawaiting for him. When he discovered that she
wasn't there he dumped down at the bottom of the stairs and began to sob. Where had she gone? Why
had she gone? Why had she left him and why hadn’t she come back to the house? The pain of this
sudden, unexpected rejection was in many ways worse than the unexplained loss and confuson he'd
been trying to ded with for the last two days.

He had to go and find her.

Dean grabbed his coat from where he' d |eft it at the bottom of the banister and put on histrainers.
Hefilled his school bag with dl the food he could find in the kitchen, swung it onto his back and stepped
out into the open. He shut the door behind him, locked it (he was pretty sure he’ d done it properly) and
then put Mum’ skeysin histrouser pocket.

She hadn'’t taken her bag. Strange that she' d Ieft it there in the middle of the street. And her phone
too.

He picked up the phone and held it tightly in his hand. He picked up the bag too but then stopped
and put it down again at the end of the road because it was quite big and heavy and because he didn’t
think there was anything that important in it. Mum always carried her purse and her money in her coat
pocket because it was safer. Dean tucked the bag out of sight at the end of someone’ sdrive.

Where was she? Where would she have gone?

Strange that there were other people moving around now. Strange that none of them seemed to
respond, even when he got up close to them. Strange that al their faces|ooked so cold and empty and
that none of them answered when he asked them for help.

| remembered the way to Dad’ s work because Mum took me there on the bus loads of times
when we went to meet himin the holidays. | thought 1’ d try and walk there even though | knew it
was quite a long way.

I’m going to go and find Dad and then the two of uswill go and find Mum.

DAY FIVE



AMY STEADMAN
Part iii

A further two days have passed since Amy Steadman’ s corpse began to move. It isnow five days since
firgt infection and death.

Amy’sbody has continued to move constantly around its immediate surroundings. Until now its
movements have been automatic and spontaneous and any changes to direction have occurred purely as
aresult of the corpse reaching a physical obstruction and being unable to keep moving forward. The
corpseislittle more than an empty collection of bones, rotting tissue and dead flesh. At thisstageit does
not have any conscious control or decision making capabilities. The body moves until it is stopped and
then dtersdirection and continues to move again.

Although animated, the cadaver remains otherwise lifeless and obliviousto its surroundings. It is
ignorant toits physicd limitations. The body is continuing to decay and thelack of afunctioning
circulatory system is beginning to cause movement problems. Gravity has steadily pulled the body’ s
interna contents downwards. Blood has swollen its aready clumsy hands and feet. It sbowels are dowly
and involuntarily evacuating. The face, dready tinged with the blue-green hue of decay, is otherwise
drained of colour.

Until now the body’ s nervous system has been operating at a massively reduced level, and the corpse
isobliviousto changesin its surroundings such as temperature, humidity and light levels. Severa hours
ago its clothing became snagged and torn after becoming entangled with the whed of an upturned
shopping trolley. The body’ s once smart black skirt isnow just arag wrapped around itsright foot. It has
aso lost one of its shoes which causesits awkward gait to become even more clumsy and unsteady.

The corpse does not respire, nor does it have any need to eat or drink or seek shelter or protection.
Thereis, however, dill some activity in the centre of the brain which facilitates some basic functionality.
The eyes and ears operate at amassively reduced level. It can see and hear, dthough it is presently
unable to interpret and understand the information it absorbs. Asthe rest of the body continuesto
deteriorate, however, the part of the brain least affected by the infection is beginning to re-establish itsdlf,
abeit at a desperately dow rate.

L ess than three hundred meters away from the corpse’ s present location the front of another building
has collapsed. Initidly damaged by atruck which plunged off an elevated section of road when itsdriver
became infected, the weakened structure has now crumbled and caved in on itself, producing huge
amounts of dust and substantia vibrations and noise. Amy Steadman’ s body, athough not understanding
what the disturbanceis, hasingtinctively adtered direction and is beginning to move towardsit.

Itisjust before eight o’ clock in the morning and the building where Amy died has now beenin dmost
total darknessfor more than twelve hours. With no dectricity, dmost al of the vishle light comesfrom
the windows in and around the main entrance doors which the body is now moving towards. It does not
redisethat thisisan exit, but it gravitates towards the doors because of the comparative level of



brightness there and a so the fact that the sound and vibrations from the building collgpse emanated from
that genera direction. Three of the four main doors are blocked. Still drawn to the brightness outside,
ingtead of turning and moving away when it reechesthe glass, Amy’ sbody now shuffles clumsily from
sdeto sdeuntil it finaly reaches the single open door and trips outside.

The body isignorant to the sudden changein its surroundings. It is noticeably cooler outside and it has
been raining steedily for the last two hours. A strong westerly wind is gusting across the front of the
building that the corpse hasjust emerged from, and the sudden strength of the wind is sufficient to knock
the comparatively weak body off course. The cloud of dust which was thrown up by the collapse of the
second building is steedily being washed down by the rain, causing the entire scene to become covered in
alight layer of grey dirt and mud. The noise and vibrations have faded now and there remains no
noticeable indication of the previous disturbance. Without any obvious visud or auditory distractions,
Amy Steedman’ s corpse begins to move randomly again, shuffling dowly forward until it can go no
further and then turning and moving away.

Severd hours have now passed.

The corpse has now moved more than half amile from the building where it wasinfected and killed. It
has continued to make constant but dow and directionless progress. Its dulled eyes have gradualy
become accustomed to the light levels outdoors. Additionaly the rain has now stopped and the scene has
brightened. Previoudy only able to see clear, obvious movements and stark differencesin light levels, the
sodden corpseis now ableto distinguish afiner leve of detail and is aware of more subtle changes
around itsimmediate vicinity. There are other bodies nearby. Amy’ s cadaver isnow ableto seetheir
movements from adistance of around ten meters away.

Asaresult of theimmense devastation caused by the infection, the ground outsideis littered with
debris and human remains. The Streets are uneven and the corpse frequently losesitsfooting and fals, its
dow reections preventing it from taking any corrective action until it istoo late. Asthe day has
progressed, however, the body has been able to move with dightly more freedom and contral.

The environment through which the body is now moving islargely silent. It has reached awide and
straight road which leads out of town and it has been moving adong thisroad in the same generd direction
for sometime. There are numerous crashed cars and other vehicles nearby. Just ahead, straddling half of
the width of the carriageway, is afamily-sized estate car containing three corpses. In the back isadead
child, in the front passenger sest its dead mother. The third corpse—that of an overweight man in hislate
thirties—moves continually but is restrained and held in place by its safety belt. In the boot of the car,
trapped behind a protective wire-mesh grille, isadog. It has no means of escape and is becoming
increasingly angry and scared. For some time the hungry and confused anima has been quiet but the
movement from the body in the front of the car and the close proximity of another random corpse outside
has suddenly excited it again. It has begun to bark and howl! and its cries can be heard from a
considerable distance away.

Half an hour and dready three more bodies have reached the car. Attracted by the anima’ s noise
they crowd around it, leaning heavily againg its windows and occasiondly banging their numb, clumsy
fistsagaingt the glass. Their gppearance and actions cause the dog to become even more agitated. Amy
Steadman’ s corpse has now become aware of the noise and is moving towardsit. It reaches the car and
joinsthe group of cadavers.



This section of road isrelatively remote. Nevertheess, in the absence of any other constant and
distinguishable sounds, just over an hour later and the dog in the car has been surrounded by another
seventeen corpses.

By next morning Amy Steadman’s corpseis one of acrowd of amost two hundred bodies gravitating
around the car.

DUCK AND COVER

Counsdllor Ray Cox never wanted thislevel of responsbility. He d wanted thetitle * counsdlor’ for the
socid status and financid implications, not for any other reason. Overpaid and underworked, he had sat
in the shadows at the back of the council chambersfor severa years and had tried his best not to be
noticed, except when it was unavoidable or in hisinterest to be seen. It was a sad indication of the apathy
amongst his congtituents that he had been dected and then re-dected without actudly ever having done
very much for them at dl. It had been different to begin with, of course. Back then in the early dayshe' d
wanted to make an impression. He' d wanted to be somebody. But the novelty of office had quickly worn
off and the redlity of the job set in. Cox’ s priorities had changed and his prime concerns becamelining his
own pockets and claiming back as much food, entertainment, drink and travel costsin expensesas he
possibly could. The good of the community had been long forgotten — never completely ignored, but
often conveniently overlooked and put to one side. In the space of a single devastating and unimaginable
day, however, everything in Cox’ sworld had been turned on its head.

Working with the council leaders had stood Cox in good stead, both personaly and on abusiness
level. When hel d made afew very public mistakes (a couple of years ago now) and had got himsdlf
mixed up in an ill-cons dered and wholly ingppropriate business ded, hisfriendsin high places had
looked after him. They found him aquiet and modest little office a the far end of aparticularly long
corridor and gave him responsibility for the borough' s tennis courts and football pitches and various other
public amenities which tended on the whole to pretty much look after themselves. They made sure that
there were enough of their people working with him and around him to make sure he made theright
decisons and to keep him out of trouble. All things considered, Cox was happy with the arrangement.

Full council meetings were, at the very best of times, long, drawn out and tedious affairswhich
frequently degenerated into huge, overblown debates about the most trivia of issues. He' d sat therefor
hour upon hour before now listening to the arguments for and againgt such issues as the politicaly-correct
renaming of school *blackboards' to ‘ chalkboards and whether or not the frayed and threadbare chairs
in the council chambers should be reupholstered with dark blue or light purple material. Cox switched off
whilst these pointless debates raged, writing them off as atotal waste of time without even bothering to
listen. He never contributed to the discussions and he found it hard to hide hisdisinterest. He d dways
felt the same about the Emergency Planning Committee too athough, of course, he' d pricked up hisears



and listened intently when they’ d explained what the counsellors should do in the event of an emergency.
He d even found a reason to go down and check out the bunker on more than one occasion. The
committee— or EPC as they were known —were the butt of many private jokes and whispers. A group
of fairly senior council memberswho regularly got together to assemble and maintain detailed plansto
coordinate and run the Borough should the unthinkable ever happen. Well now it had.

Cox had been one of those counsdllors who' d thought the EPC an unnecessary and over the top
waste of time and money. He just couldn’t see the point in it. The council did a pretty bloody poor job of
running things at the best of times, how the hell would it cope in the event of anuclear or chemical attack
or smilar? And anyway, the cold war was over and, despite the increased number of terrorist threats and
attacks that had taken place around the world recently, such an event seemed lesslikely than ever,
certanly herein Taychester anyway. Ligtening to the committee members discussing the rationing of food,
decontamination of the population, the disposal of mass fatdities and the like had seemed pointless and
not alittle surredl. If the world did come to an end, he thought, then the popul ation would be buggered
whatever happened, and no amount of council diplomacy and planning would help. Whenever he thought
about the subject he couldn’t help remembering an old American public information film he' d seen
recently on TV. ‘Duck and Cover’ he thought it was cdled. In the film a cartoon turtle walked happily
though a cartoon forest, only to hide away and cower safely inits shell when anearby cartoon atomic
bomb exploded. What was the point of telling school children to get under their desksin the event of a
nuclear strike? Asfar as Cox was aware very few materials had been discovered that could withstand
the pressure, heat and after-effects of athermonuclear explosion. And he was pretty sure that even if
such amaterid did exig, it wouldn't be the flimsy wood that the desks the children of Taychester sat
behind at school were made from. Even if they managed to survive the blast, what was the point? What
would beleft? Cox believed it would be better not to survive and ‘ Duck and Cover’ was an absolute
bloody joke asfar as he was concerned, as was the Taychester Borough Council EPC and its
underground bunker. If it ever did happen, he had long since decided, he wanted to be stood underneath
the very first bomb. He didn’t particularly want to be around to pick up the pieces afterwards. There' d
be one hdll of amessfor the council to sort out...

WEell now it had happened. Not as he' d ever expected or imagined, but suddenly, from out of
nowhere yesterday morning, the end of the world seemed to have arrived. Sitting aone underground in
the semi-darkness he struggled to comprehend what had happened around him. He wasn't sure what had
taken place on the surface above, but from the little he' d seen it was aready clear that it had been an
event of unprecedented scale and devastation. It was Wednesday now — more than aday sinceit had
happened — and till he couldn’t even begin to come to terms with what he' d witnessed.

Tuesday had begun normally enough. After taking a cup of teaup to hiswife Marciaand waking her
gently he' d left home at the usual time and had driven across town to the council house. HE d driven
down the ramp into the car park below the main building and it was there that the nightmare had begun.
Hewasreversing into his usua space when he caught sght of movement on the ground behind himin his
wing mirror. Thomas Jones, one of the finance directors, had collapsed at the side of his car. Cox
jumped out and ran round to hel p the other man but he hadn’t been able to do anything for him. He
seemed to be suffocating or choking on something. He looked around for hel p but there was no-one
nearby. Cox ran back up the ramp towards the security guard’ s hut only to find another three people
aong the way who were suffering in the same way Jones had been. They were writhing and squirming in
agony on the dirty concrete floor. Potts, the regular morning car park security guard, wasin asimilar
date dso, helplesdy thrashing around on the floor of hislittle square fibreglass hut.

Cox had started to panic. More terrifying than the fact that at least five people around him appeared
to have suddenly been attacked by something that he couldn’t see or hear, he realised that it might be
about to get him too. He continued to run. When he staggered back out into the open and |ooked across



the civic square, however, he stopped and hislegs buckled undernesth him with nervous fear. It was
happening everywhere. For asfar as he could see in every direction people were dropping to the ground,
unable to breathe, grabbing and clawing desperately at their burning throats. He had to do something. He
couldn’t help them. The only remaining option wasto help himsdf. Indinctively he turned and ran back
underground. Moving faster than he had done for years he forced his unfit and overweight body to keep
moving. Level G, Level 1A, past hiscar on Leve 1B and then down to Level 2. Thereit was, right at the
far end of Level 2, asingle, inconspicuous grey meta door — the entrance to the council’ s emergency
bunker. He pushed himsdlf towardsit, hislungs about to burst but the fear that the invisible killer might be
closing in on him kept him moving forward. A figure lurched out of the shadowsto hisright and ssumbled
into his path, arms outstretched, desperate for help. Without thinking he grabbed the body and dragged it
along with him. He smashed into the bunker door, yanked it open, forced himself and the body inside and
then turned back to sedl the shelter. He couldn’t see anyone else nearby. The Emergency Planning
Committee, he decided, were probably aready dead. Cox dammed the door shut and sealed and locked
it benind him.

The body on the ground was convulsing. Inside the bunker was dark and the only illumination came
from dusty yelow emergency lights hanging from the low ceiling. Cox crouched down &t the Sde of the
helplessfigure and looked it up and down, not knowing how to help or even where to sart. Before he
could do anything itsarms and legs went into asudden flurry of quick spasms—afit or aseizure—and
then it lay ominoudy sill. His eyes now becoming used to the low light, Cox looked around and took a
torch down from arack on thewall above him. He shined the light into the face of the person now lying
motionless at hisside. No reaction. The young woman was obvioudy dead. Her wide, blue eyes stared
desperately up into space, asif searching for an explanation asto her sudden demise. Her padewhite skin
was speckled with spots of dark, crimson blood. Cox wept with fear as he tried to wipe the blood away
and as he shook her shoulder to try and get her to move. He had seen the girl around before. He knew
that she worked in Payrall (their officeswere not far from his own) but he' d never had anything to do
with her. The name on her ID card was Shelly Bright. Much as he’ d genuindly wanted to help her, Cox
wished that she wasn't there. He wished he' d left her outside.

Adrendine and pure fear kept Cox moving uncharacteristicaly quickly for the next couple of hours.
Like most council members he had a very basic knowledge of what was housed in the bunker and how
the generator, lights and air conditioning and filtering sysemsworked. Relatively basic and fool proof
ingruction manuals had been left by each piece of machinery and, to hisimmenserdlief, hewas ableto
get the bunker operationa in afairly short period of time. It was adark, depressing place which had been
stocked with basic supplies but nothing much of any substance. The EPC had considered it increasingly
unlikely that the bunker would ever need to be used as the regionad command centre it had originaly been
designed for. Much of it had been decommissioned over the last decade with just an essentia core being
preserved. There was sufficient food and water down there to keep asmall group dive for acouple of
days, perhaps even aweek. Alone and preoccupied as usua with thoughts of his own survival, Cox
estimated that if he was careful there would probably be enough stored underground to keep him dive
for dmost amonth.

It was ashort time later, when theinitial shock of the bizarre morning’ sterrifying events had begun to
fade, that Cox truly began to appreciate the potential enormity of what had happened around him. Shelly
Bright was dead and so, he assumed, was everyone else that had been affected. Of course he had no
way of knowing how widespread this attack or whatever it was had been, but the fact that no-one else
had yet tried to gain access to the bunker meant that vast numbers of people in the immediate area had
probably been struck down. But surely he couldn’t have been the only one who had survived? In an
unforgivably sdfish moment he found himself hoping that he was. Because, he redlised ominoudy, if the
rest of the council were dead, by default he was now in charge of the borough of Taychester! Cox had
never wanted thisleve of respongbility. It wasn't what he’ d become a council member for.



Hedidn't dare move. He couldn’t risk going back out there. Suddenly ‘ Duck and Cover’ seemed like
sound advice.

Cox sat donein the cold, echoing emptiness of the bunker and waited.

Cox rapidly grew to hate the body of Shelly Bright. It frightened him. He couldn’t bring himsdlf to
touch it or moveit. He didn't want to look at it but at the same time he was a'so too scared to |ook
away. What if she moved when he wasn't looking? What if she wasn't dead? He hated the pained
expression on her frozen face. He' d once thought her attractive (Cox found any woman under the age of
forty attractive) but her smooth skin and soft, delicate features had been stretched and contorted by the
pain of her sudden suffocation and demise. In the wavering dull yellow light the shadows seemed to shift
and her expression seemed continualy to change. He knew she hadn’t moved, but she now seemed to
be grinning a him. A second later she was sneering, then amiling, then snarling... He wanted to close her
eyes and shut her out but he was too scared not to look. Eventually, in amoment of uncharacteristic
strength and conviction, he covered the corpse with aheavy grey fire blanket.

The long day dragged endlessly and Cox’s mind span congtantly —filled with a thousand and one
unanswerable questions and, it seemed, asimilar number of nightmarish images and split second
recollections of everything he' d seen. An inherently selfish man who had been conditioned by years of
nine-to-five working, it was only as six o’ clock in the evening — dinnertime — approached that he began
to think about hiswife. Was she safe? Should he leave the bunker and go and find her? He already hated
being underground but he knew that he didn’t dare leave. He' d had alucky escape thismorning. If he
went outside now, whatever had killed everyone €l se would surely come for him. He knew that he had
no choice but to st and wait.

Never aman to follow procedures (often because he didn’t understand them), it wasn't until dmost
nine o’ clock that Cox started to read through the emergency planning guiddines and manuasthat lay
around the dark and cluttered command room. Following step-by-step instructions with the painful,
awkward downess of someone who had avoided as much contact with technology as possible over the
last few years, he eventualy managed to get the radio working. He cursed the fact that he was so
hopelesdy inept. Forty-five minutes of fiddling and messing with the controls and dl he could get was
static punctuated by brief moments of silence. What he d have given to hear another voice.

It felt like the morning would never come. Thelack of naturd light was strangdly disorientating but,
having dept intermittently for the last few hours, just after five 0’ clock Cox findly plucked up enough
courageto get up from his seat and properly investigate his surroundings. He d so far spent dmost al of
histime in the main command room but had also briefly visted the sores, the plant room (wherethe
generators and air purification and conditioning equipment machinery was housed) and the bathroom.
Moving dowly, and using the torch and dull emergency lighting to find hisway around, he peered into
two cramped and musty smelling dormitories and a hopelesdy inadequate kitchen before returning to the
heart of the bunker. Perhapsit was the lack of any proper lighting making things seem worse than they
actualy were, but the whole place seemed to have fdlen into astate of terrible disrepair. He found
himsdlf cursing those (himsalf included) who had mocked the efforts of the EPC in thoselong and tedious
council mestings. If only they’ d been better prepared. ..

It was only when he returned to the command room that he redlised just how much the body on the
ground was still playing on hismind. Even though it was covered up and was amost impossibleto see
clearly, he found it difficult to bein the same room asthe corpse. What if he was stuck in there for weeks



or amonth? Imagine the smell and the decay and... and he knew he had to do something about it. It
took him over an hour to finally decide what to do, and afurther forty-five minutes before he was ready
to actually do it. He then shifted the dead bulk into one of the dark dormitories. Shelly Bright's body was
stiff, awkward and cumbersome. Its arms and legs were frozen by rigor mortis and Cox had to push, pull
and shoveit in order to get the corpse from where she’ d died, round the corner, down the corridor and
into the dorm. Terrified, shaking uncontrollably, panting and swesting profusaly he dammed the door shut
and sobbed hisway back to the command room.

If only there was awindow in the main door or some other way that he could see what was
happening outsde. A part of him began to wonder whether the carnage he thought he' d seen above
ground wasredlly as bad as he’ d thought. It al seemed so bizarre— had it really happened at al? Was
this unbearable saf-imposed incarceration necessary? Would he eventudly emerge from the bunker to
find everything back to normal above ground? He' d be alaughing stock (again). If he stayed down there
long enough, someone would probably have moved into his office and taken over hisde...

The urge to open the door and take alook outside was almost impossible to resist. Just a quick ook,
he thought, just long enough to see what, if anything, was happening out there. Just long enough to seeiif
there redlly were il bodies lying around and whether there were other people like him who had
remained gpparently untouched by what had happened. He knew that he couldn’t risk it. In frustration he
leant againgt the door and wept. Cox wept for the family and friends that he was sure he' d lost. He wept
for the easy, comfortable life which he was certain was gone forever. First and foremost, however, he
wept for himsdlf. Hisretirement from office had been looming on the horizon and an even easier and
more comfortable future wasin the offing. Now, through no fault of hisown, he found himsdlf buried
underground with only a corpse for company. Even worse than thet, if and when he eventualy emerged
from the shelter, as potentialy the last surviving council member hislife would inevitably become harder
and more complicated unless he found away of resigning his position. Maybe he should have stayed
outsdeand letit get himtoo...

Wait. What was that? He could fedl cold air. A very dight breeze on the back of his hand. It was
little more than the faintest of draughts coming from the side of the door just below its hinges. In sudden
fear he sstumbled and tripped further back into the bunker. The bloody door was supposed to be airtight.
If he could fed adraught then the sedl had been broken, and if the draft was coming from outside then
whatever it was that had caused al the death and destruction out there had probably aready seeped into
the bunker. He scrambled away from the door and hid like afrightened child on the other side of the
command room and waited for it to get him.

More than an hour had passed before Cox finally alowed himself to accept that he probably wasn't
going to die, not yet, anyway. The people outside had been struck down in seconds. He' d been out there
with them when it started and he' d been breathing in the same air (albeit in afiltered form) for more than
aday. Thefact that he might have some immunity to what had killed so many seemed even more
improbable than the arriva of theinfection itsdf. Hedidn't like to think about it. Cox distracted himsalf
by eating alittle food (a powdered mea which he made with cold water) and then fell adeep clutching a
picture of Marciawhich he' d found tucked amongst the crumpled bank notes, credit card receipts and
out of date business cards he' d found stuffed in the back of hiswallet.

He could hear something. Cox had been deeping lightly again but asudden and unexpected shuffling,
bumping noise had disturbed his dumber. Something faling off ashef? A problem with the generator or
the pumpsthat werefiltering and circulating the air? There it was again. He jumped up from his seet, a
cold, nervous sweat immediately prickling hisbrow. In the deathly quiet of the bunker the direction of the



noise was clear. It was coming from the dormitory where he' d left Shelly Bright's corpse. But it couldn’t
have been, could it? As much as he wanted to walk the other way, Cox forced himself to walk towards
the room.

Anather crash. The sound of someone tripping and falling? What the hell was going on in there? Was
there another entrance to the bunker that he wasn't aware of ?

Cox wiped the sweat from hisforehead and cleared his throat.
‘Hello...” he whispered meekly, too scared to raise hisvoice any louder. ‘Hdllo...?

He lifted his hand to open the door and then stopped. Come on, he thought, thisis bloody stupid.
The main entrance to the bunker was sealed and he was sure there was only oneway in or out of the
dorm so0 how could there be anything on the other side of the door? He decided that it must have been
rats or some other vermin that had somehow managed to tunnel their way in, athough how they’ d
managed to do that when the place was supposed to be airtight was anyone' s guess.

Another crash.

‘Oh, Chrigt,” Cox moaned patheticaly to himsdf. He was completely on hisown. He didn’'t have
anyone to hide behind now. He knew what he had to do.

Holding atorchin hisleft hand (both asasource of light and as a potential wegpon), Counsallor Cox
timidly shoved the door open and shoneit into the room. The dull yellow circleilluminated the back wall
opposite the door but nothing else. It must have just been...

‘Bloody hell,” he cursed loudly as Shelly Bright tripped across the room in front of him. ‘What the
bloody hell...? He desperately shone the torch around until he found her again. There was no doubt that
it was Bright, but how could it have been? She' d been dead since Tuesday morning, hadn’t she? Cox
stood rooted to the spot with confusion and fear. After al that he had been through over the last day or
30, this new discovery was too much to take. He stared at the body with an uncomfortable mixture of
bemusement and sheer terror and he only moved when the creature awkwardly turned itself around and,
quite by chance, began to shuffle towards him. He held out his hand and shoved it away. It fell back and
then dragged itself back up and walked away, stopping and turning again when it hit the wall at the far
end of the room with a heavy, uncoordinated thud. Unable to go any further the cadaver dowly began to
walk back towards him. Cox looked deep into itsface. Its skin was unnaturally discoloured and its pupils
dilated and unfocussed. Without waiting for it to get any closer the terrified counsdllor dammed the door
shut and gripped the handle tightly. He felt the sudden collision as the corpse hit the back of the door and
then listened carefully asit turned and shuffled away again. He dragged achair out of the other dormitory
and wedged it under the handle, preventing it from being opened again.

Back in the command room Cox paced up and down with his hands over hisears, trying to block out
the sound of the clumsy body clattering around. The sedled entrance to the bunker now looked more
inviting than ever. He purposefully stormed over to the door, fully intending to open it, but then stopped.
Although the bunker was obvioudy no longer airtight (he could il fedl the cool draught from outside) he
couldn’t bring himsdf to teke that find step and push hisway back out into the unknown. It might have
been hellish underground, but for al he knew it could have been athousand times worse outside. Sitting
tight and doing nothing was, for the moment, the lesser of two evils. With the sounds of the body ill
crashing around in the background Cox sank to the ground, covered his head with his hands and curled
himsdf upinto abdl.



It never sopped. The bloody thing never stopped. All day the damn cadaver trapped in the other
room moved congtantly, smacking into the door, tripping over furniture, knocking things over —the noise,
athough not particularly loud, was enough to rattle Cox to the core. It was driving him insane. He had to
get away fromiit.

It was amost seven o clock. He' d been down in the bunker for aday and ahalf and he wanted out.
All day he' d been ditting there in the semi-darkness, trying to decide what he should do. Did he go
outside or stay down there and wait? The body would have to stop moving sooner or later, wouldn't it?
It couldn’t just keep going indefinitely. And how the bloody hell wasit managing to move at al? Nothing
made any sense.

Cox knew it wasimportant to try and eat but the limited food supplies he had tasted bloody awful. A
lover of rich, fatty foods and sugary swests, cakes and puddings, his ssomach was growling angrily and
he serioudy wondered whether he d be able to survive on the meegre rations that had been stockpiled
below ground. He was growing to detest every aspect of his grim and gloomy surroundings—the stae
and mugty, artificia smell, the noise of the body, the lack of any decent light. For awhile he actualy
found himsalf crouching by the door in desperation, sniffing at the ‘fres air which was somehow

managing to seep indde.

What' sthe point of Sitting in here doing nothing, he dejectedly thought to himsalf? He wanted out. He
wanted to go home and find hiswife and find out what had happened to the rest of the world. He wanted
to change his clothes and eat properly and be away from the damn body which was still moving around
incessantly. So what was stopping him? Apart from the obvious fear and uncertainty and the fact that he
gl thought going outside might kill him, he realised that the main reason he wanted to stay underground
was particularly cowardly and sdfish. He slently admitted to himself that he didn’t want to go up there
because he didn’t want the responsibility of having to do anything about the mess, and he definitely didn’'t
want to have to take charge of what was |eft of Taychester. He couldn’t do it. He knew he wouldn't be
ableto do it. But hang on aminute, why should he haveto? Although in his early days at the council he'd
had hisfair share of appearancesin theloca papers, who would know who he was now and, more to
the point, who would care? If he got into the car and drove away quickly, no-one would be any the
wiser. He could get on with sorting out what was left of hisown life and he could forget about everyone
else Intheintense, claustrophobic darkness of the bunker, getting out gradually began to seem more and
more like agood idea. Another crash from the dead body in the dormitory convinced him that the time
wasright to try and make hismove. And anyway, he thought, what was there to lose when, in dll
probability, it looked like he' d dready lost everything?

Cox grabbed hisjacket and the torch and, after overcoming afina moment of uncertainty and
self-doubt, strained to re-open the heavy bunker door. He groaned with effort. It wouldn’t open and, for
just asecond, he panicked as he redised that he might never get out. Another hefty shove and it began to
move. He cautioudy stepped outside.

It was quiet. And cold. And dark.

Sowly, step by nervous step, Cox moved away from the bunker entrance and began the long climb
back up the twisting concrete ramp which led back through the underground car park to the surface.
Suddenly there was movement ahead which made him stop dead in histracks—asingle dark figure
tripping across the width of the car park. Hetried to call out but the silence which shrouded the scene
wasintense and he couldn’t bring himsdlf to make any noise. It didn’t matter anyway. The person up
ahead was in the same condition as the body he' d left down in the shelter, it was obvious even from a
distance. The shadowy figure moved in the same awkward, listless and directionless way as Shelly
Bright’sremains had done and it failed to respond when he got closer to it, even when he crossed its path



andwasdirectly initsline of vison.

As Cox neared the surface the number of bodies around him increased. There were numerous
corpses till lying where they’ d falen on the cold concrete and many more dragging themsdaves slently
through the semi-darkness of early evening. In the strangest way he was dightly relieved —everything
he' d thought he’ d seen on Tuesday morning had actually happened. He hadn’t imagined it. He walked
past the security guard's hut and peered in through the window to see what remained of Potts scrambling
around on thefloor pathetically, trying desperately to stand but unable to pull itself up with usdless, heavy
ams.

Thecivic squarein front of the council house was agrim sight. The sun wasjust disappearing below
the horizon, drenching the scene in warm orange light and casting long, dragging shadows. It had recently
been raining and the sunlight made the wet ground glisten and shine. Cox counted sixteen bodiestraipsing
across the block-paving in various random directions. One of the stupid things nearby lost itsfooting and
tumbled down a short sione saircase just to hisright. Its clumsy, barely coordinated movements made
him chuckle nervoudy to himsdf. Hislaughter, athough quiet, sounded disproportionately loud and made
him feel uncomfortable and exposed. Now that the silence had been broken, however, hefindly felt
brave enough to cal ouit.

‘Helo,” he said, hiswavering voice at little more than normal spesking volume.
Nothing.

‘Hello, can anyone hear me?

Nothing.

‘Hello.

Nothing.

Cox took afew more hesitant steps forward (avoiding the crumpled remains of afoul-smelling,
rain-soaked corpse) and then turned back on himself to look across the landscape of Taychester. He'd
lived there dl hislife but had never seeniit like this. Tonight it was an dien and cold place. It was so dark.
Not asingle pinprick of dectric light interrupted the steadily increasing darkness. No Street lights. No
light coming from insde any of the hundreds of buildings he could see. Suddenly fedling cold, doneand
afraid the counsdllor turned and walked back down to where he' d I eft his car on Tuesday morning.

He paused for amoment longer before setting off. Perhaps he should go back into the chambers and
up to his office and seeif there was anyone else around. Had any of his colleagues survived? He couldn’t
risk it. He couldn’t afford to get wrapped up in any council business when he had so many issues and
uncertaintiesin hisown lifeto sort out. That was his excuse and he was sticking to it. He climbed into his
car, keento get away quickly.

The sound of the engine was uncomfortably loud but Cox felt protected and safe behind the whed!.
He pulled out of the car park and began to drive home. He clipped the hip of arandom body which
lurched into his path from out of nowhere as he turned left onto the main expressway. He dammed on his
brakes and reversed back to help the bedraggled figure. He watched in petrified disbelief as the corpse
dlently picked itsdlf up off the ground and limped away.

Used to only having to think about himsdlf and Marcia, Cox drove home quickly, forcing himsdlf to
block out and ignore the hundreds of bodies, the countless wrecks of crashed cars and the
unprecedented destruction and devastation which lined his entire route home.



The house wasjust ashe' d left it first thing on Tuesday.

Cox stopped the car on the drive and walked towards the front door. He paused before going inside.
He needed to compose himself before he faced whatever he might find in there. Turning around he stared
at the quiet cul-de-sac where he and Marcia had lived for dmost ten years. It looked pretty much the
same asit aways had done, and yet everything felt uncomfortably different. This Wednesday evening had
the till and sillent air of an early Sunday morning. No-one was about. Nothing moved. Nothing, that was,
gpart from the remains of Malcolm Wordey (who had lived opposite). Wordey’ s corpse wastrapped in
itsfront garden, hemmed in by the ornate shrubs and privet hedges he' d so lovingly tended for years.

Cox turned back to face the front door and put his key in the lock. He stopped and took a deep,
caming bregath before opening the door and going in. Insde the house was as quiet as everywhere el se.

‘Marcia,’ he cdled hopefully, ‘Marcia, are you here?

She should have been there. She hadn't said that she’ d planned going out anywhere on Tuesday
morning. He walked further down the hal. He ingtinctively started to take off his coat but then stopped
and quickly pulled it back on. It was dmost as cold inside the house as it was out on the street.

‘Marcia? hecaled again.

He peered through the doors into the living room, dining room and kitchen. All empty. They al
looked just the same as he' d | eft them. He then began to climb the stairs, knowing that his wife would
most probably still have been in bed when it had happened. Christ, he hoped shewas dl right. But she
would have answered him when he d called, wouldn't she? Cox prepared himsdlf for the worst as he
neared the landing. Through the gaps between the wooden banister posts he could seeinto their
bedroom. Their duvet lay in aheap on the carpet a the side of the bed. He climbed the last few steps
two at atime and burst breathlesdy into the room but she wasn't there. The bed was empty.

The carpet on the landing was wet. Water had seeped out from under the bathroom door and had
spread dong virtudly the entire length of the landing. It was obvious now where Marciawas. Cox
walked up to the bathroom, his feet squel ching beneath him, and knocked on the door.

‘Marcia? Marcia, it' sme, love. I'm home...’

Hetried the handle. It waslocked. He pushed and shoved at the door to little effect before taking
five or Sx splashing, diding steps back down the landing and then running back and trying to
shoulder-charge hisway into the bathroom. The lock was weak and gave way dmost ingtantly with
Cox’ s consderable weight pushing againgt it. Marcia had been moaning at him for monthsto get
someonein to change it. He pushed the door fully open (sending alow wave of water rippling back
across the bathroom floor) and there, in front of him, stood what remained of hiswife. Completely naked
and completely obliviousto its surroundingsit walked blindly towards the dumbstruck Cox and collided
with him. He grabbed hold of his dead wife' sarms and held her tightly. Her eyeswere dark and vacant
and shefelt cold to the touch. He pulled her close to him but then pushed her away again. He pressed
himsalf back againgt thewall and watched in heartbroken silence as she lurched past, staggered the length
of the landing and then crashed into the door of the spare bedroom.

Cox shut Marciain the living room and then went around the house and locked and bolted every
ground floor door and window. Wednesday night turned into Thursday morning as he busied himself
around his home. The flood in the bathroom (Marcia had been running a bath when it happened) had
caused massive damage both upstairs and down in the kitchen below. The cold water made the house



smell of must and decay, or perhaps that was just the smell of hiswife? Cox wasn't sure. At least she'd
left him with abath full of water. That might prove to be useful.

Very occasondly, and only for the briefest of moments each time, Cox alowed himsdf to think
about what had happened. What could have caused the deaths of hundreds, maybe thousands of people
and why had some of them dragged themsalves back up onto their dead feet again? Why hadn’t it
happened to him?Why had he been spared and why were there no other survivors? Why hadn't anyone
cometo help yet? Surely this couldn’t have happened everywhere, could it?

Despite his vocation, thinking about other people was most definitely not something that came
naturdly to Cox. Soon enough, he had come to the conclusion that the most sensible course of action for
him to take would beto just continue to concentrate on his own safety and wellbeing and st tight and
wait. Despite the fact that the gas, eectricity and water suppliesweredl off, hishouse was fill relatively
comfortable and, asfar as he could be sure, safe. There was a shop round the corner from where he
could get food and drink supplies. It made senseto stay at home. What use would he be to anyone else,
anyway? One man to help hundreds, possibly even thousands? It would be far more sensiblefor him to
concentrate on looking after himself. That was, after al, what he was best at.

A drange sense of normality gradually overcame Cox. Apart from making one hurried trip to the
shop around the corner to fetch food early on Friday morning he remained locked in his home from
daylight until dusk. He checked on Marciaa couple of times but there had been no obvious change in her
condition. He dressed her and moved her to the garage to limit the damage that her endless and pointless
staggering around was causing in the living room. He didn’t get annoyed. She couldn’t help it. Somehow
the noise and inconvenience hiswife' s corpse caused was more bearabl e than the constant banging and
clattering of the body he' d left behind in the bunker.

With little ese to do to occupy histime Cox tried to make good the water damage to his home. It
was difficult to do much without any power but he was glad the dectricity supply was off. It was safer
that way. Thelight fitting in the kitchen was full of water which had dripped through the celling from the
overflowing bath. He d drained as much of it off as he could. By the time the water supply came back
on, he decided, it would probably have dried out. HE' d have to get someone to come out and ook at the
damage later. No doubt they’ d charge him afortune...

On Friday evening Cox sat at hisdesk in an dcove at the side of the dining room towards the front of
the house. He read books by candldight until his eyes began to droop and close. It was good to be
occupied and distracted. It was arelief to have something positive to think about and do for awhile. He
wasfinding it increasingly difficult to ded with the relentless sllence of the dead world around him. After a
good hour of searching he found a battery powered cassette player upstairs and used it to play atape of
loud classica music to drown out the quiet.

At aquarter to two on Saturday morning, Macolm Wordey's corpse (his dead neighbour from over
the road) escaped from its garden, staggered over to Cox’ s house and dammed against the window next
to where hewas sitting reading. Startled, he legpt back, his pulse suddenly racing. He quickly began to
regain his composure when he redlised it was only one of the dumb bodies from outside and nothing
more snister. He nodded in recognition when he redlised it was what was | eft of Macolm and watched
asthe corpse on the other side of the glass pressed its lifeless face againgt the window, leaving behind a
greasy, bloody smear. Ashewatched, it lifted asingle, rotting hand into the air and dapped it down on
the glass. Strange, thought Cox as he watched the wizened, decaying shell of hisfriend hitting the glass
again and again. It didn’t bother him unduly. In fact hefdt quite sorry for it. The windows were
double-glazed and that muffled each bang to little more than adull thud. Tired, Cox turned up the volume



on his cassette player and carried it upstairs with him to bed.

Saturday morning. Day five.

Cox dept well. It would have been wrong to say that he was happy with his situation but, al things
considered, it could have been much, much worse. He' d begun to accept what had happened and was
determined to make the most of it. Regardless of what had happened to everyone else, he remained
rdlatively safe, warm and well protected. For awhile he lay there and didn’'t move, staring up at the
ceiling and thinking about how everything had changed.

What was he going to do today? He really needed to start thinking about getting more suppliesin.
He d noticed earlier in the week that workmen had been at one of the houses down the road when all
this had started last Tuesday morning and their van was still parked outside the house. Perhaps he should
borrow it and driveit round to the local supermarket? If he spent alittle timetoday filling the van with
absolutely everything he' d need, it would save him having to go out again for maybe aslong asacouple
of weeks. By then he was sure that the situation outside would have improved. It couldn’t get any worse,
could it? In acouple of weekstime, he decided, the other people who had survived like him would start
to coordinate themsalves and get things organised.

Cox forced himsdlf to get up. He swung hislegs out of bed and winced at the sudden drop in
temperature — without the central heating working the house wasicy cold. He tiptoed across the landing
to thetoilet (stepping gingerly over the still damp carpet) and relieved himsdlf in the plastic bucket he'd
been having to use since the toilet cistern had dried up. Once aday he carried it down to the bottom of
the garden and emptied the contents over hisroses. That felt better, he thought as he shook himself dry
and walked back to the bedroom to get dressed.

He was half-dressed and hafway down the stairs when he noticed that something had changed. It
was asubtle, far from obvious change and he struggled for amoment to put hisfinger on exactly what it
was that was different. It was dark. That wasit, the ground floor of the house was unusually dark this
morning. Feding dightly uneasy, but not overly concerned, he continued down the Staircase.

He saw them at the front door first. Visible only as shifting shapes through the frosted glass, he could
see the heads and shoulders of at least three or four corpses, maybe more. Unusua, he thought as he
continued down, zipping up histrousers and tightening hisbelt ashewaked. Asit was every morning, his
next port of cal wasthe kitchen at the back of the house. Still half adeep he walked barefoot acrossthe
cold, tiled floor to fetch himself some breakfast cereal from the cupboard next to the sink. The cupboard
door dammed shut (the hinges were loose and needed tightening) and the sound echoed through the
empty house like agunshot. Cox cringed and then frowned. He could suddenly hear Marciamoving
around in the garage. Wasit just coincidence, or had what remained of hiswife just reacted to noise for
thefirst time since she' d died? He was about to go and see her when he caught sight of something in the
dining room. Likethe rest of the ground floor of the house this morning, that room also seemed darker
than usual, and Cox was sure he could see some movement. He put his head around the door and then
quickly drew it back again. Bodies. Hundreds of the bloody things, or that was how it seemed. Fighting
to keep himself calm, he peered through the narrow gap between the open door and the door frame and
saw that the entire width of the wide bay window at the front of the house was packed tight with dead
flesh. He could see countless ghastly, cold faces pressed up againgt the glass, scouring the room with
their dry, clouded eyes. Why were they here? What did they want? Cox leant his head against the wall
and tried to understand what was happening. None of the creatures had shown the dightest interest in
him before, so why now? Were these somehow different to dl the other bodies he’ d so far seen? His
mind wandered back to what had happened just before he' d gone to bed. Malcolm Wordey. That was



it, that bastard Wordey had brought them here. He must have tipped them off that he was from the
council. Did they think he’ d be able to do something for them? Before he' d died Wordey had asked Cox
to do favoursfor him on more than one occasion —everything from rushing through planning permission
for an extension to his house to trying to get a parking fine overturned. Cox had no reason to think he
would have changed his ways now just because he' d died. He peered through the gap again. There he
was, the dy bugger, his dead face pressed hard against the window, |etting everyone know where Cox
was, wrongly assuming that he was the man who could (and would) help them.

Hisfragile confidence rattled, Cox felt suddenly uncomfortable and unsure. He ran back upstairs and
peered out of the window in the spare room. Bloody hell, there were hundreds of them out there. A
huge, ragged crowd of diseased, decomposing flesh had suddenly gathered in front of his property. The
nearest corpses had been rammed tight against the front of the house by the relentless pressure of
countless others behind, and the whole mass had spilled out into the middle of theroad. Hiscar —his
escape route — had been surrounded and swallowed up by the dead hordes.

The nervous counsellor considered his suddenly limited options. As he continued to watch from
behind the curtains he could see more of the dark, shuffling shapes dragging themselves along the nearby
streetstowards his house. Individualy they seemed weak and distant and he had no reason to believe
that they would intentiondly do him any harm, but how could he be sure? How could he be sure of
anything? These things were dead, for Christ’ s sake. He never thought that his constituents would resort
to maob ruleto try and get action from the council. They’ d never shown any interest before. He began to
regret the day he' d stood for eection.

Cox crept round to the back of the house and sat down on the edge of the bed. I'll stay here and
keep out of sight for awhile, he thought. Maybe they’ll get tired waiting and go somewhere else.

By mid-afternoon the crowd of bodies had filled the entire length of the street, and till more were
approaching. They were hammering against the windows and front door, and the sound could most
probably be heard for miles around. Cox had finally plucked up enough courage to creep back
downgtairs and had quickly come to the conclusion that, as his stay in the house might now prove longer
than he originally expected, his supplies were far from sufficient. He only had enough food for afew more
medls. Sitting there with histhroat dry and his scomach rumbling at the breskfast bar in the kitchen (well
out of sight) he cameto the crushing redlisation that, because of the bloody public outsde, his Stuation
was now nowhere near as comfortable or safe ashe' d origindly thought. Disconsolate he stood up,
walked across the room and went out to the garage to see Marcia. Maybe her condition would have
changed today? Perhaps she might have improved enough to be able to offer her husband some support
at thisincreasingly difficult time. No such luck. He peered into the garage through the window in the door
and saw that his dead wife was il crashing tirdlessy around the room. Her dressing gown had dipped
off and she was naked again. Bloody hell, shelooked avful. Several stones overweight, wrinkled with
age, limp-breasted and her skin had turned a dirty shade of blue-green. He wished she' d stop. Aslong
as she was making this much noise the people of Taychester would know there was someone in and
would continue to beat adow (but very definite) path to his door. Perhapsif he went in there and found a
way of keeping her quiet? Chrigt, what was he thinking? He d never been able to keep Marciaquiet
when she was dive and she’ d been ableto listen to him, how the hell was he supposed to get her to
cooperate now?

Maybe he needed to get away and lielow for awhile. But how was he going to get out and where
was he supposed to go? The answer was disappointingly obvious. He anxioudy glanced up at the clock
onthewadll. It was dready closeto midday. In afew hourstime the light would start to fade. He could



either gt tight for another night or make his move today. His mind wandered back to the size of the
ever-increasing crowd on the gtreet. If there were hundreds of them out there now, how many more
would he find when he got up tomorrow morning? Or the day after that, or the day after that? It wasn't
so0 much the size of the crowd which bothered him, instead it was the fact that they wanted him to help
them. Asacounsdlor surely he had a public duty to help and protect them? As he' d done for most of his
lifein public service, he decided to turn his back on that responsbility and run.

Get some food, he thought, then get back underground.

Almost four o' clock. A tired and frightened Counsellor Cox, on foot and with aheavy holddl full of
gpare clothes in his hand, approached the supermarket that he and Marciausually shopped at. Hisway
out of thefront of his house blocked, he' d snesked out of the back door and clambered over the fence at
the bottom of the garden. Bloody hell, some of the public had been waiting for him there too! He' d found
himsdf in the middle of a crowd of between twenty and thirty of them. For amoment he' d tried to reason
with them, tried to make them see that there was nothing he could do to help so many of them but they
wouldn’t listen. To his shame he' d pushed and barged hisway through the crowd in tears, unable to get
away quick enough. A fifteen minute walk through the shadows and he wasthere.

The supermarket was as quiet and desolate as everywhere else. That pleased Cox. He didn’'t want to
see anyone ese, unlessthey could talk and control themsalves and help him. He was sick of the pathetic,
lethargic population and the way they gravitated towards him whenever they saw him. He wished they’d
just leave him adone. Didn’t they know that he had problems too? Who was going to help him out? Just
because he didn’t gppear to be as sick asthey obvioudy were, it didn’t mean he wasthere to run to the
aid of every person who happened to see him. As he got closer to the building he could see that there
were people swarming around the front entrance and car park. He decided to try and get in through the
back. The loading bay was amuch quieter option.

Cox weaved through the abandoned lorries, trolleys and carts at the back of the huge store and
dowly worked hisway through the staff area, the bakery and into the main part of the shop. Bloody hell,
the place smelled awful. The council health and safety department would have had afield day. A week’s
worth of rotting food and rotting flesh. It was so strong that it made him gag and he thought about turning
round and getting out. ‘Keep cam Ray,’” hetold himsdlf, ‘thisisthe hardest part. Y ou can do this. Get
everything you need here and then you can shut yoursaf away for aslong asit takes for this bloody mess
to sortitself out.’

Two bodies tripped and staggered towards him. Cox turned when he heard their heavy, shuffling
footsteps.

‘Leavemeaone,’ hehissed at them, loud enough for them to hear but not so loud that the rest of the
dead shopperswould naotice. ‘1 can't help you. There' snothing | can do for any of you...’

They kept coming towards him.

‘Look,” he continued, ‘I’'m redly sorry. I’m sure someone will be aong soon who'll be ableto help
you, but it'snot me. | redlly can’'t do anything for you. I'm just here to get some food then I’ m leaving.
I’ve got problemstoo, you know.’

The corpses continued undeterred. The nearest of them was just a couple of meters away now and
itsrelentless, dothful approach unnerved Cox. He turned and tried to make hisway over to the other Sde
of the building but there were more of them gpproaching. Panic rising, he looked around and could
suddenly see them dragging themsdlves towards him from just about every direction. Cregping up the



aides. Crawling over empty cardboard boxes and piles of spilt food. He could see more than twenty of
them now, and others were beginning to drag themsalves in through the supermarket’ s open entrance
doors. In desperation and exacerbation he climbed up onto the lid of the nearest of arow of freezersfull
of decaying, defrosted food to both escape from and address the advancing public.

‘Stop!” he yelled, hisvoice echoing around the cavernous building and attracting the attention of the
few remaining bodies nearby who hadn’t yet noticed him. * Just leave me aone, will you? There' s nothing
| can do for any of you. Go away!’

In hisfrightened, confused and misguided state Cox failed to gppreciate the supidity of hisactions.
With renewed interest the corpses continued to advance towards him. Asthe nearest few began to reach
out and grab at him with cold, numb hands he scrambled back across the row of freezers. One of the
freezers—thethird or fourth in the line—was open. Cox didn’t notice until it wastoo late. He struggled to
keep his baance but was unable to stop himsdf from falling down into it. He sank deep into amushy
dudge of soaked cardboard boxes and defrosted pizzas and lasagnes and he threw his arms out to
steady himsdlf. The sudden unexpected descent had brought him face to face with the dead, eye level
with what was | €ft of the people of the borough. The same people who used to use the tennis courts and
football pitchesthat he had responshility for. The same people whose lives were shaped in the council
meetings he used to deep through. Cox tried to scramble up again but lost hisfooting and dipped deeper
into the mire. Cold, wet and terrified he reached out and grabbed hold of the shoulders of the nearest
cadaver and hauled himsdlf up onto hisfeet using the body for support. Once upright again he climbed
out of the freezer and pushed the body away. Cold, soaking wet and covered with foul-smelling, rotting
food he pushed through the heaving crowd. The dark mass of bodies turned and followed him asheran
towards the rear of the shop and back out through the loading bay.

Cox arrived back at the council house in a supermarket branded home delivery van. He dammed on
the brakes when he reached the civic square and looked anxioudy in his mirrors. Already more of the
people of the borough were coming hisway. Would they never stop? He' d only been stationary for a
couple of seconds and dready they were siwvarming around the van, banging and hammering angrily on its
sdes. He edged the vehicle forward nervoudy, hoping to nudge the bodies out of the way. They just
stood there defiant and stared at him. Stupid bloody things. In temper he dammed his foot down on the
accelerator and tore through them.

Into the car park. Down the ramp. Round and round and down until he reached Leve 2. Heleft the
van in front of the ill open bunker door and ran into the underground shelter. It was gtill empty, thank
God, except for the body in the dormitory, of course. Too scared to stop and think about what he was
doing Cox crashed through the bunker rooms and yanked the dormitory door open. Shelly Bright's
corpse, now looking particularly grotesque and discoloured, lunged at him at the same time that he lunged
at her. The counsdllor and the corpse both fell heavily to the ground. Cox scrambled back up onto his
feet and then, with an utter contempt and lack of respect, he grabbed hold of the cadaver’s hair with one
hand and itsright arm with the other. Panting heavily he dragged the kicking and squirming corpse out of
the bunker and threw it into the car park.

There were other bodies close now. He could see what appeared to be hundreds of them tripping
and falling down the concrete ramp towards him. Obvioudy attracted by the noise he' d made returning to
the bunker, more crowds were spilling in from the surface. The steep downwards dope of the car park
seemed to be increasing their uncoordinated speed dramatically.

‘Bloody hell,” Cox whimpered as Shelly Bright’ s body lunged for him again. He threw her to one
sde, not even giving her a second glance as she collgpsed to the ground and then stood up again. He'd



wanted to check the back of the van to seeif there was any salvagesble food inside but he knew he
didn’t havetimeto do it now. Maybe he' d be able to come back out in acouple of hours time when the
excitement had died down and the bodies had disappeared. He remembered the ever-increasing size of
the crowd of corpses outside his house and tried to convince himself that thiswould be different. They
wouldn’t stay down herein the darknesswaiting for him, would they?

Shelly Bright was coming for him again. There was another body dmost as close. He had to move.

Ray Cox looked out at the desperate scene around him one more time before scurrying back into the
bunker and damming the door behind him.

No sign of them disappearing yet. Every so often | try and open the door a little bit to see
what’ s going on. It’'s been a couple of days now and the bloody things are still waiting for me.
From down hereit looks like the whole car parkis full now. How the hell am | supposed to get
out? Maybe it’ s the noise of the generator and the air conditioning pumps that’ s attracting them,
but I can’t turn them off, can I? I’ll just have to sit here and wait. They' |l have to go eventually,
won't they?

| don’t mind being down here on my own. I’ ve spent years keeping a low profile and trying to
keep out of sight. It won't be long now. Just a few more days.

| try not to think too much about what’ s happened because | don’t understand it and | don’t
think I ever will. All that matters now is making sure that | get through all of thisin one piece.

| can finally see the sense of ‘ Duck and Cover’ now. It has to work, doesn’t it? Say under
cover long enough and you' Il be okay. I’ [| keep my head down until this has all blown over.

PENEL OPE STREET

Penelope Street is nearing the end of her life. She's becoming very weak now and it’s an effort for
her to lift her head, even to keep her eyes open. In many ways its much easier to stay head bowed
and eyes shut. She doesn’t want to see what’ s happening around her.

Penel ope wants the end to come quickly but every single second seems to take a cruel eternity
to pass. Shejust wantsit to be over.

One hundred and thirty-three.

I’ve been sat here for one hundred and thirty-three hours now. How much longer will | last? Will |
reach one hundred and thirty-four or one hundred and thirty-five? Christ, | hope not. | can't take much



more of this but there' s absolutely nothing | can do. | can’t make the end come any faster. I’ ve reached
the stage when the frustration is worse than the fear.

| feel so weak. | haven't got my medication with me and | haven’t eaten or had anything to drink since
first thing on Tuesday morning. That's more than five and ahaf days ago now. Surdly | can't last much
longer, can 1?1 can’'t do anything but sit here with my head hanging down, looking into my lap.
Sometimes | try to look up and look around but it'sal so horrific that | can’t stand it. Everything has
changed and | don’t know how or why. Arthur’sbody isjust infront of me (I can see hisfeet sticking out
from behind the sofawe were looking a buying) and they are dl around here. Dark, decaying shadows
of people who should be lying dead on the ground. Cold and empty bodies. Thank God there are none
of them herein the shop with me. When | look up | can see them through the window, constantly moving
up and down the Street outside. | don’t move so they don’t see me, but if | make any noise they stop. |
screamed and shouted at them to start with because | thought they’ d be able to help me but now | know
they can’t. When they hear me they stop and stare and bang on the glass, and then more of them come.
I’m used to being stared at. | don’t move. | don't react. After acouple of hoursthey start to drift away.

Arthur brought me here on Tuesday morning to choose a new sofa. Not that he needed me to come.
Therewas't any point in my getting involved in the decison. It was down to him to choose one and try it
out and decide whether or not we were going to have it. We got here early so that there wouldn’t be
many people about. If there are too many peoplethen| just fed likel’min theway. We' d just got
through the front door and round to the sofa section when it happened. It got him and everyonedse. |
watched them all crumble and fall and | wish that it had taken metoo. | kept waiting for it to get me,
hoping and praying that it would, hoping and praying that it would soon be over. | can’t stand being alone
likethis. It makes me fed more helpless and vulnerable than ever.

I’m so hungry. And thirsty too. My mouth’sdry and I’ m so dehydrated that | fed like my tongue's
swollen to ten timesitsnormal size. | can't talk properly now, not that there’ s anyone left here to speak
to. | think there must have been afire near here a couple of days ago. People must have been trapped
ingde. | smdled the smokefirg, then the burning bodies. It waslike stting the middle of adamn
barbeque. The whole world stank of roast meet. Every so often | can still smell it. It made the hunger
painsimmeasurably worse.

Theword part of dl of thisisthefact that | haven’t got any control over anything. I’ ve not had much
control for along time, but now | don’t have any. It hurts more than the fear and the not knowing. | can’t
do abloody thing about the Situation. | can’t do anything to help mysdlf or to bring the end any closer.
Help might be just around the corner, but | can't even get mysdlf out of this damn building, never mind
get anywhere ese. Aninch might aswell be ahundred bloody milesfor al thegood it'll do me now.

Just trying to look up takes so much energy. There are more bodies outside now, gazing at me with
their cold, vacant eyes. | fed like abloody shop window dummy. People always stared &t me. You'd
think | would have got used to it by now, but | haven't. I’ ve never been able to handle the sdeways
looks and the glances and the stares and the whispers behind people s hands. Mostly they didn't say
anything at dl or they’ d go completely over the top and patronise me. They made mefed like afresk.
They dways saw thewheelchair before they saw me gitting init. I'm paraysed from the neck down, not
up. | can’t move my body, but that was the only difference between me and everybody else. My arms
and legs might be numb and frozen, but I’ ve dways been able to fed pain and get scared and panic like
everyone else. Christ knows I’m scared now.

| would have been dl right if it hadn’t been for him, that stupid bloody husband of mine. If he'd have
left methere after thefal | would have been okay. It would have taken timeto get well again, but | would
have been okay. But no, he knew best, didn’t he. It was him trying to move me that did the real damage



to my neck. He blamed himself and so did I. And now here | am, trapped in this cold, dark and empty
place and starving to death with the rest of the world aready dead around me. | can’t move an inch, and
al | havefor company is Arthur’ susaless corpse. | don't know what | did to deservethis.

Come on desath, hurry up. Enough’ s enough. | want it to be over now.

I’'mtired of Stting in thisbloody chair just waiting...



DAY SEVEN

AMY STEADMAN
Part iv

It isnow severd days since Amy Steadman’ s corpse took itsfirst unsteady steps away from the shadows
of the building where shedied. It isaweek sinceinfection.

The body continuesto move at apainfully dow and lethargic pace. Its movements are till limited and
difficult. It has, however, been moving constantly and has now covered a considerable distance since
leaving the crowd on the motorway. The dog trapped in the car —the cause of the disturbance which
origindly attracted the mass of cadavers— became weak and quiet after severa hours. Many of the
dead, Amy Steadman’ s corpse included, gradudly drifted away from the scenein random,
uncoordinated directions. By pure chance Amy’ s body continued to follow the route of the road forward
inthe generd direction in which it had origindly been traveling. Although it has come across numerous
blockages and occasiond distractions along the wide, rubbish-strewn road, it has been able to keep
moving in largely the same direction. It has now covered severd miles.

Astime has progressed so has the body dowly regained afurther degree of control over its
movements. It now wakswith dightly more fluidity and speed dthough its muscles, flesh and nerves are
continuing to decay. The body’ slimbs— previoudy iff, awkward and largely inflexible—are now ableto
bend and flex to an extent, dthough their range of motion isill severdly limited. The body isnow ableto
draw its handsinto fists and can move itsfingersindependently. It can aso moveits head. There has
been a subgtantia increase in the number of voluntary head movements, indicating that the corpseis
becoming increasingly aware of the direction of sound.

Thelong and wide motorway, which had remained relatively straight for aconsderable distance,
eventudly curved round to the right asit merged with another mgjor road which skirted around the centre
of the city of Rowley . Amy’ s body, however, did not change direction. Instead it continued to move
forward and straight aheed, leaving the tarmac and tumbling down a grassy embankment. After managing
to stand up again, the corpse crossed the width of afield, sumbled through an open gate and then found



itself following anarrow grave path which ran dongside an isolated bunga ow. After dragging itself dong
the length of the gravel path the body then reached another narrow tarmac road. The steep banks on
ether sde of the road channelled the corpse and prevented it from moving in any other direction but
forward.

The physical effort of the distance travelled has caused the condition of the body to deteriorate
further. The process of decay has continued unabated. I1ts skin is now extremely discoloured. The
chemica reactions continuing to occur throughout the cadaver have manifested themselves as numerous
weeping sores and lesions. In the fall down the embankment the corpse sustained a number of cuts and
lacerationsto itsright hand, itsarm, its upper torso and itsface. Thick, congealed blood has dowly
seeped (rather than poured) from these cuts. Thereis no pulse. The body’ s circulatory and respiratory
systems no longer operate. Blood and oxygen is no longer being pumped around the body.

The sdalf-awareness of the corpse has steadily increased. Although till at an extremely low and
rudimentary levd, it isnow aware of its own genera shape and size and compensatesfor its bulk whilst
moving. It can now useits hands to push and grab with limited success. Its balance has dso improved
athoughitisgtill occasiondly unsteady onitsfeet and has difficulty coping with uneven ground.

A sudden heavy downpour of rain has drenched the body which is now struggling to copewith a
steep gradient of descent down ahillside. It istill following the road. Thereis now acanopy of trees
hanging overhead which, coupled with theincreased cloud cover, has substantialy reduced the available
light. Theloud, echoing sound of the rain hitting the ground and the leaves overhead is confusing the
creature. It is now surrounded by noise. It movesits head around constantly, looking for the source of
the directionless sound. It eventualy emerges from benegath the canopy and the volume of the noise
subsides.

Both of the body’ sfeet are bare and the exposed flesh is rapidly wearing away. It leaves agreasy,
bloody residue on the ground with virtudly every footstep. Already there are insects feeding off this
residue and aso off the many other corpses scattered around the countryside. Amy’ s body has just
passed another cadaver which died as the result of acar crash. The body istrapped in the wreckage of
the car and it appears, over the course of the last seven days subsequent to its death, to have been
picked at and ravaged by various scavenging animals. The sheer amount of dead meat which isnow
eadly found amost everywhereis proving to be an unexpected benefit to many millions of predators and
paragites. It islikely that over the coming months the population of these creatureswill increase
massvely. Thelack of any form of pest control will further allow their numbersto multiply unchecked. It
isgtill very early days, but it isdready clear that the removd of dmogt dl of the human population will
have an unprecedented effect on the ecosystem.

A brief moment of sunlight bathes the scene with unexpected brightness and warmth. Although unable
to detect or understand the change in temperature, Amy’ s corpse does notice the increased light levels.
The quality of itseyesight istill rudimentary and poor —it sees shapes and is aware of movement but has
so far been unable to make out any leved of finer detail. The sudden illumination alowsit to see dightly
more, but nothing of any significance. The control the body has over its eyes and its ability to absorb and
interpret what it seesisimproving, but at the sametimeits physica condition continues to deteriorate.
The eyebd|s and the associated nerves and muscles are rotting.

The body has reached ajunction where the road it has been following joins amore mgor route. Here
acrowd of bodies has gathered around ayoung survivor. Caught out in the open looking for food, aten
year old girl has become lost and has found herself dangeroudy exposed. With nowhere el'seto shelter
she has shut hersdlf in atelephone box. Sheis on the ground with her back pressed up against the door
to prevent it from opening. There are aready seven bodies surrounding the girl with afurther three



approaching. Amy Steadman’ s corpseis now aso close. Whilst the young survivor haslearnt that by
keeping gtill and silent she can evade detection by the corpses, her situation is so unexpected and
unnerving that sheisfinding it impossibleto contain her fear and emotion. Sheis sobbing uncontrollgbly,
and the bodies on the other side of the glass are reacting to every sound. Although they don't understand
why, they are driven to try and get closer to her. One of them begins to bang on the glass, and this new
sound attracts the attention of even more nearby cadavers.

Steadman’ s corpse has now reached the telephone box. Although it does not understand what it is
doing, the body has an ingtinctive, insatiable desire to reach the source of the disturbance at al codts. It
reaches out and grabs hold of the nearest corpse and awkwardly attemptsto pull itself nearer to the
survivor. Less decayed than some of the surrounding cadavers, it clumsly ripsat them and pulls and
pushes them out of theway. Their rotting flesh isweek and isliterdly torn from the bone. Steeadman’s
body keeps moving until it is standing directly in front of the telephone box. It leans forward and presses
its decaying face againgt the glass. The girl insideis now face down, covering her head in fear.
Steadman’ s corpse stares down at it with dry, cold and unblinking eyes.

Aslong asthegirl continuesto move or make any noise the bodieswill remain.

JACKSON

Y ou can learn alot about them by watching.

I’m not abiologist or adoctor. | don’t know what’ s happened to them or why it hasn’t happened to
me. | don’t know if I'mimmune or whether it will get me eventudly. | might only have aday Ieft, | might
livefor another twenty years. | know hardly anything, except how to survive.

| never had any training for thiskind of thing. | did acouple of yearsin the Boy Scouts but that was
the limit of my experience. | could have done with astretch in the forces, but it wasn't for me. | couldn’t
stand the shouting and the discipline. I’ ve never been able to handle being told what to do. | work better
on my own and | dways have done. | get on with other people (not that there are many other people | eft)
but if I'm given the choice | prefer my own company. Especidly now. | wouldn't be ableto trust anyone
elseto be quiet enough or ill enough when the bodies are about. The world is dead and everything | do
isexaggerated by the ftillness.

If | movethey see me. If | make a sound they hear me. Hear me breathe and they want to kill me.

So what have | learned about them? Well, forgetting about what they used to be before it happened,
they’ re pretty smple and easy to read. There'snot alot of conscious thought going on inside those empty
skulls. Actualy I've got no ideawhat’ s happening inside their festering brains and their rotting bodies, but
| have noticed more and more of them following certain behaviours. And those behaviours seem to be
changing. What they’ re doing today isn't necessarily what they’ re going to be doing tomorrow.

It' samost aweek now since it happened. They lay till for awhile, and | checked enough of them to



know that they were dead. Well their bodies certainly were, but | think that something inside must have
survived. And whatever part of them has resisted the disease, it seemsto have been growing steadily
stronger ever since. It began when they picked themsalves up and started to move again, and then they
were able to hear and see. Over the last day I’ ve noticed that they’ ve become even more animated and
controlled. They’ re beginning to show some rudimentary emotionstoo. They’ re showing anger, although
it could actudly be frustration and pain. No doubt that’ s going to make things more complicated for mein
thelong run.

Enough of this. Thinking likethisisawaste of time. Hypothesizing pointlesdy about what might and
might not be happening to them isn’t going to help me. All | can do is respond to the changes day by day
and hopethat | can stay one step ahead of the game. My comparative strength and my intelligence should
be enough to see me through. | just have to keep control and hold my nerve. Start to get jJumpy or
twitchy and I'll start to make mistakes. Make mistakesand I’ ve had it.

These things don’t communi cate with each other, in fact they’ refiercely independent and I ve seen
them tearing each other gpart. That said, they do also have a strange tendency to move together in large
groups. It samost like they' re herding. If something happens which attracts the attention of one or two
of them, more and more seem to follow until there’sahuge crowd around whatever it was that caused
the disturbance. | can use that behaviour to my advantage, but there are disadvantagestoo. The
advantages? When they' re together it' s easy to pick them off. | haven't yet, but | can imagine being able
to take hundreds of them out at atimeif | haveto. The disadvantages? Pretty obviousredly. If I’'m the
one making the noise and causing the disturbance, I’ m screwed.

There are other benefits to be gained from attacking them when they’ re grouped together. Apart from
the obvious plus of getting rid of masses of the damn things with one hit, it aso takes the heat off mefor a
while. Even garting asmal fireis enough to flush them out from awide surrounding area. The stupid
things can't help themselves. They sumble towards the hest or light or noise or whatever without giving
me asecond look. | can virtualy walk past them and they don’t notice. Their senses are obvioudly pretty
dull and basic. Give them something obvious to focus on and they don't seem to seeanything else. It's
like they can only concentrate on onething a atime.

The darknessis my friend. These things are il pretty awkward and clumsy and they’ d struggle to
catch me, eveniif | gave them achance. Take away their sght, though, and the advantage | have over
them increases massively. | now travel dmost exclusively at night. | only risk walking out in daylight when
I’'m out in the middle of nowhere and | know there are only afew of them aboui.

So what am | planning to do? 1’ m going to keep travelling in one direction for awhile, probably north
but I might head towards the coast in another direction. 1t's not going to be easy, but | can't think of
anything else to do. Why the coast? Seems as good a place as any. Nowhere s going to be completely
safe anymore. The coast strikes me as being rough and inhospitable, and with the ocean on onesde 'l
have lessland to have to keep watching. It will be okay. | expect that as the bodies deteriorate they’ I
find it harder and harder to cause me any problems.

I’ll bedl right on my own. Maybe I'll get lonely, maybe | won't. Whatever happens, I’ m just glad that
| survived. In astrange way I’'m amost looking forward to whatever the future brings. It' |l be afuture
without the countless bullshit trappings of my previousdaily life. A future without the drudgery of trying to
hold down ajob and pay hills. A future without palitics, crap TV, religion and who knowswhat e se.
Who knows what’ s going to happen. And | know I’ m being naive, because for every problem the
infection has solved, it’s created another few thousand. Y ou have to be positive though, don't you?

| often wonder how many people like me areleft? Am | the only one, or are there hundreds of us
creeping quietly through the shadows, avoiding the bodies and, by default, avoiding each other too.



Doesn't matter.
It'Il be okay inthe end.
Moreto the point, I’ll be okay.

OFFICE POLITICS

There are thirty-seven houses on Marshwood Road. Only one of them hasafreshly cut back lawn. Only
one has had its dusthins emptied and the rubbish placed neetly in black plastic sacks at the end of the
drive. Only one has had the curtainsin its windows drawn each night and opened each morning since the
infection destroyed more than ninety-nine percent of the population.

Different people ded with stress, loss and other emotionad pressuresin awide range of different ways.
Some implode, some explode. Some shrivel up and hide in the quietest, darkest corner they can find,
others make themselves visible and make as much noise as possible. Some accept what was happened,
others deny everything.

Simon Waltersis handling what has happened to him particularly badly. The arriva of theinfection
and its subsequent repercussions and after-shocks has been little more than atrivid irritation which has
further complicated hisdready utterly miserable existence. One of life' s perennid victims, in hiseyes
no-one' s misery can compare to his own. Walters cannot cope with what has happened al around him.
Asalast ditch defence mechanism he has shut out dl other suffering to concentrate on his own.

The sudden clattering of Walters' battery-powered darm clock shattered the early morning stillness of
the house. He groaned, rolled over and switched it off. It sounded louder than ever thismorning. How he
hated that damn noise. No, he didn't just hate it, he absolutely bloody detested it. Especially today.
When that unholy clanging began he knew it wastimeto get up and start another bloody day. The noise
was marginaly more bearable on Thursdays and Fridays as the weekend neared, but today was
Monday, the beginning of yet another week, and the alarm sounded worse than ever.

‘Morning, love,’ he yawned as herolled over onto his back and looked up at the ceiling. June, his
wifelying next to him, didn’t move. Lazy cow, he thought to himself. Okay, so she only had to drop the
kids off at school and work and they didn’t need to be there until just before nine, but she could at least
make an effort once in awhile and get up with him. She' d been the same al weekend. She hadn't got out
of bed once. Perhaps when he came home from work tonight he’' d sit her down and force her to talk.
They needed to have a proper discussion about what was bothering her. God knows he needed to say
something. Her persona hygiene standards were dipping. Her hair was greasy and lifelessand she was
beginning to smell. He wondered whether she' d even been bothering to wash? He d tried to say
something to her abouit it yesterday afternoon but it was a ddlicate subject and he'd found it difficult to
find the right words. He d tried his hardest to be careful and tactful but he' d obvioudy said something



that had upset her because she’ d not said aword back to him. She'd just stared into space and ignored
him. She hadn’t even had the decency to look at him. Late last night he’ d brought her up aglass of wine
and adlice of cake as a peace offering. She hadn’t even touched them.

Waters rubbed his eyes and glanced over at the darm clock again. Five past seven. He couldn’t put
it off any longer. Therewas no avoiding it, it wastimeto get up. Much as he wanted to curl up and
pretend the day wasn't happening, he couldn’t. He had responsibilities. He kicked the covers off hisside
of the bed, rolled over to the right and then yawned, stretched and stumbled to the bathroom.

This country iswell onitsway down theroad to ruin, he decided as he stared a himsdlf in the mirror.
No water again. The taps had been dry for dmost aweek now. Thereredly was no excuse. God, he
thought to himsdlf, | look awful. He looked tired, and that was because he was bloody tired. Tired of his
family and their behaviour towards him, tired of hisjob and tired of himself. Forty-seven years of age and
he’ d found himself stuck in adeep, directionlessrut. He couldn’t see away out. The only way he could
see himsdlf getting back in hisfamily’s good books would be to pander to them and buy them more, and
the only way he could afford to buy them more stuff would be to get promoted at work or find himsdf a
better job. Bloody hell, how he hated his job. He' d worked for the bank for more than twenty-five years
and in that time he’ d seen huge changes. It was no longer the same job hel d walked into after leaving
school at age sixteen. Back then it had been a career to be proud of and working for abank had given
him some kind of status and standing in the community. People had once looked up to him and his
colleagues but now he was little more than a glorified salesman, stood at the counter al day trying to sell
loans, accounts and insurance policies to people who ether aready had enough loans, accounts and
policies or who had only come into the bank to pay their gas bill. Maybe it was his own fault he thought
sadly as he began to shave with his old eectric razor. He d seen plenty of people who' d joined the bank
after him overtake him and be promoted through the ranks at speed. In fact, he' d trained three of the last
five managers he' d worked for to be cashiers when they’ d first joined the company.

The bank needs people like me, Walters decided as he tugged and pulled at the weekend' s stubble
with hisrazor. If it wasn't for people like me a the bottom, he thought, the high-flyers and the people a
the top wouldn't be able to do their jobs and make their massive profits. Some of his colleagues laughed
at him because he' d been in charge of the stationery cupboard for longer than most of them had beenin
the bank, but they’ d be laughing on the other sde of their facesif hedidn’t put in astationery order,
wouldn't they? How could they sdll their loans and their accounts and their insurance policies without the
right brochures and forms? And how could they fill them out without any pens? He did morefor his
branch and the company overal than any of them gave him crediit for.

The batteriesin hisrazor ran out mid-shave. Theleft Sde of hisface was mostly clean shaven, the
right still covered with long, dark stubble. Bloody typical.

They needed to go shopping. The kitchen cupboards were practically empty. He should have goneto
the supermarket at the weekend. More to the point, June should have gone. Why was everything left to
him al of asudden? As he sat munching hisdry cered (no milk), Walters scribbled out ashopping lis.
He' dleaveit on the table for June. Hopefully she' d get up later and go out and get everything they
needed.

Waterslooked around the kitchen dejectedly and shook his head. He wished he could understand
what was going on. He' d never known anything like it. The water, gas and eectricity supplies had been
off snce early last week. To lose one of them would have been bad enough, but al three? At the same
time? He wondered what he bothered paying hisbillsfor. And it wasn't asif he' d been ableto get June
to phone to complain ether. The telephone had been out of action for just aslong. He d tried to phone



up himsdlf from work last Friday but they’ d had the same problem there. He sighed sadly to himsdif.
Imaginethegrief I'd getif | didn’'t do my job properly, he thought. There d be hell to pay if the
customers couldn’t get access to their money.

Asready for work as he was ever going to be, Walters stood up and packed his lunch away into his
briefcase. It wasn't really very much of alunch, just afew dry crackers, some biscuits, a packet of crisps
he' d found at the back of the cupboard and an apple, the skin of which felt dightly rubbery and wrinkled.
He jammed hisfood in amongst the hundreds of old circulars, legflets, handwritten notes and
photocopied procedures that he carried to and from work every day. None of it was necessary (most of
it was probably out of date) but it made him fedl safer and more important carrying a case full of papers
to the office. It was asecurity blanket of sorts, something to hide behind. He convinced himself it was
necessary. He needed to be well-informed and up-to-date in case someone tried to get one over on him.

‘Areany of you out of bed yet? he yelled from the bottom of the stairs. Christ, what was happening
to hisfamily? Was he the only one who was bothered now? Agitated and nervous (he always felt that
way before work) Walters put his briefcase down at the foot of the stairs and stormed back up to try and
inject alittle life and motivation into hislethargic family. He could hear something happening in Matthew’s
bedroom. At least he was up.

‘Areyou ready for school, Matt? he asked as he pushed hisway into his fourteen year-old son’s
room. What was |eft of Matthew was on the other side of the door, trying to claw itsway out in reaction
to hearing itsfather’ s voice. Walters shoved the door back and sent the wasted body of his son tripping
backwards. * Sorry about that, son,” he mumbled. The corpse regained its footing and lurched forward
again, crashing into him. * Steady on,” Walterslaughed, ‘takeit easy!” Matthew’ s corpse grabbed at him
with rough, uncoordinated hands. ‘| haven’t got time to mess about now,” he sighed wearily, assuming
that the body was play-fighting with him, ‘I’ ve got to go to work now. I’ll see you when | get back,
okay?

Laughing, Walters picked up the light, emaciated body and carried it across the room and dumped it
on its bed. The corpse immediately stumbled back onto its feet and began to awkwardly stagger back
towards the door.

‘Make sure you change your sweatshirt before you go to school,” Walters ordered, pointing a
disapproving finger at the dribbles of blood and other bodily emissions which had seeped down the front
of hisdead son’sdark blue jumper. He left the room and pulled the door shut behind him, ignoring the
heavy clump and clatter aswhat remained of his son smashed into the other side of the wooden barrier.

Just like her mother, he thought as he pedled back the bedclothes in the next room to reved the head
and shoulders of Emily, hisdaughter. She' d just turned seventeen when she' d died and had started work
in ahairdressing salon three weeks earlier. He gently shook her shoulder and the lifeless body fell over
onto its back. Its unmoving, vacant eyes stared through him unblinking.

‘Don’'t you be late for work,” he whispered. * Y ou don’t want to give them the wrong impression, do
you?

No response. Walters leant down and kissed his daughter’ s cold, discoloured cheek. Therewasa
spider in her hair. He picked it out and flicked it across the room.

‘ See you tonight, love. Have agood day.’
Walters paused and took a deep breath before going back into the bedroom he shared with June.

‘I'm off towork now,” he said quietly. ‘I’ ll see you tonight. Maybe we could talk later?1’d like to



know what it is |’ m supposed to have done...?

For amoment he stood and stared sadly at the body in the bed. She didn’t move. Eighteen years of
marriage (some of them pretty good years too) and she couldn’t even bring hersdf to acknowledge him.
Wheat had he done wrong?

Walters pushed hisway through the growing crowd of rotting bodies gathered around hisfront gate
and began the short walk to work. He didn’t know why these people were there or what it was they
wanted. They’ d been there for days now. Didn't they have homesto go to? Moreto the point, didn’t
they have jobsto go to? Was he solely responsible for keeping the country running? It was certainly
beginning to fed that way this morning. There wasn't asingle car out on the roads. He couldn’t see any
of the usual faces he saw heading off to work or taking the children to school or walking the dog. All he
could see were more of these dirty, ragged people. Some of them had tried to grab at him and pull his
clothes as he passed them and he couldn’t understand why. What did they want from him? What had he
done to them? He ran to the end of the road, hoping that they would disappear by the time he got home
tonight.

Hisfirst port of cdl (asit was every morning) was the newsagents on the corner of Marshwood
Road and Calder Street. The shop was quiet. Walters picked up hisusua paper (last Tuesday’s again —
bloody annoying — he' d bought the same paper seven times now) and dug deep in his pocket for some
change. There was no-one about to serve him (again). In temper he dammed the coins down on the
counter (next to the coins he' d left there yesterday morning) and | eft the shop, yet again cursing the
desperate state of the country under his breath as he stormed back outside.

More bodies. He pushed them out of the way and marched towards the high street, aman on a
mission.

Walters hated hisjob. Ashe did every morning, he fdt his gutstighten and churn and his bowels
loosen as he neared the bank. A tall, traditiond and imposing late-nineteenth century building, its
architectura beauty had been destroyed by the array of perspex signs which hung above and around its
solid wooden doors, the gaudy advertising hoardings plastered across the inside of its large, arched
windows, and the ATM which had been crow-barred into what had once been a street-level window.
Ignoring the unwanted attention of yet another rancid, dribbling corpse which hurled itself a him, he
paused to check the screen of the ATM. Bloody thing was down again. No doubt he' d get the blame.
Nothing short of 99.85% uptime was good enough for the bank. Another target missed, and he hadn’t
even made it through the front door yet.

The staff door at the side of the building was dready open. That was completely against the
company’ s security policy. Which idiot had |eft it open? Didn’'t they know there was asirict security
procedure to be followed each morning before anyone could go insde? Angrily he stormed into the
building and dammed and bolted the door shut behind him. He' d let himsalf out |ast thing on Friday
evening and he' d assumed that one of the others would have locked the doors after him. Christ, could the
bank have been left open al weekend?

By quarter past nine only three other members of staff had arrived for work. The branch manager
(Brian Statham, ten years Walters junior) had aready been in his office when Walters had arrived,
pacing about furioudy, damming into the door and occasionally banging against the glass. Two of the
other clerks — Janice Phelps and Tom Compton —were dead at their desks. Janice was dumped over



her computer terminal whilst Compton had fallen off his chair and lay spread-eagled on the carpet.
Waters was appalled by the lack of work being done around him. He knocked on Statham’ s door to try
and get something done about it but his manager seemed unconcerned and was only marginaly more
respong ve than the others. He took it upon himsdf to try and improve the situation. There was no way
they could run the branch on a skeleton staff like this, was there? He dug out the tel ephone numbers of
some of the missing staff from their personnd files and tried to call them to find out where they were and
what was happening. He cursed when he couldn’t get the telephones to work. The damn lines were il
down.

Hejust had to get on with it, Walters decided. It was half-past nine, time to open the branch to the
public, and it was al down to him again as usua. He disappeared back into the manager’ s office and
took the front door key from his desk drawer. He then walked the length of the banking hall, unlocked
the heavy wooden doors and pulled them open.

Nothing happened. A few random figuresin the street stopped and turned around to see what the
noise was but, other than that, nothing happened. Walters sadly remembered a time when the banking
hall would have been filled with an endless queue of customersal day every Monday, and the queue
would have been out the door first thing. How things had changed.

He dgjectedly wandered back and took up his position behind histill.

Watersdidn’'t mind hard work. He could cope with an in-tray piled high with papers and ahuge
queue of customers at the counter. None of that bothered him just aslong as everyone was pulling his or
her weight. He' d happily work until midnight if everyone else worked that late too. But today that wasn't
happening. He was dready annoyed by the fact that less than haf of the aff of the branch had turned up
for work today. What was really winding him up, however, was the fact that he was the only one who
seemed to be doing anything.

It was dmost midday. The bank had been dowly filling with customersfor thelast half-hour. After
waiting until amost eleven o' clock before the first customer of the day had appeared, aragged bunch of
them had now dragged themselves up the concrete wheelchair access ramp and through the doors.
Unsavoury looking types, they hadn’t actualy seemed to want anything, they’ d just wandered up and
down on the other side of the glass panel which separated the back-office from the public area. Walters
had shouted a them and tried to get them to cometo histill. They’ d crowded round when they heard his
voice, but he ill didn’'t know what it was they actually wanted.

Behind the counter absolutely nothing was happening. Walters glanced back over his shoulder
occasiondly and shook hishead in despair. Lazy bastards, he thought to himself, you bunch of lazy
bastards. There he was, trying his best to dedl with the customers, while they just sat there and did
nothing. Janice was il face down on her computer keyboard and Compton hadn’t yet got up from the
floor. Statham —inexperienced, overpaid and bloody usdlessin Waters opinion —was il pacing up
and down in his office. None of them had lifted a bloody finger to help him al morning.

Usudly he could tekeit. Usudly he'd stand at histill and stew about themin silence or he'd find a
reason to disappear off to the stationery room and hide there for aslong as he could, forcing the othersto
serve afew customers. Today was different. Today the othersweren't only doing very little, they were
doing absolutely nothing. Walters wasn't prepared to sit back and |et them take advantage any longer.
He d had enough. Maybe it was the lack of respect shown to him by hisfamily that had pushed him over
the edge? Perhaps it was the dire and deteriorating state of the country? Wasiit the fact that the
customersin the banking hall (and there were more of them now) were al but ignoring him too? Could it



have been the gppaling conditions he suddenly had to work under? No heet or light, no computer or
telephone, and not even any money in his bloody till. Whatever it was that had tipped the balance, he
decided at last it was time to do something about it. For thefirst timein aslong as he could remember he
was finaly ready to stland up for himsdf and speak hismind.

‘Staff meeting,’” he shouted suddenly. The bodiesin the banking hall turned towards the noise and
dammed up againgt the glass, trying desperately to get to him. A short distance away Brian Statham'’s
body aso threw itsdlf againgt the door of its office. Unperturbed, Watersdid his‘till closed” sgninto
position and closed histill drawers. ‘| want a staff meeting right now,” he demanded angrily. ‘I’ ve had
enough of this’

Ignoring therotting clientele on the other side of the counter (whose numberswere rgpidly increasing
asadirect result of his sudden outburst) Walters strode up to the door of the manager’ s office and flung
it wide open in temper. Statham’ s body lurched towards him.

‘We need to talk, Brian,” he said as he shoved the decaying bank manager back into its room and
blocked itsway out with itsdesk. ‘ Thingsjust can’'t go on likethis. I'll get the othersin.’

Suddenly fedling strangely empowered, Walters strode back out into the main office. He grabbed
hold of Janice Phelps shoulder and peeled her back from her computer before tipping her back on her
swivel chair and wheeling her through to the manager’ s room. Tom Compton was heavier and alittle
more awkward. He dragged him along the floor before putting his arms under the dead man’ s shoulders
and lifting him up and sitting him down on one of the customer chairs on the other side of the office. His
body was bloody heavy. Walters had to use adl his strength to get him in and get him sat down.

With Statham trapped behind his desk and the other two now in position, Walters took the floor.

“You dl know me pretty well,” he began, suddenly trembling with nerves, hoping that the others
couldn't tell. ‘I’m areasonable man and I’ [l do whatever’ s expected of me.” He paused and |ooked
around at the lifeless faces which surrounded him. Ignorant bastards weren’t even looking at him. He
continued regardless. ‘“We ve all got ajob to do here. Now in the past you might have thought that you
were better than me and that your jobs were more important than mine, but | want to put things straight.
We'red| smal cogsin amuch bigger machine.” He paused again, pleased with the cliché he'd just
managed to dip into his address. It made him sound more confident than he actudly was, dthough his
nerves were now beginning to fade dightly. * Without me none of you would be able to do your jobs
properly.” Hetook another deep breath before making another crucid point. * Without me this branch
wouldn't function.”

Walters paused for amoment to let the othersfully absorb the enormity of what he was saying.
Almost on cue Compton’sbody did off the chair he' d Ieft it on. Its head hit thewall with adull thud.
Waters, thrown off his stride momentarily, seethed with anger. He picked up the corpse and threw it
back onto its sedt.

‘You see’ heydled, finding it hard to keep calm and controlled, ‘ that’ s exactly the kind of thing |
wanted to talk to you lot about. Y ou dl think it sfunny, don’t you? Y ou think you can al have agood
laugh a my expense. Wl you can't, not any more. I’ ve had enough. I’ ve had enough of being the butt of
all your stupid bloody jokes and of having to do al the donkey work around here. It snot fair, do you
hear me?

Statham’ s corpse became more and more animated as the volume of Walters' voice increased.
Other than that, however, the other dead bodies failed to respond. Their lack of reaction incensed him.

‘How dareyou? he screamed. ‘How dare you treat me like this? Show me some bloody respect,



will you? I’ ve been working flat out this morning while you' ve al been sat on your backsdes doing
nothing. If | sopped working like you lot then this place would grind to ahalt in seconds. Well thingsare
going to change round here. I'm not going to carry you anymore, do you hear me? From now on you're
onyour own...’

Still no response.

Waters grabbed Janice Phel ps by the scruff of her neck and screamed into her dead, decaying,
discoloured face.

‘Areyou ligening to me?

Janice wasn't, but the other bodiesin the building clearly were. The dead hordesin the banking hall
began to beat their rotting fists againgt the walls, driven wild by the desperate man’ svoice. Wadters
ignored the noise as best he could.

‘There’ snot alot that any of us can do today, not until the power comes back on anyway,” he said,
his voice now fractiondly calmer. ‘I’ m going to shut the branch and | suggest we al go home. We'll
come back tomorrow morning and try again, shal we?

He looked around the room again for aresponse but didn’t get one. The hammering on thewall
behind him continued unabated.

Walters stood in the middle of the manager’ s office for amoment, surrounded by his dead
colleagues, and he realised that he felt alittle better. The others hadn't agreed with him, but they hadn’t
turned againgt him either. More importantly, he' d just taken amanagerid decision and no-one had
argued. Could it be that he was about to be shown some respect? Had the rest of them findlly redlised
just how important he was to this office and to the company? Bloody hell, he thought, maybe he should
try the same gpproach on his family when he got back home. Maybe he could make them listen to him
too?

‘I"'m going to lock the door,” he said, his voice suddenly cocksure and uncharacteristically strong.

He still had the key in his pocket from when he' d opened up hours earlier. Brimming with unexpected
confidence he stepped over the outstretched feet of Compton’s body (which had did down off the chair
again) and left the manager’ s office. He walked through the back-office and made hisway towards the
heavy security door which separated the staff from the customers. Security conscious as ever, he peered
through the fish-eye lens viewing hole before going through. Bloody hell, he thought, the banking hal was
suddenly full of customers. Now thiswas how it always used to be on aMonday. With no computers
working and no cash in histill he couldn’t serve them of course. He d just have to go out there and make
an announcement. He d tell the customers how things were going to be in the same way he' d just told the
daff. He was getting pretty damn good at taking charge of Situations.

A deep breath and he opened the door. A sudden, second-long pause followed before the huge
mass of rotting flesh which had filled the building turned and lurched towards him. Ignorant to the sudden
danger of his Stuation, Walters pushed deeper into the crowd, fighting to move forward as everything
else pressed againgt him.

‘If you could just bear with me for a second please, ladies and gentlemen,’” he shouted ashe
struggled to stay upright. A sudden surge of decaying corpses from the generd direction of themain
entrance door knocked him off-balance and dtered hisdirection. He found himself shuffling helplesdy
further back into the building and reached out to try and stop himself moving. The bodies pushed him
back against the wooden counter. He climbed up onto the other side of hisown till and stood tal above



the crowd. Before trying to speak again he brushed himself down. He was covered in stains from the
customers.

‘Now look,” he shouted, ‘I’ m sorry but we' ve got some problems here today. Our computer
systems are down and staff shortages mean that we' ve not been able to get into the safe. | gpologise for
any inconvenience, but I’m going to haveto ask you dl to leave. If you'd like to come back tomorrow
morning I’'m surewe Il beableto...’

Another forward surge in the crowd interrupted him. The sound of his voice seemed to be attracting
interest from al around. The bank wasfilling up instead of emptying. For some strange reason more and
more people were trying to get ingde. The Stuation was beginning to get uncomfortable.

‘Look,” Wdlterstried again, ‘| redisethisisout of the ordinary and | understand that you' ve been
inconvenienced, but | do need your cooperation. Thereredly isnothing more | can do for you today.
Please come back tomorrow when 1’1l be more than happy to...’

Damn. They ill weren't listening. Still more people were trying to cram into the building. Waters
couldn’t stand it when people didn’t listen to him.

‘Please,” heydled, now shouting at the top of hisvoice again to make sure that even the people still
struggling in the doorway to get inside could hear him, ‘let’ s have some common-sense here. ..’

Without redlising it had happened Walters had gradually been forced further and further back aong
the counter. He now found himsdlf at the opposite end of the banking hall to the doors he' d originaly
intended closing. Between him and the other end of the long, narrow room were &t least a hundred
furious customers. He looked down into the faces of the nearest few. Chrigt, they looked angry. If he
was't careful the Stuation might turn nasty. He banged on thewall behind him, hoping that one of the
othersin the manager’ sroom would hear him and come out to help.

‘Could | have ahand out here please,’ he shouted, watching anxioudy as another wave of bodies
attempted to cram themsalvesinto the dready tightly-packed building. * Tony... Brian... could one of
you comeand...’

Hiswords were cut short as the heaving movement of the bodies at the far end of the building rippled
aong the room and reached him. With nowhere else to go the closest of them reached up for him. Two
or three of them managed to catch hold of the bottom of his bank uniform trousers. He recoiled and tried
to pull away but lost hisfooting. He dipped down from the counter and fell into the bodies below him like
abizarre middle-aged crowd surfer a aconcert. Panicking, and fearing for hislife, he covered his head
with his hands and curled himsdlf up into aball. He had to move. Crawling on his hands and kneeshe
began to dowly move forward, weaving through the forest of decomposing feet which continued to
stagger deeper into the bank. For afraction of a second he thought about trying to help the others get out
but he knew he couldn’t go back. Without him redlising it had happened the coward in him had suddenly
been dlowed to take control again. The momentary flame of strength and defiance that had burned today
had suddenly been extinguished just as quickly asit had been lit. Terrified he closed his eyes and kept
pushing forward, ignoring the countless bodies which stood and blocked hisway, working his way
around them. He accidentally knocked ahandful of them down and they fdl like skittles. He kept on
moving, forcing himself on inch by dow and painful inch until he wasleve with the front door of the bank.
Should he try and stand up to close and lock it? He knew it wasimpossible— he' d never be ableto doit.
Knowing that he was weak and hating himself for hislack of courage and strength, Waltersinstead kept
on crawling forward until he was out of the building, down the ramp and onto the street. The crowd
dightly thinner, he picked himsalf up and began to run, glancing back at the overrun bank for a second
before sprinting towards home.



Ten o' clock. A haf-eaten can of cold baked beans and three-quarters of a bottle of whiskey later.

The house was sillent, save for the occasiond thump from Matthew upstairs. Walters sat donein
darkness at the kitchen table with his head in his hands. He couldn’t stop thinking about the events of the
day now drawing to an end. It was one thing that he’ d |eft the bank wide open and abandoned his
colleagues, but it was another aspect of the dark day just passed which concerned him more. For a
moment back there today he' d actually felt like somebody and it had felt good. It had felt damn good.
But he' d been brought back down to earth with a harsh and sudden bump. The bitter truth was that he
was gill anobody. A forty-seven year old stationery clerk and cashier with no prospects, afamily that
weren't interested in him and an increasingly bleak future. Maybe he should just accept where he was
and who he was and do his best to live with it? Stick with what you know, that had always been one of
hisfather’ s sayings. Don't take risks and don'’t take chances. We're not al made for great things. Stick
with what you know.

Waters got up from his seat and shuffled out into the hallway. He paused to look out at the dark
crowd of bodies at the end of hisdrive before wearily climbing the stairsto bed, afina tumbler of
whiskey in his hand. He undressed, put hisdirty shirt in the washing basket with al the others, and then
put on his pyjamas. He could till hear Matthew banging around in his bedroom. Bloody teenagers, he
thought. He should be deeping or resting or at the very least studying. If only his son knew what he had
to put up with every day. His attitude would soon change if he was the one who had to face the daily
indignities and humiliations of office politics. Chrigt, he hoped Matthew didn’t make the same mistakes he
had. If only he’ d worked harder at school and not just taken the first job he' d been offered after
leaving...

No point dwelling on al that now, he thought as he climbed into bed behind June. She had her back
to him. Shewas dill in the same position as he' d left her thismorning. She hadn’t done the washing or the
shopping. In fact, it looked like she’ d been in bed al day again. Bloody hell, she didn’t know how easy
shehad it. If she'd had to put up with what he' d faced today . ..

Hewrapped hisarm around hiswife' s cold, lifeless and rapidly putrefying body and pulled her close.
He wished she'd talk to him. He didn’t want to go to deep yet. He wanted someoneto listen to his
problems and reassure him that he was doing his best and that it wasthe rest of them who'd got it wrong.
The slence was deafening.

Watersfelt humiliated and let down by everyone, even those closest to him. He'd tried so hard
today but, ultimately, al he' d done was make matters worse for himsdlf. Christ, how was he going to
facethem al at work tomorrow?

THE HUMAN CONDITION
Parti — GOING UP



Barry Bushdll sat at the dressing tablein hiswide, paatia executive hotel suite and fixed his make-up. He
wondered whether thiswas just afad — just a phase he was going through — or whether he was destined
to spend the rest of hislife dressng asawoman. Hewasn't gay and he wasn't transsexud. Thiswasn't
something he' d dways wanted to do. He wasn't adrag queen or lady-boy in training. Barry Bushell was
just atypicd, red-bloodied, heterosexua man who happened to have recently discovered that he felt
comfortable wearing women'’ s clothes. And when the rest of the world lay decaying a couple of hundred
feet beow him, why the hell shouldn’'t he wear whatever he damn well wanted?

The last seven days had been the strangest, darkest and longest seven days of Bushell’ slife sofar.
Everything had been changed forever. If he was honest, his problems had started long before |ast
Tuesday. A few months ago he d been happy and settled. HeE d moved into hisgirlfriend Tina sflat with
her and, for atime, life had been good. Their reationship had abruptly ended on what had, until then,
been theworst day of hislife. Out of the blue Bushdll lost his job when ahuge black hole was discovered
in the accounts of the company he' d worked for and they were forced into administration. Gutted and
penniless, he' d returned to the flat unexpectedly to find his brother Dennisin bed with Tina She'd
proceeded to tell him that Dennis was better in bed than he was and that their relationship was over. By
three 0’ clock that afternoon he’ d lost his partner, his brother, hisjob and his home. That nightmare day
had, of course, seemed like the best Christmas ever in comparison with last Tuesday. Last Tuesday
morning Bushell had helplesdy watched as the entire population of the city (and, he later presumed, the
country and perhaps even the world) had fallen and died. After the crud and unexpected hand that life
had deglt him recently, therewas apart of him that found some dight comfort and solace in the sudden
isolation and quiet. His pent up anger and frustration with the world made the pain, fear, confuson and
disorientation dightly easer to ded with. Subconscioudy he blamed the inexplicable traumawhich had
unfolded around him for his sudden ‘ gender-realignment’ (as he had labelled his dragtic changein
appearance). And now here he was, done and, asfar ashe could tell, the last man on Earth. Almost
certainly the last man on Earth in adress, anyway.

Five days ago many of the bodies lying dead in the streets had risen. At first he’ d gone back down to
ground levd to try and find out what was happening, only to quickly return to hisisolated and
comfortable hide-out as soon as he redlised that the situation had worsened, not improved. The people
wandering the streets down there were dead. Although they moved, there wasn't the dightest spark of
lifeleft within them. Their sudden reanimation was asimprobable and impossibleto explain astheir
equally sudden demise had been just days earlier. Bushell climbed al the way back to the top of the
twenty-eight storey, five star city-centre hotel and barricaded himself in the Presidentia Suite on the
twenty-eighth floor. It was the safest and most sensible place that he could think of to hide. Within the
hotel’ s three hundred or so bedrooms, many kitchens, function rooms, dining rooms, bars, restaurants
and sportsfacilitieshe' d been able to find pretty much everything he' d need to survive, and avast
wardrobe of women’ s clothing, make-up and accessories to boot.

He stood up, smoothed the creases out of his dark blue dress, and looked himself up and down in the
full-length mirror to hisright. God I look good, he thought, pretty damn convincing. Hisfirst experiments
with make-up last week had been over-the-top and amateurish but now he was definitely getting the hang
of it. Hewore along, straight blonde wig which he' d taken from a shop-window dummy but he hoped
that in time hisown hair would grow to asufficient length for him to be able to styleit. He d stopped
biting and started painting hisfingernails and he was findly getting the hang of waking in heds. That had
been the hardest part of al but it had been worth dl the effort. The knee-high leather boots he’d found in
abedroom on the seventh floor looked perfect with this outfit.



Am | confused, Bushell thought to himsdlf in amoment of sdf-doubt, or have | just gone completely
fucking insane? Whatever the answer to his question, he was rdatively happy and, dl things considered,
he felt good. He could do whatever he wanted now. Hewasin charge. If he wanted to wear a dress then
he' d wear adress. If he wanted to walk around naked, then that was what he’ d do.

It was garting to get late. Thiswasthetime of day heredly didn't like. Thiswaswhen hefound it
hardest being aone and when he started to think about everything that had happened and everything he'd
lost. His sudden change of ouitfit had been deliberately timed to give him amuch needed confidence
boost to help him get through the long, dark and lonely hours until morning. As much ashewas
comfortable in his own company, there were times when he needed the isolation to end and when he
desperately needed to see and spesk to other people. Helit lampsin al the windows of the suite at this
time every night, praying that someone out there would see them but at the same time aso hoping that
no-onewould. He had to let the world know where he was, but in doing so he left himsdlf fedling
vulnerable and exposed. But he couldn’t not do it, he continually reminded himsdlf. He would be safer
with other people around him. Problem was that so far there hadn’t been any other people...

Bushell walked around the perimeter of the vast suite (which covered amost the entire top floor of the
building) lighting candles, lamps and torchesin every available window.

Digtracted by the increasing complications of hisown aready complex stuation, he remained blissfully
unaware of sudden movement and confusion outside. For thefirst timein aweek avehicle had entered
the city.

“You'reastupid fucking idiot, Wilcox,” Elizabeth Ferry screamed hystericaly. ‘1 said keep out of the
city, not drive right through the bloody city-centre. Fancy alittle late night shopping do we?

“*Shut up,” Wilcox hissed. ‘If it hadn’t been for the fucking noise you two make with your constant
bloody talking I wouldn’t have taken the wrong turn in the first place!’

‘Don’'t bring meinto this,” Doreen Phillips snapped. * It’ s got nothing to do with me!

‘It snever got anything to do with you, hasit, Doreen? piped up Ted Hamilton from the seat directly
behind her. * Of courseit’ syour fault. It s got everything to do with you. Y ou’ re abloody trouble maker,
you are’

Doreen turned round and glared at Ted who, as usua, wasfilling his face with chocolate.

‘And you're afat bastard who should...’

‘For Christ’ssake,” Elizabeth sighed, interrupting her, *giveit arest, will you?

Doreen immediately stopped talking, folded her arms and dumped into her seet like ascolded child.

‘Just keep going,” John Proctor’ s comparatively calm voice suggested from three seats back. ‘We're
here now and shouting at each other isn't going to help. Just keep driving.’

Nick Wilcox took one hand off the steering whed for a couple of seconds, just long enough to rub his
tired eyes. He' d been driving for what felt like hours and he was struggling but he wasn't about to let the
othersknow. They annoyed him beyond belief. He'd so far only found five other living, bresthing human
beingssincedl of thisbegan. So why did it have to be thisfive?

Thisragged, dysfunctiona group of survivors had been together for just three days. They’ d found



each other by chance asthey’ d each individualy wandered through the remains of the devastated world.
Elizabeth and John Proctor had been the first to meet, Elizabeth having waked into the church where
Proctor used to preach just as he was tearing off his dog-collar and walking out. A cleric of somethirty
years sanding, his aready wavering faith had been shattered by the cruel and unstoppable infection
which had raged across the surface of the planet. If this God is so powerful, loving and forgiving, he'd
asked Elizabeth , then how could the fucker let this happen? Proctor’ s sudden loss of faith had been as
powerful and life-changing as hisinitia discovery of the church had beenin hisearly daysét college. Indl
seriousness Elizabeth had suggested that the plague might be somekind of divine retribution —aNoah's
ark for our times. Proctor told her in no uncertain termsthat he thought she was out of her fucking mind.

Ted Hamilton, a plumber, part-time football coach and full-time compulsive comfort eater, had been
on theroof of an office block working on the water pipes when the infection had struck. He'd had an
incredible view of the destruction from up there but he’ d been too afraid to come down. He' d sat on the
roof for hours until he saw Doreen Phillipswalking down the high street, shopping bagsin hand, stepping
gingerly over and around the mass of tangled bodies which covered the pavements. Together they'd
wandered around aimlessy and pointlesdy in search of help which never came. Their congtant shouting
and noise had eventudly attracted the attention of Paul Jones, asullen and quiet man who kept himsdlf to
himsalf but who recognised the importance of sticking with these people, no matter who they were or
how stupid they appeared.

Jones had suggested building themselves a base from where they could explore the dead land around
them and, hopefully, find more survivors. As obvious and sensible as his plan had been, it dso proved to
be unnecessary. Asthey struggled to establish themselvesin a deserted guest house on the edge of a
small town, more survivors had found them. Three days ago the eerie sillence of thefirgt post-infection
Friday morning had been disturbed by the unexpected arrival of afifty-three-sester single-deck
passenger bus driven by Nick Wilcox. Wilcox —who had previoudy driven such busesfor aliving —had
ploughed through the town with anervous disregard for anything and everything. Jones and Hamilton
flagged him down and it was only the quick reactions of Elizabeth Ferry (who, with John Proctor, was
dready travelling with Wil cox) that stopped him from glegfully running them down in the sameway he'd
destroyed severd hundred rotting bodies aready that morning.

Themotley collection of survivors made the bustheir travelling home. It wasreatively strong,
comfortable and spacious and there was more than enough room insde for them, their belongings, and as
many boxes of provisions and supplies asthey could lay their hands on. And the bus had ahuge
advantage over everywhere e'se they’ d previoudly tried to shelter because it moved. When things got too
dangerous or there were suddenly too many bodies around they just sarted the engine and drove
somewhere else.

‘Just keep driving, Nick,” Proctor said, his calm and deceptively relaxed tone helping to settle the
group and diffuse the mounting hysteriawithin the bus. * Just keep going until we reach amagor road then
follow it back out of the city.’

‘| can't see the bloody road,” Wilcox cursed anxioudy through gritted teeth, * never mind follow it
Even with his headlights on full-beam he could see very little. The streets were teeming with movement as
the dead continualy staggered into the path of the huge, bulky vehicle. Hisvison dready severely limited,
he was forced to frequently flick on hiswipersto clear blood, gore and other splattered remains from the
widewindscreen in front of him.

‘Does anyone know where we are? Elizabeth asked hopefully. ‘ Anyone been here before?

Her question was met with silence from the others.



‘We could just stop,” Ted Hamilton suggested, his mouth still full of food. *We ve done it before,
haven't we? Sit ill and shut up and they’ |l leave us done after awhile’

‘Comeon, Ted,” Elizabeth sghed, ‘there’ sgot to be abetter way. They’ll take hoursto go, you
know that aswell as| do, and there are hundreds of them around here. | don’t want to spend another
night lying on thefloor.’

‘I'm not deeping on thefloor again,” Doreen immediately protested in her grating, high-pitched voice.
‘It sbad for my back. Whenwedid...’

‘Doreen,” Hamilton interrupted, ‘with al due respect, love, would you please shut your fucking
mouth. Y ou couldn’t keep quiet if you tried.’

Wilcox managed half a smile as he steered the bus around a sharp bend in the road and powered into
another group of shuffling corpses. He knew aswell asthe rest of them that severa hours of absolute
dtillness and silence would be necessary if they wanted to try and fool the bodiesinto leaving them aone.
With Doreen on board it wasimpaossible to have even five minutes of slence, never mind anything
longer.

‘Bloody hell,; Hamilton said suddenly, swallowing hislast mouthful of food and wiping hismouth on
hisdeeve. ‘Look at that.’

‘Look at what? Paul Jones asked, quickly moving forward aong the length of the bus towardsthe
others and surprising them with his sudden involvement. Hamilton pressed hisface up against the window
and pointed up.

‘There, he mumbled.

‘What isit? demanded Elizabeth anxioudy. Apart from Wilcox (who was craning his neck to see
what was going on from behind the whed!) the rest of the survivors stared out into the unending darkness
on the left hand side of the bus, not knowing what they were looking for but desperate to see whatever it
was that Hamilton thought he’ d seen.

‘A light, hesaid quietly, not quite believing himsdlf, ‘ up there’

Vishbleflegtingly between thetall, dark buildings which lined the streets along which they drove, the
light — athough relatively dull —appeared to burn brightly through the otherwise total blackness.

‘Head towardsit,” Doreen demanded.
‘Whereisit? Wilcox yelled.

‘Over to theleft,” Proctor replied. * Y ou watch the road and we' Il keep an eye on the light.’

High above the disease-ridden streets Bushd I’ s quiet and solitary life seemed now to befilled witha
series of infuriating contradictions. He wanted to be surrounded by light, but the brightness made him fed
vulnerable and exposed. Likewise darkness made him fed safe but it was aso unsettling and cold and he
was scared of the shadows that filled the hotel at night. He wanted to hear some noiseto end the eerie
slence but, at the same time, he wanted the quiet to remain so that he could hear everything that was
happening in the dead world around him. He wanted to Sit out of sight in the relative comfort of hissuite
but he adso felt compelled to check each window and stare outside almost constantly. He knew that he
was donein the building and that it was secure (he’ d checked every one of the rooms and had kicked



out every moving body himself over the last week) but an uneasy combination of nerves and paranoia
convinced him amost congtantly that there were bodies on the staircases and walking the halls. He felt
sure that rotting hands would reach out of the shadows for him whenever he opened adoor. Whatever
he was doing he felt uncomfortable and unsafe. It wasfar easier to handle the Situation in daylight. Each
night he found the darkness harder to cope with, and that led to the cruellest paradox of dl. Bushell’ sfear
would keep him awake through dmost the entire night. Only when the morning (and the light) came was
hefindly ableto relax enough to deep. Invariably he would drift and doze through the morning and early
afternoon and missalmogt dl of the precious daylight.

Hewandered listlesdy dong the long west wall of the suite, the stiletto heels of hisboots clicking on
the marble floor. Where was this going to end, he wondered? Would he stay here at the top of the hotel
indefinitely? It wasn’t abad option, in fact he struggled to think of anywhere else that would be safer or
more comfortable. The height of the building meant that it was unlikely the corpses down below would
ever see or hear him. The only problem would come when his supplies started to dwindle as they
inevitably would. Okay, so he appeared to have the entire city at hisdisposal, but even if he managed to
find everything he needed, there then remained the problem of dragging it up literdly hundreds of Sepsto
his new home. Maybe he could set up some kind of winch or pulley system? Perhaps he could use the
window-cleaner’ s cradle that he' d seen hanging hafway down the sde of the building?

Hismind full of questions and half-considered answers, Bushell reached the corner of the room and
stopped walking. He turned round and was about to begin retracing his steps back aong the wall when
he happened to glance down into the dark streets hundreds of feet below. In silent disbelief he watched
the bizarre sght of afairly ordinary looking bus ploughing through the rotting crowds, sending whole and
dismembered bodies flying in dl directions and hurtling at speed towards the hotd. He waited for a
fraction of a second — just long enough to convince himsdlf that what he was seeing was real — before
sprinting out of the suite and down the halway to the staircase.

‘Next left,” Paul Jonesingtructed. He' d moved to the front of the bus and was now standing next to
the driver’ s cab, doing his best to guide Wilcox through the mayhem and towards the light. ‘No, sorry,
not this one. Take the next one’

Wilcox grunted and pulled the steering wheel back round to hisright. Uneasy, Jones glanced down
and across at the various diasin front of the driver. The bus wastravelling at afurious speed along the
debris-strewn streets and its passengers were being buffeted from side to side. The breakneck journey
was S0 unsteady and turbulent that even Doreen Phillips had become uncharacterigtically quiet and
subdued.

‘Can you see whereit’s coming from? Wilcox asked, glancing up for asecond to try and catch sight
of thelight again.

‘Not sure,” Jones admitted. ‘It s bloody high up though.’

Wilcox braced himsdlf as he forced the bus up and over amound of rubble and mangled metd at the
Sde of the road. The passengers behind him — not expecting the sudden jolt —were thrown up in their
seats as the huge machine clattered up and then back down onto the road.

‘Takeit easy,’ protested Hamilton.
‘Next left,;” Jones said for the second time, his voice now alittle more definite than before.

“You sure?



‘Podgitive,” he snapped, annoyed that he was being doubted. ‘| can seeit. We' re amost directly
under the light now.’

Wilcox dammed on his brakes and siwung the bus around to the I eft. The second street was as
difficult to navigate asthe first. Huge crowds of lumbering, rotting bodies turned and dragged themselves
towards the gpproaching vehicle. Wilcox increased his aready precarious speed, knowing that the
quicker they were moving, the more chance they had of continuing to make progress through the rancid
crowds. Countless corpses were obliterated by the flat-faced front of the heavy vehicle. They smashed
into the bonnet with a reentless bang, bang, bang which sounded like rain clattering down onto aflat tin
roof.

‘“How far now? he asked breathlesdly.
Jones crouched down low and looked up to hisright.
‘Almost there’

Proctor got up from his seat and scurried towards the two men at the front of the bus, holding onto
the passenger rails and supports and struggling to keep his balance as the vehicle tipped from side to
sde

‘It sahotel,” he said, panting with excitement and nerves. ‘ There’' sasign on the sde of the
building.

Wilcox nodded.
‘Sowheredo | go? he asked, peering hopelesdy into the relentless gloom.
‘There must be a car park or something? Proctor suggested. ‘Maybe it's around the back...?

‘Fancy walking out in the open carrying al our stuff, do you? Jonesimmediately snapped. ‘ Forget
that, it' stoo dangerous. We need to get as close to the main entrance as we can. We need to minimise
the distance we have to cover on foot.’

‘How am | supposed to do that? grumbled Wilcox. ‘| can't see afucking thing.’
‘Hereitis,’ Jonesinterrupted. * Sharp right now!’

With no time to properly consider his actions Wilcox turned the bus as instructed. The dark silhouette
of the hotel loomed largein front of him.

‘Where? he screamed, desperate for some help and guidance.
‘Just keep moving,” Jonesydlled back. * Keep going forward until ...’

Hedidn't have chanceto finish his sentence. The low light and the constant criss-crossing movement
of hundreds of bodies made the distance between the bus and the front of the hotel impossibleto
accurately gauge. Tired and terrified, Wilcox jammed hisfoot down on the accel erator and sent the bus
crashing through the front of the building. Their velocity was such that the bus continued to move until the
twisted metal and rubble trapped under its whedls eventually acted as abrake. Eighty percent indgde the
building with only the last twenty percent of itsrear end sticking out into the cold night, the bus cameto a
sudden, juddering halt in the middle of the hotel’ swide and imposing marble-floored reception, its front
whedl wedged hopelesdy in an ornate and long-since dried up decorative fountain.



No-one moved.

‘My back...” Doreen eventudly wailed from somewhere on the floor under apile of carrier bagsfull
of clothes and other belongings.

‘Iseveryoneadl right? Proctor asked. No-one answered. ‘Isanyone dl right? he asked again,
dightly revisng hisorigind question.

Paul Jones shook his head and dragged himself back up onto hisfeet. Helooked across at Wilcox
who was trying to ssem the flow of blood from agash just above hisright eye.

‘Nicedriving, he sneered.
‘Fuck off,” Wilcox spat.

‘Shit,” Elizabeth cursed from somewhere in the darkness behind them. ‘ Get out of here. We' ve got to
get out of here’

The sudden fear and desperation in her voice was clear for al to hear. Without pausing for
explanation the Six survivors picked themsalves up, grabbed as many of their belongings asthey could
carry, and moved towards the door at the front of the bus which Jones had already forced open. He
glanced down the Sde of the long vehicle and immediately saw what Elizabeth had seen. A large part of
the hotel entrance had collapsed. Although il partialy blocked by the bus, there was now ahuge,
gaping hole in the side of the hotel where the main doors had once been. Hundreds of bodies were
dready swarming into the building from outside.

‘Over here,’ an unexpected voice ydled. Barry Bushell stood at the bottom of the main hotel
staircase at the other end of the vast, dust-filled and rubble-strewn lobby. He gestured for the survivors
to follow him. Thelight ingde the building was minima and they struggled to make him out at first. Wilcox
was the firgt to see him. He ran across the room, closdly followed by Doreen, Elizabeth and Jones.

‘Comeon, Ted,” Proctor pleaded. ‘L eave your stuff, we have to move.’

Hamilton was busy collecting his belongings and supplies. Loaded up with bags and boxes he tripped
and stumbled down from the bus after the others.

‘Keep going,” he gasped, dready out of breath. ‘1’1l catch you up.’
Proctor looked back at the other man who was clearly struggling.
‘Just leave that stuff,” he shouted. ‘“We don't need it.’

‘I need it, Hamilton groaned.

‘They’recoming!’

Come on you idiot, thought Proctor. Drop the bags, drop your boxes and get your backside over
here. Hamilton was oblivious to the swarm of bodies that were now dangeroudy close behind him. They
moved like athick, heavy liquid dowly seeping acrossthe floor of the hotel reception. Already the bus
had been swallowed up and surrounded, overcome in the same way that scavenging insects might cover
and devour adead animal. Proctor |ooked around to see that the rest of the survivors had al but
disappeared. Just Elizabeth remained, standing at the bottom of the Saircase.

‘Moveyou fucking idiot!” screamed Proctor.



Hamilton tried to speed up but, if anything, he was dowing down. He was desperately unfit and
scared. He glanced back over his shoulder and, seeing how close the nearest bodies now were, hetried
unsuccessfully to increase his speed again. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t make histired legs move any
quicker. It was hopeless.

‘Move!’ Proctor screamed again as he nervously backed away and moved towards Elizabeth.

Whereas most people would have dug degp and done everything possible to cover the remaining
difference between themsalves and safety, Hamilton did not. He was already exhausted and the staircase
ahead of him seemed to stretch up into the darknessforever. He' d never makeit. An eternd pessmig,
subconscioudy he had dready decided that his number was up. He made one last weak attempt to move
quicker but it wasn't working. The distance still seemed huge. Hamilton stopped and dropped his bags
and boxes. Proctor and Elizabeth watched helplesdy as the bodies swarmed around him and over him
and dragged him to the ground.

‘Let’sgo,” Proctor sighed. Elizabeth was dready on her way up the airs. Proctor turned and
disappeared into the shadows after her. Although he couldn’t see where he was going, he could hear the
others' voices up ahead.

‘So what the fucking hell are you supposed to be? Wilcox asked asthey climbed. They had
stopped momentarily to regroup afew flights up. Bushell carried atorch with him which he used to check
who was with him. It wasthefirg timethat any of them had been able to see him clearly. He could see
the puzzled expressions on their faces. Suddenly self-conscious, he didn’t know what to say. He hadn't
needed to explain his bizarre dress-code to anyone el se yet. For amoment he felt foolish before
remembering how good these clothes made him fed and how, when there was just a handful of people
left now, what he was wearing was of absolutely no consequence to anyone.

‘I'm Barry,” he eventudly answered, ‘Barry Bushdll.’
‘So why are you wearing adress? Wilcox demanded.
‘Because | want to,” he answered factually.

“You look lovely, dear,” Doreen said as she passed him on the landing. Already gasping for air and in
need of acigarette, she patted him on the shoulder and nodded her head upwards. ‘ Thisway, isit?

‘Just keep going,” hereplied. ‘I'm living in the suite on the top floor. It was asfar away as| could get
from everything that’ s been going on down here’

Doreen nodded and kept climbing, her nervous fear helping her forget and overcome her tiredness.
Wilcox waited on the landing with Bushell and Jones as Elizabeth and Proctor findly caught up.

‘“Where' s Hamilton? Wilcox asked. Proctor shook his head.
‘Didn’'t makeit,” he said, panting with the effort of the sudden climb. * Silly bastard got caught.’

“Shit,” Wilcox mumbled under his breath. He shook his head and carried on up the Sairs.

The climb to the top of the building seemed to take an eternity to complete. Weighed down by their
physica exhaustion and the bulky suppliesthey’ d manage to salvage from the bus, the survivors struggled
to make progress. Eventudly, severa stopslater, they reached the impressive top floor penthouse which
Bushdll had claimed for his own. Even though their gppreciation of materid possessions and the value of



property had been massively distorted by the events of the |last seven days, the sheer luxurious scale of
the huge apartment il impressed al of them.

‘Nice place she' sgot here,” Wilcox hissed sarcagtically as he gazed around the room. Some of the
group had sat themsalves around arectangular dining table, others were sprawled out on anearby sofa

‘Shh..." Elizabeth scowled. ‘ Leave him aone. He s obvioudy got problems.’
‘We' veadl got problems,” he sighed.

‘Lovely place,’” Doreen agreed. ‘ Just think of al the famous people who must have stayed here.
Royaty? FIm stars?

‘“Why? Paul Jones grunted.

Doreen looked puzzled. How could he not be excited by the prospect of deeping in ahotel room
that might have been used by millionaires and mega-stars?

‘Imaginewho’ s sat round thistable...” she continued.

‘Why? heinterrupted again. ‘Why waste your time thinking about people like that? People like that
who could afford to stay here had too much money and not enough sense. Y ou shouldn't ook up to
them. The only difference between you and them was the size of their wallets compared to yours.’

‘It was more than that,’” Elizabeth protested. * It s about glamour and watching them do the things that
you aways dreamed about and...’

‘So did you two read al the celebrity gossip and buy al the glossy magazinesthat were...?
‘Absolutely,” Doreen said quickly.

‘And | bet you used to watch soap operas and redlity TV showsand...’

‘Never missed my soaps,” shetold him with something approximating pridein her voice.

‘Pathetic,’” Jones snapped. ‘ Bloody pathetic. It's got nothing to do with glamour or anything like that.
| bet you used to swallow al that crap because your own lives were pointless and empty.’

‘Thanksalot,” Elizabeth said angrily. ‘ Let usknow when it’ s our turn to tear you to pieces’
‘Where are dl your celebritiesnow? he asked.
‘Dead, probably,” Wilcox interjected. ‘ Face down in the fucking gutter.’

“You know what | think? Jones continued, even though he knew they didn’t care what he thought. ‘I
think that if by some strange twist of fate one of your precious celebrities had survived and was sat here
now instead of one of us, you' d il be treating them like somekind of fucking god.’

‘Aslong asit was you they were hereinstead of, | wouldn't care,” Elizabeth spat. * Sometimes you're
so far up your own backsidethat...’

‘I’ve got more food than this,” Bushell explained as he gppeared from the kitchen, interrupting the
conversation to therelief of the others. ‘I’ m trying to makeit last aslong as possible. I'm trying to avoid
going outside’



‘I"d betrying to avoid going outside if | looked like that,” Wilcox smirked.

‘Leaveit, Nick,” sghed Proctor. ‘What' s the matter with you lot? We velost our transport and poor
oldTedand...’

‘Honestly,” Wilcox laughed, not listening to aword Proctor had been saying, ‘wewait dl thistimeto
find someone dse dive, and when wefind them it turns out to be afucking faggot!”

The other survivors cringed with the sudden awvkwardness of the situation. Proctor didn’t know what
was making him fed more uncomfortable, Wilcox’ s provocation or the fact that their host was wearing
full drag. At sx feet tall (almost six foot two in heds) Bushell cut animposing figure. Strangely confident
and unruffled, he sat down opposite Wilcox, opened a can of beer and passed another one acrossthe
table towards his aggressor.

‘Look,” he began, hisvoice surprisingly calm and assured, ‘I’ m not surprised you' ve got aproblem
withwhat I'm wearing. Fact is| likeit and I’ m not going to change. | don’'t know why, but dressing like
thisis helping me to cometo termswith the fact that al my friends and family and probably everyone else
I’ve ever known isdead. I'm not gay and I’ m not afucking faggot asyou put it, I'm just anormal bloke
who' s decided to try wearing dresses for awhile, okay?

The wind had been taken out of Wilcox’ s sails by Bushell’ s brutal honesty.
‘Okay,” he mumbled humbly as he reached for his beer.

‘Anyway, It doesn’t matter what any of usiswearing, doesit? Bushdl continued. ‘It' s not going to
make any difference. Same asthe colour of our hair won’t make any difference either, or whether we're
right or left handed. Fact iswe real stuck in this mess together and we' |l need to work with each other
to get oursalves sorted. Now then,” he said, his voice suddenly louder and more confident, ‘who have we
got here and what the hell are we going to do now that you’ ve made afucking big hole in the front of my
hotel ?

Dragging introductions and pointless, meandering hypothecations about what had happened to the
world took the group through the last few hours of day seven and well into day eight. Spiritswere
temporarily high—Bushell had the company he' d craved and the others suddenly found themselvesina
safer and much more stable and comfortable environment than that which they had become used to.

Proctor pulled up achair and sat in front of the widest window in the suite for hours watching the
night melt away and be overtaken by thefirgt light of day. Asthe sun began to climb more and more of
the shattered world was revealed. Whilst they had been down at street leve it had been difficult to fully
appreciate the enormity of what had happened to the landscape through which they’ d travel led. From
twenty-eight floors up, however, the catastrophic damage and devastation was clear.

“You okay? Elizabeth asked. Her voice surprised him and distracted him from a particularly dark
train of thought.

‘I'mfine,’ hereplied, managing haf aamile, ‘you? She nodded but said nothing. ‘1 was just looking
out there,” he continued. ‘Look &t it. The whole bloody world' sin ruins!’

Elizabeth took afew steps closer to the window and leant against it. He wasright. For asfar asshe
could see the world looked dead and was drained of al colour and life. Apart from the bodiesin the
sreets nothing moved. From this height they could see for endless milesinto the distance. The sheer scale



of what had happened around them was humbling and soul-destroying.

‘“Much happening? Nick Wilcox asked as he joined them. He' d been sat on his own but he
preferred the company of others. Elizabeth glanced back over her shoulder at him but didn’t bother to
answer.

‘Not alot,” Proctor replied. ‘No surpriseredly.’

‘I wouldn't betoo sure,” Elizabeth said, her face ill pressed hard against the glass. She' d diverted
her atention away from the horizon to the more immediate area around the base of the hotd building.
‘Have you seen what we' ve done?

Concerned, Wilcox peered down. The largest crowd of bodies that either of them had yet seen had
gathered around the entrance to the building and were pushing their way insde through the huge hole the
survivors had made with the buslast night.

‘Bloody hdll,” he cursed under his breath.

Proctor stood up and joined them. The sight of the massive gathering below them made hislegs
weaken with nerves. His mouth suddenly dry he swallowed hard and |ooked around for Bushéll.

‘Barry,” he shouted. Bushell appeared from the master bedroom and walked over to where the
others were stood.

‘What' s the problem? he asked anxioudly. Proctor nodded down and Bushell looked towards the
ground. ‘Chrigt dmighty,” he sighed.

‘They can’t get up here, can they? Wilcox wondered timidly, concerned that he really wasto blame
for this unsettling new development. He looked over towards Bushell for an answer. Bushdll shrugged his
shoulders.

‘Don’'t know. Can’'t see why not. If enough of them keep pushing forward from behind, my guessis
they’ll gart dimbing eventualy.’

‘But they won't get up here, will they?
Bushd| shrugged his shoulders again.

‘This place has one main saircasein the middle of the building,” he explained, gtill staring degp into
the vast crowd below them. * There are a couple of fire escapes, but they’ re blocked off asfar as| know.
To be honest, | didn’t look into security too deeply when | got here. There didn’t seem to be any need
when the place ill had afront door.’

Wilcox glared a him for amoment.
‘So what are you saying?

‘If there are enough of them and they keep coming, who knows what they’ |l be able to do. Give them
enough time and there' s every chance they’ll manage to get up here’

‘Canwe gtill get out of hereif we need to?

‘Wl | think we can get back down no problem,” Bushell sighed, ‘ but what we do once we' re
down thereis anyon€e' s guess. Thanksto you lot the building is surrounded. | can’t seeaway out.’



‘Let’sal keegp cam and try and get thingsinto perspective,’ Proctor said quietly, doing his best to
prevent panic from spreading. ‘ The chances of them getting to us are dim and we' re so high up here that
they’ 1l probably disappear long before they even get close!’

“Y ou reckon? Elizabeth snapped. * There doesn’'t seem to be much e se happening in town this
morning, doesthere? It looks like we re the main attraction.’

Bushell, Elizabeth, Wilcox and Proctor stood side by side at the window and stared down. The
streets below werefilled with grey, staggering bodies and in the absence of any other distraction the
whole damn rotting mass seemed to be making itsway towards the hotel.

There were dready thousands of them down there, and thousands more were dangeroudy close.

DAY NINE

THE GARDEN SHED

Lester Prescott thrives on order and uniformity. On many levels he has constantly proved himself
to be an inept and dysfunctional human being. He finds it difficult to connect with people
emotionally. Although he hastried, over the years he has proved himself to be a boring and dull
husband, a passion-free and unimaginative lover and, perhaps worst of all, a disappointment both
as a father and role model. Lester has, however, excelled in other areas of hislife. Hishomeis
pristine and perfect and is Situated in a relatively well-to-do residential area, he iswell respected
socially and is the most accurate and productive accountant ever to have been employed by the
firm of Ashcroft, Jenkins and Harman. Lester Prescott thinks in black and white. Show a child a
cardboard box and they' Il turn it into a spaceship, a plane, a car, a robot suit or whatever else
their unrestricted imaginations can create. As far as Lester Prescott has always been concerned,
however, a cardboard box is, was and only ever could be a cardboard box.

Prescott and his long-suffering wife Janice have been married for twenty-seven years and two
months. For twenty-five of those years they’ ve lived in the same semi-detached house a third of
the way down Baker Road West . Twenty-three years ago next month their only child — Madeline —



was born. Maddy, as she's known, left home at the age of eighteen to study. She loves her parents
dearly but does her level best to only go back and see them when she absolutely hasto. She
recently qualified as a nurse and now works in a large hospital on the other side of town.

Last Tuesday morning Janice, Maddy and more than six billion other people were killed by the
most virulent virus ever to curse the face of the planet. Much to his surprise, Lester Prescott
survived.

Day eight ends and day nine begins. What will this day bring? This last week has been harder than |
could ever have imagined and | need to stop and take some time out now. None of it makes any sense. |
sometimes come here a night to try and work it al out. | Sit here on the end of Maddy’ s bed and |ook
around her room. It’sjust as she lft it when she went to university. Mother and | didn’t seeany point in
changing it until she'd got hersaf married and settled down in her own home. It'Il never happen now, of
course. I'll never change thisroom now. It'salittle oasis of normality in aworld that’ s gone completely
med.

The passage of time hasn't made any of thisany easier to understand or dedl with. The chain of events
which began last Tuesday are till as confusing, inexplicable and painful asthey were when they first
happened. It started like just about every other Tuesday has started since I’ ve worked for AJH. | arrived
at work at ten to eight, got my desk ready and then started on my figures. Bill Ashcroft (one of the senior
partners) was thefirst person it caught. He was standing talking to his secretary Allison when it took him.
| then watched it work itsway around the office, killing everyone around me, and | just sat there, too
afraid to move, waiting for my turn. | still don’t understand why it didn’t get me. | don’t know why |
escaped. Before | knew it | wasthe only oneleft dive.

| left the office as quickly as| could, stopping only to put away my papers again, pack my briefcase
and fetch my newspaper and coat from the cloakroom. | made my way home asfast as| could but the
journey was harrowing and painfully dow. Outsde it was asif someone had smply flicked a switch.
Everyone seemed to have died at dmost exactly the same moment. | saw hundreds of bodies down and
cars crashed. It seemed to take me forever to work my way through the wreckage and get back to the
house.

| had been thinking about Janice and Maddy constantly since leaving the office and | had hoped to
return home to find Janice Sitting there waiting for me. After al | seemed to have survived, so why
shouldn’t she have too? Sadly it wasn't to be. | found her in the kitchen, lying on her back on thefloor in
aninch and ahalf of water. The tap had been left running and the room was awash. My dear Janice was
soaked through. | set to work sorting things out straight away. | dried her off asbest | could and then
wrapped her in ablanket and covered her with black plastic refuse sackswhich | taped up. It wasn’t an
easy or pleasant task but | managed to get it done. It seemed alittle undignified at thetime, but | was
acting in accordance with the ingtructions contained in the government information booklet we received
last summer. Janice used to mock me because, by nature, | am occasionally pedantic and perhaps alittle
obsessive. She used to say that my attention to detail was infuriating. Thank goodness | am that way isal
that | can say. Asaresault of thefiling system I’ ve implemented in my study | was ableto lay my handson
the booklet immediately and dedl with my wife sbody quickly, humanely and hygienicdly, just asthe
government had ingtructed.

As| worked to move Janice' s body and clean up the messin the kitchen | kept a constant eye out for
Maddy. | felt sure that she’d come home beforelong and | wanted to make sure that Mother had been
properly dedt with before she arrived. My mood darkened with every minute that passed. Asif losing
my closest companion hadn’t been enough for one day, with each second that ticked by it looked



increasingly likely that my only child was gonetoo. Eventualy, at half-past one that afternoon, | could Sit
and wait no longer. | set out to find her. Once again my progress outside was frustratingly difficult and
dow. | arrived at the hospital in an hour and ten minutes and immediately started to ook for her.
According to my notes she should have been on duty but | couldn’t find her. | had an awful time
searching through the bodies for Maddy. So many poor, innocent people had lost their lives so suddenly
andinexplicably...

When | couldn’t find her on any of the wards she covered | worked my way back from the hospital
to the house she shared with her friends Jenny and Suzanne. It wastherethat | found our little girl in her
front garden, lying on her back in the long grass. Bloody hell, she deserved much more than that. Such a
cruel, sudden and undignified end to such a short and beautiful life. It broke my heart to see her like that.
| put her inthe car and brought her back home with me. | dedlt with her body in accordance with officia
ingructions, just as| had Mother’s.

It wasimpossible and undignified to leave my family out on the patio as| had done. They both
deserved so much more than that. | read through the government booklet again that afternoon. It said that
the bodies of any fatdities should be buried away from the house. Degjectedly | decided | would haveto
do just that. | dragged them both the length of the garden to the small area of lawn between the garden
shed and Maddy’ sold swing. We d origindly brought her that swing on her sixth birthday but Mother
and | decided we' d keep it even after she'd grown out of it and stopped using it. It was awaysthere to
remind us of her. She used to have so much fun playing on it with her friends. Even now whenever | look
atitdl I can seeisyoung Maddy swinging onit in the summer sunshine. We had hoped that we' d have
grandchildren to useit one day.

| unlocked the shed and went inside.

The garden shed has aways been my escape. Aswell as being avery practical and convenient
storage space, it was dso aquiet and comfortable little areawhere | could sit and work or read my
paper or listen to sport on the radio. Maddy and her mother liked their television and their soap operas
but | couldn’t abide the constant noise and distraction. Quite often —amost daily in the summer months,
certainly most weekends—1 would shut myself away in the shed and relax in my own company with a
cup of teaor aglass of something stronger.

Beforel picked up my tools| sat down on the deck chair in the corner of the shed and tried to take
stock of al that had suddenly happened around me. Sitting there it was hard to comprehend the enormity
and findlity of what had happened and | could hardly bdlieve that my wife and daughter’ slifeless bodies
lay just inches away. With tearsin my eyes| looked around the little wooden hut and remembered al that
| had lost. The season was almost over and the mower and some of the garden tools had been cleaned
and were ready to be put away. On the opposite wall was where | stored the summer things that Maddy
and her mother used to use; plastic patio furniture, sun-loungers and deck chairs, garden games and the
like. Inasmall wooden box tucked away in one corner | found a collection of brightly coloured buckets
and spades which | had again kept for those grandchildren who would now never arrive. They reminded
me of many summer holidays now long gone where Maddy, Mother and | would spend endless days
playing on the beach in the blistering sun. All of that seemed hundreds of miles and thousands of years
away now.

With aheavy heart | stood up, picked up my spade and the garden edging tool, and set to work. |
took arough measurement of the length and width of Maddy’ s body (she was dightly taller and thicker
st than her mother) and marked out the shape of the two gravesin the turf close together. | carefully
lifted the turf and then spent the next two hours digging. Although we used to go to church most Sundays
| wasn't quite surewhat | should say before | covered up their bodies. It was difficult to think of the right



words. | loved them both very much but I’ ve dways found it hard to properly express my fedlings. Being
gushing, emotiona and romantic was something I’ ve dways struggled with, such words have never come
naturally to me. In any event | thanked God for their lives and asked that they would now find peace.
They were good people and | was confident they would. | wasfar less sure about what the future had in
store for me.

I"'m not the kind of man who sits around fegling sorry for mysdf. | wouldn’'t have been doing anyone
any favoursif I'd just sat there and done nothing. | spent alot of time over thefirst two days of the crisis
trying to make sense of what had happened but | soon realised that it wasimpossible. No answerswere
forthcoming. Moreto the point, | couldn’t find anyone or anything to help me find those answers. Strange
asit seemed, the whole world seemed to suddenly have died. The whole world, that was, except me. |
read through the government booklet again and again but it was of little help. It kept talking about how
the authorities would help and how | should St and wait for further instructions from them. | was ready to
st and wait, but | was pretty certain that no further instructions were ever going to come. Asfar asl
could tdll (and | didn’t do anything to verify the vdidity of my clam) | wasthe only man left dive.

So what did | need to do in order to sit and wait? | had plenty of food at the house, but it was aready
clear that I’ d need more. With each hour that passed it seemed more and more likely that what had
happened was going to take many weeks and months, possibly even yearsto sort out —if it ever got
sorted out at dl. | needed to be ready to fend for mysdlf for along, long time. With that in mind | took
the car round to the shops and started to collect supplies. Food, cleaning materias, clothing, medicines...
even books, paper and pens. | had already realised that it would be important to try and keep myself
occupied both physically and mentaly. | had written mysdlf acomprehensive ligt that ran to dmost two
full sheets of paper. | managed to get just about everything | needed and it took two tripsin the car to get
it al back home. It didn’t fed right taking such alarge amount of goodswithout paying, but | had no
means of making payment and there was obvioudy no-one there to make payment to. Instead | made a
second list of what I’ d taken and a so the cost of each individua item. When some semblance of
normality finally returned, | decided, | would go back and make a payment for everything | had been
forced to take. The proprietors of the shopsinvolved, if they ever returned, would undoubtedly
understand.

Thethird morning was as frightening and disorientating as the first had been. Just when | was
beginning to get used to my stuation it changed again. On the third morning many of the bodies that had
falen and died suddenly began to drag themsalves back up onto their feet again. When | saw thefirst of
them | hoped that was the end of it, that thiswasthe first indication of an impending return to normdlity. It
quickly became clear that was not the case. The bodies that had moved were unresponsive and Sow. |
stood out in the middle of theroad in front of the house and stopped the body of Judith Springer from
number 19 asit staggered past the end of the drive. | had known Judith and her husband Roy for many
years, but the cold, empty creature which stood in front of me that morning was most certainly not Mrs
Springer. It looked the same (save for afew unpleasant Signs of deterioration) but it failed to react asa
norma human being should. For goodness sake, the bloody thing wasn't even breathing.

| shut my door on the rest of the world again and went through to the back of the house. What about
Maddy and her mother? Had their condition changed aso? | found myself faced with the bizarre and
repulsive (but very real) possibility that the wife and daughter | had buried just two days earlier might
now betrying to escape from their hastily dug graves. | made my way through to the back garden and
crouched down next to the two dightly raised humpsin the turf. There had been no change asfar as|
could see. | didn’t know what to do for the best. | lay there and put my ear to the ground and listened
but | couldn’t hear anything and | couldn’t fed any movement. | reminded mysdlf that not al of the bodies
outsde were moving again, some still lay wherethey had fdlen. | didn’t know whether Maddy and her
mother remained motionless or whether | had buried them too deep for them to be able to get out. For a



second | serioudly contemplated digging them up and exhuming their bodies, but what would thet have
achieved? If they were cagpable of moving, so what? What difference would it have made? Judith
Springer, as vacuous and uninteresting as| had always found her, was most certainly dead, despite the
fact that she was suddenly and inexplicably mobile again. | decided that it was kinder both to Maddy and
her mother to leave them where they were and preserve what remained of their dignity.

| sat out in the garden shed again that afternoon and read abook and occasiondly dozed lightly. My
deep was punctuated with desperate dreams and twisted nightmares about my dead daughter and wife.
It was dmost dark when | woke up properly and went back inside. The low light increased my unease. |
regretted having dept. | tossed and turned al night in bed.

Asthe situation outside continued to change | made a conscious effort to try and find thingsto do to
try and keep myself positive and motivated. | had left the car parked on the drive and had stored the
provisons|’d taken at thefar end of the garage. Infact | had collected such an impressive volume of
suppliesthat they filled dmost the entire length of the cold, rectangular room. On the morning of the
fourth day, when there was finally enough light to see clearly, | sat at my desk in the study and made alist
of my dally dietary requirements. | used reference books, our family medical dictionary and the
encyclopaediato calculate the minimum | would need to eat each day to survive. | then spent the entire
day in the garage, dividing the numerous boxes and bags of food into equa-szed daily rations, making
sure there were sufficient levels of the necessary vitamins, proteins and whatever other chemicals|
needed for each day. | also dlowed mysdlf adaily luxury —acan of beer or apacket of sweetsfor
example. It quickly became apparent that | wouldn't be able to get quite everything | needed from my
provisons. | decided | would haveto look at fetching vitamin and minera supplementswhen | next went
out, if they proved necessary. During the day | aso became very aware that none of the food | had was
fresh. Perhaps, | thought to mysdlf, | could start trying to grow my own vegetablesif my stuation
remained unchanged for any length of time. Janice and | had aways maintained asmall vegetable plot,
but perhaps | would need to expand the operation over the coming year. Sitting there on the garage floor
surrounded by packages of food | found the idea of having to fend for myself on such abasic level

grangely exciting.

| worked long and hard that day and, by eight o’ clock when the light had all but disappeared again, |
was finished. On the garage floor lay forty-three separate food parcels for the next forty-three days. |
tried not to think of them asrations but that, in effect, was what they were. Tak of rationing made it
sound like it was wartime, but it most certainly wasn't. For meto have been at war | needed an enemy,
and at that moment intime| was very definitely aone. | locked the sde garage door and walked around
to the back door and let myself back into the house.

Things changed again on the morning of day five.

| woke up and threw back the curtains to find myself looking down on a street scene very different to
the one | had last seen the previous evening. Outside my house was avast and continualy growing crowd
of people. Initially elated | quickly got dressed and readied mysdlf to go outside to see what they wanted.
These people—adthough similar in gppearance to the empty soulswho had been dragging themselves
aong the sreetsfor the last two days— behaved differently. They were definitely gravitating around my
house with a purpose, not just drifting by. | stood out there with them, separated from the crowd by only
the metal gate acrossthe end of the drive, and for what felt like an eternity | said nothing. My heart sank
as| got closer to them. Their faces were blank and empty and they seemed to ook through me asiif |
wasn't there. The nearest few figures were being continually jostled and pushed against the gate by those
immediately behind them and yet they failed to react or stand their ground. | tried to speak to them but



they didn’t acknowledge my words. Every time | opened my mouth to address them therewas aripple
of sudden movement (bordering on muted excitement) throughout the crowd, but none of them seemed
capable of responding to me properly. | began to lose my temper. Perhapsit wasjust the frustration of
my increasingly confusing situation getting the better of me. Whatever the reason, | stood there & the end
of the drive shouting and screaming at them to answer me. It was an embarrassing show of uncontrolled
emotion which | immediately began to regret.

| returned to the house and stood at the bedroom window hoping to make sense of what was
happening. Although the behaviour of the bodies outside had changed, it occurred to methat my overal
gtuation remained much the same. What the people on the other side of the gate did or didn’t do had no
bearing on my fight for surviva. Ultimately there had been no substantial changein my situation or my
priorities—1 had to continue to fight and fend for mysdlf. Asthe government booklet had said, | needed
to st and walit.

| could see more and more of the bodies approaching from various directions, perhaps drawn to the
house as aresult of my undignified rant in the Sreet earlier. Whatever the reason, with little else
happening in the neighbourhood it seemed that my home was rapidly becoming the centre of attention. It
dowly dawned on me that, with everything else dead and silent around me, there was nothing else to
distract them. More and more of them would undoubtedly keep coming. | decided that | had few
options. | could lock the doors, close the curtains and Sit and wait until they disappeared, or | could pack
up now and run. After having worked so long and so hard for everything | owned | knew there was no
way | could bring mysdlf to leave home, especiadly not now that my family were buried in the back
garden. | knew immediately that | was going to stay there. It was now just aquestion of how comfortable
and safe | could make mysdlf.

Although accountancy was my chosen vocation, | have dways had ataent for working with my hands
and have prided mysalf on some of theimprovements | have made around the house over the years. |
made furniture for Maddy’ sroom, | decorated throughout (severa times), | re-glazed afew windows
and | laid the patio and built alow brick wall around it. On top of that | devised and constructed storage
areasin the attic, the garage, the study, the utility room and the shed. | approached the strengthening of
the house with redl relish and | planned it carefully. If nothing el se, the project would kegp me occupied
for afew days at least and would help the dragging, londly hours pass with more speed than they had so
far been.

| needed to go out to the hardware store and get materias. Timber, fixings, tools and numerous other
bits and pieces were necessary to protect the house as | wanted. | had to leave but | couldn’t get the car
off the drive. The crowd around the front of the house was, by now, more that fifty bodiesdegpin
places. Even if | had been able to get the car onto the road, in doing so | would inevitably have opened
up the drive and the front of my property would have been surrounded. With still more of them arriving
by the minute | didn’t fancy the prospect of trying to herd the unresponsive throng away from my house
and back onto the street.

When we d first moved into Baker Road West there had been alarge expanse of grassdand beyond
the fence at the bottom of our garden. Five and a half years ago the council sold the land to ahousing
developer who built more than doubl e the sensible number of houses they should have onit. | certainly
would never have considered buying aplot there. They were crammed together and their gardens were
virtudly non-existent. | had an acquaintance who lived there and | dropped him back home after golf on
anumber of occasions. The estate was like arabbit warren, asprawling maze of cul-de-sacs, groves and
avenues. To squeeze more homesin, many of the later phases were built with garages at the bottom of
their gardens with access from atrack which led along the back of their properties and, by defaullt,
across the back of mine also. Although | hadn’t yet solved the problem of getting to the hardware store,



the track provided me with a convenient means of getting close to the house with the equipment I'd
collected when | returned.

| decided to walk. Asrisky and dangerous asit may have sounded, it strangely seemed the most
sensibleway to leave. | could climb over the back fence, cregp down the track and then quietly and
carefully make my way aong the main road to the hardware centre at the bottom of the hill. The store
catered for trade as well asthe generd public. There were trucks and vans which could be hired to help
transport bulky loads. I’ d hired one previously when I’ d built the patio. | decided | would use one again
to bring back whatever it was | decided to take.

In five minutes under two hours | was back. My trip out progressed with little incident, savefor afew
uncomfortable moments in the hardware store car park when | found that another crowd of ragged,
dishevelled people had gathered around the front of the building after | had disappeared inside. | took my
time and moved around quietly, hoping that they wouldn’t notice me. | used atrade entrance at the rear
of the building to load up asmdll truck and was able to load everything before any of them had seen me.
Oncel got home | parked the truck at the back of my house and threw the timber and other items |’ d
taken over the fence. | left the truck whereit wasjust in case | needed to use it again.

The figuresin the streets had become increasingly inquisitive and, for want of a better word, nosy. |
couldn’t move without huge swathes of shuffling, lethargic bodies tripping towards me. They gppeared
washed out and empty and, although they were easy to brush to the Side, their unwanted attention made
me fedl uncomfortable. If they continued to come, | thought to mysdlf, the house might end up surrounded
by incal culable numbers of them and | might end up using the hardware store truck as a means of escape.
| couldn’t imagine leaving. | decided that it was more important than ever to make my property as strong
and secure as possible. | set about barricading and strengthening every door and window, even every
vent, no matter how small, indggnificant or unreachable it gppeared.

| began with the front of the house. My property is aready separated from the road by aknee-high
brick wall with alow iron railing on top and astrong iron gate. It seemed sensible to try and increase the
height of the barrier, to completely block the house and myself from view asfar aswaspossible. | sank a
row of six-foot concrete posts and fence pandsinto the flower bed directly behind thewall and | used
nylon rope and chainsto secure asplit panel onto the gate (which | aso locked with a hefty padliock |
had taken from the store). The front of the house was the hardest place to work. The relentlessinterest of
the people on the street was unsettling and disturbing. On more than one occasion | had to push them
back to get them out of theway. | asked them to move back but the bloody things were incapable of any
positive response. Inthe end | just shoved them off my drive and back into the crowd.

| did abeautiful job on the ground floor doors. In amoment of ingpiration | decided to build a second
timber frame around each entrance and fitted new doors on top of the existing ones. Solid wooden fire
doors, separately hinged and able to open independently. Perfect. | did something smilar with the
windows, making wooden shutters that completely blocked out thelight. | couldn’t help but make a
terrific amount of noise as| fitted them. | had no option but to drill into the masonry around the windows
and doors. From the top of the ladder working on the front of the house | could see over the newly
raised fence and | was able to see the dramatic effect the noise was having on the crowd of peoplein the
street. Some of them began to bang and hammer angrily on my new gate. At times the noise they made
threatened to drown out the sound of my drill. | was dmost relieved when the battery pack ran out.

It took the best part of two days to make the house as secure as | wanted it. By thetime I’ d finished
| was exhausted. | worked whenever it was light, knowing that | would have plenty of timeto stop and
rest once the job was complete. At six-thirty on Tuesday evening —more than aweek since al of this had
started — | sat out on the lawn next to Maddy and her mother and |ooked back at the house with pride.



They would have been impressed with what I’ d achieved, | was sure. If nothing e se they would have
been proud of the fact that | had survived when so many others had fallen. Perhaps Janice wouldn't have
been too keen on the aesthetic side of the dterations, but she' d have surely appreciated their
functionality. | sat between the graves of my wife and my daughter with acan of beer and the remainder
of my daily rationsand findly alowed mysdf to relax. Thefood and drink tasted better than ever. | had a
normal appetitefor thefirst timein days. Rationed food wasn't so bad after dl, | decided. | had afairly
wide sdlection of tastes and flavoursin each day’ s supply. | fully appreciated that my choices might lessen
and become subgtantially more limited astime progressed but, for now, | was doing fine. Tired, but fine.

| dept well last night.

Thismorning | found that the Situation had deteriorated again. Things have suddenly become much
lesscertain and | fed increasingly unsure. Although the house is now secure, today | fed scared and the
enormity of what has happened to the world has again become painfully apparent.

| lay lazily in bed for awhile, resting after the efforts of the last two days. When | findly got up | went
to the front of the house and opened up the new wooden shutters which cover the spare bedroom and
bathroom windows. | immediately saw that the crowd outside had more than doubled in size. It now
stretched from one end of the street to the other —filling the entire length of Baker Road West —and |
couldn’t understand why. Surely once | had finished work on the house and was out of sight the people
outsde should have drifted away, shouldn’t they? | cautioudly prised the bathroom window open and
listened. Although not one of them spoke, there was a congtant and very definite noise coming from the
unwanted gethering. The sound of shuffling feet, bodies tripping and falling, things being knocked over in
the Street and smashed, tired hands being dammed against my fence... Individualy the sounds were
inggnificant and indigtinct but together they were uncomfortably loud. It was obviousthat thiswas no
longer acrowd which would smply drift away again. | could see even more people arriving and joining
the edges of the huge gathering.

| ran to the back of the house, thinking that if | did have to leave quickly | could use the hardware
store truck which I’ d left parked on the track behind the fence at the end of the garden. It was no good,
the truck was surrounded. Those bloody things had somehow found the entrance to the track and had
filled it for asfar as| could seein both directions. There were bloody hundreds of them out there,
wedged in so tight that they could hardly move.

The front of the house was cut off, as was the back. Increasingly concerned and unsettled | fetched
my binoculars from the study and tried to make afull assessment of the Situation. The news wasn't good.
My house — number 47 —istwo-thirds of the way down Baker Road West which isafairly straight road.
Looking out of the back of my property there are more houses behind and to theright. To the left, two
hundred and fifty yards (ten houses) away, isalarge pub, The Highway. To my horror thismorning | saw
from the bedroom window that the pub car park wasfull of more of the dark, shuffling people. The
crowd wasimmense, and it dwarfed the gathering at the front of my house. And, worst of all, al that
separated them from my garden and my house was € even wooden fences. The fences around my
property aredl in relatively good repair, but the same couldn’t be said for those bel onging to some of my
neighbours. | would frequently see their fences wobbling in strong winds and | doubted whether they’ d
be able to withstand much force. | had an uneasy fedling in the pit of my stomach that the mass of bodies
inthe car park would be able to exert more than enough collective pressure to bring them down.

At the other end of the road, a most out of sight from where | watched, was another crowd of smilar
proportions to the one outside the house. What had | done? What anidiot | had been. | knew that | was
responsible for bringing the people here. In my haste and enthusiasm to protect the house and make it



secure the noise | had made had inadvertently revealed my position to untold thousands of the damn
things. Did | st and wait this out or take my chances and run? My two origina choices seemed suddenly
to have been dashed to one. There was no obvious way of getting out.

| read through the government booklet again and again, hoping that | would find apage I’ d somehow
missed previoudy that might give me someidea of how to deal with my situation. No matter how hard |
dtared at the pages there was nothing. There was information on dealing with bomb thregts, hostage
gtuations, flu epidemics and terrorist attacks, basic first aid advice and alist of emergency telephone
numbers (usdless as the phone had been dead al week) but nothing to help me with the sudden and very
redl threat that | wasfacing. Apart from me the entire population had fallen and died, and now most of
them seemed to have returned from the grave and were gravitating around my house. What the hell was|
supposed to do?

During the course of the day now ending | have watched the crowds dowly draw closer. Just before
one o' clock this afternoon the fence around the pub car park finaly gave way under the weight of the
countless bodies pushing againgt it. With the barrier down the people pushed, shoved and surged into the
first garden only to stop when they dammed into the fence on the other side. It began to wobble and
shake precarioudy but, for atime, it stayed intact, finaly faling about an hour and ahaf later when it
could no longer withstand the pressure being exerted from behind. The size of the crowd wasincredible.
As each fence collapsed it was asif adam had burst its banks and the people poured through like an
unstoppable wave.

Bill Peters, who lived a number 55, had a good, sturdy fence with concrete posts and a strong base
which held up their progressfor awhile. Even Bill’ sfence wasn't good enough to stop them. They finaly
broke through at aquarter past four, leaving them just three gardens away from my home.

Day eight endsand day nine begins.

It salittle before one now and I’'m dtting in Maddy’ s room watching them. | can see them from the
end of the bed. | can see hundreds, probably thousands of shifting, bobbing heads moving in the cold
moonlight. The recent nights have been overcast and dark but tonight the sky is clear and the moon isfull
and | can see everything. | wish it would disappear back behind the clouds. I’ d rather see nothing.

| can't get out of here now. Evenif | could, I'm not surethat I"'d want to. Thisis my home.
Everything I’ ve ever worked for ishere. The people | did al the work for are here too, buried at the
bottom of the garden. Thissmdll plot of land ismy world. | have nowhere e seto go and thereisno-one
elseto goto. | will not give up what ismine. | would rather die here than anywhere else, and asthe clock
tickstonight the end of my life seems strangely inevitable.

I’m cam. | fed nervous and unsure and | don’t want to face them, but I’m calm and I’ m keeping my
head. | will maintain my dignity and pride and | will continue to defend what's mine. There will beno
kicking and screaming and no shame.

Oh, Chrigt... The splinter and crack of wood and another fence goes down. | move to the window
and | can seethat the crowd is closer than ever now, surging avkwardly across Pauline and Geoff
Smart’slawn and damming againgt the fence on the other sde of their garden. They are now just two
gardens away from me. It won't be long now.

Three-fifteen.



I’ve sat here usdlesdy and watched them move closer. The penultimate fence is down now and afew
thin wooden panels are dll that separates the crowd from my property. I'm standing at the window now,
looking directly at them. There doesn't seem to be any point trying to keep out of sight. It won't make
any difference. Even if they don’t know I’ m here, their progressis unstoppable. They’ re coming here
whatever.

| don’t fed right. Something’smissing. | know what it is— I shouldn’t be stood up here watching
them and waiting to mount my fina defence, | should be down there. More to the point, | should be with
Maddy and her mother when it hgppens. It’ s not the house | should be defending, it’s my family.

If I’'m out there then everything will happen as soon as the fence comes down. If | stay up herel’ll be
watching and waiting for God knows how long until they get into the house, and I'm not entirdly sure
they’ Il be ableto get insde, no matter how many hundreds of them there are. They don’'t seem capable
of doing anything that requires thought or concentration, they just blunder about continualy. | doubt if any
of them would even be able to open abloody door. My provisions are stored out in the garage. | don’t
think I ve got time to bring them al into the house now and eveniif | did I'd just be sat here with my
memories, waiting for them to get in or for the end to findly arrive. Imagine starving to desth in your own
home. It’s not right. That's not how | want to go...

I’ll go outside.

Couple of hoursandit’ll dl be over.

Lester Prescott quietly and tearfully left his daughter’ s room and shuffled across the landing
to the bedroom he and Janice had shared for the last twenty-five years. Tired, dejected and with
his heart heavy and full of resignation, sorrow and grief, he opened the wardrobe and took out his
favourite jumper. Threadbare and tattered, it was the jumper he always used to wear when he
was out in the garden at weekends. He pulled it on over his head and then sat down on the edge of
the bed to tighten his shoe laces and pull up his socks.

Pausing only to take four cans of beer from his next week’ s rations, he took one last long ook
around his home and then went outside. He walked the length of the garden, looking around with
pride and even now stopping to pick a weed from between the slabs on the patio and to tidy the
edge of a flower-bed where the uncut grass has started to tumble towards Janice’ s prized plants.
He stopped when he reached the garden shed and looked down at the two uneven moundsin the
lawn where he’' d buried hiswife and only child.

Seems a shame that it all hasto finish like this, he thought as he disappeared into the shed and
fetched a spade and garden fork with which he could defend himself when the fence came down.
He then squeezed his backside onto the seat of Maddy' s swing and sat and |ooked back at the
house. All that work for nothing. All those years of relentless number-crunching, day after day,
week after week. Maybe he should have taken more time off? Perhaps he should have spent more
time at home. And when he’ d been at home, should he have spent more time sitting doing nothing
with his family instead of working on his projects or hiding himself away in the garden shed?
Lester opened hisfirst can of beer and drank half of it in a series of quick, gassy gulps. He' d never
been much of a drinker and the beer made him feel slightly sick. He belched and wiped his mouth
and looked at the fence which was now rocking and shaking with the force of untold numbers of
bodies behind it. Hope | can get through enough of these to take the edge off the fear, he thought,
shaking his half-full can and stifling another belch.



Bloody hell, Lester sighed sadly, thisis like waiting to see the dentist. Just wish we could get it
over with.

Lester had just started hisfinal can of beer when it finally began. For the briefest of moments
he’ d actually managed to become distracted with pointless, random thoughts about nothing in
particular and he' d almost forgotten what was about to happen. The sudden sharp crack of
splintering wood brought him crashing back to reality. He jumped to his feet and grabbed the
garden fork, holding it out in front of him like a four-pronged bayonet.

The fence had given way at the other end of the garden, nearer to the house. It was difficult to
see much from his present position, but he was vaguely aware of dark, swarming movement
around the building close to the garage door. It was frighteningly indistinct and random, but
something was definitely happening. The fence — already weakened closeto the house — now
began to bow and buckle about halfway up the garden. Lester watched asiit dipped further and
further down, finally dropping so low that he could see the heads and shoulders of the dark,
relentlessly advancing bodies on the other side. Their direction, although to a large degree
random and uncoordinated, was obvious and inevitable.

Asthe first few bodies began their stilted, awkward walk towards him, Lester took up position
in front of the graves of his family. His heart began to thump angrily in his chest. What would they
do to him? Were they capable of an attack or would they just trample him down? He couldn’t
look away. His gut-wrenching fear made it impossible for himto do anything but stare directly at
the dark advancing shapes. He wanted to stop them. He didn’t care what they did to him, but he
wanted to stop them from trampling the graves of his wife and daughter. I might not have been
ableto tell you how | felt about you when you were alive, he thought, picturing Maddy and Janice
in his head, but | can show you now...

As the closest bodies lifted their weak, emaciated arms out for him, Lester lunged forward
with the garden fork. He smashed into the chest cavity of the nearest cadaver, skewering it and
sending it crashing to the ground. He wrenched the fork back out and swung it around at other
shadowy shapes, catching one of them on the side of the head and practically decapitating it.
Fuelled by adrenaline and fear he attacked again, diving deeper into the crowd, desperate to
defend his family’ s honour. The final section of fence that had remained standing suddenly came
down with a tremendous groan and an ominous heavy thump. Hundreds more bodies dragged
themselves into Lester’ s garden. He wanted to keep fighting but he didn’t have room to move.
They surrounded him on every side now, reaching for himand grabbing at himtirelessly. With
tears of panic in his eyes he span around, terrified and disorientated. Out of the corner of his eye
he spied the dark silhouette of the garden shed and he ran towards it, pushing and kicking bodies
out of the way. He reached out for the door handle, knowing that the end of his life was close but
too scared to let it happen. He knew that he was doing nothing but prolonging the inevitable
(perhaps only by a few minutes) when he flung the door open and crashed inside. The door
flapped shut in the wind behind him, the sudden noise leaving the mass of bodies in no doubt asto
where he was hiding. Now sobbing uncontrollably, Lester collapsed into his deckchair in the
corner and waited.

So many memories. The garden shed, the coldest, weakest and most exposed part of his
property, suddenly felt reassuringly strong and warm. In the half-light he looked around and
remembered all that he was about to lose. The tools with which he and Janice had lovingly tended
their small plot of land. The battered wooden tea-chest on which he used to leave his paper or his



book and his drink when he dozed in the shed on long, relaxing Saturday afternoons. The plastic
table and chairs which had been dragged out onto the patio each year when they’ d entertained
family and friends. And finally the box of garden games and the buckets and spades and all those
memories of being with Janice and Maddy. All about to be lost forever. Most of it already gone.
Lester knew that not long remained now.

Mor e through luck than judgement a single skeletal hand managed to wedge itself between
the flapping door and the door frame and threw it open. The first body dragged itself into the
shed, followed by an apparently endless queue of others. Do | know you? Lester stared at the
rotting shadow which [urched towards him. Were you once a friend or someone | used to work
with, he wondered? Have | passed you on the street or did | work on your accounts? The
creature’ s face, repellent in the cold moonlight and shadow, was vacant and unrecognisable.

Lester stood up to try and push the bodies away but their numbers now were too great.
Forced onto his back foot, he struggled to stop himself moving back further into the shed. One of
the bodies trying to get inside tripped and fell, pushing those in front of it forward with surprising
force and speed. Like dominoes they fell, crashing into Lester and knocking him back. He
slammed against the back wall of the shed unexpectedly, feeling a sudden stinging pain between
his shoulders as the ten steel prongs of his garden rake punctured his skin. It was more a
disorientating discomfort than pain as such. Lester lifted his arms and shielded his face from the
rotting bodies which continued to advance, pushing him back onto the wall and forcing the spikes
deeper and deeper into his back.

Warmith, he thought to himself as blood from the puncture wounds seeped down his back. The
heat from the blood was strangely comforting. Unable to move or help himself, Lester’ s legs gave
way underneath him and he crashed to the ground, taking several bodies down with him. The rake
dislodged itself in the fall, and Lester was able somehow to roll over onto his back. He closed his
eyes and screwed up his face as an unknown number of rotting feet trampled down on him.

Lying in parallel with the bodies of Maddy and her mother outside, Lester looked up at the
roof of the garden shed for as long as he could keep his eyes open.

ROBERT WOOLGRAVE

I’m starting to think | might have got thisal wrong. I’ ve gone about it dl the wrong way. | thought | was
s0 bloody clever to start with, thought | knew what | was doing. | wastoo quick off the mark. Think |
might have fucked it dl up for mysdlf.

Fuck the lot of them. That wasthe attitude | took from the minute dl of this started. Didn't seem to be
much point doing anything ese. | had to be sdfish, didn’t 1?1f I’ d have spent dl my time looking out for
the thousands of fuckerslying dead on the ground then | might aswell have just given up and laid down
with them. | had to try and give myself afighting chance. It's pretty bloody obviousthat it’s every man for



himsdlf now. How could it not be when I’ m the only man left?

Hindsight isafucking greet thing. If I’ m honest though, | probably wouldn’t have done anything any
different if I’ d had the chanceto do it again. | did what pretty much everyone else would have donein the
same situation. After I'd got my head around what had happened | spent some time looking for other
survivors and trying to find help. It was pretty bloody obvious pretty bloody quickly that | wasthe only
oneléft. | took one of the cars from work and drove round the city. | tried stopping in different places
and shouting out for awhile. | droveright into the middle of the pedestrian areaand stopped the car in
the shopping centre and yelled my bloody lungs out but no-one came. After that there didn’t seemto be
any point trying. If | was going to find other people, that was where they’ d have been. And even if they
were hiding in other places, everywhere was so damn quiet that the sound of the car’ s engine should have
been enough to let anyone who was il alive know where | was. It didn’t take long for me to cometo
the conclusion that, for some bloody ridiculous reason, there wasn't anyone e se. When the bodies
started to pick themselves up off the ground and walk again | decided that enough was enough. | had to
gtart thinking about my safety and nothing else. Scariest fucking thing I" d ever seen, that was, seeing them
dragging themselves up and moving around. Worse than watching the rest of the world dying around me
last week. Completely fucking terrifying.

| didn’t know whereto start. | made the office my base. It was a choice between my flat and the
office and as the other flats were filled with corpsesit was a pretty smple decision to make. | went back
home to fetch clothes and afew of my things, then | collected as much food as| could carry in the back
of thecar. | dumped it dl in the office and set about trying to make the place alittle safer and better
protected. | work at CarLand, which isabloody stupid name for what is—what was— one of the biggest
and busiest second-hand car |ots in the country. Now it’ s nothing more than a bloody big and bloody
quiet car park.

The office was built a couple of years back. It'satwo-storey concrete and glass building right in the
middle of the car lot. It seemed as good a place as any to hide because CarLand’s on a business park
just off the motorway, it' snot actudly in the city. | spent sometime clearing out al the desksand
computers and other crap from thefirst floor and started trying to make mysalf comfortable. And that
was where | made my first mistake. It was too bloody easy to concentrate on comfort at the expense of
everything ese. | should have stopped to think.

| took avan and fetched mysalf some stuff from the furniture store on the other side of the road. | got
abed and amattress, a couple of easy chairs, asofaand atable. Nearly crippled myself getting that
bloody lot up the stairs. Then | started to get greedy. By the fourth day it was |ooking more and more
likely that | was going to be on my own here for along stretch so I made another trip out for food and
drink and | stopped at the el ectrical superstore on the other side of the business park on the way back. |
took as many battery powered thingsas | could find— CD players, portable DVD players, hand-held
games consoles and the like— and as many packets of batteriesas | could lay my handson. | had to have
something to keep mysdlf occupied, didn’t 1?1 didn’t fed bad taking the stuff. There was nothing | could
do, wasthere? It wasn't my fault that the rest of the world had dropped dead around me.

For acouple of days | was comfortable and | felt safe. Thought | wasliving alife of bloody luxury, |
did. Space, quiet, comfort and nothing to do except eat food, drink, listen to music, watch films and play
games. After awhile | stopped watching films. It just didn't fedl right. They left me feding empty and sad
and they reminded me of how everything used to be. | found myself some porn (nothing hardcore or
extreme) but | couldn’t even bring mysdlf to watchit. | couldn’t get turned on watching womenwho |
knew were most probably dead, lying rotting somewhere. And music... | siopped listening to music too.
| didn’t like wearing headphones. | couldn’t stand not being able to hear what was going on around me.
Playing video games, on the other hand, seemed to help. | couldn’t concentrate on puzzles or adventures,



but | got abigger kick than ever out of action and fighting games. They passed thetime and it helped to
be able to take out some of my frustrations on the screen.

Things started to go wrong last Saturday morning. | didn’t think I’ d been making much noise, but the
little sound | did make was starting to have an effect on the bodies outside the office. The bloody things
wouldn’t leave me adone. They hadn’t been interested in me before, but they suddenly changed. Chrigt,
they only had to see me moving in the window and they’ d turn and start walking towards the building.
Bloody things. They were dow moving and wesak and it didn’t take much effort to get rid of them, but
there seemed to be more and more of them. The way they moved scared me, and the way they just kept
coming. It didn’t matter what | did or didn’t do, once they knew where| wasthey'd just keep dragging
themsalves towards me and they wouldn’t fucking give up. | had to do something about them. | couldn’t
stand having them so close.

| spent dl day Monday trying to make the office even more secure. | went outside with as many sets
of keysas| could carry and | started moving cars closer to the building. | took my time and planned it
properly. | parked as many carsas| could right around the outside walls of the building and then moved
another layer up and parked them close to thefirst, and then another layer after that. It took me from ten
in the morning until late afternoon to get the job done but it was worth it. The placeis secure now. | |eft
mysalf away to get inand out if | haveto and | also |eft acouple of carsready just in case | haveto get
away quickly. Bottom lineis, though, none of those fuckers are going to get mewhilel’min here.

Something happened when | was moving the cars on Monday that really bothered me. | had to Start
getting aggressive with some of the bodies. It worked both ways, because those fucking things started
getting aggressive with mefirgt. | couldn’t believe it —one of the fuckersjust went for me completely out
of the blue. No provocation or anything. If it had been any stronger then | might have beenin red trouble.
Asitwasl just threw it to the Sde and carried on. When | wasinsde the carsthey werelessof a
problem. When | was on foot, though, things got alittle nastier. By the end of the day | had to get violent
with them to keep them out of my way and | didn’t enjoy thet at dl. It wasn't my fault and | didn’t have
any choice, but | had to do somethingsthat | realy wasn't comfortable with. | mean, | had kids and old
ladies coming a mefor Christ’s sake. Fucking hell, a one point | found mysdlf battering alittle kid
around the head with ajack from the boot of one of the cars. | had to do it. | had no choice. It was get
them before they get me—kill them or bekilled. After awhile | gave up trying to fight and manhandle
them and | started wiping them out with the cars. | fedl bad about it now, but there was a part of me that
actudly enjoyed it at the time. Fucking hell, by the end of the day | was chasing the fucking things round
the car park, ploughing them down and giving mysdf pointsfor killing them with style or a speed. Crazy
redly. It was only when | woke up the next morning and saw what |’ d done that | realised how stupid I'd
been. | must have killed more than fifty of the damn things. There was blood, guts and bits of bodies
everywhere.

| don’t feel s0 good today. I’'m scared. It’ s late on Wednesday night and there are hundreds of those
bloody things outside again. There sno way they can get to mein here but the damn thingswon't give
up. They just stand there, watching and waiting for me. I’ ve started trying to black out the windows
because | don’t want to see them and | don’t want them to see me. I’ ve started thinking some bloody
crazy thoughtstoo. I'm starting to wonder whether they’ re here for revenge. Are they coming to get me
because | wiped out so many of them? Am | athreat to them?

Chrigt | fed sick.

Don't know whether it’s something I’ ve eaten or something elsethat’s making mefed likethis. I've
lived on crap since this started — mostly chocolate, crisps, biscuits and other snacks — becausethat’s
been the easiest kind of food to find. | haven't eaten bread or anything fresh for days. My ssomach is



bad. It might just be nerves. Jesus, | hopethat’sdll itis. | stuck my head out of the door for a second this
afternoon and dl | could hear was the buzzing of thousands of fucking fliesand | started thinking about
the millions of fucking germs and diseases that are going to befilling the air soon, if they’ re not aready
there. I’ ve probably been breathing them in for days now. For Christ’s sake, the whole of the fucking car
lot is packed solid with human remains.

Thisbuilding is starting to smdll. It' s getting so bad in here that it smelsworse than outsde. It's
getting to the point where | can't stand it any longer. I’m not helping. I” ve had diarrhoea since yesterday
morning and | can't flush any of thetoilets. They’ re al backed-up with shit and there’ s nothing | can do
about it. | don’t have any water or bleach to clean them with. | wish I’ d been better prepared. Wish I'd
thought more about what I’ d need and spent more time getting food and water than fucking DVD players
and games machines.

I’ sdark now. There s nothing to do but Sit here and wait for morning. I’ m frightened. | don’t want to
listen to music or play bloody games anymore. | don't want to be distracted. | want to know everything
that’ s happening around me so that I’ m ready for them, but at the sametime | don’t want to look. | don’'t
want to see them.

I'mtired but | can't deep. | dept for alittle while this afternoon but it wasn't enough. | can't even
bring myself to shut my eyesnow, and evenif | could the pain in my guts would keep me avake.

Those fucking things fill won't leave. They just and there waiting for me. They try to climb over the
cars but they can't do it. They don’t have the coordination or the strength. | don’t know why they don’t
just go. They know I’'m here, I'm sure of it, but | don’t know what they want from me. | don’t think they
know.

I’ll stay herefor aslong as| can but I’ll haveto try and find some medicine and proper food soon.
Maybe’ll try and get away in the morning. Maybe I’ [l wait another couple of days.
I’ve built mysdf afucking prison.

KATE JAMES

They’ ve been gonefor days now. I’ m not exactly sure how long it’ sbeen. I’'velogt al track of time. I've
lost track of everything.

Things seemed to change when Michael, Carl and Emmaleft here. | should have gone with them. |
wish Id had the strength to go with them. | wanted to at thetime but | just couldn’t bring mysdlf to leave.
My head wastelling me that what they were doing wasright but when it came down to it nerves got the
better of me. When it cameto the crunch | couldn’t move. Like everyone else here | wastoo scared. |
was born in Northwich and I’ ve lived here al my life, give or take acouple of years. Might aswell finish
it here. Might aswell stay here now and end my days surrounded by the things and placesthat | know



and used to know and...
Come on. Got to stop it. Got to try and stop thinking like this.

The rest of the people here are asfrightened as | am. | can sense it coming off them. Y ou can amost
taste thefear in the air. No-one looks into anyone el se' s face anymore. People just stare at the ground.
Becauseif you start trying to communicate with anyone el se then you know you’ re going to end up
talking about the messwe' re in. When you do that you redlise just how bad things are and you start
thinking about how hopelessthe stuation redlly is. Y ou start to redise that thisis never going to get any
better, and that thisis as good asit’s going to get. Talk to other people and you start to remember
everything that you'velog.

The building isdeathly silent, and has been for days.

Thismorning four of them went out to get supplies. It wasn't through choice, they did it because
there’ s nothing | eft here and we were thankful that they agreed to go. We had absolutely nothing. No
food, no water, no fresh clothes, no medicine, nothing. They went out in one of the cars that had been left
in the car park outside the building. The noise of the engine sounded so loud and we just sat therein fear
because it made us fedl more vulnerable and exposed than we dready were. The sudden noise made me
realise just how quiet and dead the world has become. Hardly anyone speaks. People don’t even argue
or cry anymore. Thereisn’t any point.

| could still hear the car in the distance even after they’ d been gone for dmost ten minutes. | couldn’t
tell whether it was getting closer or still moving further away. 1t sounded directionless. The engine noise
eventualy faded away to nothing but then returned about an hour later. | sood and looked out into the
car park through the little window by the main door. The world seemed till and unmoving savefor the
bodies and the dead |eaves which blew across the ground. After what felt like forever therewas a
sudden burst of movement and frantic, frightened activity asthe car sped around the corner and back into
the car park. | opened the door and started to help the othersto get the things they’ d collected out of the
car and into the building.

The four men who had been outside were unnervingly quiet and subdued. They looked more
desperate and frightened (if that was possible) than they had been before they’ d lft. | could tell that
something waswrong but | didn’t want to know what. At that moment my ignorance was my only
protection, and a pretty bloody weak protection it was too. It was as we unloaded the car that | noticed
the bodies. Three or four of them at firgt, but soon their numbers had increased dramatically. They were
asdow and clumsy as any that we' d seen before, but they seemed to be dragging themselves down
through the car park from the road. They seemed to be moving towards usintentiondly. It was amost as
if they’ d followed the car. But that wasn't possible, wasiit?

One of the men looked back over his shoulder and saw them coming nearer.
‘Comeon, hehissed, hisvoicefull of fear. ‘Comeon, get insde’

The men barged past me, throwing bags and boxesinto the hal and forcing their way back into the
community centre. Thelast man—1 think it was Stuart Jeffries — pushed me ingde with him and dammed
the door shut behind us.

Jag Dhandra, one of the men who' d been out, was sat on the floor next to where | was standing,
dumped againgt thewall. Hisface was pae and his brown eyes wide with shock and dishelief. Tears
wererolling down his cheeks. He saw that | was staring at him.



‘They can seeus,’ he mumbled.
‘What? | asked, crouching down next to him.

‘They canfucking seeus’ he spat, his voice trembling with an uneasy combination of anger and fear.
‘Those bloody things out there can see usand hear usand...” He stopped talking momentarily and tried
(unsuccessfully) to compose himself. He cleared histhroat and tried to speek again. *We were getting the
stuff. We were busy with what we were doing and we didn’t notice them at first. When we looked up
and tried to get out there were hundreds of them al around the building. They were just stood there,
waiting for us’

‘But why?How could they...?

‘They could hear us!’ he repeated, his voice suddenly louder. ‘ The bloody things could hear us and
seeus!’

Therest of the peoplein the community centrewere dl silent, listening anxioudy to Jag’ sterrified
words. When he stopped talking | became aware of another noise behind me—adull, congtant thumping.
| stood up and walked back towards the door. | could fedl it moving as the bodies outsde collided with
it. Although weak and decaying they seemed to be hitting the side of the building with controlled force. |
looked out through the window. There was aready a crowd —somewhere between ten and twenty of
them asfar as| could see — gathered around the front of the building.

Christ, we' d been lucky until then. Stuck out there right on the edge of the town we' d somehow
managed to Stay pretty isolated and safe. Maybe it was because of our location, tucked away to the side
of aonce busy main road, out of sight. Perhapsit was just because we' d hardly made a sound for days
that we managed to escape their attention for so long. Whatever the reason, the trip out for supplies
today has blown whatever cover we might have had.

This afternoon the group has disintegrated. Already battered and bruised by days of constant
frustration, fear and grief, the people here seem now to have lost the last degree of control that they’ d
managed to hold onto. And once afew people started showing signs of cracking, most of the others
quickly followed.

Thefood and suppliesthat had been brought back earlier didn’t last long. Like apack of starving
dogs we descended (me included) in search of much needed food and drink. | couldn’'t help myself. | felt
ashamed and degraded as | scrabbled around on the dirty floor on my hands and knees with the rest of
them, desperately ripping open bags and boxesin search of anything that might give me alittle energy and
nourishment. Had it not been for the fear which distracted and tormented me, the hunger painsthat have
ripped a my gut for days now would surely havekilled me,

A couple of minutes ago two men and awoman began to fight. | don’'t know what caused it. It
garted in another room and | didn’t know it was happening until the woman stumbled out of the room
and tripped and fell on top of me. My face got smashed into the floor and | immediately tasted blood in
my mouth. The sudden shock and fright prevented me from fedling any pain at first but | can fed my solit
lip stinging now. The woman got up, pushed hersdf away from me, and then ran screaming back towards
one of the men who had followed her out into the hall. The force of her impact sent them both smashing
into the nearest wall which shook with the collision. | was scared. Asthey disappeared back into the
room | grabbed hold of dl the bags and boxes | could lay my hands on and crawled away into the
shadows.



Thefight il isn't over. Itsspilled out into the hal again. More people are getting involved. The
stockpile of supplies has quickly disappeared but people are till desperately hungry. They’rejoining in
the ruckus, desperate to get their hands on anything remaining. I’ m stting in virtua darknessin the
quietest, most secluded corner of the building I’ ve been able to find. I’ m looking through the scraps|
managed to keep hold of, dthough most of it is rubbish. Even though the others are being distracted by
thefight | don’t dare make a sound for fear of people turning on me and trying to take my things. I’ ve got
atin of cat food, asmadl bottle of milk drink (which has probably gone sour), abox of headache tablets
and atube of toothpaste. I’ ve started to est the toothpaste. | can’t bring myself to eat the cat food yet.

Thenoisein hereisfrightening and confusing. It’ slate afternoon and in the low gloomit' sdifficult to
see what' s happening around me. It' s starting to get dark outside and it’ s getting harder and harder to
see who' swho in the shadows which fill the main hal. Every so often the frantic noises and scuffles stop
momentarily and, in those few, random moments, | can hear more sounds coming from outside the
building.

The man caled Raph (who thought he wasin charge to begin with but who' s hardly spoken or even
moved for the last few days) has suddenly become more vocal and animated. He's scrambled up onto
hisfeet and he' s climbed up onto achair to try and look out of one of the small rectangular windows
which run dong the length of the main hdl. Histired, frightened faceis pressed againg theglassand he's
trying to look down towards the ground. Even from over here | can seethat thethin outsdewall he's
leaning againgt is being battered from outside.

He' slooking round now, trying to get peopl€ s attention.

‘Chrigt,” heyells, hisvoice uncomfortably loud and unsteady, ‘they’ re trying to get in! The bloody
thingsaretryingto get ingde!’

Hiswords have attracted the attention of everyonein the building and, for a second, the entire group
has become silent. The arguments and the fights have stopped. People have stopped what they’ re doing
and they’ re stlanding till and listening. And now we can dl hear it —there’ sa congtant barrage of bangs,
thumps and crashes coming from dl directions. It soundslike the whole community centreis surrounded.
If the man | spoketo earlier wasright and the bodies can somehow now respond to the things they can
see and hear, then it stands to reason that their individua interest in something is going to attract more and
more of them to the same place. The noise they made earlier with the car and the arguments was enough
to attract afew of the corpses. The shouts and cries and screams which have come from this place since
then must have attracted many, many more.

After the brief moment of stunned silence, panic is again tearing through the building.

Ra ph has jumped down from where he' s been standing and he' slost hisfooting and fallen onto
another man. The second man (I think his name is Simon Peters) has picked himsdlf up and has grabbed
hold of Raph by the scruff of his neck. Ralphiskicking and screaming. I’ m trying to push mysdlf further
and further into the shadows because | know that the trouble kicking off in the middle of the hal is about
to boil over into something far more serious. The people here are right on the edge. It’s not going to take
much to push them over...

Raph’ s been shoved down to the ground. He' slying thereand | can see him panting and struggling
to get up, hisface pressed hard againgt the dirty floor. He' s hdf-turned towards me. Even from a
distance | can see sheer and absolute terror in hisface. Like aman possessed he'' s somehow managed to
push himsdf up and he’ s knocked Peters out of the way. Pumped full of adrenaline and fear, he's
punching and kicking at Peters (who is haf hissze) and he's sent him redling. Now Petersison the
ground and their positions have been reversed. With a desperate, terrified look in his eyes Ralph has now



picked up the chair he' s spent most of the last day Sitting on and he'slifted it above his head. Petersis
looking up at him and he strying to crawl away backwards. | can't bear to watch. | know what’ s going
to happen. Ralph starts to bring the chair down and | look away. | can hear him smashing the chair down
on the other man. | can hear him grunting with effort and picking up the chair again and again and
smashing it down on the body at hisfeet. | force mysdlf to look up. | have to know what’ s happening.
Now Petersislying in the middle of the room in acrumpled hesp, twitching and shaking with blood
dripping from hishead. Ralph is standing over him, gtill holding the chair up high, looking ready to strike
aganif Petersmoves.

Someone—| couldn’t see who it was—just ran a Ralph and tried to grab the chair from him. He's
swung it a them, and he' s caught them on the side of the head and sent them crashing to the ground.
Now someone else— it might have been Jag Dhandra— has just run past me, sprinted down the length of
the hall, tripped over Peters now motionless body and is running down towards the main entrance.

| know what he' sdoing.
Jesus Christ, he' s opening the door.

Oh, God, Dhandra slost it and he’ smade arun for it. People are trying to get to him but it’ stoo late
to stop him. The door has been opened. | can dready hear the wind and fed the cold air blowing into the
building from outside. People are screaming. | can see them rushing to grab their belongings and get avay
from the door and move back towards this end of the community centre and...

And now | can seethem.
Bodies.

There' san endless stream of grey, featurel ess bodies dowly dragging themselvesinto theroom. The
people out in the hall can move with much more speed and control but they’ re ingtinctively recoiling from
the painfully dow cadaverswhich are lurching towardsthem.

| haveto get out of here. Jesus, | need to find away out.

There'snoway | can get back through the hall — there are far too many bodiesin here now —and |
don’t know of any other exit gpart from the windows. Now there are other people around me, al moving
in the same direction and trying to get away from the sea of dead flesh that continuesto push itsway
indde. I'mtrying to stand up but it’ sdifficult to move. Themain hall isalmaost completdy full of corpses
now. Ralphisdill in the middle of the room, swinging the chair around like amadman, knocking the
bodies off their dready unsteady feet. Ther flesh is decaying and each blow from the chair ripstheir
rotting shells apart. The shadowy-grey of the room is now flowing with dark red and crimson-browns.
Raph hasjust logt hisfooting and dipped in the bloody mire. HE s gone down. | can see him struggling
on thefloor. He can’t get up again. He's been trampled under the feet of countless corpses.

I’m being carried forward by the stream of panicking survivors. There snothing | can do but move
with them. | can’'t stop and | can’'t go backwards. Somehow I’ ve managed to keep hold of the cat food
and tablets and I’'m grabbing them astightly as| can asthe crowd surges and pushes through the
semi-darkness. One of the women to my right has climbed up onto achair and isforcing herself out
through asmdl skylight in one of the store rooms. Others are following her. | don’t have any choice, |
have to do the sameif | want to get out of here. I’ m pushing my way into the room to get to the window.
| tripped then. There' sabody beneath my feet. | can’'t seewho it isbut they’ re screaming and crying out
for help. | wish that | could do something for them but | can't. | have to kegp moving.

I’ ve managed to get up onto the chair and I’ m trying to push mysdf through the skylight and get out.



The gap istoo narrow. | don't think I’ m going to be able to get through. Can’'t go back. There are
people pushing me from below, al trying to get out too. | haveto try and get through. .. God it hurts. My
head and shoulders are through. | can fed the window frame digging into my skin.

Somehow I’m out, and now I’ m standing on asmall square area of roof. There are aready too many
of usup here. A couple of people have either jumped or have falen down to the ground below. It’ s not
very highand I'm sureI'll survivethedrop if | haveto. I’'m near the edge of the building now and | can
seethat there sacrowd of dark, shuffling bodies below me. | want to try and get over to the other side
but | can't. The congtant stream of people fighting to get out of the community centreis pushing me back
towardsthe edge and | know I’'m going to fall. | can’t do anything to stop mysdlf...

Kate landed in the middle of the crowd of cadavers, their shell-like, empty bodies cushioning
her and breaking her fall. Winded and stunned for the briefest of moments, she scrambled to her
feet and began to run, disappearing into the municipal park behind the community centre. The
autumn evening was cold, dark and wet and a patchy fog covered the scene. Terrified and
disorientated she forced herself to keep moving away from the community centre, heading deeper
and deeper into the darkness and smashing the numerous bodies she collided with to the ground.

She couldn’t keep running indefinitely. Kate was overweight, undernourished, tired and unfit.
For a while she lowed down to walking pace before finally giving in to her exhaustion and

stopping.

A children’s playground appeared through the mist. Kate sat on one of the swings and held
her head in her hands as she listened to the hel pless screams and yells which rang out from the
building she had left behind.

Alone.
Terrified.

Too tired to move.

Kate James spent her final day in Northwich. Sill sitting in the playground in the park,
cowering under a dlide, as daylight broke she became painfully aware that she was hopelessly
exposed and vulnerable outside. She also quickly learnt that her every movement attracted the
attention of the obnoxious bodies. Every step she took and every sound she made inevitably drew
ragged crowds of them closer and closer to her.

At nine o’ clock in the evening, sitting in complete darkness in the attic of a nondescript
semi-detached house halfway down a similarly indistinct street, she decided to give up. The pain
and the effort had proved too much for her. She took the headache tablets she still carried and
every packet of pills and bottle of medicine she could find in the cold and silent house, and
swallowed enough to make sure she wouldn’t wake up again.



DAY SEVENTEEN

AMY STEADMAN
Part v

Amy Steadman’ s corpse has continued its remarkabl e transformation. It is now more than two weeks
snce death and its physical deterioration has continued unabated. Asthe shedll of the body has continued
to fester and decay, however, amodicum of understanding and control has dowly returned. Defying all
previous understanding of the changes undergone by the human body after death and during
decomposition, asthe physical condition of the body has worsened, so its menta strength has returned.
Although il only ashadow of what it once was, the corpse now demongtrates remarkable
sef-awareness. Involuntary movements and reactions have very gradually become voluntary.

Time hastakenitstoll on each one of the millions of cadavers still walking the streets. Their fleshis
disntegrating and countlessinternd and externa chemical reactions are affecting the composition and
grength of the remaining skin, muscle and other bodily components. Steadman’s corpseis no different.
Its flesh has darkened and dried out in places as bodily fluids have steadily drained away. Asaresult of
these changes the body has a so become breeding grounds for huge numbers of insects. Amy
Steadman’ s corpseisamelting pot of insect activity. It isriddled with maggots.

The bodies have only one need, and that is abasic and instinctive desire to continue to exist.
Sdf-preservation is each corpse’ s only concern. Because of their worsening physical state, however, the
bodies have only alimited ability to defend and protect themsalves. Asaresult their reactions now are
frequently exaggerated and overly aggressive. The bodieswill fight to protect themsdlvesat dl costs
even, perversdly, at their own expense. It is not uncommon to see a body attack and tear another corpse
gpart in sdf-defence, and sustain substantial damage to itsdlf in the process. Thisisthe norm with those
bodiesthat are particularly badly decayed. Where the process has been dowed —aswith Amy
Steadman’ s cadaver which initialy spent severa daysindoors protected from the elements—their actions
are dightly more reserved and controlled.

Itisnow early on Thursday morning and alight, misty rain has been falling snce dawn. Amy
Steadman’ s bodly is shuffling along the side of alarge, warehoused-sized furniture store. Therearealarge
number of other corpses nearby, athough the reason for their swollen numbersis not immediately
gpparent. It may be that there has previoudy been an incident here which initialy attracted the attention of
many bodies, and that thisis the resdue of the crowd which is gradualy disappearing. The fact that many
of these bodies seem to be moving in the same overdl direction, however, indicates that this may bethe



beginning of the incident, not the end.

Steadman’ s corpse continues to drag itself wearily around the building and the surrounding streets
until asingle noisein the near distance attractsits attention. It isthe sound of asurvivor preparing to leave
its shelter to make an unavoidable trip out into the open for food and other supplies. The corpse, aong
with dl the othersin theimmediate vicinity, immediately turns and begins to move towards the source of
the sound.

Thelone survivor isbased in an office building in the centre of alarge and sprawling car lot. Over the
last few daysthe survivor, ayoung mae, has attempted to fortify and strengthen his hideout with limited
success. Asthe behaviour of the bodies which plague the countryside has changed, so has the survivor
been forced to change his priorities. Failing dismaly to gppreciate the severity and potentia long-term
problems caused by the infection, the survivor is now struggling to stay dive. Initidly believing naively that
he could continue to exist at something closeto a‘ pre-infection’ standard of living, he focussed his
attention on comfort rather than practical necessities. Asaresult he has been vastly under-prepared for
the length and harshness of hisisolation. Unableto easily venture outside for supplies (asaresult of the
increased number of bodies nearby and aso because of the fortifications made to hislocation) he has
been trapped without access to water, sanitation, medicine or food of any red nutritional value. The
survivor isin very poor hedth. He is dehydrated and malnourished. After an aborted attempt to fetch
suppliesthree days ago, his mental state is aso questionable. At this point in time the difference between
each individua corpse and the survivor isremarkably dight. Because of their numbers and lack of
emotion, however, the bodies are now at a clear advantage.

In the middle of the car lot the survivor has now emerged from the office building where he has hidden
for thelast two weeks. He moves dowly in an attempt to avoid detection. Unfortunately, because of his
poor condition, his movements are uncharacterigtically clumsy and lethargic. He plansto take acar and
drive until he finds a supermarket or other such place where he might be able to locate the supplieshe
needs. Heis confident that once heisin the car hewill berdatively safe. His activity, however, has not
gone unnoticed. His pained, awkward movements and deep, rasping breathing have dready attracted the
attention of severa of the nearest cadavers. An inevitable chain reaction of movement has now begun
throughout the crowd as more bodies gravitate towards him.

Amy Steadman’ s body is gpproaching the scene. It has crossed the main road between the furniture
store and the car lot and is heading towards the office building. It does not yet recognise this building as
the source of the disturbance, rather it instead focuses on the increased levels of movement al around it.
From many directionsthe dead are closing in.

Some bodies — those that have decayed more than Steadman’ s— are distracted from the survivor by
the moment of other corpses around them. Steadman’ s corpse, however, has learnt to distinguish
between the dead and other distractions. Although it will not hesitate to attack any cadaver that threatens
it, Steadman’ s corpse no longer sets out to destroy other bodies. It concentrates on moving towards the
source of the disruption, athough it isnot fully awarewhy. It islikdy that it seesthis disturbance—
whatever iscausng it —asathreat to its continued existence which must be destroyed.

The survivor isweek and, after along period of frightened inactivity, he finds the sudden effort of
moving at speed unexpectedly difficult. Just leaving the building has left him feding light-heeded and
breathless. Already nervous and unsure, he has stopped in the shadows at the side of the building and is
now trying to summon up the strength to make the hundred or so metre dash to the car he has|eft ready
for such an escape. In amongst severa hundred other carsit isindistinct and unnoticeable and heis
hoping that thiswill alow him to escape successfully. He intends to return to this place once he has
collected sufficient supplies.



Steadman’ s corpse — aong with amost a hundred others—is now less than ten meters away from the
front of the office building.

The survivor is now aware of the sudden movement al around him but is unsure what to do. The poor
westher has reduced hisvishility and heisunaware of the level of danger heisin. Hischoicesare
becoming more limited as each second ticks by. He can now either retreat back into his hideout (as he
did earlier in the week) or continue with his attempt to get out and fetch supplies. He knows that either
option isequally dangerous—if he turns back he will starve and his sicknesswill worsen, if he leavesthen
he risks exposing himsdlf to the immediate danger of attack from the hordes of bodies which are dragging
themsalves ever nearer. He knows, however, that he will haveto leave eventualy and that going back
ingdewill only delay the inevitable. He decidesto make arunfor the car.

Indecision has ultimately proved to be this survivor’ s undoing. His brief but unnecessary delay has
given sufficient numbers of bodies enough time to drag themsalvesinto the narrow space between his
present position and the car. Confused and bewildered, he begins to make a desperate and painful run
towardsthe car. He attempts to swerve around the first few bodies which reach out for himand is
successful. Another couple of metersforward, however, and there are too many for him to avoid. He
tries to double-back on himsdlf but once the first creature has caught hold of him heistrapped. He
attempts to release the corpse’ s grip on him and has dmost managed to do thiswhen afurther group of
bodies closein on him and drag him down.

Amy Steadman’ s corpseis at the front of the crowd which swallows up and kills this survivor. With
countless othersit lashes out at the survivor’ sflesh and tears the helpless man apart. The survivor’'s
bloody, steaming remains are dropped on the floor and discarded.

Half an hour later and the scene has begun to change again. With the survivor gone the crowds of
bodies have sarted to drift away again in random directions. Amy Steadman’s body limps aone through
the mist dlong awide and slent road strewn with corpses.

THE HUMAN CONDITION
Part it — GOING DOWN

Ten days.

That’s how long we’ ve been sat here now. That’s how long we' ve been sat here doing nothing
except shouting, arguing and fighting with each other. This can’t go on much longer.

John Proctor dumped deectedly against the wall and held hishead in his hands. He watched the



others through the gaps between hisfingers. Christ, how he'd grown to despise these people over the last
week and ahdf.

Proctor had always been taught (and had aways taught others) to look for the good in other people.
Trapped here on the top floor of the hotel, waiting to either starve to degth or be flushed out by huge
crowds of bodies, he couldn’t help but concentrate on the faults and irritating persondity traits which
made the five other survivors trapped with him the worst cell-mates he could have imagined.

Barry Bushell. Now there was an interesting character. 1t had taken Proctor some time to work him
out, and he still wasn't sure whether or not he understood him. Bushell had been understandably annoyed
when the other survivors had arrived and had made such amess of his precious hotel. Even now he'd
maintained a dight distance between himself and the others. He spent alot of time done in the master
bedroom. No-one else ever went in there. Proctor had initially admired his confidence in wearing
women'’s clothing but he struggled to understand why he did it. There must be some underlying sexua
issue or confusion, he' d thought. Whatever the reason, he' d been surprised when, a couple of days ago,
Bushell had reverted to wearing more ‘norma’ clothing. He' d plucked up courage to ask him why he'd
changed his gppearance again after being so defiant for so long. Bushell had explained that he' d done it
to shut the others up. He' d said he’ d had enough of the constant digs and jibes from Wilcox and
Elizabeth , and tirdess and pointless questions and sideways glances from that bloody annoying woman
Doreen. Why didn't they just leave him alone? What difference did it maketo any of them what he was
wearing? That said, he personally found it easier to relate to Bushell when he waswearing jeansand a
T-shirt rather than full drag. It redlly shouldn’t have made any difference but it did. Bushel now sat on his
own in the doorway of his bedroom quietly reading abook that he' d aready read at least twice beforein
the last week.

Elizabeth and Wilcox had astrange relationship. They seemed to detest each other and enjoy each
other’ s company in equa measure. One minute they were fighting, the next laughing. They wereof a
smilar age and background, maybe that was the connection? Proctor sensed that the decision to fight or
laugh was predominantly made by Elizabeth . She wasfairly atractive (very attractive when compared to
Doreen who was almost forty years her senior) and, athough he hadn’t seen or heard it for himsdlf, he
sugpected she used her femininity to twist Wilcox around her little finger. Perhaps he was doing her a
disservice? Perhaps he was jeal ous?

Now Doreen he couldn’'t stand. No ifs, buts or maybes, he smply couldn’t abide her. He hated her
grating voice and her witch's cackle of alaugh. He hated her smell and the cloud of cigarette smoke
which followed her around the room. He hated her wizened, wrinkled skin and her yellow teeth. Most of
al he hated the fact that she moaned constantly about everything, anything and everyone. She had more
aches, pains and problems each day than the rest of them put together. No matter how low or desperate
someone may have been feeling, Doreen had it worse. It had reached the stage where Proctor now tried
to avoid al contact with her, which wasn't easy when they were trapped together in such a confined
space.

It wasinteresting just how little the rest of them had to do with Paul Jones. Wilcox in particular hardly
ever spoke to him. Perhaps there was an element of competition there? Perhaps they both considered
themselves to be the al-important aphamale of the group? Whatever the reason they kept their distance
from each other, dthough in al fairness Paul Jones tended to stay apart from everyone ese. He both
infuriated and fascinated Proctor. Such an isolated and solitary person who, when he could be
persuaded, added so much to the group. He was obvioudy intdlligent, perhaps too bright for hisown
good? His distance from the others came across as an unpleasant arrogance and superiority. Perhaps he
just wasn't very good at relating to other people? On the other hand perhaps heredly did consider
himsdlf to be better than the rest?



Funny, Proctor thought, that these six people should find so many faultswith each other. There they
were, dl living under the same cloud of uncertainty and fear, and yet they couldn’t work together. He
was as bad asthe rest of them and he' d fredly admit it. Shame though, that in the face of such
uncertainty, they gill preferred to splinter and fragment because of trivid differencesrather than trying to
work together for the common good.

Doreen and Wilcox were sat at the dining table playing cards, their faceslong and emotionless. Close
by Elizabeth dozed on asofa. Like Bushdll, Paul Jones also had asmdll area of turf which he'd marked
out as hisown. Hisusud position was sitting on achair looking out of the wide floor-to-ceiling window
which overlooked the front of the hotel. From there he could just about see the rear-end of the bus
gticking out of the gaping hole in the wall where the building’s main entrance had once been. Although
much fewer in number, even now more bodies were ill sumbling through the rubble to get into the
building. Ten days on and the volume of dead flesh which had forced itself into the building was
continuing to increase.

An uncomfortably familiar mixture of boredom and curiosity forced Proctor to get up from where he
sat and wander over to Jones. Jones noticed him but didn’t react, hoping that if he didn’t acknowledge
the other man he'd go away again. He didn't.

‘Any change? Proctor pointlesdy asked.

Why the hell did you ask that question, Jones wondered? Was he really that desperate to start a
conversation, or was he just too stupid to look out of the window for himsalf? In response Jones grunted
and shrugged his shoulders.

‘Still more of them coming?
Jones grunted again.
“You d think they’ d have given up by now, wouldn’t you?

‘Suppose,” Jones mumbled. Findly, aresponse! ‘Fuck dl eseto distract them round here though,
isn't there?

Now it was Proctor’ sturn to grunt an unintelligible answer. Taking to Jones made him fed
uncomfortable. He never knew what to say for the best. He could never gauge the level of the
conversation and Jones way's seemed to gain the upper hand, leaving him looking and fegling stupid. He
turned around and was about to wak away when he stopped himsalf. Looking round the vast but
strangely empty suite there didn’t seem to be any point going anywhere el se. Nothing was happening.
Might aswell stay here and look out of the window.

Proctor knew that it annoyed the other man, but he couldn’t help himsalf incessantly asking
unnecessary questions.

‘Think they’Il ever stop?

‘What, stop moving or stop trying to get in here?
‘Both.’

‘Yes!

‘Yeswhat?



‘Both. Yesthey' |l eventudly stop moving and yes, they’ Il eventudly stop trying to get in here’
‘When?

‘Quarter past six tomorrow night. How the fuck should I know?

‘Sorry.’

‘They’ll stop moving when they’ ve rotted down so much that they just can’t do it anymore and they’ Il
gtop trying to get in here when there' s o fucking many of them crammed into this fucking building that
there’ sno more room for them. And please don’'t ask me which is going to happen first because
haven't got afucking clue’

Proctor took that as his cue to move. A sudden tirade like that from Jones meant that he'd had
enough of speaking to you and it wastime to disappear before he told you to go. Dejected, Proctor
turned and ambled dowly back towards the middle of the huge penthouse apartment. It had been an
impressive sght when they’ d first arrived there. Now the Presidential Suite looked as ragged and
rundown asthe rest of the decomposing world. Tired, bored and uneasy, he waked towards the kitchen
to look for scraps of food. He knew there wouldn't be much there. They were rapidly running out of
supplies. Maybe he d find something in the rubbish that one of the others had missed. ..

Proctor waded through the discarded boxes, bags, wrappers and other litter that covered the floor of
the suite’ ssmdll kitchen and thought about Jones' words. He wasright, the bodies would keep trying to
force their way into the building until there was no more space. That was aterrifying thought, and one
which had generated alot of animated discussion but very little action over the last ten days. If things kept
progressing as they had been —and there was no reason to suggest that they wouldn't —then atime
would inevitably come very soon when the building in which they now sheltered would befilled to
capacity with dead flesh, leaving the group stranded without suppliesin their once-luxurious top-floor
arlock. But what could they do about it? They’ d talked and argued about the problem on and off without
reaching any conclusion or workable solution. There had so far been enough food in the kitchen and
enough space between the living and the dead for the survivors to enable discussonsto be put off until
tomorrow, and then the day after that, and the day after that. On the whole the group seemed content not
to do anything until they absolutely had to. Proctor sensed that soon, one way or another, they would
have no choice but to take action.

Proctor had, for his part, tried to do something constructive. Granted it wasn't much, but (as he
frequently reminded them), it was more than the rest of them had done. A once keen photographer, five
daysago he'd found adigita cameraand batterieslying around the Presidentid Suite. Bushell had
brought them back with him from an early trip into town but had never used them. In amoment of
unexpected initiative he’ d crept out onto the landing, attached the camerato the end of afire-hose, and
lowered it down the middle of the staircase. Through trial and error he' d managed to work out what
length of hose was necessary to lower the camerato the floor below, then thefloor after that and the
floor after that. At the same time he set the camera stimer and flash to take a single picture once the
required level had been reached. With surprising accuracy he had soon developed ameansto take
photographs of the main staircase at each leve (dbeit only asfar down asthe hose would stretch) and,
therefore, he' d found away of measuring the speed and progress of the dead when they finaly appeared.
Their incalculably vast numbers meant that the bodies at the front of the crowd were continually being
pushed and shoved forwards and up the stairs. With corpses continuing to pour through the bus-shaped
holein the hotel wall, once the ground floor reception had been completely filled with flesh there was
nowhere s for them to go but up. The enormous crowd was dowly channelling and funndlling itself
further up the stairs and deeper into the hotel.



Each time Proctor hauled the camera back up to the top floor the group crowded around the little
screen on the back of its casing to monitor the progress of the dowly climbing cadavers. There had been
no sign of them initialy, but Proctor had continued to take his photographs every morning regardiess.
And then, yesterday morning, the furthest advanced of them had been photographed on the
twenty-second floor. It was asmple enough calculation to make — the dead had covered twenty-two
floorsin about nine days. They were climbing at the rate of just over two floorsaday. The second smple
ca culation the group made was atogether more disturbing. It was Thursday today. If their rate of climb
continued at the same speed (and there was no immediate reason why it should change) the bodies
would reach the twenty-eighth floor sometime on Saturday or by Sunday &t the very latest.

Proctor found a strange sense of enjoyment in hisrole of chief cameraman and body-watcher. It
made him fed useful. It made him fed indispensable and gave him a purpose. Perhagps even more
importantly, it gave him arole which he could hide behind and use as an excuse for not doing anything
else. He saw the cameraas apotential way out of some of the pretty bloody unpleasant and downright
dangerousjobs which would inevitably come their way over the course of the next few days.

Threeforty-five. The afternoon sun had begun another rapid descent towards the horizon, filling the
Presidentiad Suite with harsh orange light and long, dragging shadows. Rather than spreading themselves
around the edges of the gpartment, on thisrare occasion the Six survivors were sat together around the
dining table. There was no meal to be esten or food to be shared this afternoon. The reason for Sitting
together wasto finally talk about the issues they’ d avoided talking about for the last ten days. The agenda
for their discussions was dishearteningly short and smple. Firstly, they had hardly any food supplies eft.
Secondly, according to the photograph Proctor had taken earlier, the bodies were now close to reaching
floor twenty-four.

*So exactly how much food have we got? Doreen asked.

‘A daysworth,” Bushdll replied, ‘ maybe two at the very most. After that there’ s nothing.’
‘We must have something...?

‘No,” he said again, shaking his head, ‘wewon't have anything.’

‘But...?

‘But what? snapped Wilcox. Chrigt, how did they get through to this bloody woman?‘ Listen, we' ve
got nothing, okay? We re down to our last few medls. We haven't got an extralittle stash of food tucked
away for emergencies. After thiswe' |l have absolutely nothing. Fuck al. Zip.

Doreen dumped back in her seat and stared into space.
‘So what arewe going to do? she eventually asked. More sighs from around the table.

‘That’ swhat we' re trying to decide, you stupid cow!” Wilcox groaned. ‘ Bloody hell, are you on the
same planet astherest of us?

‘Wish | wasn't,” she grunted.

*So we' ve got two problems,” Proctor summarised, trying hisbest to control the direction of the
conversation. ‘We need to try and get out and get supplies but...’

‘But thisbuilding isfull of bodies,” continued Bushell, ‘ thanks to the hole you Iot made in the front



door.” He glanced across at Wilcox as he spoke. Uncomfortable, Wilcox looked down and did his best
to avoid eye contact with anyone.

‘So what do we do? Doreen asked again.
‘Isthere any way of getting out of here and back up again? Elizabeth wondered.

‘Not that | know of,” Bushell answered quickly. ‘ Getting down’ s no problem, we can use thefire
escape.” He nodded towards an inconspicuous looking door in the far corner of the room. ‘ The problem
iswhat to do once you' re down there,” he continued. * Open the fire escape door on the ground floor and
you' I probably find yourself face to face with afew thousand bodies. And if you manage to get outside,
Christ knows how you're going to get back in again afterwards. It'd beimpossibleif you were carrying
supplies...’

‘There must be away?

‘Get ashedt, hold it like a parachute, climb up to the roof and jump off,” Wilcox suggested to Doreen,
lessthan serioudy.

‘Do you think that will work? she asked, her response meseting with groans of disbelief from severd
of the others.

‘Only if youtry it, Doreen,” he smirked.
‘How would | get up again?
Wilcox didn’t bother to answer.

“We should go down there,” heinstead suggested. * We should go down there and torch the place on
our way out. Set light to the building and watch the whole fucking place go up in flames!’

‘“What good' s that going to do? wondered Bushell.

‘It would digtract them. Chrigt, the heat and light this place burning would generate would be more
than enough of adigtraction for usto be able to get away. They’re not going to be interested in a handful
of people sneaking out the back door if that’s going on, are they?

Wilcox' s plan was met with amuted silence from the others. They each thought long and hard about
it, but none of them were sure. It wasn’t the wanton destruction that put them off, rather it wasthe
thought of running again...

‘“What about the cradle? Proctor said suddenly. ‘We ve talked about it before, haven't we? Barry
said there' sawindow-cleaner’ s cradle haf way up the side of the building. We could use that to get us
down, couldn’t we? We could useit to get back up aswell...’

‘“What about power,” Jones grunted from the end of the table. The others turned to face him. ‘How
do you think you winch it up and down? Think the window-cleaners used to pull themsaves up thirty
floors by hand? No power, no cradle’

Another idea quashed.

‘Seemsto methat if we can get out of here in one piece then maybe that’ s what we should be looking
to try and do. Maybe we' re going to have to find ourselves somewhere elseto hide,” Elizabeth said
dejectedly.



Bushell shook his head.

‘| don’t want to leave here,’ he sighed, hisvoice soft and tired. ‘1 can’'t see any point in running.’
‘Of coursethere’ sapoint,” sneered Doreen.

‘Isthere?

‘Yes...” she sammered, sounding far from certain, ‘ of coursethere’ sapoint...’

Bushell shrugged his shoulders.

‘I’m not so sure thereis!’

‘So what are you saying? snapped Wilcox. ‘Do we just Sit here and starve? Fucking good plan, well
done!’

‘What are you running for?

‘Because | don’'t want to die,” Wilcox answered quickly.

‘Good answer. Why don’t you want to die?

He struggled to answer. It was a Smple enough question, or maybe it was atrick...
‘No-onewantsto die, do they? hesaid quietly.

‘Butisit theend of your life you' reworried about, or isit deeth itsalf that scares you?
‘“What?

‘ Areyou worried that you' re not going to achieve everything you' ve always wanted to achieve, or isit
the pain of being torn apart by hundreds of bloody bodies that bothers you?

Again Wilcox couldn’t answer. Neither could any of the others.
“What point are you making, Barry? Proctor wondered.
He shrugged his shoulders and sat back in his sedt.

‘Sorry, I'mjust thinking out loud redlly. I’'m not trying to wind you dl up. | guesswhat I'm saying is
that | can’'t seeaway out here. If werun we'll find somewhere el seto hide for awhile, then something
will happen and before you know it we' Il be moving on again, and again, and again...’

‘Not necessarily,” Elizabeth protested.

‘No, but that’ s probably what will happen. We have to be ready to expect the unexpected. Christ, |
thought | was doing okay here until someone drove a bloody businto the building!”

‘But running has got to be better than just giving up and waiting to die, hasn't it?
Bushdl shrugged his shoulders again.

‘I'm not so sure. That'swhat | used to think, but | don’t know anymore. Every morning when | wake
up, it becomes clearer and clearer to methat my lifeisjust about over. We re massively outnumbered
and society isfinished. Christ, we' re Sitting here talking about risking our necks just to get food. What



kind of alife are any of usgoing to haveif getting the basicslike food and shelter are so difficult?
Silence.
‘Still don’'t understand you,” Doreen admitted. ‘What were you saying about death and dying?
Bushell rubbed histired eyes and explained.

‘I don’t want to keep struggling and fighting forever,” he said sadly, ‘and | don’t think any of you do
ather. If I'm completdly honest, | just want to relax and let things happen naturally. | don’t think we were
supposed to survive. Sowhile | don't rlish theidea of |etting those things out there tear me limb from
limb, I’'m not too bothered if | die’

‘But that’s...” Proctor was about to protest.

‘It snot normal,” Bushdll interrupted. ‘It' s not what any of you were expecting meto say. We've
been pre-programmed and conditioned by society al of our livesto keep fighting and keep struggling. All
I’'m saying isthat there’ s no point anymore. Just Sit back and relax and let nature take it's course.’

Moreslence.
‘No,” Wilcox said suddenly.
‘“What?

‘| said no,” herepeated. ‘No way am | just going to Sit here and wait to die. Absolutely noway ...
There must be more we can do.’

‘I'mwith you,” Paul Jones said, smilarly unimpressed by Bushell’ swords. Proctor looked up in
surprise a Jones sudden alegiance to the other man. Strange how their apparent didike and distrust of
each other had immediately been put to one side now that their backs were against the wall.

‘So what do we do? asked Elizabeth .

That wasthe million dollar question that no-one could immediately answer. A heavy and ominous
slence descended on the room asthe six individuals quietly considered their limited options and the
apparent hopel essness of their Situation.

‘Exactly how full of bodiesisthis place? Jones asked.

‘“They’ redmost up to the twenty-fourth floor, | told you that afew minutes ago. Weren't you listening
to...” Proctor answered before being interrupted.

‘No, you told us how far up the Saircase they’ ve managed to get, you didn't tell us how full of bodies
thebuildingis’

Proctor struggled to see the difference. Hewasn't done.
‘So what are you saying? Elizabeth wondered.

Jones shook his head. Chrigt, these people annoyed him. More to the point he was annoyed with
himsdf. Why hadn’t he thought of this before?

‘A couple of minutes ago we were talking about getting out of here, weren't we?



‘Yes’
*So how was Bushell talking about getting out?
‘Do you dways answer questions with questions?  she snapped.

‘Doyou? hereplied infuriatingly before re-phrasing and asking his previous question again. ‘ There's
another way out of here, isn't there?

‘Thefire escape,’ Bushdll eventually answered.

‘Whichisdtill clear, correct?

‘Asfar asweknow, he ssammered. ‘“Why, what’ s your point?
‘Isthe fire escape anywhere near the main staircase?

‘Of course not,” Proctor answered quickly. ‘What would be the point of that? The fire escape needs
to be on the other side of the building so that...’

‘Exactly.

‘So what’ syour point? Elizabeth sghed, confused and tired and unable to follow the rapidly changing
direction of the conversation.

‘What I'm saying,” Jonesreplied, ‘isthat the fire escape gives usaway of moving around the building
that’ swell away from the main staircase where we think the bodies are. ..’

*And there’ sagood chance the bodies are ill only on the staircase,” Wilcox continued, taking over
from the other man. *Which meansthat if we're careful we could till go onto the floors and into the
rooms.’

‘What' sthe layout of atypica floor? Jones asked.

Bushd| thought for a second before answering.

‘Just one U-shaped corridor,” he shrugged. * Staircase in the middle, fire escape at either end | think.’
‘And when you first set yourself up here, did you clear the place out?

‘| checked dl the roomsfor bodiesand | took what | needed but...’

‘Did you take everything?

‘No. Didn’t need to.’

‘So there' syour answer,” Jones said smugly, rocking back on his chair and amost looking down his
nose at the others. *We go back down asfar aswe need to and grab what we can.’

‘Think that’ s going to work?

‘Might do, might not. Should prevent us from starving to death for afew dayslonger,” he sneered
cynicdly. ‘Delay theinevitablefor awhile’

‘That’sdl you'regoing to do,” Bushdll reminded him, ‘just delay what you know is going to happen
anyway.’



‘He' sright, isn't he? asked Doreen. ‘It’ s not going to change the fact that those bloody thingswill be
up herewith usin the next couple of days, isit?It'snot going to help us get away.’

‘No,” heagreed, ‘it won't. But it might give us alittle time and space.’

Eight thirty-five. Pitch black. Jones, Wilcox and Elizabeth crept cautioudy down thefire escape
staircase towards the lower floors of the hotel. Hunger, claustrophobia and fear had combined to deadly
effect to kick theingtinctively cowardly survivorsinto action. Ther hastily considered and haf-improvised
plan seemed increasingly risky with every step of descent. Jones had suggested they head al the way
down and work their way back up. They had only made their way down asfar as the seventeenth floor
when he stopped and turned round to face the others.

‘What' sthe matter? Elizabeth asked, immediately concerned.

‘| want to have alook,” hereplied.

‘What for?

‘“What do you think?

‘But you said...’

‘| said nothing. We know they’ re on the stairs. We don’t know where else they are, do we?

She shook her head. Jones moved towards the door and gently pushed it open afraction. He shone
historch out onto the landing.

‘Anything?

‘Can’'t see any movement,” he replied, hisvoicelittle more than awhisper. ‘I’ m going to have alook
around.’

Without waliting for aresponse from either of the other two Jones dipped out through the door and
onto the landing. He switched off historch, concerned that the light might attract unwanted attention, and
then cautioudy moved further down the dark hallway to the first corner. The layout, asfar as he could
seein the gloom, was pretty much as Bushell had described. A long, wide corridor with aright-angled
right turn which ran towards the centra part of the building where, he presumed, the staircase and severa
thousand rotting bodies would be. He moved closer to the corner and peered around, holding his breath
for fear of making any sound which might tip the balance and dert the dead to his presence. He couldn’t
see anything. It was too dark.

Jones felt hisway aong thewall and paused at the door to one of the hotel’s many bedrooms. Did he
go insde? It would be worth having aquick look around the room before he returned to the other two
waiting on the fire escape staircase. He wanted to see the layout of atypical room so that he could get a
fed for what they were deding with. How quickly would they be able to thoroughly check aroom for
food? What were they likely to find? Would there be amini-bar or smilar? Christ, he needed adrink.
Imagineif each room had its own supply of booze. Surely some of the more expensive rooms on the
higher floorswould have....

Jones reached down and tried the handle. Damn thing was locked. No surprise redlly. Bushdll had a
set of magter keys which he' d taken from reception. Elizabeth had them with her. He shoved the door
again, hoping it would open. It didn’t matter. He d go back to the... Wait. What was that? He sensed



movement nearby. Jonesfelt something brush againgt hisarm and he froze. Helifted historch and turned
it on. Ahead of him the whole corridor wasfilled with bodies.

‘Fucking hell,” he mumbled as he tripped and staggered back away from the dead. Illuminated now
and then by the unsteadly light from his shaking torch, he saw that the corridor was packed full of corpses
which had obvioudy spilled out from the Saircase. They began to sumble towards him. He turned and
ran back to the fire escape and hammered on the door. Elizabeth opened it dowly.

‘Move!’ heyelled, forcing himsalf through and damming the door shut behind him.
‘Bodies? she asked over her shoulder as sheingtinctively began to climb back up.

‘Fucking hundreds of them,” he grunted. He glanced around for Wilcox but he’ d aready gone and
was way ahead of them both. Cowardly bastard. He made a mental note never to put himself ina
position where needed to rely on Wilcox for anything.

The survivors pounded breathlessly up the stairs, suddenly not bothered about the volume of noise
they made, just desperate to get back to the Presidential Suite. As he climbed Jones thought more about
the progress of the bodies he' d just seen.

‘Wait aminute,’ he shouted, stopping Elizabeth in her tracks. Breathless, he shone historch at asmall
sign on the back of the nearest fire door. Floor twenty-six. It was worth taking a chance to seeif this
floor was the same as the one ten floors below. Elizabeth waked back down five stepsto stand next to
him.

‘What are you doing?

* According to Proctor they haven't reached thisfloor yet,” he said. *We might aswell seeif we can
find anything before we go back.’

She agreed. He wasright on two counts. Firstly, if the bodies hadn't yet madeit thisfar up the
gtaircase, they wouldn’t have madeit up to thisfloor at al. Secondly, it looked likely that thiswasther
last chance to get food before the dead reached the Presidential Suite.

‘Comeon, she mumbled.

The two survivors crept through the fire door (leaving it propped open with afire extinguisher) and
moved dowly aong the corridor to the first corner. Jones put his head around the corner and shone the
torch down itslength.

‘Clear, hesad, therdief in hisvoice obvious. ‘Let’ s stick to thisend of the corridor and stay away
fromthe gars’

‘Suitsme,” Elizabeth replied.

The layout of floor twenty-seven was different to floor seventeen. Thisfloor bore more of a
resemblance to the luxurious twenty-eighth floor than any of the lower levels. There were severd large
suites on thisfloor and Jones was immediately hopeful they' d find some food and drink at least.

‘Got akey for an executive suite? he asked. Elizabeth worked her way through the huge bunch of
keys she carried. The door was quickly opened and the two of them dipped inside.

‘So what are we looking for? Elizabeth asked.



‘Anything,” Jonesreplied, ‘and make sure you split what you find into two piles. Keep onefor
yourself and we' |l share the rest with the others!’

‘Butthat's...’

‘...completely fair. How many of those fuckers are down here with us? If they want more they can
come and get it themselves!’

He turned round and began to ransack the room.

A little under an hour later Elizabeth and Jones returned to the Presidential Suite. They had with them
the entire contents of the drinks cabinets of the Executive Suites on the floor immediately below. They'd
found very littlein theway of food, but that didn’t seem to matter anymore. The survivors gratefully took
what they were given asthey listened to what the others had seen on the other levels. Regardless of their
nerves and uncertainty, what food they were given was eaten quickly.

‘Fedslikealast supper, doesn’'tit? Bushel said quietly. He didn’t know who was listening. No-one
had lit any lampsthisevening.

‘So what do we do tomorrow? Proctor asked, ditting alittle way behind him. ‘Do wejust sit here
and wait for them, or do werun?

‘WEe ve been through thisbefore,” Elizabeth sighed.
“Wilcox will run,” Jones smirked. ‘Y ou’ re good at running, aren’t you, Wilcox.’
Wilcox switched on atorch and shone it around the room until he found where Jones was sitting.

“ Shut your fucking mouth,” he hissed angrily, shining the light directly into the other man’s eyes. Jones
laughed a him.

‘Thanksfor your help back there,” he smirked, referring to Wilcox’ s sudden disappearance on thefire
escape dairs. ‘ Couldn’t have managed without you.’

Wilcox switched off historch. He didn’t know how to react. He was angry and he didn’t like Jones
mocking him, but he didn’t fed ableto retaliate. What was going to happen tomorrow was much more of
athrest than Jones and his snide comments.

So what do we do tomorrow? Proctor asked again. ‘Dowerunor...?

‘Let’sjust think about it logically, shal we, Bushell suggested. ‘ They’ re still coming in through the
front door, aren’t they? And they’ re climbing the stairs because of the growing pressure from other
corpses behind them. So what’ s going to happen when they reach the top of the stairs? They’ re not going
to turn back round and start heading for the ground floor again, are they?

‘“They’ re going to keep coming,” Jones said ominoudy. *When they can’t go up, they’ll start spreading
onto the landings like they did on the other floor.’

* And even when there’ s no more room on the landing up here,” Bushell continued, ‘they’ |l keep
coming. Before we know it they’ll be up against our door and then, when the pressure getstoo grest, our
door will give and this place will befilled with the damn things’

‘Lovely,” mumbled Doreen.



*So you don't think there' s anything we can do? asked Elizabeth .

‘It slikel said earlier,” Bushdl replied, ‘what’s coming iscoming. | think we'redl goingto die. The
only choice we each have left ishow we do it. Now | don’t persondly intend being torn apart, but | dso
don't like theideaof running either.’

‘So what are you going to do?

‘Not sureyet. | haven't decided.’

Y ou haven't got long.’

‘I know.’

‘I'm running,” Wilcox muttered.

“You would,” laughed Jones. ‘I'll probably run too.’
“What about you, Doreen? Elizabeth asked.

‘Too tired to run, too scared not to,” she answered degjectedly. ‘We'll just have to see what
tomorrow brings, won't we?

Next morning. First light. Proctor picked up his cameraand nervoudy waked out of the main doors
and across the landing, intending to carry out his self-imposed daily duty and ascertain how far below
them the advancing bodies now were. He walked out to the staircase and leant over the banister. He
immediately pulled his head back. There was no longer any need for cameras and fire-hoses. He could
seethem. They till had severd flights of stairsto climb, but he could now seethefirst few dead. Heran
back to tell the others.

‘How far? Elizabeth asked as he burst back into the room breathlessly.
‘Not far.’

‘How long?

‘Not long.’

‘“More specific?

Proctor shrugged his shoulders.

‘Couple of hours maximum.’

Doreen began to sob with fright.

“Shut up you silly cow,” Wilcox snapped with his characteristic lack of concern and compassion, ‘dl
you're going to do is get them up here quicker.’

*So what do we do now? Proctor asked, hisface suddenly ashen grey and emotionless. ‘ Do we just
St and wait?

“You might aswell,” avoice suddenly said from behind him, ‘but I’ m not ready to. Not yet, anyway.’



The survivorsturned around. For thefirst time that morning Barry Bushell emerged from his bedroom.
He was dressed as awoman again, complete with blond wig, full make-up and high-hedled boots. He
stormed into the main part of the suite with abright confidence, completely at odds with the otherswho
sat around dgjectedly, each contemplating the decisions that they would soon have to make and the
horrors they were about to face.

‘So what are you planning? Elizabeth asked, looking Bushell up and down and admiring his nerveiif
nothing dse.

‘I didalot of thinking last night,” he explained.
‘And...7 Jones pressed.

‘| tried to seeif | waswrong. | wanted to know whether I’ ve been looking at everything the wrong
way.'

‘And? he pressed again.

‘And | think I'mright,” he sighed. ‘ And the more | think about it, themore | realisethat it's hopeless,
We' reredly up againg it and | can’t seeaway out. I’'m not just talking about the hotdl here, I'm talking
about what’ sleft of our livesingenerd’

‘What do you mean?

Bushdll thought carefully for amoment.

‘Whatever we do, wherever we go, we' re fucked.’
‘Nice’

‘Serioudy, just stop and think about it. I'm not being defeatist here, I’ m just being honest. Whatever
we decideto do, it' sgoing to be astruggle. We' re going to have to fight for absolutely everything, and
that’ s bloody stupid when you think there’ s probably only afew people left. Theworld’s our oyster, but
| don't think we can take any of it. What doesthat say to you?

Blank, confused looks. Silence.
‘Likeyou said,” Elizabeth mumbled, ‘we refucked.’

‘Exactly. The end' s coming and there’ s nothing we can do about it. The only thing we have any
control over iswhat we do with the time we have left.’

‘But we don’t know how long that is,” Proctor protested.

‘We never have done,’ Bushell argued. ‘ Seemsto me that we can spend out last days and weeks
hiding in the shadows out there, starving to degth, running from place to place and freaking out every time
someonefarts...’

‘Or...7

‘Or we can just stop trying so hard to survive and just et things happen naturaly. Go out with alittle
dignity.’
“You'retalking crap,” Wilcox protested.



‘AmI1? Am| realy? Do you redly think you' re supposed to survive dl of this? Don't you think there
are somethingsthat are bigger than us...?

‘Please don't start talking about God and divine retribution and al that crap,” Proctor sghed. ‘I've
givendl of that up. It' staken me until now to finaly seewhat aload of old shitedl that redlly was’

Bushdl shook hishead and smiled and brushed away a stray wisp of long, blond hair.

‘That’s not what I’ m talking about at al. What I’'m saying isthat whatever happened here wasthe
twenty-first century equivaent of the asteroid that wiped out the dinosaurs.’

‘What? Jones exclaimed. ‘Now you' veredly lost me’

‘Thisisour ice-age. Thisisour apocaypse. Thisisthe end. We should just accept it and let nature
takeitscourse’” Bushell’s comments were met with an ominous silence. Keen to press his point he spoke
again. ‘Our problemis;’ he sghed thoughtfully, ‘we ve dl fdlen foul of the programme. Wethink we're
bloody superior. We think the planet can’t go on without us. It' s part and parcel of the human condition.
Truth isthe world’ s going to thrive without us here to screw it up.’

‘The human condition? Wilcox sneered. ‘What the hell are you talking about?
Bushell shrugged his shoulders.

‘1 can't think of another namefor it. | was looking out of the window last night watching birdsflying
from building to building. ..’

‘Fucking hdl,” Jonesinterrupted, ‘he'slogt it. I’ ve long had my doubts about him but | think he's
findly logtit...’

‘| waswatching the birds,” Bushell continued, ignoring him, ‘and | started thinking about the difference
between us and the animals. Seems to me there' s one huge difference that doesn’t often get talked
about.” He paused to give the others opportunity to make a cheap joke or to throw another insult in his
direction. Unusualy they were silent. * The differenceis’ he explained, ‘that we know we' re eventualy
going to die and they don’'t. Animals strut about the place thinking they’ re going to go on forever, we
spend our livesworrying about how they’ re going to end. That’' swhat | mean when | talk about the
human condition. WEe' re too preoccupied thinking about desth to enjoy life’

Therefollowed an unusualy long moment of contemplation and reflection which was only disturbed
when Proctor remembered the bodies on the Sairs.

‘That'sdl well and good,” he said anxioudly, ‘but what are you going to do now? Are you going to
wait for the bodiesto get in here, or are you going to kill yoursdlf and get it over with?

‘Neither.’
‘What then?

‘Get rid of afew bodiesif | can and try and dow them down alittle. Then sit here and drink myself
stupid with what’ s1eft of the bottles Paul and Elizabeth kindly fetched for uslast night.’

‘And how do you propose to dow them down?

‘1" ve been thinking about that too. We ve dready established that they’ || keep moving forward until
they can’'t go any further, right?



‘Right? Elizabeth agreed.

‘So ingtead of |etting them stop here on thisfloor where we are, let’ s help them go alittle further.’
‘What are you suggesting?

‘Lead them up onto the roof.’

‘And?

‘And that’sit. What they do up thereisther business. If they stay trueto form they’ll follow each
other up, one after another, until there’sno room left.’

‘“Then what?

‘Then they’ll either sart forcing themsalves back down, or they’ |l art forcing themselves over the
edge!’

‘Brilliant,” Jonesgrinned. ‘ Absolutely fucking brilliant!’

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Was the man in adressreally suggesting they spend their
last few days Sitting in aluxury hotel suite watching three week old bodies push each other off the roof?

‘It sworthago, isn'tit? Bushdl smiled.

‘Okay,” Jonessad, surprising even himsdlf, ‘let’sdo it

Theroof of the building was accessed from a narrow staircase which led off an unremarkable looking
doorway at the top of the main stairs. With the bodies continuing to make unsteady progress towards
them, Jones and Bushdll crept up towards the hatch that would lead them outside.

‘It'slocked,” Bushdll grunted as he tried to push the door open.
‘Don’'t you have the key? Y ou’ ve got keysto everywhere else’
‘Sorry.’

‘Smash it open then.’

‘What about the noise?

Jones |ooked down the Staircase, back into the heart of the building. Even from this distance he could
seeindiginct, shuffling movement.

‘Bit late to worry about that,” he mumbled.

With limited space to manoeuvre his bulk, Bushell swung himself back and then crashed his shoulder
againg thedoor. It rattled in its frame but didn’t open. Another couple of attempts were equally
unsuccesstul.

‘Let me,’ Jones said, pushing the other man to the Side. He launched abarrage of well aimed kicks at
the lock. The wood began to splinter and crack. Another few kicks and it flew open.

The two men climbed out onto the roof. A phenomena wind threatened to blow them off their feet.



‘Jesus,” Jones said, having to shout to make himsalf heard, ‘bit blustery, is't it

Bushdl didn’t answer. He was dready busying himself with trying to pull the door off its hinges. For
the bodiesto be able to kegp moving forward the doorway would need to remain clear. The only way to
make sure that happened was to remove the door completely. Jones picked up a discarded strip of meta
from the roof and, using it asajemmy, began to prise a the hinges. A couple of minutes of grunting and
groaning and the wood splintered and gave way.

‘That’sit,” Bushell said, dragging the now redundant door away and dropping it on the asphalt. ‘Let’'s
get back.’

The two men clattered back down the staircase towards the Presidential Suite. Jones stopped at the
top of the staircase and peered down at the bodies moving towards him. Wasit hisimagination, or had
they begun to move dightly quicker than they had been? He tried to think logicaly as he waiched the
distance between the living and the dead rapidly evaporate. Previoudy the bodies had been driven by the
pressure of others pushing them from behind. So what had changed now? The answer wassmple. The
corpses furthest up the stairs now knew that there were survivors above. Rather than wait to be pushed
forward, those at the front of the queue were now moving under their own steam. The distance between
them was disappearing rapidly. Jones stood on the landing and watched the nearest of the rotting figures
awkwardly climbing towards the top floor of the hotel. Bushell stood next to him.

‘They’re getting faster,” Jones said quietly, not quite believing what he was seeing. ‘| think we need
to...” He stopped speaking when one of the bodies looked up at him. Was heimagining it? No, now
Bushell had seen it too. The creatures were looking at them...

‘Move,’ Bushdl said smply. The other man didn’t argue.

‘Doneit? Proctor asked hopefully asthey burst back through the main doors.
Bushell nodded.

‘Doneit.’

‘Now what?

‘We might have aproblem...” he began to say.

‘What' s the matter? Doreen asked, concerned.

Jones gtill stood by the open doors, looking back down the corridor and occasionally turning round
and glancing over his shoulder at the others. He was about to try and tell them what they’ d seen when the
first bodies appeared on the landing. Elizabeth covered her mouth in horror and stifled aterrified scream.
Proctor scrambled away from the open door.

‘Fucking hdll...” gasped Wilcox.
‘They saw us,” Jones mumbled pathetically. ‘ There was nothing we could do.’

More bodies appeared and began their typically dow, dragging walk towards the survivors. Frozen to
the spot with shock and dishdlief Jones stood and watched them. No-one else moved. And then Doreen

spoke.
‘Did you open the door to the roof? she asked.



Bushell nodded.
‘Yes, | don't know why they'renct...?
Doreen sighed.

‘I’ s bloody obvious why they’ re coming down here and not going up there, they followed you, you
pair of bloody idiots’

“ Shut the door,” Proctor pleaded from somewhere deep in the suite. * Please, shut the door.’

‘Soisthat it? Doreen asked. *All that noise and dl that effort and that’ sit? That’sal you' re going to
do?

Bushdl tried to mumble aresponse but he couldn’t coordinate his brain and mouth to makeit
happen.

‘“What else can we do? Jones hissed under his breath, taking a step back as the nearest cadaver took
another lumbering step forward. *We re completely screwed.’

‘If that’ strue,” Doreen hissed back, ‘then I’m not about to Sit here, lovely asit is, and let those things
have their way with me. I’'m an old woman with standards. I’ ve still got my pride’

Moreinterested in the relentless gpproach of the dead than the prattling of a nervous old woman,
no-one paid her any attention. Infuriated by the lack of response from the others, Doreen took it upon
hersdlf to take action.

‘Bloody usdless, thelot of you,” she grumbled. ‘ Get back in there, close the door and enjoy your little
party or whatever it isyou decideto do...’

Doreen wastired. She' d redlly had enough. Wiser and more shrewd than they gave her credit for,
she' d listened to everything that Bushell had said and she' d agreed with him completely. Desath was
inevitable, and she didn’t have the energy or the desire to go on running. She pushed her way past Jones
and dammed the door of the Presidentid Suitein hisface. With acomplete lack of nerves she waked
towards the bodies and pushed past them. Although their numbers were imposing, they were weak and
clumsy. They swung their rotting fists at her and tried to grab at her with dow and gnarled, talon-like
hands but she was as wiry and thin asthey were and she dipped past them, weaving between them with
the sudden grace and subtlety of awoman with chronic back pain which was ten percent physical and
ninety percent attention seeking bullshit. She pushed her way deeper into the throng until she had reached
the stairs. She then looked up and saw the short flight of stepswhich led to the roof. Without stopping to
think she gave aloud whistle and then threw herself up the last few steps and out onto the asphalt.
Distracted by Doreen’ s sudden speed, noise and movement, several of the bodies turned away from the
door to the Presidential Suite and followed her.

Bloody hell it was cold. Doreen wrapped her thin cardigan tightly around her and braced herself
againg thewind. Now what did she do? She hadn’t quite thought this through. She knew what she was
doing, but now that she was standing unprotected on the roof the consequences of her actionsredly
began to hit home. Thiswasit. No more running or hiding or deeping on the floor. No more fear or
confusion or disorientation. Timefor arest. A long overdue and well deserved rest.

Doreen waked towards the edge of the roof and looked down. Bloody hell, she thought, it was
higher than she' d expected. That was probably a good thing, she decided. Although she was only afew
feet higher up there than she' d been in the suite just below, the difference was stark. Perhapsit was



because the protection of glass and concrete had gone. Perhapsiit was because now there was nothing
between her and the rest of the world.

Thefirst few bodies staggered out onto the roof.

Thisisit then, shethought, timeto do it. She' d been toying with the idea of suicide for few days, a
few weeksif she was honest, but she' d dways clung onto the dim hope that things would get better.
Suicide had always seemed like the coward' s way out before today, but after listening to what Bushell
had said earlier she'd cometo realise that thiswas far from acowardly act. Her fate was sedled,
whatever shedid. By ending her life thisway she would manage to hold onto some dignity and control,
and that was dl she had |eft.

Nervoudy she climbed up onto the low concrete wall which ran around the outside edge of the
building. The wind seemed even stronger there as she gingerly stood up straight. She held out her arms
like atightrope walker and tried to keep her balance. Bloody hell, shethought, | can't doiit. | can’'t go
through with it. She looked down past her feet towards the street many hundreds of feet below. Save for
the occasiond body staggering by the pavement was relaively clear. Her mind began to fill with supid
questions. Wasthis going to be painful? Would it definitely kill her or would she somehow survive and
end up lying helpless on the ground with her arms and legs broken as the dead swarmed over and around
her? She thought about the old adage she' d heard countless times before— it’ s not the jump off the top of
the building that killsyou, it's hitting the ground that doesit. She managed haf a smile but those words
were of little help now. Would she fed anything? What would the fall be like? Would she know when
she'd hit the ground or would it al be over before then...?

Doreen looked around and watched more bodies continue to pile unsteadily out of the door and onto
the roof. They hadn’t seemed to notice her yet. They wandered around aimlesdy like the empty, soulless
vesselsthey were. She turned her back on them again and looked forward across the town. There was
no going back now. Even if she changed her mind, she couldn’t get back ingde now.

Wheat are my options? Do | do it now or wait for them to get closer to me? Do it now or wait until the
last possible second? What will | gain from waiting? Isit worth clinging onto afew more seconds of life?
What good will it do me? Do | want to stand here, freezing cold and terrified, trying to keep my baance
and not think about those bloody things behind me, or do | just let it happen? Think about finally being
ableto stop and rest. Think about not having to run and hide...

Doreen closed her eyes, tipped forward and let gravity take over.

‘Wel? Elizabeth sobbed. Bushell was pressed against the door, peering through the spy-hole out
onto thelanding.

‘Not good,” he sighed. ‘ There are too many of them. They know we' rein here now.’

Elizabeth began to cry uncontrollably. Proctor attempted to put hisarms around her and comfort her
but she pushed him away.

‘So what do we do now? Wilcox asked, the strained emotion in his voice clear.
‘Can't see that much has changed, really,” Bushell answered, hisface still pressed against the door.
‘What?

‘| said | can't seethat much has changed,” he repeated, turning round to look at the others. *We're



gill in here, they’ re still out there. They're just alittle closer than we hoped they’ d be at this stage, that's
al’

‘So what do we do? Elizabeth pleaded, desperate for someone to answer.

‘Seemsto me you' ve got the same two options you' ve dways had,” he answered, hisvoicelow and
resigned. Y ou can Sit here and wait for the inevitable to happen, or you can run for aslong as you can
keep going, then stop and then et the inevitable happen anyway.’

‘I'm running,” Jones said. He was already edging closer to the door to the fire escape. ‘I’ m not just
going to St herewaiting for them to get in. Fuck that. I'm leaving now...’

‘Metoo,” Wilcox agreed.

Bushell looked at Proctor and Elizabeth, athough he didn’t really care what they were going to do.
Proctor began to nervoudy side-step closer to the two men waiting by the fire escape. Elizabeth ,
gtruggling to hold hersdlf together, indtinctively did the same.

‘Comeon,” shepleaded. ‘Don’'t stay here. It' ssuicide’

‘I know,” Bushdll smiled, ‘but it’s suicide on my terms. Why do you al want to kegp on running when
there sno point? It s not your fault, but can’t you see that the game’ sover?

‘It snot agame,” Jonesinterrupted angrily.

‘I know, I’'m sorry,” Bushell said, regretting his choice of words, ‘ but you don't have to keep fighting.
Y ou can choose not to. That’ sthe difference between usin here and those things out there. Y ou can stop
and switch off if you want to, they’ re cursed to keep going until there’ s nothing left of them.’

‘Comeon, Barry,” Proctor said quietly.
‘I'mnot running,” hereplied. ‘I’ ve had enough.’

Sensing that there was nothing they could do to persuade him otherwise, the four remaining survivors
pushed their way through the fire escape door and began their dark descent down towards the ground
floor of the hotdl.

It was suddenly quiet. Save for the thumping noise coming from the mass of decomposing bodieson
the other side of the main door, Bushell’ s hotel suite was suddenly quiet and empty. More to the point, it
was hisagain. Hisand hisaone. Just how he' d wanted it.

Tearful (he knew he didn’t have long) he walked around the vast suite dejectedly, collecting together
histhings. He salvaged everything that he could from the little that was |eft and packed it al against the
wall of the master bedroom. A sudden sound distracted him. More noise from outside. He peered
through the spy-hole to see that the corridor outside was now asolid mass of flesh. It wouldn't belong
before they broke through. He wiped atear awvay from the corner of hiseye (il taking care not to
smudge his make-up) and then took onelast, long and very definitely find ook around the suite which
had been hishomefor the last few weeks of hislife. Ignoring the increasing noise coming from the door
he took amoment to walk around and look out of each of thewindowsin turn, staring at the remains of
the city where he' d lived and remembering everything and everyone that had gone and been |eft behind.
The memorieswere harder to deal with than the thought of what wasto come. It till surprised him how
much it hurt to remember al that he had logt. Thinking about the little he had left to lose didn’t seem to
matter.



He d collected everything he' d needed. With the door rattling and shaking initsframe, he dipped
quietly into the master bedroom and closed the door behind him. Once inside he shoved the bed across
the entrance to the room and wedged it into position with other furniture and belongings. If he'd had a
hammer and nails, he thought, he would have nailed it shut. The bedroom door wouldn't be opening

agan.

Barry Bushdll, with tears streaming down his cheeks, selected another outfit from hiswardrobe and
got changed. Findly presentable, he lay down on the bed and picked up abook. With his hands shaking
so0 badly that he could hardly read, he lay there and waited.

‘Kegp moving,” Elizabeth yelled, damming her handsinto the middle of Wilcox’ s back and sending
him tripping further down the last few stairsto the ground floor.

‘Watchit!" he protested, grabbing hold of the handrail to try and stop himsdlf from faling. He looked
back up the stairs. Proctor and Jones had stopped a short way back.

‘“What now? Proctor asked. They’ d finally reached the bottom of the staircase. It was a pointless
guestion. They didn’t have achoice. Wilcox cautioudy edged closer to the door and teased it dightly
open before, equaly carefully, closing it again.

‘Well? Elizabeth asked hopefully.
‘Not asbad asit could have been,” hereplied.
‘Bodies?

“Hundreds, but | was expecting more. We Il probably make it through if we'refast and we keep
moving.’

‘Fucking hell,” Jones grunted, ‘and | was going to walk.’

He shoved past Wilcox and peered around the side of the door. Back inside, he leant against the wall
and composed himself.

‘Thisisit then,” he quietly announced.

‘Isit?

‘It' sgoodbye.’

‘What?

‘We'll stand more of achanceif we split up.’
“You think so?

Jones shrugged his shoulders.

‘Maybe,’ he grunted. He took a deep breath, opened the door again and did out into what was left of
the hotel reception. It waslight outside and surprisingly bright after the enclosed gloom of the fire escape.
Theair, dthough still heavy with the noxious smells of death and decay, was somehow fresher. Severd of
the nearest bodies noticed his sudden emergence from the doorway and immediately turned and began
walking towards him. Jones, terrified and pumped full of adrendine, ran, pausing only to starein disbelief



at the main saircase of the hotel which was a solid column of dowly moving flesh.

Without direction he skipped and weaved through the lifeless corpses that still dragged themselves
around the rubble-strewn ruin and then burst out onto the street. The bodies were fewer out there, but he
knew they would be upon him soon. Not knowing where he was going or why, heran.

‘Bastard,” Wilcox moaned as bodies began to dam against the other side of the fire escape door.
‘That bloody stupid bastard, he' s let them know where we are.’

The three remaining survivors stood together at the foot of the staircase in stunned silence. What the
hell did they do now? Elizabeth thought about Bushell, twenty-eight floors above them, and the sense of
his actions became painfully clear. It was no longer about surviving, it was about choosing whereto die.
Still tearful, she opened the door and barged past the six bodies that were now clawing against the other
side. In panic Proctor ran after her.

Wilcox froze. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t bring himsdlf to go out there. He knew aswell asthe
othersthat what was going to happen to him wasinevitable, but he didn’'t have the menta strength to
keep going like they did.

Asthefire door had swung shut, one of the bodies had become trapped, leaving it haf-open. More of
the sickly cadavers gravitated towards the exit and clambered over the trapped corpse. Wilcox watched
asthefirst few of them moved closer. What did he do now? Still bresthless from the sudden descent, he
began to climb back upstairs.

Thisisbloody stupid, he thought to himself as he climbed. His body wanted to dow down but the
panic and claustrophobic fear he felt kept him moving forward at an uncomfortable speed. He was
soaked with sweet and hislegsfdt likelead but it didn’t matter. He d I eft those fucking things at the
bottom of the stairsfor dust.

It was more than hdf an hour later when he reached the fire escape door on the twenty-eighth floor.
He pushed through it eagerly, keen to find Bushell and... and the suite was full of bodies. He looked up,
terrified, and saw that the main door was down. The cadavers had noticed his sudden and unexpected
arrival too. They surged towards him and knocked him off hisfeet. Astheir sharp, bony fingers dug into
hisflesh helay on the ground and looked at the open fire escape door through which he'd just emerged.
If heredly tried, he thought, he might be ableto crawl through it and give himsdlf alittle moretime.

What' s the fucking point, Wilcox thought as warm blood began to gush and pour from gaping wounds
that the dead had torn open. Bushell wasright. Just give up, lie back and wait for it to be over.

Elizabeth wasn't aware that Proctor had followed her until she heard him shouting for her to dow
down. She glanced back over her shoulder and saw him dragging himsdlf after her. Shewasn't
interested. She didn’t want to be with anyone else now, certainly not him. She kept moving, if anything
increasing her speed. Not knowing the city particularly well she didn’t have a clue where she was going.
She' d wanted to head out of the centre but, instead, had inadvertently found herself running through the
main shopping area. The bodies there were fill densein number and tightly packed but she moved with
sufficient speed and control to work her way around them and through them.

Needing to stop and rest she turned left into adark aleyway. She stopped running for amoment and
rested with her hands on her knees, sucking in as much precious oxygen as she could. No bodies had



followed her yet. If she could get out of Sight quickly she knew she might have an opportunity to properly
catch her breath and decide what to do next. There was adoor hafway down the dley. She looked in
through asmall, dusty window but couldn’t immediately see any movement. She pulled the door open
and dipped inside, too tired to care what she found on the other side.

Bloody hdll, she thought as she climbed a narrow, white marble staircase. Of dl thedoorsin dl the
aleys, she seemed to have chosen the staff entrance to Lacey’ s department store. Chrigt, she' d never
been able to afford to shop there dthough she' d dways wanted to. It was one of those places that made
you fed dirty and unworthy if you waked in without a pursefull of gold and platinum charge cards and
credit cards. Today, of course, it wasacold, dark, skeletal shadow of itsformer salf but what the hell, it
was gl Laceys.

Barry Bushd|’ swords continued to play heavily on Elizabeth’ s mind as she crept further up the dairs
and deeper into the building. How right he' d been. She couldn’t think of anywhere she' d be completely
safe and, even if she could, she had no way of getting there now. She continued to climb, stopping when
she reached the jewel lery department on the third floor. There were no bodies around that she could see.
Always a sucker for gold and stones, she found herself drawn to the cobweb-covered display cabinets.
They were il filled with beautiful piecesthat, amonth ago, would have been worth afortune. Today
they were worth nothing. But hell, she could dream, couldn’t she? Dreaming was just about al she had
left....

Elizabeth finally had her shopping trip around Laceys. She worked her way through the building floor
by floor, avoiding the occasional corpse and staring in wonder at al the things she' d never been ableto
afford. When she reached the ladies clothing department she changed out of her dirty clothes and
dressed in the most expensive outfit she could find. She climbed to the very top floor and sat on aleather
sofashe' d never have been able to afford in ahundred years. She drank wine, ate chocolate and
swallowed enough headache tablets to kill an € ephant.

Paul Jones had also decided to take hisown life.

He stopped running and hid in the shadows of a newsagents until the effect of his sudden appearance
and disappearance had faded away and the bodies had lost interest. He lay on the floor behind the
counter and read the last ever editions of half a dozen newspapers until the sun had disappeared and the
light had faded away. All of the headlines that had once seemed so important and relevant now seemed
puerile and inggnificant.

Walking dowly through the shadows now without fear or concern, Jones made hisway along the
dark city streetsto a congtruction site. With arucksack full of booze on his back, he climbed to the very
top of thetalest crane he could find which stood in the middle of the foundations of an office building that
would never be completed. Protected by the height and enjoying a view which was even more impressive
than the view from the hotel’ s Presidentia Suite, he drank and dept.

In the morning, when the sun finaly came up, he looked back acrosstown at the hotel he' d left
behind and watched the occasiond stupid body fal from the roof. He laughed out loud without fear of
retribution.

Paul Jones had decided to take hisown life, but not yet. He' d do it when there were no other options
|€ft.



Once Proctor had lost sight of Elizabeth he' d stopped running. He' d dowed his pace to match that of
the dead and, for atime, had been able to walk among them undetected. | can do this, he thought, | can
outwit them. | can move around them and between them and | can do this. Bushell waswrong. They
wereall wrong. | don’'t haveto runand | don’'t haveto give up. It snot over...

For dmost aday he managed to survive, but hisfoolish confidence proved to be hisundoing. It took
only asingle sneeze. One sneeze in the middle of avast crowd of bodies and his position was revealed.
And Proctor, being acowardly man, tried to run. Instead of standing his ground and continuing to mimic
the actions of the bodies al around him, the stupid man tried to run. Deep in the middle of severd
hundred rancid, rotting cadavers, however, he didn’t stand a chance. They ripped him to pieces before
he had chance to scream for help.

Wouldn't have mattered. No-one would have come.

Barry Bushdll lasted for severa more days. The hotel suite was overrun with bodiesbut, asfar ashe
could tell, they didn’t know that he was dtill in the bedroom. He remained quiet and still. Without food,
water and exercise, however, he quickly became weak.

Bushell died ardatively happy man. He d rather not have died, of course, but he' d managed
somehow to retain the control he' d so desperately wanted - the control that death had stripped from the
millions of bodies condemned to drag themsalves dong the Streets outside until they were no longer able
to move.

Dressed in aslk negligee and lying in acomfortable (if dightly soiled) bed, he died peacefully in his
deep at the end of agood book.

DAY TWENTY-THREE

AMY STEADMAN
Part vi



It is now more than three weeks since infection. Amy Steadman’s body has been moving away from the
ste of its death congtantly for more than two weeks. It isnow little more than arotten and featureless
shadow of what it once was. The face, once fresh, clear and attractive, is now skeletal and heavily
decayed. Its skin is discoloured and waxy. Its once bright eyes are dull, dark and dry. Because of its
physcd limitations the cresture moves dowly and forcefully. Movements which had previoudy been
random and uncoordinated, however, now ominously have an underlying purpose and determination.

This putrefying cadaver has no need to respire, egt, drink or rest and yet it continues to struggle
across the dead an increasingly grim landscape. It isdriven by asingle goa —the need to continue to
exigst. The condition of its physical shell isdeteriorating and it has become painfully aware of the extent of
itsdecay. It now understands that it is vulnerable and exposed. Every unexpected movement or sound
which it detectsis automatically assumed to be athreat and the corpse reacts accordingly.

Now and then the body experiences the faintest flicker of recollection and memory. It has no concept
of who it used to be, but it is vaguely aware of what it once was. Earlier today it tripped and fell inthe
rubble of a shop-window display. Inadvertently it grabbed a handful of rubbish which included a cup.
Momentarily it held the cup by its handle asif it was about to drink. It then dropped it and continued
moving. Y esterday, more through luck than judgement, it attempted to reach for ahandle and open a
door.

There are consderably more bodies around here than most other places. Throughout this slent,
empty world the dightest distraction continues to attract the unwanted attention of thousands upon
thousands of these sickly creatures and here, on the outskirts of the ruins of the city of Rowley , thereisa
digraction which is calling untold numbers of them ever closer.

The corpse has | eft the street it staggered aong earlier and has now reached an unexpected blockage
whilst making itsway across awide and barren field. Eleven bodies are pushing forward, trying to force
their way through awooden gate. The gate has a sprung hinge which constantly pushes back againgt the
dead. Even when moving together they are weak and they struggle to make progress. Occasionally one
or two of them manage to ssumble through. Aware of the movement of the dark shapesaround it, asit
approaches the gate Steadman’ s corpse lifts its hands and beginsto grab at the nearest bodies. With
twisted, bony fingersit dashes at the other cadavers. Steadman’s corpseis stronger and more
determined than most others. It moves with more force and purpose than they are capable of. The other
bodies are unable to react with anything other than laboured and | ethargic, shuffling movements. They do
not have the speed or strength to be able to defend themselves.

Steadman’ s corpse knows that it must continue to move forward, athough it does not understand
why. It negotiates the gate (its relative speed and strength forcing it open) and continues towards the
distraction up ahead. Whatever it is, it may be able to help ease the corpse’ s pain and suffering. On the
other hand, it may prove to be athreat which the body must destroy. Whatever the reason and whatever
itis, this putrefying collection of withered flesh and brittle boneis driven rdlentlesdy towardsit.

The body stumbles through more fields, moving further away from the cold and skeletal remains of the
city which it once caled home. Every single aspect of Steadman’s previous life has now been forgotten
and erased, asit hasfrom dl of the bodies. Virtudly every trace of race, gender, social class, wedth and
intellect has been wiped from the dead. Steadman’ s corpse, like the many hundreds of smilarly faceless
cadaversaround it, is now dmost completdly featurdess and indistinct. What remains of itsclothesare
ripped, ragged and stained. Itsfaceis emotionless, blank and cold. The only discriminating factor which
separates the bodies from each other now isthelevel of their individua decay. Some —those that are the
most severdy rotted — continue to stumble around aimlesdy. Those which are deteriorating more dowly,
however, are those which present the most danger to anything unfortunate enough to happen to come



across them.

Steadman’ s withered body has become aware of a dark mass on the horizon. It isacrowd of many
thousands of bodies. Obliviousto any possibleimplicationsit continues to stlagger towards the immense
gathering. Before long it reaches the edges of the diseased throng. When the massive numbers of
cadavers ahead stop it from moving any further forward, it again reacts violently, ripping and tearing at
the decayed flesh which surroundsit on al sdesuntil its path is clearer.

Deeper into the crowd the bodies are even more tightly packed together. Still more of them
continudly arrive at the scene, crawling dothfully towards the distraction from every direction, blocking
the way back and preventing the corpses dready there from doing anything other than trying to move
further forward still. Unaware that their actions are ultimately pointless, the dead rdentlesdy attempt to
shuffle closer to the disturbance which brought them here. A chain-link fence eventudly stopsthem from
making any more progress.

It takes severd daysfor Steadman’ s body to make its way past enough corpsesto enableit to finaly
gtand at the fence. It is pushed hard againgt the wire by the rotting throng behind, and from there it
watches. On the other side of the fence is awide and uninterrupted swathe of clear and uncluttered,
green land. Mogt of thetimeit isquiet, but occasiondly there are deafening noises and sudden flashes of
huge, controlled movements which whip the diseased hordes into ariotous frenzy.

Steadman’ s corpseisjust one of a crowd which is now hundreds of thousands strong.

Thousands more are approaching.

KILGORE

Kilgore sat lone at ameta tablein the furthest, darkest corner of the bunker messhall. The wide,
low-cellinged room was largely empty. Only the occasiond noise from the kitchen and the congtant,
piercing eectrica buzz and hum of the strip lights hanging above his head broke the sllence.

Spence ambled casudly into the hall and fetched himsdlf atray of food. With only ahandful of other
people egting there (none of whom he knew well) he walked over towards Kilgore.

‘Mindif | sit here? he asked.

Kilgore jumped in his seat, surprised by the unexpected interruption. His thoughts had been
elsawhere. Helooked up a Spence with dark, tired eyes and shook hishead. * Go for it,” he mumbled
before looking down into hisfood again. He played with hisfork, stirring the lukewarm and piss-weak
stew on histray, pushing lumps of meat-subgtitute around from side to side and making tracksin the
gravy but not actudly esting anything. Spence sat down on the bench directly opposite him.

He' d come across Kilgore on a couple of occasions before they’ d been ordered underground. He'd



aways had areputation for being amoaner —the kind of person who would ingtinctively complain and
whinge pointlessy and continually about everything and anything he was ordered to do. The kind of
person who made the smplest of routine tasks seem like some huge and practically impossble
undertaking. An incessant talker and acompulsive liar, he wound the officers up and he wound hisfellow
soldiers up. Hewound everyone up.

Hewas crying.

Spence shuffled awkwardly in his seat and began egting, wishing that he' d chosen another table. The
other man’s show of emotion made him fedl uncomfortable and uneasy. He hated it when he heard
people crying down here. It reminded him of his own sadness and the constant emptiness he fdlt. The
three hundred or so people he' d been buried underground with were, generally, hardened, professiona
and well-trained soldiers. Men and women who had been conditioned to suppresstheir emotions and
fedings and just get on with doing whatever it was that they’ d been ordered to do. But that was
becoming more and more difficult with each passing day, amost each hour. The fact that some of them
were showing emotion at dl indicated just how serious, unpredictable and uncertain their Situation had
become. And the longer they spent below the surface, the more disturbed and confused they became.
No-one seemed to know what they were doing or why. No-one knew what had happened or what was
going to happen next. What were they hoping to achieve? By now they’d dl heard about the devastated
condition of the infected world above them from the few advance parties that had ventured out, and that
only served to make their time underground even more difficult. What did the future hold for the millions
of people left on the surface, scarred by plague? More importantly, Spence thought, what did the future
hold for him and for the rest of them underground?

Thetap, tap, tap of metal on plagtic disturbed histrain of thought. He looked at Kilgore again. His
hand was shaking. He could hardly hold hisfork till.

“You okay, mate? he asked quietly.

Kilgore looked up again and shook his head. More tears. He wiped them away on the back of his
deeve

‘No,” hereplied under his breath.
‘Want to talk about it?

‘What' sthereto talk about? the soldier began. ‘“What good' sit going to do? What good' s any of this
going to do? We're stuck down here, you know. | tell you, mate, there’ s no fucking way we' re going to
get out of here’

‘Why d'you say that?

Kilgore dropped hisfork into the middie of his plate and took a swig from amug of cold coffee. He
leant back in his chair and ran hisfingers through hiswiry hair. For the briefest of moments he made eye
contact with Spence before emotions took hold again and he was forced to look away. Eventudly he
cleared histhroat and composed himsdlf sufficiently to be ableto talk.

“Y ou been up there yet? he asked, looking up at the low ceiling above their heads.
‘No,” Spence answered.

‘It was my first time outsde today,” Kilgore explained. ‘1 was fucking shitting mysdlf. I’ ve never seen
anything like... | tel you, you can’t even begin to imagine what' s going on up there...” He stopped, took



another deep breath and tried again. * Fucking hell, | can't...’
‘Take your time, man,” Spence said quietly.
Kilgore closed his eyes and steadied himself.

‘ Sarge says We re going above ground. He tells us we re going on awalkabout looking for survivors
in Ansall. You know Ansall? Little town just outsde Hemmington? Anyway, we' re ready and out in
minutes, before we ve had chance to think about it. | put the mask on and I’ m standing there in the suit
and that’ swhen it firgt hits me. I’'m standing there thinking about whet I’ ve heard it’ slike out there. | start
thinking Chrigt, get afucking holein this suit while we re out there and I'm deed. I’ m thinking, catch the
suit on anail or adoor handle or whatever and I’ ve fucking had it. We're dl feding it. No-one saysa
bloody word. Then Sarge givesthe nod. We get into the transport and he gives them the order to open
the doors.

‘Those bloody doors dide open and Christ, for aminute it looks fucking beautiful out there. You
don't redise how much you missdaylight until you seeit again. | tell you, the world never looked so good
asit did this afternoon when they first opened the doors. It' s about one 0’ clock and it’ s beautiful. The
sky’ s blue, the sun’ s burning down and there' s not afucking cloud in the sky. Weroll up to thetop of the
ramp and for afew seconds everything' sal right. For a couple of secondsit fedls good and you start to
think everything’ s going to be okay. It feels good just to be getting out of thisfucking place for awhile.
Even though we ve dl got our masks on it fedls good to seered, natura light for achange and to be able
to seetrees and grass and hillsinstead of fucking concrete walls and metal doors.

‘I had Smith gitting next to me. Y ou know Smith? The big guy with the crooked nose? Anyway, we
start moving away from the base and he suddenly sits up and starts staring out of the window. He's
cursing and pointing and we al crowd round to look at whatever it is he' s seen. And that’ s when we saw
them. People. | was thinking we should stop and try and help them but then | remembered what I'd
heard from the others who' d already been above ground. Sarge stops the transport for a second and we
watch asthey keep coming towards us, al dow and awkward like their legsare numb. | could only seea
couple of them at firdt, but they kept coming. They’ re coming out of the trees and from around the side of
the entrance door and | counted at |east thirty of them before we started moving again. | could see even
morein thefields around us. From adistance they looked normal, just dow moving, but when they got
closer you could see that they were sick. Fucking hell, their skin... it waslikeit wasrotten. It was all
discoloured and grey and green and on some of them it looked like it was hanging off their bones. Others
looked like bloody skeletons, al shrivelled up and dry. Jesus, you' ve never seen anything likeit. Sarge
screams at the driver to ignore them and keep moving and she puts her foot down. She hits a couple of
the fucking things — there was nothing she could do, they just walked out in front of us. | watched one of
them go down. We hit it so hard it virtualy snapped in half. Itslegswere al fucked up. But thenit triesto
get up again. Fucking thing' slying there with both itslegs smashed and broken and it’ strying to get up
again.

‘Wejugt St therein silence for afucking age. No-one says anything. No-one knows what to fucking
say, you know? Anyway, we follow the track away from here and we see more and more of them.
Christ knows how they know whereto go, but it’ slike they’ re all moving towards the base but then they
turn round when they see us and start following. | mean, we ve got to be doing about thirty or forty miles
an hour and these things are following uslike they think they’ re going to catch usup! We get onto the
main road and start heading for Ansall and | sart thinking about what we' re going to find there. Fucking
hell, if there are this many people out herein the middle of nowhere, what the hell arewe going to find in
the town?

Kilgore paused to finish his drink. Spence said nothing. He stared into the other soldier’ sface. He



didn’t want to hear about what Kilgore had seen because he knew that he' d have to face it eventually
when histurn came to go above ground. At the same time he had to listen. He knew that he had to
know.

‘The roads were an absolute fucking mess,” Kilgore continued. * It was like someone flicked aswitch
and everything just stopped. | tell you, everywhere you looked al you could see were bodies and
crashed cars. Chrigt, | saw some fucking horrible sights out there. Anyway, because we' re on the road
now the driver puts her foot down and speeds up. Our truck’ s heavy enough to just plough through most
of the wreckage. | Sarted getting freaked out by it al, and | could see that it was getting to the others
too. It was the sheer bloody scale of it. Everything's been wiped out up there, you know. | felt myself
gtarting to panic. It was so bloody hot in the suit, and the truck was like afucking sun-trap. And al |
could think about wasthe taste of fresh air and dl | want to do was take off the mask and fed the sun
and thewind on my face and... and it occursto methat none of us are ever going to fed that again. Then
| start getting really fucking frightened thinking about whatever the shit isinthe air that’ sdone dl this. I'm
thinking about getting arip in the suit again and not knowing about it until it' stoo late. | can see Fraser’s
face opposite me. Hiseyes are darting al round the place like a bloody mad man.

‘Weget to Ansdll and | don’t mind telling you | was scared shitless. I’ ve never been so fucking
frightened. | mean, you're like me, you' ve seen plenty of service, but | tell you, you' ve never seen nothing
likethis. Remember last winter when we were stuck in that school in the middle of that fucking gunfight
that went on for days? Thiswasworse. At least then we could see the bastards and we could shoot
back.

‘It was till bright but between the buildings the streets were dark and cold. Coming into the shadow
from the sun made it difficult to see what was happening. We stopped on the edge of thislittle market
and Sargetold usto get out and start having alook around. We were supposed to be looking for
survivors but al | could see were people in the same state as those we' d seen back at the base. Thefirst
onel saw up close wasthislittle old lady. She' s hdf-dressed and I’ m just stood there thinking thet thisis
someone' s mum and that my mum could be like this somewhere, and the rest of my family and probably
yourstoo. And when you start thinking about home you get thisurgeto just get in acar and try and get
back there to try and find out what' s happened to your folks and your girl and... and you know there's
no point.

‘Fraser cdlsout for help and | look round to find him. He' s got his wegpon out in front of him and
he’ smoving towards this building. It looks like an office or something and | can see that there are people
trapped ingde. They' re stood there leaning againgt the glass, banging it and it lookslikeit' sared effort
for them to move because they’ re sick or something. The door’ s been blocked by amotorbike that’s
crashed and gone skidding along the ground. | help Fraser shift it out of the way. We moveit and he
throws the door open and straightaway the people start wandering out into the open. | only haveto see
them for a second to know that they're just like al the other poor bastards we' ve seen. One of them
waksinto meand | look into itsface. There’ s nothing there. Not a single bloody spark or flicker of
emotion. Not asingle fucking sign of life. It' snot even bresthing. These bloody things are dead but
they’ reill fucking moving!

‘ Sarge gets on the loudhailer. He' s shouting the usud crap about how we' Il hep them if they
cooperate and he' strying to get them out of the buildings and into the market square. | turn round to look
back at the others and, fucking hell, there must have been a couple of hundred of the bloody things
getting close to usdready. They' re crowding round us and they start reaching out and trying to grab hold
of uswhen they get close enough. I’ m thinking about my bloody suit again and | keep pushing them away
but they keep coming back for more. Sarge firesafew warning shotsinto the air but it doesn’t make any
difference. Next to me Fraser gtarts hitting one of them and the fucking thing doesn’t even notice. Every



time he hitsit he'sdoing more and more damage but the damn thing just keeps coming. Itsfucking faceis
fdling to pieces but it kegps fucking coming.

‘Every way | turn now | can see more of them. We' relooking at Sarge for someinstruction and he's
just looking back at us, as scared aswe are. | lose sight of him when acouple of them rush me. | lose my
footing and before | know it I’ m on the ground with them on top of me. There’ sno weight to them. All |
keep thinking iswatch the fucking suit, make sure you don't get cut. I’ m punching and kicking out but the
bloody thingsjust won't give up. | manage to get back up and | can see that we' re surrounded. And
there are more and more frigging bodies coming out of the shadows dl of thetime. | notice that
Whedler' s heading back to the transport and | can see that the driver’ sback in her seat. I'm thinking that
I’ve got to get out of here and | start pushing my way through the crowd.

‘Fraser’ sthe last one back inside. He triesto shut the door and gets caught by one of them that
managesto grab hold of hisleg as he climbsup. I'm watching and | can't look away and I’ m thinking that
this can’t be happening. I’ sakid, probably not even fifteen, and it’sbody isso light and empty that it's
hanging off him and Fraser’ sjust dragging it dong. It’sgot hold of his boot somehow and he' susing the
butt of the rifle to smash its hand away. He pushesit off and triesto shove it back out of the door.
Whedler leans out and pulls the door shut but the bloody thing isn't out. Its head and shoulders are
fucking wedged in and Wheder’ s banging and pulling a the door, trying to get it shut. The kid' sgot one
armindde the transport and it’ sl trying to grab hold of Fraser. Hejust standsthere, liftsup hisrifle,
and blows afucking holein the middle of itsface. Wheder opens the door while we re driving and kicks
what’ sleft of the kid out onto the street.’

Kilgore rubbed his eyes and looked up into the light abbove him momentarily before dropping hisface
and letting his head hang down again.

‘And that, mate,” he mumbled, trying unsuccessfully to light a cigarette with nervous, shaking hands,
‘isjust about all that you and me and everyone e sein this bloody place has got to look forward to. We
ether spend therest of our time buried in this fucking hole, or we end up stuck out in that bloody mess
up there, wrapped in afucking plastic suit until whatever it isthat’ sdonedl thisfindly catches up with
s’

SKIN

My nameis Skin, and | have been waiting for this for so fucking long...

Hisnameisactudly Scott Weaver, and despite dl the bravado and bullshit, he’ s scared as hell dthough
he' d never admit it. Skiniswhat he used to cal himsdlf in front of hisfriends. It’ sthe name he used to use
on Internet forums and chatrooms, and which he sprayed onto the side of buildings and bus shelters. Skin
issixteen and, like many other distant, alienated and disenchanted adolescents, has agrudge againgt the
rest of the world because he' s convinced that the rest of the world hasit in for him. Hisfrustrations have



been building and his problems festering for months now, and each day he hasfelt himself getting closer
and closer to breaking point. Three weeks and two days ago, however, some of the pressure was
suddenly and inexplicably released. Three weeks and two days ago the rest of the world died.

In the long hours alone Skin often thought back to how it began. It was a Tuesday morning, and his
parents had been giving him hell because he' d only just come back in from being out al Monday night.
Hedidn’t know what their problem was. He' d been out with afew friends and they’ d lost track of time,
so what? They’ d had afew drinks, so what? They’ d done some drugs (nothing heavy, but his parents
didn’t need to know that), so what? His dad had gone on and on about how thiswasthetime of hislife
where he needed to put more effort in, not less. He and Dad had started shouting and swearing at each
other and that had made his mother cry, and that had made Dad even angrier. Chrigt, they couldn’t ever
see hispoint of view. Moreto the point, they didn’t want to. They judged him more by the way he
dressed and the music he listened to and the people he hung around with than anything e se. Hisdad
hadn’t spoken to him for dmaost amonth when hel d first had his ears and nose pierced. Fucking hell, if
only they’ d known about the tattoos and the other piercings he' d had done in the summer just gone...

He' d been sat therein the kitchen, trying to find away out of the conversation without letting them
win, when it happened. One minute they were both in full flow —Dad yelling a him for being a bloody
waste of gpace, Mum crying into her teaand yelling at Dad to stop yelling — the next they were dead.
Both of them. Face down, dead on thefloor.

The death of his parents (and, apparently, the rest of the world) was the moment it finally al began to
make sense. Up until that day Skin’s summer had been fucking miserable and the tedium showed no sign
of relenting. He' d flunked his exams and eft school and had then been forced into enrolling for re-takes
at college. And hisgirlfriend had left him. They’ d been together on and off for eight monthswhen Dawn
ended it. She said that he' d bullied her into having sex. She' d said that he kept making demands that she
wasn't prepared to fulfil. It was her fault, the fucking tease. She was the one who dressed like afucking
whore dl thetimefor Christ’ s sake. Jesus, she was the one who' d been sat there in afucking corset, tight
black leather mini-skirt, fishnet stockings and knee-high PV C boots when she' d told him that she didn’t
want to be with him any more. He'd logt hisvirginity to her pretty early onintheir brief relationship and
hisimagination had run away with him sincethen. He' d dready learnt that he wasthe only virginin the
relationship (he' d suspected as much) and that made him fed like he had something to prove, or that he
had some catching up to do. Skin had awaysimagined first sex would have been thisincredible event —
the undisputed highlight of both their young lives so far — but the redlity had been bitterly disgppointing.
Instead of endless hours of uninterrupted dirty passion he had to settle for afifteen minute fumblein
Dawn’ s bedroom while her mum went to the chip shop. And haf of those fifteen minutes were spent
trying to get the bloody condom on.

In the three weeks between Skin splitting up with Dawn and the sudden arrival of the end of the
world, he began to hate her with avengeance. He sill saw her regularly because, after she' d finished with
him, she started deeping her way around his friends, doing more with each of them (if the rumourswere
to be believed) than she'd ever done with him.

After they’d dl died he' d been nervous and frightened for awhile of course (who wouldn’t have
been?) but hisfear and anxiety was primarily caused by the fact that he didn’t know whether hewasin
danger, not because of what had happened to the rest of them. Asthe hoursticked by and his persona
safety and gpparent immunity to whatever had happened seemed more certain, his confidence and
atitude gradually returned. He got himself asfar away from his parent’ s safe and predictable
upper-middle-class home as he could and began to enjoy his new and unexpected role as king of the
world. He could do what he wanted, whenever he wanted. After a couple of days the bodies had risen,
but even that hadn’t dampened the sudden euphoriahe d fet a having survived when absolutely



everyone else had died. He wasinvincible. Without doing anything, he had won.

Brought up on adark diet of pulp horror films, comics and books, Skin revelled in thefilth, disease
and decay. Asthe bodies around him became more active, he actualy became more confident and
sef-assured. Asthe potential danger increased, so his excitement and adrenaline levelsrose. He looted
shops, taking food, booze, cigarettes, magazines, music and whatever else he damn well wanted. And, in
along-consdered and calculated gesture of defiance, he built abase for himsdf right in the middle of the
school he' d just |eft. He spent days tearing the place apart. He ripped the heart out of the place that had
caused him and countless hundreds of other kids untold amounts of grief over the years. HE d pissed on
the headteacher’ s corpse. He' d even squatted down and taken a shit in the middle of the classroom
where he' d been humiliated and yelled at by his Nazi-like Mathsteacher Mr Miller last term. And where
was Miller now, he thought smugly to himself? Dead, just like the rest of them. Skin had sat inthe
classroom for awhile, hisfeet up on Miller’ s chair, drinking scotch. He laughed out loud at theirony of it
al. And they’ d said he' d never amount to anything. ..

The bodies became increasingly indgstent. The damn things just wouldn't leave him aone. Hetried to
convince himsdlf that he was the subject of some bizarre kind of hero-worship but he knew that wasn't
the case. Just the dightest sound or unexpected movement from him would cause a crowd of the bloody
things to herd after him incessantly. And he noticed that they’ d started to become violent too,
occasiondly tearing each other gpart. He guessed that it wouldn't take much for them to start on himiif he
gave them half a chance. Skin made a conscious decision to keep out of sight and lie low for awhile but,
before disappearing from view, he went out looting again. He rode into town on his bike, following the
route of the bus he used to take. Once there he cycled through the side-streets until he reached one
particular shop. He and hisfriends had spent hourslooking in the window before now but they’ d never
managed to make it ingde. The shop sold hunting and fishing equipment. He didn’t know what he wanted
or needed, but he took as much from the shelves as he could carry — knives, pistals, rifles and anything
elsewhich looked vaguely useful and suitably harmful. He packed it onto the bike and rode back to
schoal.

Skinwasin charge now. Unrestrained and unstoppable, he made the decisions and he made the rules.
Hiding away didn’t suit him. Why should he keep out of sight when hewasin control? He moved through
the bodies with contempt and disinterest, only running when he absolutely had to. Already fedling vastly
superior to the decomposing relics which surrounded him, the fact that he was now armed made him fed!
impervious and al-conquering. He carried wegpons with him al of the time. He hadn’t had to use them
yet, but he was ready.

Food began to become a problem. He' d had some supplies with him but they’ d quickly dwindled
down to nothing. With arucksack dung across his back and arifle in his hand he walked to the loca
shopping precinct, which was around half amile from school. He d spent many long afternoons hanging
out there with his friends when they should have been in lessons. Hadn't done him any harm missing
schoal, had it, he thought to himsdlf as he crept through the supermarket, collecting up al thefood he
could find which was till edible. Most of the shop’s stock had gone rotten. The place stank of decay and
he almost threw up. He needed to rest and catch his breath before he made the trip back to school. Not
wanting to wait in the decaying supermarket he walked further into the building, eventualy emerging out
of aback entrance. A grey concrete Staircase led up to arow of boarded up, graffiti-covered flats above
the shop. Skin climbed the stairs and forced hisway into one of the flats. He rested for awhilein acold
and damp empty living room. He lay on the floor and passed the time with cigarettes and alcohol he'd
taken from the shop below.

A narrow verandaran across the front of the flats. After dmost an hour had passed Skin stepped
outside and stood there and |ooked out over the whole of the dead precinct below him. A large, roughly



eliptica collection of run-down shops centred around alarge ova patch of muddy grass, it didn’t look
very different now to how it dways used to look, he thought. There were afew bodies till lying on the
ground, but other than that the place looked as grey, lifdess and termindly dull asit aways had done.
Even those bodies which incessantly dragged themselves around looked strangely smilar to how they'd
been before they’ d died. Slow, empty and pointless. Skin baulked at the idea of ever dlowing himsdf to
become like that.

Standing up there, in full view but knowing that he was completely safe and untouchable, he felt
incredibly powerful and strong. Hefdt in full control, dmost like some kind of ancient lord looking down
over hisrotting subjects. Maybe thiswas his opportunity to show them just how powerful he was? He
ran back into the flat and grabbed the rifle he’ d brought with him. He rummaged around in his rucksack
for ammunition and then stepped back outside. He loaded the rifle and took aim.

Can | do this? Of course you can.
Should | do it? Why not, who' s going to stop you? No-one tells you what to do anymore.

Doesit matter? Don’t be fucking stupid. Of course it doesn’t matter. Damn things are dead
anyway.

Skin lined up asingle, bedraggled figurein his sights. Breathing heavily he squeezed the trigger dightly
and took up the dack, loosening his grip momentarily with nerves. There' s nothing to be scared of, he
thought, clearing histhroat and then holding his bregth as he prepared to fire. Just fucking do it. Theend
of therifle seemed to be waving about uncontrollably. He wedged the butt degper into his shoulder,
shuffled hisfeet and re-balanced himsdlf and then located thefigurein his sights again. Before he' d had
chanceto dissuade himsdlf he pulled on the trigger and fired. The gunshot cracked in his ear, rendering
him temporarily deaf on one side, and the force of the shot dmost threw him over. He dropped therifle
and rubbed the sore patch on his shoulder where the recoil had dug in. He shook hishead clear and then
looked out over the precinct. There wasn't much to see at first, primarily because dl of the bodies
gathered there had turned and had suddenly begun to stagger towards the supermarket. After afew
seconds he managed to locate the body he' d been aiming at. He' d hit it. Chrigt, he thought, he'd hit it
bloody well. It was difficult to see exactly how much damage he' d caused, but it looked asif at least half
of itshead had been blown clean away. More importantly, the fucking thing had finaly stopped moving.

Skin stood on the veranda and fired another thirty-two times, managing to down at least another
twenty-four bodies. Each time he fired the rifle he became more accustomed to the noise and the kick it
gave him. He learnt to ride the recoil and absorb it. He learnt how to load and reload quickly. Most
importantly, he learnt how to get rid of those fucking things below him.

Unchecked and unrestricted, Skin's confidence soared. No-one was laughing a him now or trying to
tell him what to do, were they? No-one was on his back to do this or do that or be home by acertain
time or not to wear certain clothes or not to speak in a certain way or not to drink or not to smokeor...
Chrigt, he could do anything.

He began by getting himsdf more comfortable. The school had two gymnasiums, housed inasingle
two-storey building. He moved from his previous classroom hideout and made hishomein Gym 1 (asit
was known) on the first floor. There he hoarded the supplies he' d collected and, under cover of night, he
fetched more. Using a battery-powered machine he filled the vast room with music from when hefirst
woke to when hefindly fell adeep a night. Fully aware of the effect the noise had on the dead population
but arrogantly indifferent to their attentions, he drank and smoked hisway through each day. His height



above the crowds seemed somehow to camouflage the direction and source of the sound. Although it
continued to attract many more bodies to the school, they wandered aimlesdy around the campus rather
than gravitating towards the gym building.

Skin kicked afootball around the gym. He threw empty beer bottles out of the window and watched
them hit the bodies below. He spray-painted the bland grey-brick gym walls. Now and then he took out
one of the guns and took pot-shotsinto the festering crowd. He dept. He ate. He began to get bored.
The novelty of his Stuation was beginning to wear dangeroudy thin. A person of sound mind and average
intelligence might well have been able to rise above the boredom, or put up with it in view of the potentia
danger outside the gym. Skin, however, dthough possessing sufficient intelligence, was aso il driven by
ahormone, acohol and drug-induced anger. The remarkable power he suddenly seemed to have was
incredible, and yet he gill wanted more. The strength of hisfedlings wasincreasing by the hour and none
of the digtractions he could find seemed ableto aleviate or reduce hisfrustrations. In spite of al he
suddenly had, he till felt incomplete.

It was late one night — around midnight —when the way forward came to him and things suddenly
became clear. Revenge. That was what was missing. It was the ultimate expresson of his superiority.
Hell, why hadn’t he thought of it before? Here he wasin thisincredible position of power and authority,
and he hadn’t used it properly once. Sure, he’ d fired afew shots and got rid of a pile of bodies and he'd
defaced about ninety percent of the school, but he' d not yet taken out his anger on the people who
deserved it mogt, had he? Chrigt, he had alist of names aslong as his arm of people he wanted to get
even with. His parentstopped the list, then his ex-girlfriend, then the so-called friendswho' d dept with
her after she’ d dumped him, then histeachers... Fucking hell, he thought, what anidiot. All that timehe'd
been sat there, letting those fuckers wander about free.

Thiswas histime. Hewasin control. Timefor retribution.

Therewould belittle satisfaction in just finding these people and destroying what was | ft of them, he
thought to himself next morning as he walked through the dawn shadows back towards his parents
house. What | need to do, he decided, is make them suffer. What | have to do is make things as difficult
and painful for them asthey did for me. | have to make them hurt.

His mother and father were sill in the kitchen of the house where he' d left them on the first morning.
His mother lay dead on the ground, dumped between the defrosted fridge-freezer and the dishwater. Her
soggy body stank. She was going nowhere, but awhack to the back of her head with arolling pin made
it completely certain that she wasn't going to get up again. He hated his mother margindly lessthan he
hated hisfather. It didn’t matter unduly that he was going to leave her, aslong as he got to take Dad with
him. Skin's deed father followed him around the kitchen, occasionally lunging at him and lashing out with
sharp, twisted hands. Skin brushed aside the body’ s pathetic attacks and dipped adog collar and lead
around its neck. Hetied its hands together with the washing line from the overgrown garden and haf-led,
half-dragged it the quarter-mile or so back to school. He threw the body into the empty ground floor gym
and watched it scramble around aimlessy for awhile. Helit acigarette and blew the smokeinto the
damn thing' sface.

‘Bet you wish you hadn’t been such an uptight fucker now, don’'t you Dad? he sneered as the corpse
stumbled towards him again. ‘Who' slaughing now?

Dawn wasin her bedroom back at her mother’ s house. She was Skin's next victim that afternoon. He
dipped the lead around her neck and then tied her to the bed in which he'd lost hisvirginity earlier inthe
year. Before leaving he spent some time going through her belongings. He was't sure whether that made
him fed better or worse. In her underwear drawer he found the kind of things he' d always hoped she'd
wear for him, but which she' d obvioudy saved for hisfriends. To humiliate the dead bitch he stripped her



bare before dragging her back through the streets and dumping her in the gym with the remains of his
dad.

He' d had afeding that he’ d seen the bodies of Mr McKenzie, Mr Miller and Miss Charleswandering
around the school. It was getting harder and harder to distinguish between the bodies but he knew that he
had to look. It was while he was searching for them that he came across what was left of an ex-friend
(and one of Dawn’ s recent conquests) Glenn Tranter. Tranter’ s face was pretty badly decayed, but he
could tel from the body’ s generd build that it was him. Although his skin was ablotchy blue-grey, he
could till seethetip of atattoo he' d recently had done on his shoulder and neck, just below the collar of
his blood-stained school shirt. The corpse’ s neck was scrawny and emaciated and the shirt hung
unintentionally loose, revealing more of the tattoo than he’ d ever been dlowed to show at school.
Another onefor thegym.

Therewasno sgn of Mr Miller. Damn, if there was one fucker who deserved alittle dismemberment
and torture, it was him. It was of some consolation when he found what remained of Mr McKenzie, his
dictatoria modern languages teecher, dragging itsdf aong the corridor outside the main assembly hall.
Stupid fucking thing was still wearing the same damn tweed jacket it had worn to school every bloody
day. He took great pleasure in wrapping the dog collar around the dead teacher’ s neck and dragging the
body twice round the school before throwing it into the gym.

Miss Charles, histwisted, sadistic, sour-faced ex-head of year, had been trapped in the stock
cupboard next to her office when she' d died. Skin found her Hill crashing around the room, half-buried
beneath text books and papers. He' d hated this bitch more than any of the others, and she' d hated him
too. Hetried to drag her to the gym by her wiry grey hair but it wasn't strong enough and it kept coming
away from her rotting scalp in sickly clumps. Instead he resorted to the dog lead and another drag
through the increasingly crowded school grounds.

Over the course of the next day and ahalf he gathered together another fifteen bodies. Some of the
rapidly putrefying, reanimated corpses had bel onged to people who had, in oneway or another
(according to Skin), wronged him. Others were just unfortunate cadavers which just happened to have
been picked out of the faceless masses and flung into the gym.

Sowhat do | do with them now, he thought to himself as helay on his makeshift bed at the far end of
Gym 1. Music blared out of the CD player that he’ d now hung from a basketball hoop with skipping
ropes. He thought it sounded better like that, athough the volume was so loud that getting the right
acoudticsdidn’t redlly matter. The room wasfilled with a haze of smoke from cigarettes and improvised
liffs. The smoke helped disguise the increasingly obnoxious stench of death, decay and putrefaction that
filled the gym building and the world beyond itswalls.

It was hard to believe whom he’ d managed to shut into the gym downgtairs. The incredible fact that
they were al trapped in there and that their fates were completely in his control was amost harder to
believe than what had happened to the rest of the world. Thiswas an opportunity for revengeon a
massive sca e that he wasn't about to pass up. He was determined to make the most of every last second
and make these fuckers suffer in the same way they’ d tortured him for years. They had no ideawhat
they’ d done to him. None of them had given adamn.

I’ll start tomorrow, Skin decided as he drifted into a nauseous, drink-fuelled deep. One by onel’ll
take each of those fuckersto pieces.

Hedidn't wake up until early afternoon. He woke with ahangover of immense proportions which, he



decided, could only be eased by more alcohol. Damn, he was getting low on booze. He' d need to go out
and get more soon, but not today. He had more important things to do today.

After he'd taken apissout of afirst floor window onto the heads of the crowd below (and thrown up
too —hewasfeding particularly bad today) he ambled down to the ground floor gym and opened the
door. Thetwenty bodies he' d shut in thereimmediately began to move towards him. He pushed hisway
through them with an ignorance which bordered on contempt. With complete disinterest he pushed them
away whenever they made to lunge towards him. He was preoccupied with his plans for the day and,
ultimately, for each of them. He wanted to spend a reasonable amount of time with each body and not be
rushed into destroying any one of them too quickly because of unwanted attention from one of the others.
Thesefuckerswere al due some uninterrupted persona service from him.

Still coughing (and occasionally retching and vomiting) he began to build abarrier around one corner
of the gym with various pieces of gpparatus he found lying around. The bodies, athough till very
animated, were also clumsy and their coordination was desperately poor. It didn’t take very much to
keep them restrained. Using benches, vaulting horses, trampolines, crash mats, weight training equipment
and anything e se he could find he built adivison around the far left corner of the room, leaving the rest of
thegym clear.

Who first?

He' d had alate art and getting the gym ready had taken longer than expected. The sun was dready
beginning to set as he stood bregathless and |ooked across the room at his motley collection of corpses.
Which one of these fuckers has caused me most pain? Which one hurt me most? Which one showed the
most complete disregard for me and for everything | ever stood for or believed in or wanted? It wasa
close call between two of them. It was either Dad or Dawn. Just because he preferred the idea of
messing with Dawn’ s body (it made him fed dightly excited in an uneasy, perverted kind of way) he
chose her. He reached out over the barrier he' d built, grabbed hold of his ex-girlfriend’ s corpse and
threw it back onto the other side.

‘Okay, Dawn? he asked, surprising himself with the sound of his own voice. Dawn’s dead body
lumbered towards him, twisted arms outstretched. For amoment he was close to panicking and he
amost lost his nerve. What did he do? Did he hit it or push it over or...? He took adeep breath and
ingtead of looking at the unsteady bulk of rotting flesh which staggered towards him, heinstead
remembered her as she used to be. More specificaly, he remembered what it was she’ d done to him.
Even more specifically, he remembered what it was she hadn’t let him do to her. Bitch.

Chrigt, just look at the state of her, he thought as his dead ex-girlfriend dipped in a puddie of blood or
vomit or something equaly unpleasant. Over the course of the last twenty-four hours the floor of the gym
had become covered with various noxious spillages, both from the corpses and from Skin himsdlf. The
corpse dropped heavily to itskneesin front of him and then managed to pick itself up again and continue
moving towards him. She was an appdling sght but, knowing her strange tastes, she might have
approved of thelook. Her eyeswere hollow and sunken, her skin green-hued and ruptured and
pockmarked in places. She had a deep cut on her bare right shoulder and, in the low light, Skin was sure
he could see squirming movement in and around thelesion. Wasit just blood or decay glistening, or was
it something more foul ? Maggots, flies or larvae feeding off her dead flesh perhgps? Whatever it was, the
thought of it was disgusting, too much even for the twisted mind of Skin to handle. The sight of her
standing there, naked and practically falling to pieces as he watched her, was too intense. He pushed her
back over the barrier and grabbed another body from the other side of the divide.

Mr Read! Bloody hell, it was Mr Read, the head of the music department at the school. He'd
forgotten that he'd managed to get Read’ sbody. He hadn’t set out to find this particular teacher but he



was glad that he' d got him. He' d been one of the last corpses he' d collected yesterday. He' d found three
bodies at the end of the corridor and this was the one he' d taken. The others were just kids. Now this
bastard deserved to suffer. He was the one who made kids sing on their own in front of the classand
play endless bloody glockenspiel solosin hislessons.

Skin hadn’t liked Read, but there was no real emotiona attachment to thisteacher. He felt sure he
could damage this body without giving it amoment’ s thought. Maybe the strength of his hate for Dawn,
his dad and certain other ex-teachers somehow made it difficult for him to do justice to their bodies. He
needed to practice. He needed to start with someone who had been fairly neutra and then build himself
up to the bastards who really deserved to incur hiswrath. The body of Mr Read seemed idedl.

Wheat could he do to him? He glanced around the gloomy gym and his eyes settled on apile of
welght-training equipment in the corner of the room. Asthe body dragged itsdf after him pathetically he
took hold of ashort bar (the kind he' d seen used before for single arm exercises) and stripped the
weights off it. He was | eft with abloody heavy, fourteen inch, chrome plated metal bar. He turned back
around to face the body of the dead teacher and swung the bar at its head. He' d expected to fedl the
impact but he hardly felt anything. The bar seemed to cut through the flesh like a hot knife through buitter,
such wasthelevel of the creature’ s decay. And fucking hell, look what he' d done! The damn thing'sjaw
had been ripped right off its bloody face!

Suddenly fedling more confident and in control again, Skin circled the hel pless corpse. He was moving
at severd timesitslethargic speed, and it had no ideawhere he was. Standing right behind it he chopped
down vicioudy at itslegs. He hit the right knee cap, shattering it and sending the body crumbling to the
ground. Too bloody easy! He smashed down with the bar again, thistime coming down directly onits
pelvis. He could fed the bone smashing and crunching under the force of the metal.

Whatever tensons, frustrations and fears had been building insde Skin were quickly released by the
therapeutic destruction of the school teacher’ s dead body. If the truth be known (and Skin wasn't the
dightest bit interested in why it made him fedl better) it was the sudden physica exertion of the attack that
revived the fedings and power he d felt since the rest of the world had falen. Whatever the reason, in his
confused, immature and naive mind, he knew it felt good, and he knew he wanted more. By thetimehe'd
finished with thefirst body it had al but disappeared. Mr Read had been dismembered and spread
around virtudly the entire gym.

Dad was next.

Starving, tired and cold, Jackson approached the schoal.
More bodies.
Something must be happening around here.

What' s the attraction? Why this place? | need to stop for a while and | need to take on some
food. Think I'll take a look around.

Skin dragged hisfather’ s body through the greasy, creamy remains of the music teacher. Using more
skipping ropes which he d found by the weight training equipment he lashed the body’ sflallingarms and
legs to awooden climbing frame which had been stored againgt the gym wall. Hisknots weren't
particularly good but hisfather’s corpse didn’t have the strength to be able to escape from them.



Just look at you, he thought as he stared at what was | eft of hisfather squirming on the wooden frame
likeit had been crucified. Y ou used to tell me you were somebody | should look up to, and now look at
you. You used to tel methat | should aspireto be like you, to do the things you did and to believein the
things that you believed in. Now look at you. A pathetic lump of rotting meat that’ s about to be
destroyed. Now you look a me. | took so much shit from you because of how | looked, what | did and
who | did it with. And why? What was so good about doing things your way? What made your ideas
and your values any better than mine? If you were so fucking clever, why aren’t you the one who' s stood
here now? If | was so stupid and so wrong, how come I’m in control ?

Skin had edged closer and closer so that he was now just inches away from his dead father’ sface.
He stared deep into the corpse’ s cold, black eyes hoping, bizarrely, to see aflicker of recognition or
memory or emotion. Strange as it seemed, he wanted hisfather to know what was happening. He
wanted him to see and fedl everything that was happening and that was about to happen. He wanted him
to understand and to be able to admit that Skin was right and he' d been wrong.

Nothing.
Stupid fucking thing.

In afit of temper Skin picked up ameta-framed chair and swung it at hisfather’ sremains. Two of the
chair smeta legs dug into the rotting flesh which covered the creature’ s abdomen and ripped it open,
practicaly disembowelling it. Partially decomposed organs began to dip, dide and ooze from the body
and dripped onto the floor below it.

Skin dropped to his knees and watched the bloody thing begin to dowly fall apart.

It must be around here. Thisiswhere the bodies are heading. Was this a school or a college or
something?

Jackson crept around the outskirts of the school campus. Something had definitely happened around
here. There were far too many bodies for them just to be here by coincidence. It couldn’t have been
looters because this wasn't the kind of place where there' d be anything to take. Most likely survivors had
been here. Interesting. He' d only come across ahandful of survivorsin dl the time he' d been travelling.
He' d found evidence of them having been around and he' d come across their remains when the bodies
had got to them before he had, but he' d seen very few actualy managing to survive. He d done his best
to keep out of their way. The more of you there are, he' d decided, the more noise you'll make, the more
you' l| move around and the more chance you' Il have of being caught and killed. Stay done and stay dive
was rapidly becoming his motto.

The nearest door into the school was open. Jackson pushed hisway insde and listened carefully to
the soundsinsde the vast, stinking building. The odd distant shuffle and crash of bodies but nothing too
ominous. He decided he could risk stopping and looking around.

Whenever Jackson found a saircase heingtinctively climbed it. Stairs give me an advantage over the
dead, he' d long since decided. The bodies had trouble climbing (although they’ d manageiit if you gave
them long enough and if they had enough of an incentive) and the higher you climb, the better view you
have of whatever’ s going on around you.

At the top of this particular staircase Jackson was confused. Below him was agrassy courtyard in the
middle of the campus which wasfilled with bodies. In the grim darkness, however, he couldn’t
immediately see what it was that was drawing them there. He' d come across huge gatherings before



which had been caused by the most ridiculous of things—an open door continualy banging in thewind or
abroken gutter dripping with rainwater. He stood and watched the crowd for alittle while longer, trying
to analyse their movements.

Then he saw it. There were bodies trapped in agym on the diagonally opposite side of the grassy
quadrant. Wasthat redlly it? Perhaps the noise of them moving around in there was creating enough of a
disturbance to keep the hundreds of surrounding corpses close. It was possible, but unlikely. Whatever
the reason, he decided that was where he was going to make his attack. Just avery quick runin and out.
Enough to cause alittle damage and get a decent fire going. And once the building was properly dight he
could concentrate on getting himself sorted out. He was starving. He hadn't eaten for more than aday
and he desperately needed to get his hands on some food. There’ d be shops nearby. There were usually
aways shops built close to schools. The fire would distract the bodies and hel d go scavenging through
the shadows.

How to get close? The buildings which surrounded the courtyard appeared to be connected. He' d
work hisway around until he got as close as he could to the gym, then he' d cause aminor distraction and
make arun for it through the crowd. It wasn't going to be easy but he'd doneit before. He took his
rucksack off his back and scrambled around inside for the variousitems he'd need. A smdll plastic bottle
of paraffin and acigarette lighter. Smple.

The best thing he' d found to use as adistraction was awel | dried-out but still mobile body. If he could
find one that had been trapped indoors for adecent length of time, that would be idedl. The bodieswere
aways attracted to fire, and if he st one of them aight its random, barely-coordinated movements would
add to the confusion and increase the effect dramaticaly. Although the infection had origindly struck
before the school had officialy opened for the day, he had no trouble in finding the suitably emaciated
cadaver of ayoung boy scrambling around patheticaly in the shadows of a second floor classroom. He
grabbed the body by the scruff of its neck and carried it back down to ground level.

There sno room for sentimentality any longer, he thought as he soaked the body with the paraffin.
Whatever thisthing used to be, its character, personality and every other attribute which once madeit an
individua and unique human being died with it on that Tuesday morning, more than four weeks ago. This
thing isn’t someone’ s son, brother or friend anymore, it’ s a collection of dead flesh and bone. I'll be
doing it afavour by destroyingit.

Without alowing himself any more time to think abouit it, Jackson checked that the door to the grass
courtyard was open and then lit the body. He gave it afew seconds for the flamesto redly take hold
before he pushed it out into the night. Hundreds of bodiesimmediately turned and moved towards him,
attracted first by the sound of the opening door, then by the brilliant, dancing flames which consumed the
figureinfront of him. He grabbed hold of one of itsarms and dragged it over to the diagondly opposite
corner of the courtyard to the entrance to the gym building, and roughly planted the body back onto its
feet again. Bizarrely ignorant to the fact that it was ablaze, it staggered towards the mass of bodieswhich
slently converged onit.

Jackson took a deep breath and moved. He ran back to the door he' d just emerged from and waited,
wanting to be sure that the decoy had worked before he risked running further from safety and deeper
into the bodies. Perfect. It was working like a dream. The entire mass of diseased, decaying flesh was
ignoring him and moving towards the bright flames about fifty meters away. Severd bodieswere burning
now. Stupid bloody things, he thought. Relaxing dightly, he crept dong the nearest wall towardsthe
entrance to the gym. Hetried the door but it wouldn’t open. Strange. He looked down at the handle and
shook it. Bloody hell, he thought, it had been barred from the inside.



Therewasn't much left of Dad.

Skin had punched and kicked and dashed and ripped and pulled and spat at the remains of hisfather
until very little il hung from the wooden climbing frame. There was dmost as much rotten flesh on him
and on thefloor and surrounding walls as there was |eft on the corpse.

If the destruction of the teacher’ s body had been strangely therapeutic, then thiswas bliss. Using
climbing ropes Skin had flogged his father’ s corpse. He felt no remorse and no pain. Half-drunk and
half-stoned, he ripped and tore at the body mercilesdy. For awhile nothing else mattered. Y ears of pent
up anger and frustration were let loose in the pace of afew perfect minutes of revenge. He forgot about
the other bodies in the gym. He was so transfixed by the destruction and disintegration of his dead father
that he didn’t see thefires outside. Suddenly fedling able to do anything again, he turned his attention to
Dawn. Once again he dragged her body over the barrier and out into the gym. He grabbed her from
behind (it felt good to do thisin front of hisfather) and ran his hands over her flesh. Her skin felt
aternately wet and then curioudy dry and brittle, but that didn’t matter. He gently caressed her il
ferminine shape as he decided how he would dismember her. In agtate of semi-arousa and drink and
drug induced euphoria, he didn’t hear the glass smash and the gym entrance being forced open.

‘What the hell are you doing, you sick bastard? Jackson asked as he burst into the blood-soaked
gym. He shone atorch at Skin who immediately let go of Dawn’ s body and pushed it away. Chrigt,
Jackson thought, he' d seen some pretty unpleasant things over the last few weeks, but never anything like
this. A stupid little fired-up teenager torturing and molesting the dead. He knew that he' d just done
something pretty unpleasant to adead school boy outside, but that had been different. There had been a
reason and anecessty to hisactions. What this kid was doing was just sick. Twisted, evil and sick.

Suddenly ashamed, Skin stood in front of his crucified father, dumbstruck. Behind him the body ill
moved and twitched continualy. Its head lolled heavily from sdeto sSde.

‘l..." hebegan, ‘I just...’

Jackson shook his head in disbelief as he shone historch around the blood-soaked room. He glanced
back over his shoulder asthe bodies from outs de began to drag themsalvesinto the building through the
door he' d Ieft hanging open. He d only intended being insde for amatter of seconds.

‘What the hell have you been doing in here? Jackson asked again, still not quite able to believe what
he was seeing. * Is there something wrong with you? | know what these things are and what they do, but
thisiswrong. Have some respect...’

Skin wasn't listening. How dare this man comeinto hisworld and start questioning his actions and
decisons. Did he know who he was? Did he know how strong he was? Did he know that upstairshe’'d
got guns and knives and that he’ d destroyed huge numbers of corpses over the last few weeks? In
Jackson Skin could suddenly see everything that he' d despised about the world before the apocaypse.
He saw the authority he' d rebelled against and he saw the common-sense and rule-following that he
detested. He couldn’t let it go on. This man was athreet to his new found strength, independence and
freedom. He had to make astand or it would al have been for nothing. He grabbed the metal bar he'd
used to bludgeon the music teacher and ran at Jackson .

‘Don’'t be stupid,” Jackson yelled as the desperate teenager approached. Skin lifted the bar high,
ready to strike. With twice his speed Jackson let rip with asingle jab to Skin’ sface, catching him on
sguare on the nose and sending him regling back. He dropped the bar and it clattered loudly to the
ground.

Jackson looked around anxioudly. By breaking into the building he' d opened it up to the bodies



outside. They were now streaming inside in huge numbers.

‘Timeto get out,” he suggested to Skin who still sat in acrumpled heap on the floor, blood pouring
down hisface. ‘Unlessyou like this sort of thing, of course,’ he added. ‘ Could have yourself ared party
now, you sick bastard.’

Skin couldn’t move. He couldn’t spesk. All of the anger and frustration and hate that had been
released since the world had died had now suddenly returned, and now it was worse than ever before.
He was crushed. He watched in desperate silence as Jackson turned and shoulder-charged his way
through the dead and back out into the night. There were still acouple of bodies burning nearby. That,
coupled with the movement around the gym, was enough of adistraction to enable him to dip away into
the darkness. What about the kid, he thought? Forget him. Stay alone and stay dive.

Skin dowly stood up and stared at the body of hisfather. It seemed to stare back at him. He stood
motionlessin the middle of the gym and, for atime, was unnoticed by the hundreds of bodiesthat had
dragged themselvesinto the building.

Theroom wasfilling up quickly.

Skinwas scared. All of his strength and bravado had gone. He needed help. He looked around for
Dawn but she’ d gone, swalowed up by the faceless crowd. There must be someone who can help, he
thought. With tears of sadness and humiliation running down hisface he walked deeper into the gym. He
reached the barrier he' d built and looked over the mass of chairs and equipment. In the darkness he
could see what remained of hisfriends and teachers. Over his shoulder the mass of cadavers moved ever
closer.

Skin climbed over the barrier and collided with the body of Miss Charles. He had to look twice
before he was sure it was her. He began to talk to her. Wiping blood and tears from his face he began to
gpologise for what he' d done and how he' d behaved. Miss Charleswasn't listening. Along with the
remaining seventeen bodies of histeachers and hisfriends, she lunged towards him and tore him apart.

Jackson watched from anearby hillside asthe school burned. It was adry night. The fire must have
gpread quickly through the bodies outside and then to the buildings. Whatever the reason, the whole
bloody place was up in flames now.

Good.

Helay Hill on the grassfor awhile, watching asthe bodies dl around him stumbled towards the bright
light in the distance. When enough of them have disappeared, he thought, I'll go and get mysdlf something
to eat.



DAY THIRTY-EIGHT

ANNIE NELSON

After | left the community centre | came back home. There didn’t seem to be much point in doing
anything dse. | had nowhere else to go. That was weeks ago now. Just over four weeks| think but I'm
not exactly sure. It' s getting harder and harder to keep track of the days.

| never felt safe in that community centre. People used to talk about surviving, but no-one actudly did
anything about it. There were dways people crying or arguing or fighting but no-one actudly did anything
congructive. When | first got there | thought we might &l bond together and make ago of thingslikewe
used to if therewas acrisis, but we didn’t. Most people were too scared and upset to eventry. You see,
everyone had lost someone ese. Everyone had their own problems that needed sorting out before they
tried to help anyone else. For most peopl e there didn’t even seem to be any point in trying to pick up the
pieces.

My friend Jessie (the lady | used to talk to at the centre) said that she couldn’t ever see things getting
any better. | kept telling her that they had to and that they would do eventually. No matter what hardships
you haveto get over, you dways manageto do it in the end, don’t you? It might be along, hard struggle,
but you'll dways get thereif you think positive and refuse to give up, won't you? | should know. My
wholelife s been astruggle, not that I'm complaining, mind. Poor old Jessie. | lost her when those things
got into the building. Shetried to get away with the others. Don't suppose I’ Il ever find out what
happened to her.

There were afew peoplein that community centre who were like ticking bombs, just waiting to
explode. It was only amatter of time before something happened there. I’ ve never been asfrightened as
| was when the fights started and when the doors were opened. It was dl | could do to keep out of the
way. | curled mysdlf upinto aball and lay still under atable asthe room filled up with those horrible,
dirty, stinking things from outside. | know that they used to be people and that | should be respectful but
honestly, they were disgusting. They made me fedl sick to the ssomach. We dl have to go someday, but |
hope and pray that | don't go likethat... | just want to go to deep one night and then not wake up again.
| looked out for Jessie when the building started filling up but she must have dready gone. Most people
weretrying to get out through the back and she must have been dragged out with them. | hope she' s dll
right.

| just kept my head down and waited for thingsto calm down again. | kept as till as| could and
watched those crestures as they dragged themselves round and round the room. My old bones were
killing mebut | knew | couldn’t move. | couldn’t let them see me. It must have been the best part of a
day later when | findly saw agap in the crowds. | stood up, as quiet as| could, and crept out of the



building. | did my best to stay out of sight but | never expected it to work. I'll never know how |
managed to get past them.

It was good to get back home.

I let myself back in and suddenly everything felt better. | collected up dl the food and drink | could
find and then dragged the mattress out of the spare bedroom down to the cellar and that’ swhere I’ ve
stayed since then. It's cold and dark and miserable down here but at least I'm home and at least I'm
safe. I've got atorch and candles and matches for light and I’ ve managed to find plenty to do to keep me
occupied. I'll stay down here aslong as | haveto. I’ ve got booksto read and | can knit and sew if |
want to. Shamethereisn’t any music. | misstheradio. | missthe voices. Theradio used to keep me
company. | know that | haveto stay quiet. If | make too much noise those thingswill find out where | am.
Sometime | can hear them moving around. Sometimes | can even hear them in the house.

Such a shame about al those people in the community centre. Such awaste. Y ou don’t have to make
anoise and fight and scream dl the timeto survive. Look a me. I'm doing perfectly well down hereon
my own, thank you very much. I’ ve lived through wars and terrorist attacks and flu epidemics and water
shortages and much, much worse. I’ ve been mugged twice and | got over that, didn’t I? The problem
with those peopleisthat they didn’t have enough experience of life. I'm eighty-four, and I’ ve seen just
about al thereisto see.

The trouble with most people is that they want their problems sorted out today, not tomorrow.
They’ve had it too easy with their computers and their mobile phones and the like. They expect someone
to flick aswitch and make all their problems disgppear but that’ s not going to happen, isit? People just
have to accept that thisisn't going to get better overnight. It'sgoing to take time. It sgoing to take
patience. Be quiet and keep yoursdlf to yoursalf and everything will beal right in the end.

It'svery cold today. Must be the middle of October by now. Not sure what the exact dateis.
Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’'m sure | used to have alittle oil heater somewhere. Maybe I’ ll nip upstairs
and try and find it later, if there aren’t any of them about. It might be in the bedroom. | think that’ swhere
| last saw it. | need to do something though because it’ s going to get much colder yet. And the cold and
damp won't do my cough any good. | hateit when | cough. When | cough it letsthem know where | am.
| don’t want them to know where | am.

| keep thinking that someone s going to come. Someone will come for me eventudly, won't they?
They'll have along ligt of who liveswhere and they’ [l tick them al off and redisethat I'm missing.
Someone from the government or the army will come and help us sort this bloody mess out.

| hopeit’s soon.

I’'m doing less and less each day but I'm getting more and moretired. Everything' s an effort. I’ ve got
to go out and get some food soon but | can't faceit. | keep putting it off. | haven't got much | eft.

Keep your chin up. That'swhat | keep saying to mysdlf. You vedonedl right so far, Annie.
I'll bedl right.

I'll survive.



DAY ONE HUNDRED AND
NINETEEN

UNDERGROUND

John Carlton isatwenty-four year old army mechanic who, for the last one hundred and nineteen days,
has lived underground in amilitary bunker buried deep in the countryside. Trapped down there with him
are another one hundred and sixteen soldiers, lessthan haf the number of troopsthat originaly manned
the base. A pae shadow of the highly trained and once powerful fighting force they used to be, these men
and woman are desperate and terrified. Backed into a corner, al order and control has now broken
down. Supplies are running dangeroudy low. Timeisrunning out.

For these men and women the bunker has become their tomb. They have no means of escape or
savation, and each one of them is painfully aware just how finely poised and delicate their precarious
gtuation is. Their aternatives are al equaly hopeless. It will not belong beforetheir lack of equipment
and supplies renders the base uninhabitable and yet they are unable to leave the bunker. The air outsdeis
dtill filled with aviciousinfection which will strike them down in seconds before causing their dead bodies
to drag themselves back up again and walk the Earth relentlesdy. Furthermore, the dead remains of the
population on the surface have, over time, dready gravitated towards the base, burying it under
thousands of tonnes of rotting human flesh.

Inside the bunker the Situation is deteriorating day by day. Law and order is now non-existent and
every man and woman hasto fend for themsalves. Respect, rank and position are long-forgotten things of
the past. Everyoneisequd at the bottom of the pile, and everyoneis apotentia enemy. Self-preservation
isal. The next breath of air that the person next to you takes or the precious mouthful of food or water
they swdlow means, ultimately, that thereis now lessfor you.

Degth isinevitable and isfast gpproaching. Whichever way these men and women turn they will die.
Andworg of al, each of them now knows that death no longer carrieswith it any certainty. The end of
their naturd lives may just be the beginning of something far, far worse.

John Carlton is painfully aware of whet is happening around him. He has hidden in frightened isolation
in one of the most inaccessible parts of the bunker for aconsiderable length of time. His home for the last
two weeks has been adark and narrow service tunnd. All he haswith him are apistol, afew rounds of
ammunition, some meagre supplies and his standard issue protective suit.



Sound is carried dong the twisting maze of tunnels and throughout the bunker. Although he cannot
eadly tdl which direction it is coming from, he knows that trouble is uncomfortably close. He dso knows
that the sounds he hears are the beginning of the end. Somewhere in the underground base fighting has
broken out.

The supplies must have finally been exhausted. That’s got to beit. That’s got to be the reason
for the sudden increase in the volume and number of shouts, screams and gunshots I’ m hearing. It
had to happen sooner or later. This base was only ever stocked for a stay of around seventy days
and we're now more than forty days over that deadline. The fact that we lost so many men and
women in the battle meant that we were able to make what supplies we did have last a little
longer than expected. It sounds like time's quickly running out now.

The day of the battle was the moment | knew we had no hope here. I’ d always suspected as
much, but until then I’d done my best to remain positive and optimistic. It was the lack of
information that unnerved me, the lack of any hard facts and clear instructions. | mean, I’d heard
the stories about the people on the surface and the huge number of casualties and what might
have caused all the deaths, but while we were safe down here and the doors remained shut none
of it felt real. | half expected to finally go above ground and find that nothing had changed, that
we' d been subject to some fucked-up military psychological experiment or something like that. It
wouldn’t be thefirst time. It’s happened before, no reason why it couldn’t happen again.

The day of the battle was the moment | realised all the nightmare rumours1’d heard were
true, and that was when | began to prepare myself for death. No point in doing anything else,
really. Unless something happens to make the surface safe and habitable again, we're all destined
to die down here. The trick now isto drag things out aslong as possible. Suicide isn’t an option
yet. I'll only do that if there is absolutely no chance of survival. If | can stay here until the fighting
stops then | might be able to survive for a little longer. Who knows? | don’t know anything
anymore.

The fight had already been raging for several hours when my lot were ordered to suit up and
get ready to go above ground. There was no tactical briefing, because there were no tactics.
There was no battle-plan because no-one knew what it was we were going to face. We' d heard
rumours of an enemy that numbered into the hundreds of thousands, but there were no hard facts
or definite details to make plans around. We were told to go out there and just get rid of as many
of themas we could. If it wasn’t military, we were told, destroy it. We got ourselves suited up and
ready to fight and we’'d made it as far as the decontamination chambers when the retreat began.

I’ ve never seen anything likeit, and | pray to God that | never do again. | only managed to get
the faintest of glimpses outside before the doors were closed, but it was like hell on earth out
there. Our boys were trying to get back inside but it wasn’t a controlled fall-back. Blokes were
just running for their lives. And behind them... Christ, following them in was a wave of thousands
of the fucking things. Huge staggering swarms of these bloody things that looked like corpses.
They were decayed and slow and awkward but you could see that they knew what they were
doing. | watched them ripping our men and women to shreds. Hundreds of them trampling our lot
under their rotten feet and tearing at their suits and their skin. There was nothing they could do
against the numbers they were facing. The commander gave the order to lock-down the base and
all we could do was watch as the chambers were sealed. Fucking heartbreaking it was to see men
and woman that I’ d stood alongside and fought next to just left stuck out there. They' d have kept
on fighting for aslong as they could — I know they would — but the bodies must have got themin



the end. Rumour hasit there was so many of them that they couldn’t close the main bunker doors.
There was too much dead meat and abandoned equipment in the way for them to get the bloody
doors closed.

| went back up to the decontamination chambers about a week later with a handful of others
to do a check on some of the systems. We tried to look outside but it was dark and we couldn’t see
much. The hanger was still full of rotting flesh. The bodies were packed so tight against the doors
that the bloody things couldn’t even move.

All that happened sixty-five days ago now. Snce then I’ ve counted every hour and watched
every long minute tick past. Hard to believe how much time has gone. Truth betold, it feelslike
I’ ve been here ten times longer than that.

10:17 am.
Gunfire.

| just heard gunfire again. Part of me wantsto try and find out what’ s happening but | don’t
dare move. Maybe when it quietens down again I'll try. 1’1l have to move sooner or later. I’ve run
out of food. | don’t want to but I’ m going to have to move soon.

1:35 pm.

More fighting. More gunshots and more screams and shouts. Bloody hell, | wonder how many
are left alive now? | can still hear screamsin the distance. | keep imagining that | recognise the
voices but it’s probably just my mind playing tricks again. Maybe | should try and get closer
now...

Carlton crawled dowly back down the low tunnel where he' d been hiding. Hisjoints were stiff and
aching. Hetried to move quietly but, after many long days of inaction, his movements were frustratingly
clumsy and uncoordinated. Matters weren't helped by the protective suit which hewore. He d kept it on
because it gave him an extralayer of warmth and, if he was honest, because he was too scared to take it
off. What if whatever it was that had done the damage outside managed somehow to get into the base?
He had to take a chance and |eave the breathing apparatus off. It was too bulky and it dowed him down.
Heheld hisloaded pigtal tightly in hishand. He wasn't going anywhere without protection.

The service tunnd led round into a second tunnel which was dightly wider and taler than thefird.
That tunndl, in turn, eventually connected with a corridor which led back deep into the heart of the base.
He' d see how far he could get.

Thelighting around him was virtudly non-existent —adull yellow glow from intermittent emergency
lamps, that was al — but it was enough. The darkness was helpful. He' d didn’t want to be seen.

Carlton paused for amoment to try and get his bearings. The bunker was alarge, sprawling
congiruction which seemed to meander aimlesdy underground in every direction. Long, empty tunnels
connected storerooms, mess halls and dormitories which were a surprising distance gpart. If he was
where he thought he was, the next door on his left would be the entrance to the kitchens. He crept further
along the corridor, pressed tight against the wall, and then stopped when he reached the door. It was



half-open. He peered cautioudy inside and then gently shoved the door alittle further open. No
response. There didn’t seem to be anyone in there. Carlton dowly eased himsdlf into the room.

It was dightly brighter insde the kitchens than it had been out in the corridor, and the relative
brightness hurt his eyes after days of hiding in the darkness of the service tunnd. It wasimmediately
obvious (and not at al surprising) that the whole area had been ransacked and cleared out. The
cupboards and storage areas— those that he could see from where he was standing — were stripped
empty. Thelarge refrigeration unit in the corner was also open and its shelves too were bare.

Carlton was about to |eave the kitchen when he stopped. Something in the rubbish under hisfeet had
caught his eye. He bent down and pushed a pile of plastic food trays out of theway. It was alifeless
hand, reaching up for help through the garbage. Working quickly but quietly he cleared pots, pans and
other rubbish away from the immediate area around where he was standing. He gradually uncovered the
body of Lynn Price. Price had been the officer in charge of the kitchens. The poor bitch had a bread
knife buried degp in her right kidney. Huge amounts of blood had spilled out over the kitchen floor
underneath the layers of rubbish. In placesit was till tacky but most of it was dry. She' d obvioudy been
dead for severa days.

Nervesthreatened to get the better of Carlton. Did he continue to push further into the base, or did
he turn back now and scuttle away to the reatively safety of hisdark tunnd hideout again? Hiding was by
far the easier option, but he knew it wouldn't have done him any good in thelong run. If hedidn’t find
food and water soon he' d bein serious trouble. He was aready beginning to dehydrate. Christ, what he
would have given for just asingledrink of clear, ice-cold fresh water. The fact that he was sanding in the
middle of akitchen, surrounded by pots and pans and discarded cutlery and crockery only made him feel
worse. He pressed on.

The kitchen was connected to the main mess hall. Carlton climbed through awide serving hatch and
took afew stepsinto the deserted hall. It wasin just as bad a condition asthe kitchen. It looked like
there had been ariot. Furniture had been upturned and he could see the bodies of at least four more
ex-colleagues buried in the mayhem. He was about to check the vending machinesin the corner (which
were obvioudy empty but which were till teesingly illuminated) when the sound of another hail of bullets
stopped him in histracks. That was close. That wastoo close. A moment of silence and then the sound
of heavy footsteps thundering past the entrance to the mess hal. From his position he saw three or four
unidentifiable figures rush past the door and carry on down the corridor. He waited for amoment before
gticking his head out into the corridor and peering after them.

‘Carlton...” avoice hissed from out of nowhere. Carlton’s heart skipped a beat and hislegs
weskened with nerves as he looked for the owner of the voice. He spotted afrightened face hiding in a
doorway opposite. Who wasit? It was difficult to see but he wastoo afraid to get any closer. He stared
agan. Wasit Danid Wright?

‘Wright? Wright, isthat you...?

The figure on the other side of the corridor dowly stood up straight and then looked | eft and right
before crossing over into the mess hall. Wright pushed Carlton further back into the shadows.

‘Where the hdll have you been? he asked, his voice hushed and secretive. ‘ Haven't seen you for
weeks.’

‘Been hiding,” Carlton replied.
‘Sensible. Best bloody thing to do around here.’



‘What about you?

‘| waswith afew others. Got themsalvesinto ascrap and | took the chance to duck out and get
away.’

‘What' s hgppening?

‘We'rewaiting to die, didn’t you know? Wright replied, hisvoice drained of dl emotion. ‘Placeis
faling gpart. Fucking people arefadling gpart. Half the people left down here are aready dead, and most
of them killed themselves’

Carlton was slent for amoment as he took in Wright' swords. None of it had come asa surprise.
‘So what are you going to do now?

The other solider shrugged his shoulders.

‘No bloody idea,” he admitted. ‘Not alot | can do redly, isthere?

Carlton didn’t answer.

The awkward conversation was interrupted by the sounds of more scuffles and fights taking place
deeper within the base. Wright peered out into the corridor again, then quickly drew his head back
insde.

‘Anything? Carlton asked.

‘Nothing,” Wright replied, ‘but it’ sjust amatter of time. Won't be long before thiswhole fucking
place goes up in smoke.’

“Y ou reckon?
‘Absolutely.’
More noise. Getting closer. Wright started to shuffle uncomfortably.

‘“Where you been hiding? he asked, the desperation very evident hisvoice. Carlton thought for a
moment before answering. What did he say? He didn’t want to tell him. * Come on, man,” he begged as
the noise in the corridor continued to increase in volume. * Let me come with you. | won't do anything to
get you found, | promise. | just want to find somewhere safewherel can...’

Soldiers appeared at the end of the corridor. More gunshots. A figure collapsed in ahail of bullets.
More troops trampled the body as they ran for shelter.

‘Chrigt;” Carlton mumbled under his breath. He wanted to turn and run back to the service tunnd,
but Wright would follow and he knew that he couldn’t afford to let him. No matter what the other man
sad, having him with him would increase the risk dramatically. He had to find away of getting rid of him,
and quickly.

‘Comeon,” Wright pleaded. ‘ Fucking show me!’

In desperation Wright whipped aknife out from hisbelt and held it to Carlton’ s neck. Christ, thought
Carlton, not the suit. Cut me but don’t cut the bloody suit.

‘| can't...” Carlton began to protest.



‘Show mewhereyou're hiding or I'll doiit,” Wright threatened, his face now close to the other
man's. Carlton recoiled at the noxious smdll of Wright's acrid breath.

‘| can't,’ hesaid again, bringing his pistol dowly up from hisside. Before Wright had redlised what he
was doing Carlton fired asingle shat, ripping abloody hole through his chest cavity and lungs. Wright
collapsed to the ground and Carlton stepped over him, wiping dribbles of blood from his precious suit.

He was about to step into the corridor when another group of soldiers thundered past the mess hall
doorway, thistime moving in the opposite direction to the first, moving back deeper into the base. More
followed, then more. One of the soldiers straggling at the back of the pack tried to grab hold of Carlton
and drag him dong with him. Carlton ingtinctively recoiled and squirmed free from the soldier’ sgrip.

‘Get yoursdlf out of here,’ the soldier in the corridor screamed. * Get out of here now. The fucking
idiots are trying to open the bloody doors!’

He couldn't afford to wait. Not caring who saw him Carlton turned and ran back through the mess
hall and clambered quickly through the serving hatch and into the kitchen. Behind him a constant stream
of desperate, terrified troops fled deeper into the bunker.

Carlton ran back to his hideout as quickly as histired, under-exercised legswould carry him. He
threw himsdlf into the service tunnd and scrambled around furioudy in the darkness for his breething
gpparatus. With hands trembling with nervousfear he put on hiskit and melted back into the darkness
and waited. ..

At the entrance to the bunker agroup of soldiers had fought their way through into the
decontamination chambers. Their minds twisted and deluded as aresult of weeks of hopelessisolation,
two of them struggled to open the sealed doors while another three held off more troops who fought to
prevent the base being compromised. Risks, priorities and perspectives had been distorted after spending
months buried underground without hope. Perhaps the infection had findly passed? The men now
struggling to open the doors and get outside genuinely believed that thiswas their last chance for freedom
andlife

The soldiers a the doors were being protected by their three colleagues who, whenever they saw the
dightest movement in the corridor leading up to the chambers, unleashed atorrent of bullets. Thosetrying
to stop them didn’t stand a chance, such was the position of the doorway being defended at the far end
of along corridor. Explosives and grenades were usdless too. Fire munitions of any sirength at them this
close to the chambers and enough damage would amost certainly be done to immediately compromise
the base. A few desperate fighters continued to try and prevent the breach. Those who had been
unfortunate enough to have aready seen what was outside and who knew what was about to be let into
the base. Those who had aready fought hand to hand with the dead and who had witnessed for
themsalvestheir vast and unstoppable numbers. Those who would rather be mown down by bullets than
face the rotting crowds that were about to flood into the bunker.

It was inevitable that the doors were going to be opened. It was just amatter of time.

Carlton lay on hisback in the tunnd and trembled with fear. The world sounded different from behind
the mask, muffled and somehow distant and indistinct. 1t made him fedl even more uncertain and scared.

In the distance he could hear further battles raging. Bulletswere flying and screams of pain and panic



wereringing through the twisting maze of subterranean corridors and passageways. Even more than
before it was now impossible to gauge the direction of any of the sounds. The noise seemed now to
surround Carlton and come at him from every angle. The volume increased steadily and previousy
distinct sounds gradudly merged into asingle unintelligible cacophony.

Then it stopped.

A sudden silence so ominous that it made Carlton lose control of hisbladder. Helay on hisback ina
pool of hisown pissand lifted a shaking hand up to his mask. He wrapped hisfingers around the
breathing apparatus, ready torip it off. Perhgps| should just do it now, he thought, just get it over
with...

He couldn’t bring himsdlf to doit.

Sobbing with fear helay till and waited.

The silence continued for the best part of two days. In his cramped confinement Carlton listened
intently to the stillness, hoping for aclue asto what had happened but too afraid to move and investigate.
Weak with hunger and nerves, he waited impatiently. He didn’t know which was worse, the physical or
mental pain? Every bonein hisbody ached and he knew that if he moved some of that pain might ease.
But he couldn’t do it. He was too bloody scared to do anything.

After endless hours, minutes and seconds of nothing he finaly heard something. Had heimagined it?
He held his bresth and listened carefully, the rapid thump of his own frightened heartbest ringing in his
ears and threatening to drown out any other sound. What was happening? He' d begun to presume that
the all-consuming slence of thelast forty or so hours had been agood thing. Surdly if the base had been
invaded by swarms of decaying bodies he would have seen or heard something by now?

Thereit was again. The bang and clatter of metal on meta. It sounded more like arandom, clumsy
crash than anything more purposeful or sinister. He had to do something now, he couldn’t just lie here
and do nothing. Moving as cautioudy as he could he did back down the service corridor to the junction
with the second, dightly wider passageway. Once there he crouched down on his aching knees and
listened again, keeping out of Sght. More noise. Thistime even further away, still unclear and indistinct.
He shuffled further forward again.

Carlton stopped when he reached the next corridor. He glanced over at the kitchen door. Thelights
were lower than he remembered. The main power supply within the base must have failed and the
Sructure was now illuminated only by the low yellow dectric back-up lighting throughout. He retraced
the steps he' d taken afew days earlier, tiptoeing carefully through the wreckage which covered the
kitchen floor and trying not to make any unnecessary noise. He stepped over the fallen body of the
officer he' d discovered last time he was here and then did through the serving hatch and out into the mess
hdll.

More distant sounds. He primed his pistal, cringing at the noise it made, and walked to the end of the
hall. He was about to step out into the corridor when afigure appeared from adoorway to hisfar left.
Christ, who was that? More to the point, what wasit? It was dressed in a soldier’ suniform, but it was so
dow and clumsy. Whoever it was must have been injured, he decided. Maybe he should try and help
them? Carlton chose instead to do nothing, preferring to wait until the solider got closer before he took
any chances. Y ou can't trust anyone these days, he thought. And, he quickly remembered, the advancing
solider might be equaly uncertain of him. One unexpected move and he might find himself staring down
the barrel of the other man’srifle.



Thetrooper was close now. Carlton held his bresth, trying not to move for fear of giving away his
position. Something wasn’t right. Another sudden sound came from the other end of the corridor behind
him but heignored it, concentrating instead on the solider still approaching. The figure' shead hung heavily
over to one side and it seemed to be dragging itsfeet rather than managing to take proper, controlled
steps. What the hell was going on? The soldier was now no more than a couple of feet avay. It
staggered into the dull yellow glow of one of the emergency lights directly overhead and Carlton recoiled
at the creature s nightmarish face. What the hell had happened to thisman? It was asif the life had been
sucked out of him. His skin was white, dmost blanched, and thick, dried blood had dribbled from his
mouth, down his chin and onto his uniform. His eyes were dull and unfocussed, staring ahead but not
actually appearing to look at anything. To all intents and purposes this poor bastard |ooked dead. Carlton
disappeared back into the shadows of the mess hall. The soldier (or corpse or whatever it was) shuffled
past him oblivious.

It had to be the infection. That was the only explanation. The integrity of the bunker had been
compromised and the germ or whatever it was that had done dl the damage outside had been let in. His
mind began to work overtime. If the rest of the soldiers are infected, he thought, then | have to get out of
here. Chrigt, he' d seen for himsalf what the dead hordes were capable of when they’ d forced the military
back and entered the hanger almost seventy days ago. And now he found himsalf trapped on the wrong
sde of the bunker doorswith, potentialy, anything up to a hundred of the bloody things. He had to get
out. He had to get out right now. He didn’t know where he was going to go, but he had to try and make
arunfor it. He was going to die soon, that much was inevitable, but he wasn't about to let himsdlf betorn
gpart at the hands of hisformer friends and colleagues. Asweak and tired and frightened as he was, he
wasn't prepared to end hisdays like that. One last burst of energy...

Carlton stepped out into the corridor. The body of the soldier continued to trip away to hisright. It
must have heard him but it didn’t react. To his|eft the passageway was clear. Leaving the safety of the
shadows he limped further down the corridor, passing the door from which the body had emerged and
eventudly reaching a T-junction. Left or right? All the corridorsin this damn place |ooked the same—
white-grey and disappointingly featureless. Carlton was disorientated and in pain and he couldn’t
remember the way to the control room. If he could reach the control room he was sure he' d be able to
then find the communications room. Once he' d managed to reach the communications room he knew
he' d be able to find hisway back through the maze of tunnelsto the decontamination chambers. That had
to bethe areahe aimed for. If he could reach the chambers then, providing there wasn't till aflood of
rotting bodiestrying to force their way indde, he' d have achance, adbeit avery dight one, of getting out
of the base alive. What happened after that, however, was anyone' s guess.

Heturned left. Damn, the door to aransacked equipment store and a dead end. He turned back
again and began to move down the corridor in the other direction. Movement was gradually becoming
easer and hisjoints werefeding less siff. Now al that he had to do was... Shit, another one of those
cresturesright in front of him. Helooked at it and wondered if he could see who it used to be. To keep
moving in the right direction he knew he had no option but to try and passit. For amoment he stood
helplessin the middle of the corridor, completely <till and completdy usdess, unable to decide what to
do. He watched the shabby figure asit tripped towards him and he poised himsdlf for its attack. Three
meters between them and he held up his pistol.

‘Stop,” he commanded. * Stop or Il blow your fucking head off.’

The body continued its lethargic advance. He had no option but to shoot. He closed hiseyes and
squeezed the trigger and winced as the deafening sound of the gunshot echoed throughout the whole of
the underground complex. When he dared to look again he saw that the soldier’ s corpse had crumbled
to the ground in front of him. The back of its head and the contents of its skull dripped red from the grey



corridor walls. Carlton was so preoccupied with the bloody fate of the first body that he failed to notice
another two gpproaching until they had dmost reached the cadaver on the floor. Without stopping to
consder hisactions helifted his pistol again and fired another two shots at close range.

Control room. He'd found it. Carlton weaved around the empty desks and past dusty, lifeless heaps
of long-since redundant computer equipment on hisway through the room. Another body staggered
towards him but, rather than waste precioustime fighting it, heinstead Smply stepped out of itsway. The
stupid thing blundered past. It hadn’'t even seen him.

Out of the control room. Another left turn, down the corridor and then right. Jesus Chrigt, yet another
body. He shot this one in the face — the corridor was too narrow to risk taking any chances. He stepped
over the fallen corpse and pushed through the door into the communications room. And then he stopped.
Another couple of hundred meters or so of corridor and he’ d be outside the decontamination chambers.
Did heredly want to do this? Could he do it? More to the point, did he have any choice? Carlton’s
ever-decreasing aternatives were continuing to rapidly deplete. Hisfina choices were now gppalingly
grim — stay underground with a hundred dead soldiers for company, or try and get up to the surface and
have to face the possibility of having to dedl with many, many more bodies up there. The thought of
escaping from the relentlesdy grey and enclosed confines of the bunker was the deciding factor. Okay,
S0 it might not be any better (it might be much worse) above ground, but at least he’ d be out in the open,
if only for afew minutes. The choice was made.

Carlton paused for a second longer to catch his breath, and then pushed through the door out of the
communications room. He ran headlong into acrowd of seven bodies, al struggling to make progress
down acorridor which was only wide enough for two. Ingtinctively he began kicking and punching at
them, smashing them out of the way and knocking them to the ground. They offered no resstance ashe
angrily battered hisway through them.

The corridor ahead was clear. He could see the doors to the decontamination chambers. Just afew
meters further now... Y et more bodies. In the doorway to the main chamber lay apile of falen corpses,
blood-soaked and riddled with bullet holes. Bloody hell, the creature at the very bottom of the gory heap
was gtill moving... In the room itsalf more corpses staggered around amlesdy. Doing his best to ignore
their disarmingly insstent, clumsy movements, he looked past them and out towards the open
decontamination chamber doors, ready now to face the ondaught of endless thousands of savage,

decaying figures baying angrily for hisflesh.

Where he had expected to seefrantic, angry activity he instead saw nothing. No movement. Relative
cam.

In dishelief Carlton pushed away the dumb bodies till tripping around the chamber and stood at the
final door which separated the interior of the bunker from the rest of the diseased world outside. He
could see that the huge hanger doors were gill open and the vast cavern wasfilled with harsh but
beautiful sunlight. After months underground it took awhile before he was able to open hiseyesfully and
look around the hanger properly. Asthe bright stinging in his eyesfaded away he looked around at an
utterly unbelievable scene.

Carlton took asingle hesitant and very uncertain step out into the hanger.

The place was gppalling and virtually unrecognisable. The hanger buzzed with the angry noise of
millions of swarming flies, germs and other insects. He carefully put hisfoot down on the ground, having
to step into a putrefied sea of human remains severa inches deep. Bloody hell, the whole of the room
was covered with a coating of stinking and festering rotten human flesh. As he looked deeper into the
sickening quagmire he was able to make out features— bones, the remains of clothing, abandoned



weapons and armour. And it was moving! All around the apparently endless grey-green-red mire he
could see occasiond twitches of movement almost like a heat-haze.

Overcome by the horror of what surrounded him and amost forgetting the fact that he was now
standing outside the bunker’ sinner sanctum, Carlton moved dowly forward through the once-human
dudge. Heforced himsdlf to look up rather than down and he dragged histired feet. It was easier to drag
and scrape the soles of his boots aong the ground rather than risking taking proper steps and dipping
and diding deeper into the gore.

Before long he had reached the foot of the ramp that would lead him back up to the rest of the
world. He didn't hesitate to start climbing. No matter what he found up there, it couldn’t be any worse
than the sickening pit of deeth that he was already standing in, could it? It was amost impossible to climb
the flesh-covered incline. His boots wouldn't grip in the dime and relentless filth. He dropped down onto
his hands and knees and began to crawl, still keeping his head facing upwards so that he couldn’t see
what he was crawling through. He kept moving steadily, trying desperately to think about absolutely
anything that might distract him from the durry of rotting human remains beneath him. Whilst generaly
dippery and creamy and amogt liquid in places, the gruesome mixture was peppered with untold
thousands of brittle bones and pieces of abandoned military equipment. Don't rip the suit now, he thought
desperately to himself, for Christ’s sake, don't rip the suiit.

Findly he had reached the top of the ramp. Before looking out he remembered the lush green
countryside which had surrounded the base. It had been the last thing he' d seen before they’d
disappeared underground more than four months ago. He' d been haunted by alost vision of the blue sky,
bright sun and endlessrolling hills every day since then. He never thought he' d seeit again.

Carlton carefully climbed to hisfeet and walked out through the main bunker doors.

The sky was as degp and blue as he remembered, but everything ese... Jesus, just what had
happened to the world? For as far as he could seein every direction the ground had been torn and
scarred by battle. Mud replaced grass, there were huge craters and dips where munitions had exploded,
trees had been scorched and burned to the ground and the bodies... God, the bodies... Carlton stood
completely ill, transfixed by the horror dl around him. Everywhere he looked he saw more and more of
the dead. The withered skeletons of hisformer colleagues, still wrapped in what remained of their now
useless protective suits, lay side by side and entangled with the twisted, gnarled, charred remains of the
emaciated corpsesthey’ d died fighting. And there was still movement. Subtle and indistinct, but some of
the bodies were gill moving, too decayed to get up and walk, but still moving. Bloody hell, hadn’t these
things suffered enough?

Shattered and disconsolate, Carlton finaly walked away from the underground base.

It was acold, dry and bright winter morning. The precise time, day, date and season didn’t matter
anymore, Carlton knew that thiswould dmost certainly be the last day of hislife. If not today then
tomorrow or, a the very latest, the day after that. He couldn’t imagine lasting much longer than that. If he
was honest, he didn’t want to last much longer.

Months back, from the relative safety and security of the bunker, he had failed to appreciate the
sheer scale of the battles that had raged on the surface above. He' d heard what his few colleagues who' d
been out there and returned had said and he' d seen some of it for himself, but the scale of the devastation
was incredible and hard to comprehend. It seemed to go on forever. He had walked for hours and was
il surrounded by craters, abandoned military machinery and bodies. Endless hordes of twitching,



putrefying bodies. ..

He guessed that he must have covered several miles by the time he reached the outermost edge of
the battlefield. It had clouded over and the light had faded but he could see that, dowly but surdly, the
number of bodies and the battle-scarring of the land had gradually reduced. A short distance further
forward and the world around him suddenly began to appear deceptively normd and familiar. Grass,
trees, roads, hedges and even birdsin the trees. For afew misguided seconds he allowed himsdlf alittle
hope. Might there yet be an escape from this nightmare? But then, asafew drops of icy winter rain
trickled down hisvisor, he was reminded of the need for his protective suit. He remembered thegermin
the air which had caused dl of the devastation, and hisillusions of salvation were again shattered.

Carlton stumbled through severa more fields before coming across anarrow, twisting road. For a
while he walked along it cautioudy, keeping close to the hedge at the side of the tarmac should acar or
other vehicle be driving towards him. The longer he walked, however, the more he listened to the sllence
around him. He accepted quickly that there would be no car, van, bike or any other vehicle. Today —for
one day only — he was completely aonein the world.

Further down thetrack Carlton finally came acrossacar. It wasasmal but pretty standard saloon
car. He stopped and stared at it for amoment. There was nothing specia about the car, and perhaps that
was its strange attraction. It looked so norma and so usud. In the bizarre world he was walking through,
however, what he consdered usua was now most certainly unusua. The car looked completely at odds
with its surroundings. Carlton looked further and saw that it had been parked on apatch of gravel next to
agap inthe hedgerow. It was adrive. Curious, hetook afew steps away from the road. Therewasa
house. It took him awhile to be ableto properly distinguish the outline of the building. Oncetypica and
ordinary, today the house looked strangely different. It had been partialy obscured by growth from the
unkempt and overgrown garden. It looked like it was dowly being swallowed up by the countryside. Its
windows were covered with alayer of yelow-brown mould and grass and weeds had begun to climb
over the brickwork. Untended garden shrubs and trees had grown across the face of the building,
obscuring much of it from view. Carlton stood and stared for awhile longer before moving on.

Another house, then another and then another. Soon he found himsdf standing in the middle of acold
and empty village. It was perfectly gtill —like afreeze-frame—and uncomfortably eerie. Severa buildings
on one sde of the village had been destroyed by fire and were now little more than charred black outlines
of their former selves. Therest of the silent shops and houses looked dirty and overgrown like thefirst
building he' d come across. He stood in the middle of the road and thought about calling out. What good
would it do? It had been an ingtinctive reaction. What if he found someone? There had to be survivors,
didn’t there? But what could they do for him? More to the point, what would they expect him to do for
them?

Carlton continued to walk until he could go no further. He followed the road asiit trailed back out of
the village and dragged himsdf dong it asit wound up and around the side of ahill. The earlier rain had
passed and the world was now drenched in bright, warm winter sunlight again. The sunwaswell onits
way down towards the horizon. The lone soldier watched its descent with fascination and afond sadness,
knowing in his heart that he wouldn't seeit rise again.

At the top of the hill, the tired and disconsolate soldier clambered over awooden stile and sat down
at the edge of a steep fidld. There were sheep at the bottom of the field, and from where he sat he could
see cows and horsesin the distance. His eyes weretired and hisvision blurred but he scanned the
horizon congtantly. It occurred to him that he couldn’t see asingle trace of man. It would bethere all
right, if helooked hard enough, but he didn’t want to. Buildings, roads and everything else seemed to
have been swallowed up and absorbed. Carlton felt an overwhelming sense of dienation and isolation.



Hefdt like he no longer belonged there, but at the same time he was also glad that he' d been given this
find opportunity to see the world.

It was getting dark. Onelast thing to do.

Carlton unclipped his pistol from its holster on hisbelt and loaded it. I [l take off my mask, he
decided, and then end it. Il take my life before the infection gets me. I’ m ready to die now. | don’t want
to come back.

Nervous and cold, hetook off the mask and dipped the end of the pistol into his mouth. He pressed
it againgt the roof of his mouth, gagging as he shoved the oily metal deeper towards the back of his
throat, and waited. Should it have happened by now? He sucked in cool, clean air through his nose, too
afraid to take the gun out of hismouth just in case the infection caught him before he was ableto fire.

He d heard his colleaguesin the bunker talking about a germ which struck and killed in seconds, so why
hadn’t it got him? Was it over? Wasthe air here clear? He couldn’t believe that — the soldiersin the base
had been infected just a couple of days ago. The only aternative, he decided as the secondsticked by, is
that | amimmune. The bloody irony of it he laughed, trying not to choke on hispistal. All that time! All
those long, awful days, weeks and months spent down there and | could have walked out at any time!

Almost a minute had passed. Still no reaction.

Carlton took the pistol out of his mouth and shook his head and laughed out loud. The perfect end to
the day he thought as he grinned and lay back on the grass.

I"ll give mysdf afew minuteslonger, he thought.

Carlton looked up into the sky and thought about hisfamily and dl that he had lost. He thought about
the nightmare of being buried underground and how he' d had to battle through the reanimated bodies of
his dead colleagues to get outside. He thought about Daniel Wright, the soldier he' d killed in cold blood
just afew days earlier. He thought about the fact that he might well have been the only man left dive. He
thought about the aching in his bones. He thought about his appaling physica state — the dehydration and
malnourishment. He thought about how much effort it would take now to find food and clean water, and
how much of apointless struggle it would beto try and make himself well. Thevillage he' d walked
through earlier would be the most sensible place to art. He thought about those cold, empty, dead
buildings and the distance he’ d have to cover to get back there. He thought about the effort and whether
it would beworthit.

Carlton enjoyed the next hour. He lay on the grass, completely at ease, and dozed and daydreamed
and remembered until the light had al but disappeared and the sky above his head wasfull of gars.

Cam, composed and completely sure of his actions, he dipped the pistol back into his mouth and
fired.

DAY THREE HUNDRED



AND NINETY-TWO

THE LAST FLIGHT
JACK BAXTER

About an hour ago, just before she went to bed, Donna asked me if we' ve done the right thing coming
back here. | think it wasjust nervestaking. | told her to shut up. She knowsfull well that thiswasthe
right thing to do. Bloody hell, we' d been talking about it for long enough before today, hadn’t we?
WEe ve been planning this for weeks.

About amonth ago the group started planning to make one last trip to the mainland for supplies. We
decided (mysdlf and Donnaincluded) that it was time to cut-off completely from the past and concentrate
our efforts on developing Cormansey. But things suddenly changed. Two important eventstook placein
September which started me thinking. It was those two events that dtered how | felt about everything.

At the beginning of the month we reached thefirst anniversary of theinfection. A whole year had
passed since that dark day when al of our lives were turned upside down and shaken to the core. A year
since the hurt began, and il | don’t know whether the pain will ever completely go away. Two weeks
later, though, and we were celebrating. For thefirst timein along timewefinaly had areason to be
happy and positive about something when Emmaand Michaedl’ s baby was born. Maggie, they caled her.
Named after Emma s mother and Michael’ s grandmother | think but | might have got that the wrong way
round. We lived every moment of the labour and birth with them. The whole bloody group were just sat
there in the church, waiting for it to happen. If I’'m honest, | expected the baby to die the moment she
was born, as did most people. Donna thinks she lived because both Michagl and Emmahad immunity.
Whatever the reason, things suddenly stopped fedling as final and hopeless asthey had before. That
doesn't mean | think we' ve got achance. | ill think our days are numbered. We just might last alittle
longer than | origindly thought, thet’ sal.

Before dl of this happened | used to read books voracioudy. | ways used to love post-gpocayptic
fiction. | used to love hearing about the world being destroyed or invaded and mankind being brought to
itsknees. My problem was | hated the end of most of the books. Nine times out of ten they’ d finish with
some smug little community rising up out of the ashes. A little group of farmers and cooks and teachers
and... and cadl me dfishif you like, but I’ ve never liked the sound of any of that. Now I’ m here, now
that I’ ve actualy madeit to the very end of the world, | don’'t want to spend my last years tending sheep,
boiling water over log fires, growing a beard and wearing home-made clothes. For God' s sake, we' ve
got the remains of the entire world at our disposal, and | for one intend to rape and pillage it for aslong
as| can. It won't be sophisticated or clever, but | know that | can carve a better existence for us here
out of the remnants of the past than | ever could on Cormansey. Some people are born to live off the



land, but not me. Donnafed s the same way, and that’ swhy she came back with me. And asClareis
closer to the two of us than anyone el se, she decided to come along too. We have to accept that the
human raceisal but finished. I'm not interested in trying to prolong it. The people on theidand aretrying
to rebuild, but | don’t think that’ s ever going to work.

They tried to stop us. | think just about everyone on the idand tried to talk one or both of us out of
coming back over the course of thelast couple of weeks. Even Richard Lawrence tried during the flight
over herethismorning. He said it wasn’t a problem if we changed our minds. He said he d sooner take
us back to Cormansey than a helicopter full of supplies.

Theflight had been planned for along time. Richard and one passenger (it was Harry Stayt who came
over in the end) were flying back to the mainland specificdly to fetch as much medica suppliesand fue
asthey could find to get the group through the winter. I’ ve dways thought that was another disadvantage
of theidand —theisolation was wonderful when we had to worry about the bodies, but being so cut off
our food and provisions were aways going to bein short supply. And it wasn't just acase of getting in
the car and driving to what’ s |eft of the nearest village to get more either. Food has always had to be
measured, monitored, rationed and controlled for aslong as we' ve been there.

Weleft just after ten this morning and arrived back on the mainland just before e even. We asked
Richard to drop us off right on the coagt, thinking it would be safer to check things out here before we
headed inland. He left usin the middle of an empty car park on the sea front. He wanted to stop and
make surewe were okay but | inssted he went. They flew on to the nearest large city. | told himto fly
back over the car park on hisway back to theidand and if we were gtill sitting out there, to land again
and pick us up. Needlessto say we' d already found ourselves a place to stay by the time he flew back
overhead.

Thefirgt thing | noticed were the bones. We d been away so long that the bodies had rotted down to
just about nothing, leaving countless piles of boneslittering the streets. The place was quiet — eerily slent
—like aghost town. We're used to the quiet, but thiswas different. We knew that we' d probably got the
whole country to oursaves. For awhile| felt uneasy, particularly when we waked through a deserted
playground and amusement arcade. It seemed strange to think that there had been hundreds of people
there once. Families. Kidson therides...

Welet Clare choose where we stayed. | thought she' d be sensible but we ended up in astatic
caravan in the middle of aholiday park overlooking the sea. It was a sensible choice redly —isolated,
smadl and saif-contained. Reminds me of being on holiday, sitting here. It sstrange. Tonight | actudly fed!
excited Sitting here and looking out over the ocean.

Tomorrow morning the rest of our lives start again. We don't have any great plans. We'll get food
and clothesand I’ll try and persuade Clare to let us move into ahouse for the winter. It'sgoing to be
bloody cold. My guessisthat because dl the cities across the world are dead, the temperature will drop
lower than normal. | don't think we'll have anice-age or anything like that, but it’s going to be bloody
cold.

Donnd s going to teach meto drive, if we can find acar that will Sart. It' sabout time | learnt. She
says| should pick it up pretty easy. She saysit will be easy for meto learn because | won't haveto
bother with the highway code or anything like that. W€l just be able to point the car forward and go.
And that’ swhat we re going to do eventualy. Next summer, if we' re dill here, we'regoing tofind a
motorhome like the one Michael and Emma used to have. Then I’ m going to fulfil my ambition and drive
right around the coastline of our little country. It will be acomplete waste of time but who cares, we' ve
got nothing better to do.



Michadl used to say to methat al we can do now is make the most of the time we have left. That's
exactly what we re going to do.

AUTUMN: THE HUMAN CONDITION

Appendix i

AMY STEADMAN

Is not anamed character in the novels, but she appearsin PURIFICATION asthefigure on the other
sde of the arfield fence which grabs the recently re-animated corpse of Kelly Harcourt. * Eight weeks
ago this creature had been a young, intelligent and attractive clothing store manager with a
bright future ahead of it. Now it was a mud-splattered, half-naked, emaciated collection of brittle
bone and rotting flesh.”

JIM HARPER

Isoneof thefirst Six survivorsto settle on theidand of Cormansey in PURIFICATION. Heis
introduced when Michadl arrives on theidand and is seen collecting and burning bodies with another
survivor, Bruce Fry.

SHERI NEWTON

The shopping mal where Sheri Newton worksisthe mal which islooted by Nathan Holmes and
Bernard Heathin THE CITY . Sheri joinsthe group of survivorsin the university and leaveswith them to
find the military base (dthough sheis not mentioned by name). She aso stays with the group when they
travel to the airfield and, subsequently, Cormansey. Michag mentions her arriva when heis searching for
Emma

SONYA FARLEY

Eventudly reachesthe survivorsin theuniversty in THE CITY . The birth, and subsequent death of her
baby isatragic and sgnificant event. The baby’ s death from the infection brings the group to the harsh
redlization that the human race now has very little chance of survival.

HARRY STAYT

Playsamagor part in PURIFICATION. Another one of the first group of six survivorsto arrive on
Cormansey, his physica strength, confidence and enthusiasm make him perfect when it comesto clearing
theidand of bodies and preparing the place for the arrival of the survivors from the mainland. Heisaso
mentioned in ‘ The Last Flight’ — further evidence that he remains an important member of theidand



community.

JACOB FLYNN

It'snot clear & what stage Flynn joinsthe survivors a the airfiddd in PURIFICATION. He shows his
true (unpleasant) colours when he is unable to get on the plane and leave the mainland when the fenceis
brought down by the dead.

BRIGID CULTHORPE

A strong, confident and determined character, Brigid soon takes charge of Cormansey when she arrives
with thefirst group of survivorsin PURIFICATION.

PETER GUEST

Guest isone of the group of survivorsfrom the university in THE CITY . The office where he used to
work is, in fact, lessthan amile away from the university campus. Guest struggles more than most with
theloss of hisfamily, so much so that heis not mentioned by name until the group flee from the military
base at the beginning of PURIFICATION. Although anervousand irritating individua, he playsan
increasingly important role in getting the survivorsto the arfield and, later, in making Cormansey
habitable.

JACKIE SOAMES

A loud and colourful character, Jackie is one of the driving forces behind the group of survivors gathered
athearfiddin PURIFICATION.

GARY ‘TUGGIE’ KEELE

A lazy coward who' s confidence was shattered when hiswife left him for another man. Kedle now
strugglesto take any responsibility, and the prospect of flying the survivorsto Cormansey in
PURIFICATION terifieshim.

JULIET APPLEBY

Has spent much of the firgt thirty-nine years of her life trying to blend into the background. Shelivesand
worksin Rowley and made her way to the airfield at an early stage. Given her demeanour and lack of
confidence, it is hardly surprising that sheisleft behind when the survivors attempt to leave the arfield in
PURIFICATION.

KAREN CHASE



Isamember of the group of survivorsbased a the airfield in PURIFICATION. A woman who has had
adifficult last few years, the catastrophe presents her with an opportunity to wipe the date clean and be
stronger and more positive.

PHILIP EVANS

Philip isdiscovered at the end of AUTUMN by Michael and Emma. A sad and lonely bachelor, dl he
knowsisthe house he shareswith his dderly mother and the small village community nearby. His naivety
distorts his understanding of what has happened to the rest of the world.

DEAN MCFARLANE

Is perhaps the youngest survivor. He joinsthe group in the university inthe early part of THE CITY and
isreferred to in a conversation between two survivors, ‘ You see that young lad who came in this
morning? Yvonne asked Sunita. ‘ Poor little bugger. Could only have been six or seven years old.
One of the others spotted him running down the ring road. Said his mum had died and he’ d come
into town to try and find his dad. Wouldn’t be told that he was probably dead too..." Looked after
by the group, we later hear that Dean has survived when, towards the end of PURIFICATION, he
makesit onto the plane to Cormansey.

PENEL OPE STREET

Does not appear in any of the novels. Thetragic irony of her Stuation isthat the furniture store where she
istrapped is half-way down the road from the ‘ Lamb and Lion’ pub where Jackie Soamesisthe
licensee. Pendope says ‘ help might be just around the corner...". She does not know how true that
iS...

KATE JAMES

Isaprimary school teacher who appearsin AUTUMN. Initidly strong and positive, the pressure of
eventstake their toll on Kate and athough she wishes she could leave the Whitchurch Community Centre
with Michael, Carl and Emma, her nerves give out and she stays. Kate' s story also makes reference to
STUART JEFFRIES and RALPH, two other characters from the first book.

KILGORE

Playsamagor part in PURIFICATION after leaving the bunker with the survivorswho flee asthe
military attempt to clear the bodies.

ANNIE NELSON

Isasurvivor who escapes from the Whitchurch Community Centrein AUTUMN. Both Annie and her
friend JESSICA SHORT (who Annie mentions here) are briefly spoken to by Michad inthe origina
nove; “ Clearly from opposite ends of the social spectrum, they seemed to be drawn to each other



for no other reason than their smilar ages. Money, position, possessions, friends and connections
didn’t count for anything anymore.”

JOHN CARLTON

A young, frightened soldier trapped in the underground military shelter, Carlton’s story includes
referencesto ‘the battle’ . Thisisthe misguided attempt by the military to clear away the thousands of
bodies that have gathered above the bunker in PURIFICATION. “ * Some of the boys who went out
last time,” he explained, ‘told the bosses that they managed to get rid of hundreds of those things
up there. Rumour hasit,” he continued, ‘that they’re looking at trying to organise one massive
push. Rumour hasit we're all going above ground to torch the whole fucking lot of them.””

JACK BAXTER, DONNA YORKE & CLARE SMITH

Are characterswho firsd meet in THE CITY and subsequently make it through to theidand of
Cormansey at theend of PURIFICATION. Jack isawidower who finds Clare wandering through the
city after her father has been killed by the infection. They remain close throughout the story. Donna
Y orke dso gravitates towards Clare, becoming something of abig sister to her.
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