Autum: The Gty

This book is a work of fiction. The characters and situations in this story
are imagi nary. No resenbl ance 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 otherw se circul ated w thout the
author's prior consent in any formof binding or cover other than that in
which it is published and without a sinmilar condition including this condition
bei ng i nposed on the subsequent purchaser

© Davi d Moody 2003
First published electronically by David Mody in 2003

Visit ww t heinfected.co.uk - the official AUTUWN website

www. dj noody. co. uk

Pr ol ogue

No war ni ng.

No expl anati on

The al arms began to ring and we were up and on the nove in seconds. W had
been conditioned to respond at speed. The routine was fanmliar froma thousand
drills but | sensed imedi ately that this was different. | knew this was for
real. | could taste fear and panic in the early norning air. | didn't know
why. | didn't know what had happened. | had a sickening feeling in the pit of
my stomach that sonething was happening that was about to change everyt hing.
In silence we collected our kit and assenbled at the transports. | could see
trepidation and uncertainty in the faces of everyone around ne. Even the
officers - the nen and wonen who took orders from above and control |l ed our
every action - appeared bewi | dered and scared. Their fear and unexpected
confusion was unsettling. It was clear that they knew as little as | did.

W were on the road in mnutes and the journey took | ess than an hour. The
early norning darkness began to lift as we drove through the city. W brought
chaos to the rush hour, stopping traffic from noving and preventing

unsuspecting people fromreaching their schools, offices and homes. | saw
hundreds of people but | didn't allow myself to ook into any of their faces.
| didn't know what was going to happen to them | forced nyself to avoid

renmenbering that somewhere out in the fragile normality of the norning were
t he people that | had known and | oved.

We continued through the heart of the city and out through the suburbs

foll owi ng maj or roads and not orways which eventually ran deep into green and
uncluttered countryside. The sky was grey and heavy and the light remained
dull and low. The road narrowed to a rough and uneven gravel track but our
speed didn't reduce until we'd reached the bunker

W were anong the first to arrive but within fifteen mnutes the | ast
transport sped down the ranmp and into the hanger. Even before its engi ne had
stopped | heard an officer give the order to shut the doors and seal off the
base.

What ever it was that was happening to the world outside, | knew it was a

di saster of uni nagi nabl e proportions.

The very last shard of daylight disappeared as the bunker doors were cl osed.
pi cked up ny kit and wal ked deeper underground.

Part |

1

For nmost of the last forty-eight hours Donna Yorke had hi dden under a desk in
a corner of the office where she'd worked since the sumer. Wthout warning
her famliar surroundi ngs had becone alien, nightmarish and cold. On Tuesday
nor ni ng she had watched the world around her die.

Along with the rest of her work col |l eagues Donna worked an early shift one


www.theinfected.co.uk
www.djmoody.co.uk

week in four. This week it had been her turn to get in first and open the
post, switch on the conmputers and performvarious other sinple tasks so that
the rest of her teamcould start working as soon as they arrived at their
desks. She was gl ad that everything had happened so early in the day. She'd
wat ched four of her friends die. If it had happened just half an hour Ilater
she'd have seen the other sixty-or-so people in the office suffer the sane
sudden, suffocating death. None of it nade any sense. Cold and al one, she was
too terrified to even start trying to | ook for answers.

From her ninth floor vantage point she had watched the destructi on wash across
the world outside like a tidal wave. Being so high above the city she hadn't
heard anything. The first sign that something was wong had been a bri ght

expl osion in the near distance, perhaps a quarter of a mle away. She'd

wat ched with norbid fascination as a plune of billowing fire and dense bl ack
snoke had spewed up into the grey air fromthe gutted remai ns of a burning
petrol station. The cars on the road nearby were scattered and snashed.
Sonet hi ng huge had pl oughed through the traffic, crossed the dual carriageway
and crashed into the punps, imrediately igniting the fuel stores. Had it been
an out of control lorry, truck or tanker perhaps?

But that had just been the beginning, and the horror and devastation that

foll oned had been relentless and of an uni magi nabl e scale. Al across the
heavily industrialised east-side of the city she saw people falling to the
ground. She could see themwithing and squirning and dying. And nore vehicles
were stopping too - sone crashing and hitting each other, others just slow ng
to a halt. Donna watched as the destruction noved nearer. Like a shock wave it
seened to travel quickly across the city below her, rolling relentlessly
towards her building. Wth fear making her |egs heavy with nerves, she
stunbl ed back and | ooked round for explanation and reassurance. One of her

col | eagues, Joan Al derney, had arrived to start work but by the tine Donna had
seen her the other worman had dropped to her knees, fighting for breath. Donna
was at her side in seconds but there was nothing she could have done. Joan

| ooked up at her with huge, desperate eyes and her body shook with furious,
uncontrol | abl e spasns and convul si ons as she fought to draw i n one | ast

preci ous breath. Her face quickly drained to an ashen, oxygen-starved

bl ue-grey and her lips were crimson red, stained by blood fromthe nunerous
swel lings and sores that had ripped open in her throat.

As Joan died on the ground next to her Donna was distracted by the sound of
Neil Peters, one of the junior managers, collapsing across his desk, showering
his paperwork with spittle and bl ood as he retched and choked and fought for
air. Jo Foster - one of her closest friends - was the next to be infected as
she wal ked into the office. Donna watched hel plessly as the other girl clawed
at her neck and nouthed a hoarse and virtually silent screamof bitter pain,
suffocation and fear before falling to the floor. She was dead before she hit
the ground. Finally Trudy Phillips, the last of the early shift, panicked and
began to stunble and run towards Donna as the searing, burning pain in her

t hroat began. She had only managed to nove a few neters forward before she

| ost consciousness and fell, dragging a conputer off a nearby desk and sending
it crashing to the ground, just inches away from where she now | ay. Once Trudy
was dead the world became still and terrifyingly silent..

Donna's instinctive first reaction was to get out of the office, but as soon
as she was outside she regretted having noved. The lifts still worked to take
her down to the ground floor (although they had stopped by the time she
returned to the building) and their sliding doors opened to reveal a scene of
death and destruction on an inconprehensible scale. There were bodies al
around the reception area. The security guard who had flirted with her |ess
than hal f an hour ago was dead at his desk. One of the senior office managers
- amnin his late forties called Wodward - lay trapped in the revol ving
door at the very front of the building, his lifeless face pressed hard agai nst
t he gl ass. Jackie Prentice, another one of her work coll eagues, was on the
floor just a few neters away from her, buried under the weight of two dead
men. A thick and quickly congealing dribble of blood had spilled from Jackie's



open mouth and gathered in a sticky pool around her blanched face.

Wt hout thinking she pushed her way through a side door and stepped out onto
the street. Beyond the walls of the building the devastation had continued for
as far as she could see in all directions. She could see hundreds, perhaps

t housands of bodi es whi chever way she | ooked. Numb and unable to think clearly
she wal ked away fromthe building and further into town. As she approached the
mai n shopping area of the city the nunber of bodies had increased to such an
extent that, in places, the ground was conpletely obscured - carpeted with a
still warm mass of tangled and tw sted human renains.

Donna had naturally assuned that she would find others |ike her who had
somehow survived the carnage. It seened unlikely, even inpossible, that she
had been the only one to have escaped, but after sone two and a hal f hours of
tripping and picking her way through the corpses and shouting for help she had
heard not hi ng and had seen no-one. COccasionally she stopped wal king and j ust
stood and stared at the seem ngly never-endi ng disintegration of the world

whi ch had appeared so normal and uneventful such a short tine earlier. How
could this have happened? Wat had happened? The sheer nagnitude of the
ruinati on was too nuch for her. Nunbed by the massive scale of what had
happened she eventual |y stopped and turned round and stunbl ed back towards the
tall office block.

Home was a fifty mnute train journey away - nore than an hour by car - but
Donna had known that going back to her flat would have helped little. Three
months into a one year work experience placenent from busi ness school, she had
chosen to live, study and work in a city over a hundred and fifty niles away
fromher famly home. \What she woul d have given to have been back w th her
parents in their nondescript little three bedroom sem detached house on the
other side of the country. But what would she have found there? Had the

ef fects of whatever had happened here reached as far as her home town? Wul d
her parents have survived |like she had or would she have found them dead
and... and she knew that she couldn't bear to think about what m ght or m ght
not have happened to them any | onger

The fact of the matter was, she decided, that she was where she was and there
was little she could do about it. As inpossible, unbelievable and grotesque as
her circunstances were, she had no option but to try and pull herself together
and find somewhere safe to sit and wait for something - anything - to happen
The npst sensible place was the office she had just left. Its height provided
some isolation and it was cl ean, spacious and relatively confortable. She knew
the I ayout and she knew where she could find food and drink in the staff
restaurant. Best of all, security in the office was tight. Access to the

wor ki ng areas was strictly controlled by electronically tagged passes and from
a conversation she'd had with an engi neer | ast week, she knew that the
security systemitself ran i ndependent of the mains electricity supply.
Regar dl ess of what happened to the rest of the building, therefore, power to
the | ocks remai ned constant, and that neant that she was able to securely shut
out the rest of the world until she was ready to face it again. The advant age
may only have been a psychol ogi cal one but it was enough. During the first few
I ong hours of the nightmare that extra layer of security meant everything to
her .

Much of the rest of the first day had been spent collecting various supplies,
initially fromaround the office and then, later, fromseveral of the silent
shops nearby. She found herself some warmer clothes, a sleeping bag and gas

| anps froma canping store, food and drink and a radi o and handhel d
television. By early evening she had carried everything up the many flights of
stairs and had made herself a relatively warmand confortable nest in the
furthest corner of the office. As the light quickly faded away into darkness
she tried every means available to her to make contact with the outside world.
Her mobil e phone didn't work. She couldn't even get a dialling tone on any of
the of fice phones (and she tried nore than twenty different handsets) and she
couldn't find anything other than static and silence on the radio and

tel evision. Wen the city had become conpletely dark she gave up trying.



The first night took an eternity to pass and the second day even | onger. She
only emerged from her hiding place on a couple of occasions. Just after dawn
she crept around the perineter of the office and | ooked down onto the streets
below, initially to check whether the situation had changed, but also to
confirmthat the bizarre and inexplicable events of the previous norning had
actual ly taken place. During the draggi ng hours just gone Donna had begun to
convince herself that the death of many thousands of innocent people coul dn't
really have happened so swiftly, viciously and w thout reason

From where she hid underneath the desk Donna caught sight of the foot of Joan
Al derney' s body, lying where she had fallen and died | ess than twenty-four
hours earlier. Seeing the woman's corpse unnerved her to the point where she
was unable to stop staring at it. The cl oseness of the body was unsettling -
whenever she began to think about something el se she would see it and it would
rem nd her again of everything that had happened. Eventually she plucked up
enough courage to take action. Fighting to keep her enpbtions and nausea in
check, one at a tinme she dragged the stiff and contorted bodi es of her four
wor k col | eagues down to the far end of the office, lay themside by side in

t he post room and covered themw th a dust sheet taken from another fl oor
wher e decorators had been worki ng.

The third nmorning began in as bl eak and hopel ess a manner as the second day
had ended. A little nore confident, Donna craw ed out from underneath the desk
again and now sat in front of the conputer that she usually used, staring at
t he nonochrone reflection of her face in the screen. She had been attenpting
to distract herself by witing down song |yrics, addresses, the nanmes of the
pl ayers in the football team she supported and anything el se she could
renenmber when she heard the noise. It was coming fromthe far end of the
floor. A tripping, stunbling, crashing sound which inmedi ately nade her junp
up with unexpected hope and nervous concern. It seened that her painful

i sol ati on was about to end. Cautiously she crept towards the other end of the
| ong, rectangul ar buil di ng.

"Hello,' she hissed, her voice little nbre than an anxi ous whisper. 'Is
anybody t here?

No response. She took a few steps further forward and then stopped when she
heard another noise. It was conming fromthe post room

Donna pushed open the heavy swi ngi ng door and stood and stared in petrified
di sbelief. Neil Peters - the man she had watched fall and die in front of her
just two days earlier - was noving. Swaying unsteadily on clunsy,

uncoordi nated feet and stunbling about |ethargically, the dead man dragged

hi nsel f across the room stopping and turning awkwardly whenever he hit the
wal | or a desk or other obstruction and was unable to nove any further
forward. Instinctively Donna reached out and grabbed hold of him

"Neil ?

The body stopped novi ng when she held it. There was no resistance. She | ooked
into its face, its skin greasy-grey and its eyes dark and misted with pupils
fully dilated. Its mouth hung open and its chin and neck appeared bruised and
were splattered with flecks of dried blood. Wth her disgust and abject fear
qui ckly rising she rel eased her grip and, i mediately, the dead manager began
to nove again. It tripped and fell over the bodies of the other three workers
on the floor and slowy struggled to pick itself up. Terrified Donna stunbl ed
back out through the doors which swung shut after her, trapping the nmoving
corpse inside. She |ooked to her right and pulled down on the top of a filing
cabinet, sending it crashing down in front of the door and bl ocki ng the way
out .

For a short while |onger Donna watched through a small gl ass wi ndow in the
door as the shell-like remains of her colleague staggered hel pl essly around
the cluttered room It nmoved continually. By chance the body occasionally

| ooked in her direction. Its dry, emotionless eyes seenmed to | ook through her
and past her but never directly at her.

Di sorientated by the inexplicable reanimation, Donna |left the office and began
to clinb the stairs. The corpse of Sylvia Peters, the office secretary, |ay



just in front of her on the landing where it had fallen earlier in the week.
As she neared the body a slow but very definite novenment caught her eye. Donna
wat ched as the fingers on the dead woman's | eft hand began to slowy nove.
Sobbing with fear, she turned and ran back to her hiding place on the ninth
floor, pausing only to glance out of the nearest w ndow and | ook down onto the
wor | d bel ow.

The sane bizarre and illogical thing was happeni ng again and agai n down at
street |evel. Mst bodies remained notionless on the ground but many others
were noving. Wthout reason, explanation or any real degree of control
cadavers which had laid notionless for alnost two days were now beginning to
nove.

Pi cki ng up her things, Donna made her way to the tenth floor (where she

al ready knew there were no bodies) and | ocked herself in one of the building' s
training roons. There was no sign of the body of the secretary on the | anding.
2

Every door and window in the small end-terraced house was | ocked. Jack Baxter
stood in silence in his bedroom and peered out from behind the curtain as

anot her corpse tripped down the mddle of the road and staggered away into the
i nky- bl ack darkness of the night. It had di sappeared fromview in seconds.

What the hell was going on?

Com ng hone froma night shift early on Tuesday norning, he had been outside
and unprotected when it had begun. Jack worked at a warehouse just outside the
city centre. The bus route which he used to get hone foll owed a | oop past the
war ehouse, through the city centre, over to the other side of town and back
again. The bul k of the passengers usually got off when they reached the main
part of the city and, when it had happened on Tuesday norni ng, he had been one
of only eight people |left on board.

The first sign that sonething was wong had been an old man. Sitting two rows
of seats in front of himhe had started to cough and wheeze. His pain had

i ncreased dramatically in just a few seconds. Initially haunched forward, the
pensi oner had suddenly thrown hinself back in his seat with violent force,
terrified and fighting to breathe with his already inflamed throat burning
with pain. Before Jack had fully appreciated the seriousness of his condition
t he pensi oner had begun shaki ng and convul sing uncontrollably. He had been out
of his seat and about to help when a twenty-five year old nother of three had
yell ed out in agony fromthe back of the bus. Her children had been screaning
and crying too. Helpless, Jack had run towards them but had stopped and turned
and noved back the other way when he realised that the driver of the bus was
now al so coughi ng and choking. He sprinted the length of the swaying, |urching
vehicl e and had reached the driver in tine to see himretch and gag on the

bl ood running freely down the inside of his throat. He coll apsed over the
wheel , losing control of the bus and sending it swinging out in a clunmsy arc
across the carriageway, smashing through traffic comng the other way and
eventual Iy ploughing into the front of a pub. Jack had been thrown to the
ground, his head thunping agai nst the netal base of one of the seats and
knocki ng hi m out col d.

He had no idea how | ong he had been unconscious for. When he finally cane
round his vision was blurred and he had struggled to regain his balance on

unr esponsi ve, unsteady feet. He had picked hinself up and dragged hinself
towards the front of the battered bus. The driver was dead. The rest of the
passengers were dead too. Using the energency release he had nanaged to force
open the door and had stunmbled out onto the street. A sight of unparalleled
and conpl etely inexplicable carnage had greeted him As the people on the bus
had died so, it seenmed, had everyone else for as far as he coul d see.

Nurmb, Jack had stood notionless for a good few m nutes, his body renaining
frozen and still while his eyes darted around the macabre scene. He began to
count the bodies - ten, twenty, thirty and then nore and nore... The
destruction around hi mappeared to be endl ess. He had waited expectedly for
the silence to be shattered by the wail of approaching police, fire and

anbul ance sirens but nothing had arrived. Wth each passing mnute the oni nous



qui et had becone heavier and heavier until he had been able to stand it no

| onger.

A breathless ten mnute run through a suddenly alien | andscape had got Jack
hone. Sights which had been ordinary, fanmiliar and nondescript when he'd left
for work the previous eveni ng had now beconme tw sted, bizarre and grotesque.
The supernmarket where he'd done his shopping the previous afternoon had been
on fire and he'd watched as unchecked fl ames devoured the gl ass-fronted
entrance which he'd wal ked through a thousand tinmes. In the playground of the
primary school at the end of his road he had seen the fallen bodies of parents
surrounded by the uniformed corpses of their small children. A car had driven
into the front of a house seven doors down from his own. Through the rubble
and dusty debris he had seen the body of the owner of the house sl unped dead
in her arncthair.

What had happened made no sense. There were no obvi ous expl anations. There was
no-one else left to ask for answers. Apart from Jack there didn't seemto be
anyone else left alive. Sonehow in all of the destruction he seemed to be the
only one to have survived.

Jack had lost his wife Denise to cancer sonme fifteen nmonths earlier. In many
ways having suffered such an i nmense | oss then sonehow nmade it easier for him
to accept what had happened and continue to function now. He had al ready
grieved. He was already used to conming honme to a cold, quiet and enpty house.
That was why he'd been happy to work nights since she'd died. He had
frequently avoided mxing with the general population since his wife had been
taken from him No-one understood what she'd been through and no-one coul d
make it any easier to accept. Even now, four hundred and thirty-seven days
after she'd passed away, the menory of the physical and mental anguish that
he'd wi tnessed her suffer hurt a thousand tinmes nore than any pain or fear
he'd felt whilst stepping through the bodies that first norning.

Once he'd arrived back home Jack had tried to make contact with the rest of
the world. He had tried every one of the thirty or so phone nunbers in his
address book and had managed to make a few calls before the line finally went
dead. No-one answered. He had listened to the radio for a while. The sound it
had made was unsettling. He'd expected to hear hissing static but for a long
time there was nothing, just an endl ess and enpty silence. One station he had
cone across was still playing music. He had |istened hopefully and nervously
as the last few notes of a final song faded away, only to be repl aced agai n by
the sane relentl ess silence that had descended everywhere else. In his mnd he
had pictured radio presenters, newsreaders, engineers and presenters |ying
dead in their studios, by default still broadcasting the aftereffects of
whatever it was that had killed them

He had spent nmuch of his tine upstairs just watching the world outside, hoping
and praying that sonething woul d soon happen to explain or even end the
nightmare. But it didn't. Looking out fromone of the back rooms he had seen
the body of his elderly neighbour, Stan Chapman, |ying tw sted and notionl ess
inthe mddle of his cold, wet lam. No-one, it seened, had been spared.
Because of his working hours Jack's days worked in reverse to nost people. In
spite of everything that had happened, by noon on the first day he was having
troubl e keeping his eyes open. He had drifted and dozed through a | ong and

di sorientating afternoon and evening and then had spent what felt |like a

pai nful eternity sat on the end of his bed in the darkness, w de awake, al one
and petrified. And the next day had been even harder to endure. He did nothing
except sit and think dark, frightening thoughts and ask hinself countl ess
guesti ons which were inpossible to answer. For a while he had contenpl at ed
goi ng outside and | ooking for help but he had been too scared to venture any
further than hal fway down the staircase before turning back and returning to
the relative safety of the upstairs roonms. As the early light of Thursday
nor ni ng began to creep across the ravaged | andscape, however, what remai ned of
Jack's devastated world had been turned on its head once again.

Just before seven o' clock a sudden nmetallic crashing noise had shattered the
quiet. Wth everything else so silent and still the clattering sound had



seened to take forever to fade away into nothing. For a few seconds Jack
hadn't dared nove, paralysed with nerves. He'd waited anxiously for sonething
to happen and, now that it finally had, he had been alnost too afraid to go
and see what it was. Gadually, as his curiosity and the pressure of his

i sol ati on had overtaken his fear, he had made his way down to the front of the
house and, after peering through the |etterbox, had opened the door and
cautiously stepped outside. Rolling down the mddle of the road was a netal
dustbin. Strangely relieved, Jack had taken a few steps away fromthe house to
the end of the drive and had | ooked up and down the deserted street. But it
wasn't deserted. In the shadows of the trees on the opposite side of the road
he had just about been able to make out a solitary fenmale figure nmoving slowy
away. Suddenly nore confident he had sprinted the length of the street and
grabbed hold of the woman's shoul der. She had stopped noving instantly and
just stood there, her back to Jack. Overcone with anxious enotion he hadn't
stopped to wonder why she hadn't heard himor reacted to himin any other way.
Instead he had sinply turned her around to face him desperate to see and to
speak to soneone else |like himwho had survived. But it had been i nmedi ately
obvious that this poor soul hadn't escaped the nightmare, and that she had
been anot her victimof the scourge that had torn across the city. She m ght
have been noving, but was as dead as the thousands of bodies still littering
the silent streets.

Jack had stared into her black and cold, enmptionless eyes for an expl anati on
In the low light her skin had appeared taut and grey, waxy and transl ucent.

Her mouth hung open as if she no | onger had the energy to close it and her
head had lolled heavily to one side. He had let the body go and it had

i medi ately stunbl ed away, noving in the opposite direction to the way in
which it had previously been travelling. Jack turned, sprinted back to his
house, and had | ocked and bolted the door behind him In a petrified,
trance-1i ke state he had wandered through his house and had spent an age in

t he kitchen, propped up against the sink for support, staring out into the
garden and trying to make sone sense of this bizarre new devel opment. Hi s dark
and disjointed thoughts had been disturbed by the sudden appearance of his
dead nei ghbour at the wi ndow. The body had tripped through a gap in the hedge
that Jack had been neaning to repair for the last three sumrers. The old nman's
clumsy corpse had dragged itself around the garden constantly, changi ng
direction whenever it came in contact with the hedge, a fence or the house.
More than twel ve hours had passed since Jack had seen the first body novi ng
this nmorning. He had spent the rest of the day upstairs, hiding in his bedroom
again, terrified. He packed a bag with clothes and food but when it came to
nmovi ng he was too scared to | eave. He knew he'd have to go outside eventually,
but for nowthe famliarity and relative security of his home was all he had
left.

Even now he could occasionally hear the body of his next-door nei ghbour
crashing aimessly and relentlessly around the back garden

3

Anot her endl ess ni ght and norning alone was all that Jack could take. He sat

at the top of the stairs and reached the inevitable conclusion that it was
time to get out. The sooner he did it, the sooner he could get back he
reasoned. Wth his rucksack al ready packed he nervously | ocked up his hone and
st epped outside shortly after one o' clock that afternoon. For a few precious
nmonents the autumm day felt reassuringly normal. It was typically cold and dry
yet threateningly dull and overcast. A brisk, gusting wind was fresh and

wel cone, disturbing the silence and occasional ly disguising the snells of
deat h and burni ng which ot herwi se hung heavy in the air.

Less than fifty neters into his journey and Jack stopped, turned around and
took a few hesitant steps back towards his house. It |ooked tenptingly safe
and certain back there. He knew exactly what he'd find behind the | ocked door
and where everything would be. Qut here in the open, though, he didn't know



what was going to be waiting for himaround the next corner. Too frightened to
nove forward into the unknown, but equally afraid of the consequences of
turning tail and hiding alone in his home for days, possibly even weeks on
end, he didn't know which way to turn. He stood in the mddle of the street
and cried like a child lost without its parents.

Jack gradually managed to placate hinself by settling on a conprom se. He
decided that he would walk a little way further towards the town centre and
that after an hour or two he would turn round and cone back hone. Tonorrow he
woul d venture a little further, then further still the next day and the next
day after that until he found other survivors. There had to be others, of that
much he felt certain. Feeling a little better he began to wal k towards the end
of the road, wishing that he'd learnt to drive |ike just about everyone el se
he knew had done before they'd reached the age of twenty. He would have felt
much safer in a car

Jack stopped wal ki ng when he was hal fway down Turnhope Street as the first
novi ng body he'd seen since |eaving home stunbled into view He was just about
able to cope with the corpses that littered the ground, but the ones that
nmoved were still too nuch for himto stand. Despite the fact that they didn't
seemto react to anything, he still felt undeniably threatened by their
unnatural presence. As the body (the uniforned remains of a male traffic

war den) approached, he instinctively stood still and pressed hinmself agai nst
the side of the nearest building, hoping that he would blend into the
background and go unnoticed. H's fears were unfounded. The corpse staggered
past without even lifting its head. It dragged its feet al ong the ground
painfully slowy and Jack watched as it listlessly wal ked further and further
away, its arns hanging heavy at its sides, swaying with the rest of its
uncoor di nat ed novenents

The conplete and utter silence of the norning was overpowering. The darkness

| ast ni ght had been much the sanme - intense, relentless and uninterrupted by
even a single street lanp. This nmorning apart fromthe sounds of the

occasi onal gust of wind blowing litter and waste down the desol ate and enpty
streets there was nothing. No cars. No planes. No nmusic. No voices. Just a
heavy, onminous and painfully enpty silence. The noise his feet made as they
scuf fed al ong the pavenent sounded as if they were being anplified a thousand
times. Once or twice he cleared his throat, ready to shout out for help, but
at the last nonment his nerve had gone and he had deci ded against it. Mich as
he wanted to attract the attention of anyone who had survived, he was
desperate not to attract the attention of anything el se. And despite the fact
that there didn't seemto be anything else left to attract, he didn't have the
balls to take the chance. It all boiled down to the fact that he was scared.
No, he wasn't just scared, he was damn terrified.

Portdown Park Road ran into Lancaster Road which |led into Hal eborne Lane which
then merged with Ayre Street, the road which eventually w dened and becane one
of the main routes into the heart of the city. In an hour Jack had wal ked t he
best part of three slow niles and he hadn't seen anything or anyone, apart
fromanother twenty or thirty of the silent, stunbling bodies. Sone of them -
the majority of themin fact - he had been able to ignore and pass with little
difficulty. They |l ooked, to all intents and purposes, relatively normal, just
alittle dishevelled and unkenpt and | acking in colour, alnost nonochrone.
Once in a while, however, one of themwould come along which instantly filled
himw th nervous nausea and fear. The reani mation of the dead, it seened, had
been conpletely random and wi t hout any obvious logical criteria. Five nminutes
ago Jack had passed a body that had clearly been involved in a horrific
accident. It had been mal e, he thought, but he couldn't be conpletely sure.
The body was covered fromhead to toe in vicious burns. There didn't appear to
be a single area of skin that hadn't been charred beyond recognition. The hair
had been burned away fromthe scalp and the face - or the black hol e where the
face had been - was conpletely unrecogni sable, just a mangl ed, burnt mass.
Sonme clothing still hung around the creature's desperate frame, flapping in
the breeze. Most of it, however, had either burned away or nelted into the



twi sted, blackened flesh. But sonmehow it kept noving. Ignorant to the damage
and deformation it had suffered and oblivious to any pain or shock it should
have felt, the bloody thing just kept on noving. Its eyes were burned out
enpty sockets and it had no coordination but still it kept on dragging itself
forward, clunsily crashing into walls, parked cars and other obstructions. It
had been the snmell nore than anything that had tipped Jack over the edge. He'd
caught a taste of the scent of scorched flesh on the breeze and had

i medi ately dropped to his knees and enptied the contents of his stomach into
the gutter.

Al t hough he'd decided to turn back if nothing happened, an unpredictable

conbi nati on of curiosity and norbid fascination coupled with the desperate
desire to actually find soneone el se alive kept Jack nmoving towards the centre
of town. The further he got fromhis hone, the nore confident he gradually
became but, as he neared the main hub of the city, the full enormty of what
had happened was nmade painfully apparent. The small and insignificant suburb
where he had lived had been brutally scarred by what had happened but that had
been nothing conpared to the city centre. Here, where there were far nore
tightly packed shops, offices, factories and other buildings the death and
destructi on appeared i mense and unendi ng. Jack was overcone by the nmagnitude
of it all. Nothing seemed to have been | eft untouched by the silent killer
early on Tuesday norni ng.

Wal ki ng down one side of a wide dual carriageway, he finally plucked up enough
courage to shout out.

"Hello,' he yelled, frightening hinmself with the volune of his own voi ce.
"Hello, is there anybody there?

Not hi ng. No surprise. He tried again.

"Hello...'

He stopped shouting and |istened as the echoes of his words reverberated
around the desolate city street, bouncing off the walls of lifeless buildings.
Now t hat he seenmed to be its only occupant, the world suddenly seened vast and
enpty. In the far distance he heard a | one dog bark and how .

"Hello..." he shouted again.

Dej ected, he wondered whether it was worth going on. He had left his home with
some hope, albeit a miniml anmount, but now that had evapourated away to
not hi ng. But how coul d he possibly be the only one left, he asked hinsel f? Qut
of millions - possibly billions - of people affected, how could it be that he
had survived when the rest of themhad fallen and died? Did it have anything
to do with where he'd been when it had happened? Did he just have a natural
inbuilt imunity? Was it because he worked nights? Was it something he'd eaten
or not eaten? Nothing seenmed beyond the real ns of possibility anynore.

More pathetic, staggering bodies were all that he could see. Now that his
initial fear and uncertainty at being out in the open had subsided, Jack was
beginning to feel stronger and | ess threatened by those bodi es which noved. He
could see, hear, think and react. They, it seemed, could do nothing nore than
stunbl e about aim essly.

He was getting closer and closer to the heart of the city with every step. Was
it safe to go in there? Should he turn back now and head honme? The main road
gradual ly narrowed to a single lane in either direction and the sudden

cl oseness of the buil dings around him made him feel hemmed in and uneasy. He
deci ded agai nst shouting out again. There were even nore bodi es up ahead. He
managed to wal k past themw th a new found nonchal ance, even plucking up the
courage to push one of themout of the way when it staggered randomy into his
pat h.

Jack gl anced over to his right where he saw one of the pathetic creatures
sitting in the shadows of a shop doorway. He hadn't seen any of the corpses
sitting still before, they seened to nove about constantly. Perhaps this was
one that had fallen and died in the doorway where it had remained until now.
He stopped and walked a little closer. As he approached the body raised its
head and | ooked up at him lifting its hands to shield its eyes fromthe

bri ght autumm sun whi ch had appeared nonentarily through an unexpected gap in



t he heavy cloud cover. The figure in the doorway - a young girl, perhaps
thirteen or fourteen years of age dressed in a creased and crunpl ed schoo
uniform- slowy stood up and began to walk towards him It took the two
desperate, frightened individuals a good thirty seconds to realise and fully
accept the fact that they had both found another survivor. Mving slowy and
with caution at first, the girl broke into a run for the last few neters

bef ore wrappi ng her arms around Jack and sinking to her knees. He crouched
down and held her as tightly as he could, as if he'd known her for fifty years
and not seen her for ten. He'd finally found soneone el se alive.

After a few |l ong and enotional seconds of silence, Jack | ooked around

anxi ously before taking the girl's hand in his and | eading her towards the
nearest building. It was a dental surgery. A cold, dark and small private
practice which snelt of dust and decay still tinged with a sterile, antiseptic
edge. The two survivors sat down together in a nusty waiting roomon hard

pl astic seats, surrounded by three notionless corpses that had been waiting to
be seen by the now dead dentist since early Tuesday norning. A nurse was

sl unped across a counter to their right. The presence of the bodies didn't
seemto matter. Being indoors hel ped Jack psychol ogi cally, regardl ess of how
gri mand desol ate his new surroundi ngs were.

At first neither survivor knew what to say to the other

“I'"mJack...' he eventually stanmmered awkwardly.

"1 heard you shouting...' she began to sob. She shook as she | eant agai nst
him The warnth of her body was wel cone and reassuring. “| didn't know where
you were,' she continued. " | heard you but | couldn't see you and...'

“Doesn't matter,' he whispered, stroking her hair and gently kissing the top
of her head. "It doesn't matter.'

"Have you seen anyone el se?' the girl asked.

“No-one. Wat about you?

She shook her head. Feeling fractionally better and nore conposed, she pushed
hersel f away from Jack slightly and sat up in her seat. He watched as she

wi ped her face.

“What ' s your nane?' he asked softly.

"Clare Smith,"' she nunbl ed.

"And are you fromround here, dare?

She shook her head agai n.

"No, | live with ny mumin Letchworth.'

"So how did you end up in this part of town?

“1'd been stopping at nmy dad's this weekend. W didn't have any school on
Monday so | stayed with himan extra day and...'

She stopped tal king when the nmenory of her parents and the recollection of her
sudden, unexpl ai ned | oss cane fl oodi ng back. She started to cry silently. Jack
wat ched hel plessly as a relentless streamof tears ran down her pal e cheeks.
“Look,' he soothed, trying to make it easier for her, “you don't have to tel
me anything if you don't want to. If you want we could just...'

“What happened?' she asked suddenly, cutting across himand turning to | ook

hi msquare in the face for the first tinme. "Wat did this?

Jack sighed, stood up and stepped over a corpse lying at his feet.

“Don't know,' he replied, |ooking through a frosted-glass w ndowinto a small

office area. | was on ny way hone when it happened. | didn't see anything
until it was too |ate.

Clare leant forward in her seat and held her head in her hands.

"Dad was driving nme to school,' she said quietly as she stared down at the

fl oor between her feet. "He lives right on the other side of town so we were
com ng through the city centre...' She paused to wi pe her eyes and cl ear her
throat. "We pulled up at a set of traffic lights and Dad started to choke.
tried to help himbut there was nothing | could do. W drove into the car in
front and the car behind hit us. Dad just kept coughing and shaking until he
died and | couldn't do anything...'

Cl are's conposure cracked and she | ost control again. Jack took a few steps
closer to her and knelt down in front of her chair. She grabbed hold of him



tightly and pulled herself towards him burying her face in his chest. Stil
feeling a little awkward and unsure, he put his arms around her again and
rocked her gently.

“Come on...' he soothed.

Cl are wi ped her eyes and continued to talk between heavy sobs.

"l got out of the car to try and get sone help for Dad. | didn't even stop to
t hi nk about what had happened to him And when | got out | couldn't believe
what | saw. Everything had stopped. W were stuck in the mddle of the biggest
crash you' ve ever seen. It |ooked |ike there were hundreds and hundreds and
hundreds of cars all smashed into each other. | had to clinmb over themto get
to the side of the road...'

"It happened so quickly that no-one had tinme to react,’' Jack nunmbled. After a
few | ong seconds of silent reflection he cleared his throat and spoke agai n.

“1've been heading into the centre of town,' he explained. | live out in the
suburbs. | thought | might find a few nore people that had survived round
here.’

"And you haven't found anyone?' C are asked. Jack shook his head.

"You're the first.'

"So why have we survived?

"No idea. | don't know anything nore than you do. | mean, | was just sitting
on the bus trying to get hone and...'

He stopped tal ki ng suddenly.

“And what...?'" dare pressed.

“Shh...' he hissed, lifting a finger to his lips. He could hear sonething. He
stood up and wal ked out of the waiting room beckoning Clare to follow cl ose
behind. A twi sting wooden staircase led fromthe ground floor up to the rest
of the dental surgery. At the very top of the staircase were three doors

| eadi ng to separate consulting roons. Jack cautiously pushed the nearest door
open. It swung forward, opening into a small square room domi nated by a |arge
treatment chair conplete with dead patient. A dental nurse's corpse lay at his
feet. On the other side of the roomthe |ethargic body of a dentist - wearing
once hygienic white overalls covered with dribbles of blood - was trapped, its
pat h bl ocked by the chair and an upturned cupboard of medi cal equi pnment. The
corpse staggered hel plessly fromside to side.

“Let's go,' Jack said under his breath. He turned and | ed dare downstairs and
back out onto the street.

4

Al most a hundred feet above the city centre Donna watched the world around her
begi n to decay.

Al t hough she constantly felt anxious, nauseous and ready to break into a
nervous pani c at any nonment, she sonehow managed to maintain a surprising
degree of control and, generally, was able to continue to think and act
relatively rationally and sensibly. She wondered whether it was because she
was in the place where she used to work? She had become used to switching off
and detaching herself fromher enmpotions in this grey and oppressive
environnent. In the same way she'd spent the [ ast few weeks and nont hs here
processi ng work, she now found herself having to process the remains of her
life. Had she been at hone with its confort, famliarity and nenories she felt
sure her emptions woul d have overtaken her by now

Hunger and ot her nore rudi mentary needs had eventually forced her fromthe
training roomat the far end of the tenth floor of the office bl ock. Locked in
a cabinet that she had smashed her way into in the building nmanager's office
on the ground floor, she had found a collection of safety | anps and torches.
She presuned they woul d have been used in the event of an emergency or an
eveni ng evacuation of the building perhaps. She added the |anps from
downstairs to the collection of |ighting equipnment she'd al ready gat hered and,
slowy and nethodically, she spaced them around the wi ndows on the tenth
floor, eventually managi ng to work her way around three-quarters of the



perimeter of the buil ding.

There was a new found purpose to her actions.

Just after six o'clock, when the evening |ight began to fade away noticeably,
she Iit every last lanp and switched on every torch. Her plan was sinple. She
was desperate to find other survivors but she was al so too scared and
uncertain to go outside and | ook for them She guessed that anyone else |eft
alive in the city would probably feel the same. She deci ded that the nost
sensi bl e thing she could do would be to let the rest of the world know where
she was hi di ng.

In the otherwi se utter blackness of the cold and lifeless night, the lights in
the wi ndows of the office block lit up her location |ike a beacon

It worked.

Paul Castle, a nusic shop sales assistant in his early twenties, was painfully
hungry but had been too afraid to | eave the store where he had worked and
where he'd watched custoners and col | eagues die in agony | ast Tuesday norning.
He' d searched the entire store and, until now, had been able to find enough
scraps to eat and drink fromthe vending machi nes dotted around the buil ding.
He' d known all al ong that going outside was inevitable, but he' d done all that
he could to prevent it from happening for as |ong as possible. Now he knew he
had no choice but to | eave.

Paul waited until the world was dark before venturing out. He figured that the
dar kness shoul d of fer him sone protection fromthe wanderi ng bodies that he
had wat ched staggering aimessly up and down the desol ate streets outside. He
knew that in their present state they didn't seemto actually pose a threat to
him but the additional canouflage that the blackness of the night provided
brought hi m some wel come confort and reassurance. As |ong as he nmanaged to
avoid dwelling on the fact that these awkward and unpredictable figures had
laid dead at his feet for the best part of two days before rising again, he
was just about able to keep his fragile emotions in check. In the shadows and
low light of early evening it was sonmehow easier to ignore the desperate
condition of the rest of the world. Fromacross the street a staggering dead
body | ooked al nost the same as someone who was still alive and who stil
possessed control, coordination and i ndependence of thought. He had seen nore
t han enough drunkards, addicts and down-and-outs in the city centre at night
to be able to convince hinself that what he was seeing now was just nore of
the sane. Despite his fear and uncertainty, his conparative speed and agility
made it possible for himto nove anong the bodies as if they were normal
peopl e trapped in a bizarre slow notion replay of their |ives.

There was little in the way of supermarkets and food stores in the city
centre. This was a pl ace where peopl e had worked and shopped for gifts and

| uxuries, where they had studied and partied and where they had been
entertained in cinemas, theatres and clubs. Paul quickly ran down a | ong
concrete ranp close to where he had worked and then turned right and sprinted
across the road in the direction of a newsagents and a hi gh-cl ass depart nent
store where he knew he would find a well stocked food-hall

Rat her than reassure him now that he was outside he found the darkness
unexpectedly unnerving. It unsettled himto see so many huge shop fronts and
expensi ve wi ndow di spl ays standing dark and unlit. Even the street lights were
of f. He found hinmself running through bl ackness and into nore bl ackness. He
stopped for a noment to catch his breath and clinmbed up onto the top of a huge
and, in his opinion, tasteless |lunp of concrete and steel street art. Light
rain fell around himas he stood there with hands on hips, |ooking down over
mles and mles of pitch-black city suburbs. Breathless he peered as far as he
could into the distance, desperate to see sonething that would give hima
little hope. Dejected he junped down and wal ked away. There was not hi ng.

Nurmb and uncaring, Paul continued towards the departnment store where he forced
his way in through a pile of fallen elderly shoppers. Al though he had never
shopped there hinmself he quickly found the food hall and filled nunerous
plastic carrier bags with food which he | oaded into a shopping trolley and



pushed out through the silent checkouts. Pausing only to all ow another one of
the pitiful cadavers to drag itself past the front of the building, he stepped
back outside into the night and wearily began to work his way back to the
store where he'd been sheltering. For a while he thought about trying to get
hone. He'd considered it a few times before but it seemed too great a distance
away for himto think about trying to cover alone while the situation remained
so uncertain. Truth was he was a coward | ooking for excuses not to take risks
but that didn't nmake any difference to his decision. Wat did it matter what
anyone el se m ght think of him he thought, when there didn't seemto be
anyone else left alive to care? Maybe he'd find a car and try and drive there
in the norning, but then again maybe not.

The trolley made a deafening rattling and clattering noise as he pushed it

al ong the bl ock-paved city street. Still disorientated by the darkness, he
paused to get his bearings. He pushed the trolley to one side and | eant

agai nst a nearby bus shelter to drink froma carton of fruit juice which he'd
taken fromthe departnment store. He opened the carton and drank fromit
thirstily, the strong, citrus flavour suddenly revitalising him He'd hardly
drunk anything all day and he practically enptied the carton in a short tine.
It was when he tipped his head back to drain the [ ast few precious drops of
juice that he saw the |ight.

Christ, he thought, he could see light.

Throwi ng the enpty carton to one side, he got up and took a few steps away
fromthe bus shelter. At the far end of the road adjacent to the one he'd been
followi ng he could see the silhouette of a tall office block which had been
obscured fromhis view by other buildings until now. And there was no

m staking the fact that he could definitely see Iight. Halfway up the massive
structure, in the mdst of all the darkness he could definitely see light. And
where there was |ight, he quickly decided, there had to be people.

Suddenly filled with energy and a new found determ nation, he pushed the
shopping trolley further into the shadows and turned and ran towards the

of fice bl ock. A body appeared from out of nowhere, its random path crossing
his own by chance. Wthout thinking he shoved it to one side and it tripped
and crunbled to the ground, silent and disaffected. Paul continued to nove and
to increase his speed. He had covered the length of the street and was outside
the building in seconds. He glanced up, shielding his eyes fromthe spitting
rain, making sure that he could still see the dull yellow glow comng fromthe
wi ndows hi gh above. The main revol ving door was bl ocked by fallen bodies but a
side entrance remrai ned cl ear and he pushed his way inside. The silent,
mausol eum | i ke place snelled of nust and the early stages of decay but Paul
was, by now, becom ng used to the scent of death which seened to have

per meat ed al nost everywhere and soaked and stai ned everything. He didn't
bother to try the lifts, choosing instead to head straight for the stairs. He
clinmbed the first three flights at speed but then slowed dramatically as
nerves and exhaustion quickly overcanme his initial rush of adrenaline-fuelled
excitement. Wth every step he took further up the building, so his unease and
anxiety steadily grew. But he couldn't stop. For the first time since all of
this had begun there was a very real chance he was about to find sonmeone el se
alive.

Fourth floor - nothing.

Fifth floor - nothing.

Si xth floor - bodies.

Paul stepped over a corpse which was sprawl ed on the ground at the bottom of
another flight of stairs before reaching out for the plastic-coated handrai
and dragging hinself up again. Hs mnd was starting to play tricks. Had he
actually seen a light at all? WAs he going to be able to find the right floor?
He forced hinmself to keep on clinbing and clung on to the faintest glinmmrer of
hope as he noved.

Seventh fl oor.

Ei ghth fl oor.

Ninth floor.



Tent h.

This was it. He could see the |ight even before he'd stepped off the staircase
and onto the I anding. A warm yell ow gl ow whi ch shone t hrough the snmall w ndows
in the doors which separated the office fromthe rest of the world. Panting
heavily with the effort of the clinb, Paul shook and yanked furiously at the
door handle. It didn't nove.

Inside the office Donna froze. She was back in the training roomagain, curled
up in a sleeping bag, sitting on a confortable sw vel chair. Every nerve and
fibre in her body suddenly became tense and heavy with nervous fear. She
didn't dare nove

Paul shook the door again and banged at it with his fist. He couldn't see or
hear anyone but that didn't matter, the |ight alone was nore than enough
reason for himto keep trying to force his way inside. Not maki ng any progress
he took a couple of steps back and then shoul der-charged the door. It rattled
and shook in its frame but still it didn't open

None of the bodies she'd cone across possessed anywhere near enough strength
to make that kind of noise, Donna thought. She wanted to believe that there
was anot her survivor on the other side of the door but in her heart she didn't
really think that would be the case. She hadn't seen or heard anyone el se. She
knew t hat she had no option but to | eave the relative safety of the training
room and go and have a | ook

The | andi ng was about twenty feet |ong and five feet w de. Double doors at

ei ther end gave access to the open office space. Paul had turned left at the
top of the stairs but the training roomwhere Donna had been sheltering was to
the right. Cautiously she picked up a torch and tiptoed to the door nearest to
her. She shone the light through the small wi ndow and peered into the

dar kness, sure that she could see sone novenent at the far end of the |anding.
Suddenly aware of the light shining at him Paul stopped what he was doing and
slowy turned around. Donna instinctively pointed her torch down to the
ground, frightened that she had been seen. Paul ran the | ength of the |anding.
“Let me in,' he yelled, banging his fists against the door furiously. "For
Christ's sake, let nme inside...’

He | eant agai nst the door and pressed his face agai nst the glass, frustrated,
frightened and breathing heavily. For a few nonents Donna did nothing. Then
slowy, the reality of the situation dawned on her. The bodi es that noved
couldn't speak. They coul dn't make decisions or nmove with any anount of
control. The person on the other side of the door had to be a survivor. She
flicked her pass at the sensor on the wall at the door unlocked and opened

i nwards. Paul fell into the office and collapsed in front of her

“Are you...?' she started to say.

He | ooked up at her, tears rolling down his face, and then picked hinself up
and reached out for her. Locked together in an awkward, unconfortable but
ultimately wel cone enbrace, the two survivors stood in silence, both revelling
in the sudden cl oseness of another |iving human bei ng.

5

By the time Care and Jack reached what had been the main shopping area of the
city it was alnost conpletely dark. Neither of themwanted to be outside at
night. The world had been turned on its head and ripped apart in the | ast week
and nothing could be taken for granted. In daylight it was difficult enough to
try and keep track of what was happeni ng around them In darkness it would be
virtual ly inpossible.

Jack gently pushed Care towards Bartrans department store. A huge and

i mposing building at the best of tinmes, it had |ong been a focal point for
city shoppers. Now, drenched in crinmson-black gl oomand crisscrossed by
angul ar shadows cast by the noon above, its tall, grey walls and many snall,
square wi ndows made it appear unnervingly prison-like.

"We can stop here tonight,' Jack whispered. “There'll be food and stuff

inside. W'll be okay here.’



Clare didn't reply. Exhausted and dejected, it was all she could do to put one
foot in front of the other and keep noving forward. She hadn't said very nuch
since they'd been together. A few tearful sentences when they'd first met and
a few grunted words since then had been all. Jack didn't push her to nake
conversation. He felt and understood her pain. He was hurting too, of course,
but he'd suffered loss like this before. dare, he assumed, hadn't. He tried
to help her but his well-neaning words appeared to have very little positive
effect.

I knowit's hard,' he'd said a while back as they'd foll owed the main road

into the remains of the high street. "My missus died |ast year. | know what
you feel like. You think you're hurting so nuch that you'll never get over it
but you will. Believe me, it will get easier.’

"How can it get better?' she'd cried. "How can it get better when |'ve | ost
everyt hi ng?'

O her than that Care hadn't responded. Even Jack didn't know if he really
bel i eved what he was saying. At least he'd had a reason and an expl anation for
the loss he'd suffered when his wi fe passed away, even if it had been

i npossible for himto accept why Denise had died. Care's |oss had been

conpl etely unexpected and wi thout any justification or obvious cause. Jack had
| ooked | ong and hard into her drained and enotionl ess face as they had wal ked.
How scared and bew | dered she nust have been feeling inside. He'd never had
kids of his own but he'd often wished that he had. His brother had a coupl e of
boys. Stuart was eight and Danny had been five a fortnight ago. It hurt to

t hi nk about them now because he knew in his heart that they were gone.
Thoughts of famlies and children filled his mind with a nmultitude of

ni ght mare scenarios. As far as he could see there didn't seemto be any reason
or pattern as to who had survived this disaster, who had died or who appeared
to at first have died but who had then dragged thensel ves back up agai n. \Wat
i f young children had survived when their parents had di ed? How woul d t hey
cope? How woul d they feed and | ook after thenselves? For a second he pictured
Danny, his youngest nephew, alone at honme. Danny had done well in reception
class at school. He'd learnt to read a handful of sinple words and he coul d
wite his name. He could dress hinself, he could count up to twenty and, if he
really tried, he could just about tie his shoelace in a proper doubl e-bow But
Danny coul dn't cook. He couldn't find nedicine if he becane ill. He couldn't
light a fire to keep hinself warm He couldn't defend hinself against attack
He sinply couldn't survive..

Their eventual arrival in the departnent store in the dead heart of the city
brought Jack a wel cone distraction fromhis increasingly dark, norbid and
hopel ess t houghts.

The | arge store had just opened for business when the di sease or virus or

what ever it was had struck on Tuesday. A row of |arge glass doors along the
front of the building were open and it seenmed, fortunately, that the vast
majority of those dead shoppers who had risen up again inside the shop had
managed to stumbl e back out onto the street.

Tired and enotionally drained, Jack and Clare wearily worked their way up

t hrough the store floor by floor. Fromthe ground floor they collected scraps
of food and extra clothing. On the first floor there was a small hardware
department from where they took torches and lights. Using the now stationary
escal ators running up through the centre of the building as a staircase, they
then clinmbed up to a second floor furniture department. It seened that the

hi gher they went, the fewer bodies they cane across. The clunmsy figures
couldn't easily cope with clinbing up stairs but they were, of course, prone
to tripping and falling down. Jack and Clare felt safer the higher they
managed to get above ground level. The solitary noving body that they did find
on the second floor (trapped between a chest-of-drawers and a fallen wardrobe
in a bedroom furniture display) offered no resistance as Jack reluctantly
bundled it into a nearby toilet and bl ocked its way out with a set of bunk
beds.

They spent a |long hour together sitting on an expensive |eather sofa, picking



at the food they'd collected and sharing a few nonments of fragmented
conversation. Although it was relatively early (around hal f-past eight) the
dar kness, silence and strain of the day conbined to make it feel rnuch |ater
They were both exhausted. In what remained of their world everything seenmed to
take a hundred times nore effort to do than it had done before. And added to
that, nothing could be done which didn't rem nd themboth of all they once had
but whi ch now they had suddenly lost. By torchlight Jack flicked through a TV
listings magazi ne he'd found in a dead shopper's bag. Modst probably all of the
celebrities pictured in the gl ossy pages were now dead. In any event none of

it really mattered. What good were actors, presenters and celebrities now?
"We'll have nore luck tonmorrow, |'msure of it,' Jack whispered hopefully
(al t hough not entirely convincingly).

“What do you nean?' d are nunbl ed.

"We'll find someone el se.'

“\Wher e?

"l don't know. Look, this is a huge city. There nmust be nore people left alive
somewhere. You and | can't be the only ones left, can we?

She shrugged her shoul ders.

"Wl l we haven't seen anyone el se, have we?

"They nust be sheltering. | stayed at hone for a while before | went out,

bet there are hundreds of people sitting in their houses waiting for something
to happen. They'll have to come out sooner or later to get food and drink

and. ..’

Clare wasn't listening. She was crying again. Although he knew that he
couldn't do anything to relieve her pain and fear, and even though he knew he
wasn't the cause of her suffering, as the only adult around Jack couldn't help
but feel responsible and protective towards her. Cautiously he rested a gentle
hand on her shoul der, and then reached across and pull ed her closer

Hal f - expecting her to recoil and pull away, he was surprised when she did the
opposite and | eant her weight against himfully.

"When is this going to stop? she sobbed, drawi ng her knees up and naki ng
hersel f as small as possible.

“Don't know,' he grunted honestly.

"But what caused it all?

"l don't know,' he said again.

"WII it happen to us? Is it just taking longer for us to...?
"l don't know, Clare,' he sighed with a hint of resigned frustration clear in
his tired voice. | don't know anything and | can't give you any answers. |
know as nuch as you do.'

"But | don't know anything,' she protested tearfully.

"Exactly.'’

A brief silence.

"No-one had a chance, did they?" she nunbl ed.

“There wasn't any tine, was there? | nean, fromthe little | saw whatever it
was that did all of this seemed to spread across the city like a fire. W
don't even know how far wi despread this is.'

“How far do you think it's gone?

Jack stopped to think for a second. It was the first tinme for a day or so that
he'd actually been able to stop and think about the possible extent of the

di saster.

"No idea,' he admitted. "But if this was a local thing then you'd have
expected people to have arrived to help us by now'

“Maybe they don't think anyone survived?'

“Possible.'

"Or perhaps they can't get here?

" What ?'

“Maybe whatever it was that killed everyone is still in the air. Perhaps we're
imune to it and they can't come here until it's cleared?

"Don't know. You mi ght be right.'
Adifficult few mnutes foll owed as both Jack and O are stopped tal king and



wi thdrew to think about what had happened again. It was a natural reaction but
thinking didn't seemto help anyone. There were no easy answers and, even
worse than the frustration of not being able to understand, thinking
inevitably turned into remenbering. And remenbering hurt.

Do you like this sofa?" Jack asked suddenly, making a deliberate attenpt to
start tal king rubbish and stop trying to nake sense of a sensel ess situation
Surprised, Oare managed half a snmile

“Not bot hered, why?

"Seen the price of it?

She was sitting on the price | abel. She sat up and | ooked at it.

“lIs that expensive? |'ve never had to buy a sofa.’

" Expensive?' he said, shaking his head in nock despair. “It's outrageous. M
and Denise kitted out our whole house for just a little bit nore than that.
And that was a few years back. It's this shop,' he continued. “This shop was
al ways for people that had nmoney or those that thought they had.'

"My mumliked this shop,' Care said quietly, still smling faintly. "~ She used
to bring us here when we were little."'

"1 think everyone's nmuns used to bring them here.'

“What, yours too?

He nodded and sat back in his seat.

“Yes, been here for years this place has. It used to be the only place around
that sold school uniform | used to get dragged here once a year in the
hol i days to get kitted out. And shoes too. W used to get our shoes from
here.’

“Me too.'

"Hated it. Me and ny brother both hated it.'

“Me too.'

"You could see the other kids going through exactly the sane thing. There
woul d be | oads of us all lined up against the wall to have our feet neasured.

And we'd all start the next school termw th the sane shoes. ..’

Cl are managed a stifled | augh and sni ffed back another tear

“I'mtired,' she said quietly.

“Let's go to bed,’ he grinned, shining his torch across the store to a line of
seven doubl e beds for sale.

The survivors gathered their bel ongings and silently nmade their way across the
shop floor to the beds. Jack found duvets and pillows from another nearby

di splay and tore off their plastic packaging as Care sat down on the bed in
the middle of the row of seven

"You sure you're going to be all right here?" he asked as he passed her a

pill ow.

1"l be fine,' she replied as she settled back and attenpted to rel ax. ~What
about you?'

"Oh, I'll be okay,' he said as he opened nore bedding and threw it down on the

bed next to Clare's. He dragged a small bedside table across the room and put
a lanp on top of it. The small circle of yelloworange light it produced was
conforting. ~Goodnight then.'

* Goodni ght .

Jack lay down and, after a few seconds of uncertainty, eventually closed his
eyes. He was asleep in a surprisingly short tinme. He was exhausted. The nental
and physical effort of just getting through each minute of the day had been
relentl ess.

Now that their conversation had ended the world was silent again save for the
occasi onal noi se made by one of the few bodies left trapped in one of the
store's lower floors. Clare didn't |like being alone. Unable to sleep as easily
as Jack, she picked up her duvet and pillow and curled up next to himon his
bed. Her hurried novenents woke himfor a nonment. He knew she was in bed with
himbut he didn't react. Having her close was as reassuring for himas it was
for her.

6



"So there | was,' Paul Castle explained, "I'msat on the train and it's comi ng

into the station. |I knew that sonething wasn't right. | renenber hearing the
first few people starting to panic around nme but | wasn't thinking straight.
Al | could think about was the speed. | nean, we were just minutes away from
the station and the driver hadn't started slow ng down. |'ve done that journey

five times a week virtually every week for the [ ast eighteen months and |'ve
got to know where the train should start slowi ng down and where the brakes
should kick in and...'

He stopped tal king and turned to | ook out of the wi ndow at the darkness
out si de. Donna and Paul were sitting in the training room both still trying
to get used to the fact that they had found sonmeone el se alive.

"So what did you do?" Donna asked.

"By then people were dying,' he continued, wiping a tear fromthe corner of

his eye and hoping that she hadn't seen him "~ Everywhere | |ooked they were
just dropping and dying around nme. | knew we were going to crash. | wasn't

t hi nki ng about what was happening to the rest of them 1 just got down on the
floor and covered my head with ny hands and...'

“And. .. ?

"And we hit sonething, but we got anmay with it lightly. Nothing seened to
happen for ages and then | felt the inpact. It was a real fucking wench. It
threw ne right forward and | could hear metal groaning and snappi ng and
breaking. | swear |I'd have been badly injured if it wasn't for the bodies.
There were so many of themthey were |ike padding all around nme. Once the
train had stopped | managed to smash ny way out through a wi ndow. Wen | got
out | saw that we'd gone into the back of another train that was still at the
platform Christ knows how we managed to stay on the rails."'

"Were you hurt?

1 did this,' Paul replied, lifting his shirt and turning around to show her
hi s back. Even though the |ight was poor Donna could clearly see a huge purple
and brown brui se running diagonally across the entire width of his back

" Pai nful ?'

He shrugged his shoul ders.

"Not really,' he replied. "Truth is |I've hardly thought about it since
everyt hi ng happened.'

"So what did you do next?

I went to work. Christ, there's conditioning for you. | didn't know what el se
to do. | nean, | couldn't get home and | couldn't think of anywhere else to
go. | figured that if | was at work then I'd at | east have sone shelter and
protection. | knew where everything was.'

"1 know what you nean. That's why I'mstill here.'

“You worked here?

She nodded.

"Typical, isn't it,' Paul grinned. "You spend nbst of your life trying to get

out of work then you end up trapped there when everything goes belly-up.'

"So was there anyone el se around when you got there?

"There were plenty of people there,' he replied, “but no-one else was alive.
Jesus, all the people I'd been working with just the day before were dead. Al
t hose people that 1'd known for ages just gone... You get to know t he people
you work with, don't you? | had mates there and we'd been out drinking at the
weekend and now they're..."'

He stopped tal king and | ooked up at the ceiling to avoid eye contact before

l osing control and starting to cry again. Donna sat and watched from the ot her
side of a wide grey desk. She said and felt nothing. Sonehow she had managed
to distance herself fromthe pain. Perhaps it was the shock of everything that
had happened? Whatever the reason, inside she felt as dead as the thousands of
bodies lying and rotting on the streets. It was as if every nerve in her body
had been cauterised. She didn't seemto feel anything anynore. She knew that
was a bad thing but, at that nmoment, it hel ped.

"Have sone food,' she said, unable to think of anything else to say. She



pushed a packet of biscuits across the desk. Paul shook his head. "You should
eat somet hing.'

"No thanks.'

“Drink?

She offered hima half-enpty bottle of water. He nodded and wi ped his face on
his sl eeve before taking the bottle fromher and drinking thirstily.

"So what do we do now?' he asked as he screwed the lid of the bottle back on
and passed it back. Donna shrugged her shoul ders.

“Don't know,' she replied bluntly.

I mean we can't just sit here, can we?

"What else is there to do?'

“Christ, we should do sonething. W should get out there and find other

people. See if we can actually find someone who knows what's going on...'

"Bl oody hell, | haven't seen anyone else alive apart fromyou. | haven't found
anyone who's still breathing, so what chance have we got of finding anyone who
knows what's happened?’

"1 know, but I...'

"Look, | don't want to go out until | have to,' she continued, interrupting.
“Until | know what's caused all of this | want to stay as far away as | can
fromthose bl oody things out there.'

Her voice was cold, flat and tired and her nessage abrupt and definite. Paul
didn't bother trying to argue. He got up and made hinself a makeshift bed from
cl ot hes and bl ankets underneath a desk.

He lay there in silence and stared up into the darkness for hours.

Donna sat in her chair and did the sane.

7

Less than half a mle fromthe office block stood the first few buildings of a
nodern university canmpus. Separated fromthe rest of town by the six-lane ring
road that ran along the front of a large and recently built accommopdati on

bl ock, the university grounds were vast. The nedical school |ocated at the far
end of the complex formed part of one of the city's main hospitals. Wth

speci ali st dental, children's, skin and burns departnents, the hospital itself
had been fundamental to the continuing health of the city's popul ation

Toni ght only one doctor remmi ned on duty. Tonight there was only one doctor
left alive.

The nodern acconmmodati on bl ock had individual rooms for several hundred
students. During the days since the disaster sonewhere in the region of fifty
survivors had gathered there. Some had been near the hospital or university
when it had happened, others had found their way there by chance, a few dul
lights and occasional signs of novement revealing the survivor's presence to
the otherwi se enmpty world. Dr Phil Croft, the last remnaining nmedic, had just
started his norning rounds when it had begun on Tuesday norning. He'd

hel pl essly watched an entire ward full of people around himdie. He had just

di scharged a young boy called Ashley with a clean bill of health after an
appendectony two weeks earlier. Seconds after finishing his exam nation of the
boy the helpless child had fallen at the doctor's feet and was dead. And it
hadn't just been the children. The nurses, parents, cleaners, helpers, his
fell ow doctors and consultants too - everyone el se on the ward had been struck
down and killed wi thin mnutes.

But even now, now that the popul ation had reduced frommllions to, it seemed,
| ess than hundreds, Croft was still on duty. It was sonething that cane
naturally to him an instinctive, inbuilt response. One of the survivors
needed nedical attention and he felt duty bound to provide it.

He wal ked slowy through the quiet building towards the room where the wonan
who needed himlay. The corridor he noved al ong was dark and shadowy and was
lined with doors |eading to individual student roons on either side. Using his
torch to guide his way he glanced into a couple of the rooms as he passed
them the unexpected light causing mld panic anpongst the survivors cowering



in the darkness. There may have been nore than thirty or forty people
sheltering in the building, but many of them were sheltering alone. Apart from
a handful of people who had begun to group together, the majority of survivors
chose to remain in frightened isolation, too afraid to nove or to speak

The doctor found the room where the wonman was resting. She was very attractive
- tall, well-toned, strong and nine nonths pregnant with her first child.

Croft was strangely drawn to Sonya Farley. His girlfriend - Natasha Rogers, a
nurse in one of the burns units - was dead. In those painful first few mnutes
on Tuesday norning he had run fromhis building across to Tash's unit and had
found her cold and lifeless on the ground with the rest of them dead |ike
everyone el se. She had been ei ght weeks pregnant. They hadn't had chance to
tell anyone about the baby, not even their parents. They'd only just got over
t he shock of the unexpected pregnancy thenselves. Now Croft found that
focussing his efforts and attention on Sonya hel ped his constant, gnaw ng pain
to ease slightly. It somehow made it easier for himto cope with his |oss,
knowi ng that he would still be able to help Sonya to bring her baby into what
remai ned of the battered world. And Christ al one knew t hat Sonya deserved
hel p. Wen the disease had struck she'd been sitting in the mddl e of an eight
mle traffic jamon the main notorway | eading into town. She'd wal ked t hrough
nore than four mles of unremtting horror and devastation to reach the
hospi t al

Satisfied that she was well and | eaving her sleeping soundly, Croft made his
way downstairs. He entered a | arge rectangul ar assenbly hall where a few
survivors had gathered together. He found the | ack of any noise or
conversation nmore difficult to handle than the solitude and he kept noving,
crossing the roomdiagonally and | eaving by another exit. The fact that
everyone had becone so painfully w thdrawn sonehow made the situation harder
for himto deal with but, then again, what was there to talk about? Did any of
t he survivors have anything in common? Even if they did, chances were that
what ever interests they nmay have once shared were gone now. Wat was the point
of talking to anyone el se about your taste in food, clothes, film nusic,
books or anything anynore? And as every survivor who did speak quickly found
to their cost, it didn't nmatter who you tried to talk to or what you tal ked
about, every single conversation inevitably began and ended with pointless
conj ecture about what had happened to the rest of the dead world.

Croft needed nicotine. He wal ked the I ength of another corridor then turned
right and sat on a step hal fway down a short staircase which led to a

gl ass-fronted entrance door. This small, secluded area had becone sonethi ng of
a snoker's corner and two other survivors - Sunita, a student who lived in the
buil ding they were sheltering in and Yvonne, a legal secretary froma firm of
solicitors on the other side of the ring road - were already stood there,
snoking their cigarettes and staring out into the darkness. Croft had
successfully kicked the habit five nonths ago but had started again yesterday.
It didn't seemto matter anynore. He lit his cigarette and acknow edged the
two wonen who turned around to see who it was who had joi ned them

“You all right Dr Croft?" Yvonne asked.

He nodded and bl ew a cloud of snoke out into the still air just in front of
hi s face.

1" mokay,' he replied, his voice quiet and tired. "You two?'

Sunita nodded instinctively but otherwi se didn't reply.

"My Jim' Yvonne said softly, "he used to |ove the dark. Sometimes, when he
couldn't sleep, he'd get up and go and sit in the bay w ndow at the back of

t he house and watch the sun cone up. He used to love it when the birds started
singing. If he was feeling romantic he'd wake me up and take me downstairs
with him Didn't happen often, nind.'

Yvonne smiled nmonmentarily and then | ooked down at the ground as the sound of
bird song in her nmenmory was swal | owed up and overtaken by the all consum ng
silence again, |eaving her feeling enpty, vulnerable and |ost. She wi ped a
tear fromher eye. She was in her early fifties but the strain of the last few
days had | eft her |ooking nmuch ol der. Her usually inpeccable hairstyle was



frayed and untidy, her once smart business suit now crunpl ed and unkenpt.
Sunita sensed her grief and put a hand on her shoul der and pulled her close.
She knew that Yvonne's husband had worked in an office across town and that,
on the first nmorning, she'd gone there and found himdead at his desk, face
down in a pile of papers.

"1 can handle the dark as long as |'mnot on ny own,' Sunita said. “Wen |I'm
on my own ny mnd starts to play tricks. | start convincing nyself that
there's soneone else there.'

"You'd be lucky to find anyone these days,' the doctor sighed. " Anyway, never
m nd the dark, |'m having enough trouble trying to deal with what's happeni ng
inthe light,' he admtted.

“You any closer to working out what's happened yet?' Yvonne asked innocently
as she turned to | ook out of the w ndow agai n.

Croft shook his head and | ooked away, trying to hide his sudden frustration
and annoyance. Wy did everyone assune that just because he was a doctor he'd
somehow be able to find a reason and explanation for their inpossible
situation? Christ, no-one had ever conme across anything like the virus or

di sease or whatever it was that had killed so many people in such a short
period of time. And to his know edge no-one had ever risen after two days

wi t hout noving or breathing either. Nothing had ever happened |like this before
so of course he didn't know what the bl oody hell had caused it. Wth his
sudden anger close to boiling to the surface he forced hinself to bite his
tongue and rermain calm Inside he felt Iike screaming at Yvonne and telling
her to go and | ook for the answers to her questions in a fucking nedica
encycl opaedi a but he knew it woul dn't achi eve anything other than to make an
al ready unbearabl e situation nmore tense and unbearable still. He took a deep
breath and sucked in anot her |ungful of snoke. She wasn't trying to wind him
up. He silently rem nded hinself that she was just trying to get through this
i ke everyone el se.

"You checked on Sonya?' Sunita asked.

He nodded.

“She all right?

"She's fine. She's sleeping.'

“Lucky cow,' munbl ed Yvonne. "I haven't slept properly for days.'

Croft finished his cigarette and dropped the glowi ng stub onto the fl oor
before putting it out with his foot. He held his head in his hands. Wt hout
power it was as dark inside the building as the night was outside. The
brightest lights were the gl owing ends of Sunita and Yvonne's cigarettes
nmovi ng through the cold air. Exhausted, the doctor closed his eyes and tried
to clear his mind. He'd tried several tinmes in the |ast few hours to
conpletely enpty his head of all conscious thought and switch of f but nothing
seened to work. Even the smallest, nost insignificant noise or the slightest

t hought was enough to bring himcrashing back to reality in seconds. And even
t hough he was one of only a handful of people left alive, the disturbances and
di stracti ons were constant and unendi ng.

"You see that young | ad who came in this norning? Yvonne asked Sunita. Poor
little bugger. Could only have been six or seven years old. One of the others
spotted himrunning down the ring road. Said his num had died and he'd cone
into town to try and find his dad. Wuldn't be told that he was probably dead
too...'

"How are we supposed to explain this to the children?' Sunita sighed. "If we
can't make sense of what's happeni ng, how are we supposed to make them
under st and?

" Depends how old they are,' Croft said, lifting his head and | ooki ng up agai n.
iy 2

"Because kids of a certain age will accept anything you tell them' he
explained. "1 envy sone of them A two year old will grow up thinking this is
how it's al ways been, won't they? Bloody hell, inagine how nuch easier the

| ast few days woul d have been if you hadn't had to spend hours and hours
trying to work everything out? If we'd had sonmeone who coul d have told us what



had happened and why, even if they weren't right, we could have just got on
with sorting out the mess instead of trying to reason it out and explain it to
oursel ves.'

"But those poor kids,' Yvonne continued. "Inmagine |osing your parents and
bei ng on your own like that.'

"We've probably all lost our parents,' Sunita nunbl ed.

"1 know, but...'

Yvonne's words were interrupted by the noise of a body suddenly crashing into
t he gl ass doubl e-doors directly in front of her. Nervously she stunbl ed back
and tripped. Croft junmped to his feet and steadied her. Strangely curious he
took a couple of slow, cautious steps closer to the corpse. Its gaunt face was
pressed hard against the cold glass and it noved slowy along fromleft to
right, leaving behind it a | ong snmear of grease and a trail of bl oody,
germfilled saliva. Wen it reached the end of the glass it clunsily turned
around and began novi ng back in the opposite direction

"What the hell is going on here?" Croft asked under his breath.

“What's the matter?' Sunita asked. She stared at the creature, her face
screwed up with disgust. It didn't look any different to any of the thousands
of other diseased bodies she'd seen

"1 don't like this," the doctor adnmitted. He noved closer still and studied
the figure's staccato novenments. "This one isn't like the others.'

“Why?' Sunita whi spered

"Because it isn't going away.'

" What ?'

“Look at it. By nowit should have turned around and wandered off into the
night again. It's staying here for a reason. It's alnost as if it knows that
we're in here.’

“Like hell...'
"G ve nme another explanation then? | tell you, this body is watching us.'
As if to prove his point, he nmoved still closer towards the glass until his

face was just inches away fromthat of the cadaver. He then noved across to
his right and then, slowy and with painful |ethargy, the body did the sane.
He noved back and, after a few seconds delay as it shuffled itself around, the
cor pse foll owed.

Yvonne was scared. She found it al nbst inpossible to bring herself to | ook at
t he di seased shell which had, |ess than a week ago, been a perfectly fit and
wel I human bei ng. She had crept hal fway up the staircase and was peering down
through the railings like a frightened child.

"So what does it nean?' she asked from a cautious distance.

“One of two things,' Croft replied, not taking his eyes off the body. "Either
this one has sonehow been | ess affected than the others...'

"Or?' Sunita pressed anxiously.

"Or they're changing.'

8

Paul got up when the sun began to rise through the tenth floor w ndows of the
of fice bl ock. Hi s noverments weren't through choice, his tenporary bed had
proved | ess than confortable and the pressure on his bl adder had becone too
much to stand. Using a security pass which Donna had taken from a corpse
earlier in the week, he dragged hinself out onto the |anding and clinbed the
single flight of stairs to the nearest toilet. Stunmbling over an inert body in
the hal flight he crashed noisily through the door into the little room which
was as cold, dark and unpl easant as he'd imagined it would be. Another body
was sl unmped on the ground in one of the cubicles and a musty, stagnant snell
hung heavily in the air.

Still drugged with sleep and hurrying to get away fromthe bodi es and back to
the office, Paul tripped again on his way out of the toilet, falling clunsily
down the last three steps and kicking a cleaner's bucket against a radiator
The sound of metal on netal echoed up and down the entire |l ength of the



staircase, seenmng for a few lingering nonents to fill the entire building
with noi se.

When he returned to the tenth floor Donna was awake. More than just awake she
was up and alert, quickly changing her clothes and tying up her |ong hair.
"What's the matter?' he asked, immedi ately concerned. She had no reason to get
up so quickly. She had no real reason to get up at all

"1 heard sonething,' she replied breathlessly as she tucked her shirt into her
j eans.

" What ?'

“Don't know. It was upstairs.'

"But you told ne you've already been upstairs, haven't you? You said there was
not hi ng there.'

“Apart froma couple of bodies that's right.'

"So what did you hear?

She shrugged her shoul ders and shook her head.

"1 don't know what it was. It sounded like...'

"It was ne,' he interrupted nervously. “It's still dark out there. | tripped
over a body on ny way up the stairs and | al nost went right over on the way
back down. | bet it...'

He didn't bother to finish his sentence. Donna was still shaking her head.

"1 heard the bl oody noise you made,' she sighed. "~The sound | heard was before
that .’

An icy chill ran the length of Paul's spine. He watched with nmounting anxiety
as Donna put on a jacket and did up the zipper. She wal ked towards the door
out of the office and stopped just a few feet short of the exit.

"Look,' she said, "it was probably nothing. |'mjust going to go and have a

| ook around. I'lIl only be a couple of ninutes.'

It nust have been nme you heard,' Paul continued to babble. "Like |I said, |

ki cked a bucket into a radiator. It nmade a hell of a noise."’

Tired of listening to himnoaning, Donna turned round, reached out for the
door handl e and then froze. Through the small gl ass panel in the door she
could see a face staring back at her. Even though the |ight was poor she could
tell that it was a cold, enotionless, rotting, dead face. The bl oody thing was
just stood there, staring at her

“Christ,' she cursed as she stunbl ed back in surprise

“What is it?" Paul hissed.

"There's a body here,' she whispered, rooted to the spot.

“ 507"

"So the damm thing's watching ne!’

“What the hell are you tal king about ?

He began to wal k towards her, stopping short when he saw t he corpse.

Conpl etely silent and ot herw se unnervingly still, the only visible novenment
cane fromits msted eyes which nmoved fromside to side, |ooking fromDonna to
Paul and back again. It hadn't been there when he'd returned fromthe toil et
mnutes earlier. Could it have followed hinf

"Why doesn't it go?' Donna asked. "It should just wander away |ike the rest of
them Why's it staying here?

Paul crept forward slightly to get a better view of the cadaver on the

| andi ng.

1l don't know,' he munbled, “nmaybe it's...' He stopped speaking i medi ately
when the creature outside slowy lifted up a single diseased hand and smashed
it down against the door. As the two survivors stood and watched in terrified
di sbelief, it thunped the door again. And again. And again. And again. And
then with both hands, raining down a sudden torrent of weak, conparatively
clumsy and conpl etely unexpected bl ows on the door

“I'mgoing to let it in,' whispered Donna, her nouth dry and her pul se racing.
“What ?' screanmed Paul, unable to believe what he was hearing. “~Wat the hel

do you think you're doing? You don't know what that thing will do if you let
it in here...’

“You don't know what it's going to do either,' she snapped back. “For God's



sake, this thing is trying to get to us. It wants help, it rmust do. This one's
different to all the others |I've seen...’

"But you can't just assunme that...'

Paul's words were wasted. Donna wasn't listening and, besides, she'd already
made her decision. The body in front of her |ooked pathetic and ermaciated. Its
nmoverrents were slow and | aboured. But nmore to the point, it appeared to have
some |l evel of control, and that separated it fromthe hundreds of other
corpses she'd seen. The creature continued to thunmp against the door. Donna
flicked her pass at the sensor to her right and pulled the door open. The body
dropped its arnms and, for a second, stood still again.

"See,' she said, relieved. | told you it...'

The creature lunged towards her, knocking her off bal ance and sendi ng her
thudding into the wall. Wth sudden energy - uncoordinated but unm stakably
savage in intent - the remains of a rotting fifty-two year old nman threw
itself at Donna, its weak linmbs flailing in the air around her face.
Instinctively she lifted her hands to protect herself. Paul ran towards the
obnoxi ous cadaver and grabbed it from behind, w ncing in disgust as he
tightened his grip and felt cold, hard, leathery flesh give way under the

i ncreasing pressure of his grip. Wth surprisingly little effort he yanked the
body away and threw it down to the ground. Regardless of its unexpected speed
and intent, it was still little nore than a di seased and wasted shell

"Bl oody thing,' Donna spat. She pushed Paul to one side and stood over the
corpse which was already struggling to pick itself up again. It leant over to
one side and with clawlike, alnost skel etal hands, made anot her |unge towards
her .

"We've got to kill it," Paul wailed.

"How do we do that?' Enmma yelled. "Fucking thing's been dead since Tuesday.'

It was only after she'd spoken that she realised how ridicul ous her words
sounded.

"1 don't know' he screanmed back at her. He | ooked around. Munted on the wall
just to the side of the entrance door was a fire extinguisher. He picked it up
and raised it above his head. Donna, shaking with fear but fully aware of what
Paul was doi ng, put one of her feet down hard on the creature's bony chest.
Hal f of her body weight was nore than enough to keep it pinned down. It didn't
have the strength to reply.

"Do it,' she urged frantically. “For God's sake, do it!’

Paul held the extinguisher high above the corpse. He watched its head
thrashing helplessly fromside to side with terrified fascination. Ashen

al nost translucent skin was drawn tight across the enotionless face and its

bl ack, gapi ng mouth opened and cl osed continually wi thout making a sound.

Do it!' Donna screaned again.

He couldn't nove. Frozen. Terrified. Again the body tried to lunge and the
sudden movenent forced himinto action. Wth his eyes screwed tightly shut

Paul sl amred the base of the metal cylinder down onto the head of the corpse
on the ground. It hit the side of the face with a dull thud and a faint
cracki ng sound as the cheekbone fractured. Slightly nore confident in what he
was doing, but with the sickening taste of bile rising in his throat, he
lifted the fire extinguisher once again and hamrered it down, this tine
smashing in the back of the skull. Finally the body lay still.

"Let's get it out of here,' he said as he dropped the extinguisher. Donna held
t he door open as he dragged the creature out by its feet, leaving behind it a
thick trail of dark, alnpst black blood on the pale purple carpet. Driven by a
nauseous comnbi nati on of shock, fear and adrenaline, he dragged it out through
the I anding door and left it on the staircase. There were nore bodies on the
stairs. Jesus Christ, he could see another three of the damm things - one
tripping down towards himfromthe floor above, two nore dragging thensel ves
up painfully slowy fromthe floor below Filled with panic and cold fear he
turned and sprinted back to the office.

For nmore than an hour they were too afraid to nove or even to nake a sound.



H di ng behi nd desks in the training room Donna and Paul sat close together
Cccasional ly one of themwould pluck up the courage to peer out into the main
of fice again. They could just about see onto the |anding through the precious
doors which separated themfromthe rest of the world. Although indistinct and
uncl ear, they could see novenent outside.

Donna sat upright and | ooked up and out of the wi ndow at the grey sky, trying
to make some sense of what was happening. Paul lay on the carpet next to her
curled up in a ball

"Why did it attack you?' he nunmbled, finally able to bring hinself to speak
about what he'd seen

“Don't know for sure if it did.'

“What do you nean? O course it attacked you!'

"Are you really sure? How do you know it wasn't trying to get us to hel p? How
do you know...'

"1 don't know,' he whined, covering his head with his hands. “All | do know is
that you shoul d never have opened the bl oody door in the first place.'

There was a sudden crash outside. It sounded |ike sonething falling down the
stairs - the cleaner's bucket Paul had kicked earlier perhaps? He deci ded that
one of the bodies nust have tripped over it.

“It's like they're comng back to life," Donna nunbl ed.

" What ?'

“They died | ast Tuesday. | know that's true because | watched it happen and
checked enough of ny friends to know that they were all dead. And then they
started to nove. It's like they're beginning to function again. They wal ked on
Thur sday, now...'

“Now what ?

“How did they know we were here?

"Don't know.'

"1 think you disturbed them when you went to the toilet.'

"But we've both been off the floor before now, haven't we? How cone they
didn't react to us then? I wal ked past a hundred of those damm thi ngs outside
on the streets and not one of themreacted...'

"1 know,' she interrupted, grow ng increasingly annoyed by his nounting
hysteria. “That's exactly what |'m saying. They couldn't nove, now they can
wal k. At first they had very little control and coordi nati on, now that seemns
to have inproved. They couldn't hear us and | don't know if they could see us
before, but now it seenms that they can.'

"But why did it attack you?' he asked again, repeating his earlier question
"Did it attack me? If their control is limted, what else could it have done?
It couldn't ask for help, could it? Christ, Paul, |ook what's happening to
them They're full of disease. Their bodies are beginning to rot and decay.

| magi ne the pain they nust be feeling.'

"But can they feel it?

"l don't know. If they can nove, ny guess is that they must be able to fee
somet hi ng."'

Paul sat up and drew his knees up tight to his chest.

"So what's going to happen next?

Donna shrugged her shoul ders. Her head was spinning. She didn't want to think
about it until she had to.

"Don't know,' she nuttered.

"So what do we do?'

“For now we keep our heads down and we keep out of sight. Don't |et them know
we're in here.’

9

Musi ¢ woke Jack fromhis light sleep. He thought he was imagining it at first
but no, there it was again. Faint and tinny, for the first tine in alnost a
week he could definitely hear nusic. Once he was fully awake it took hima
coupl e of seconds to get his bearings. He | ooked around and let his eyes



slowy becone accustoned to the low norning light. The departnment store | ooked
very different in daylight - conpletely different in fact to how he'd pictured
it last night when it had been filled with nothing but shadows and darkness.
He then renmenbered that he hadn't been al one | ast night and he sat up quickly
and | ooked around for C are.

“Over here,' she shouted fromthe other side of the store. She'd been watching
himstirring for the | ast couple of mnutes but hadn't wanted to wake him
Stiff, aching and tired, Jack swung his | egs out over the side of the bed, got
up and then slowy shuffled over to the dining roomfurniture display where
she was sitting. He sat down opposite her at a | arge mahogany table. In the

m ddl e of the table was a small stereo unit. Care was playing a CD. He didn't
recogni se the nmusic. Although he didn't say anything to her he w shed she'd
turn it down. It wasn't particularly loud, he decided it just seened that way
because everything el se was so deathly silent.

“How are you this nmorning? he asked.

She nodded and snil ed sadly.

1" mokay,' she replied. "Look, | didn't nean to wake you up. | hope you don't
mnd the noise. | couldn't stand the quiet any longer. | found the stereo in
the electrical department just past the beds.'

Jack | ooked back over his shoul der and noticed a huge bank of dead tel evision
screens a short distance behind the row of beds where they'd just spent the
night. Still drugged by sleep he stood up again and wal ked back to where he'd
left their belongings |ast night. After searching through his rucksack he
found a little of the food which he'd brought with him He took it back to

C are and sat down agai n.

“Hungry?' he asked.

She shook her head.

"Not really.'

"You should try and eat something. We both shoul d.'

He opened up a plastic lunch box and took out sone chocolate and fruit which
he laid out on the table between them Care took a chocol ate bar and

unw apped it. It was surprisingly good. The rich taste and snell of the food
was reassuringly famliar and strangely conforting. She'd hardly eaten since
Tuesday. After days of feeling nothing nmuch nore than sickening hurt and
constant disorientation, the food provided a wel cone distraction. For a nonent
it seemed that although they appeared to have | ost everything, there was a
slight chance that it m ght be possible for themto redi scover sonething
resenmbling normality anmongst the rubble of what remained of the lives they
used to | ead.

I love this song,' dare said as the next track on the CD began. She chewed

t houghtfully on her chocolate and turned up the volune. She closed her eyes
and for a precious few seconds tried to i magi ne she was sonewhere el se.

To Jack the nusic sounded no different and no | ess processed and manufact ured
than the last bland track he'd heard. He renenbered the days when nusic was

pl ayed by real nusicians and when talent nmattered nore than appearance and. .
and he could hear sonething else. He slamred his fist down on top of the
stereo and stopped it playing.

"Hey...' Care protested.

“Shh..." he hissed.

He pushed his chair back and wal ked towards the escal ators which snaked up

t hrough the centre of the department store. He coul d hear movenent on the
first floor below Cautiously he peered over the top of the staircase and saw
that a crowd of bodi es had appeared. Unlike the clunmsy bodies he'd seen
earlier, these seened to have a nmodi cum of control. The |ight was poor but he
could see, incredibly, that two or three of them had begun trying to clinb up
the notionl ess escal ator towards him They tripped over shop displays and
random fall en corpses as they tried awkwardly to nove forward. C are suddenly
appeared at his side, startling him

“What' s goi ng on?' she asked anxi ously.

“Look,' he answered, nodding down in the direction of the figures beneath



them He concentrated his attention on the di seased body which had made nost
progress towards the second floor. It was now al nost hal fway up the escal ator
but had been forced to stop, its way ahead bl ocked by an upturned baby's
pushchair. Although it had been considerably darker last night it had been
fairly easy for Jack and Clare to negotiate their way around such obstacl es.
The stilted novenments of the desperate creatures bel ow were nowhere near as
controll ed and precise as those of the survivors. As they crouched in silence
in the shadows and watched, the crowd bel ow t hem began to dissipate. Those
bodi es on the outside of the gathering were beginning to trip and stunble
away.

"Was it the nusic?' dare wondered. The corpses on the escal ator seenmed to be
losing interest now They were staggering back down to the first floor again.
"Must have been.'

" But why?'

“What d' you nean?

"Wl |l yesterday and the day before | spent ages shouting for hel p and they
didn't react then. | didn't think they could hear us.'

Jack thought about what she'd said. She was right. He remenbered the first
nmovi ng body that he'd cone across - the woman in the street outside his house.
He'd run towards her breathlessly but she hadn't reacted. The rest of the
wor |l d had been quiet and there had been no other distractions that he'd been
aware of. Surely the wonan woul d have heard hi m approaching if she'd been able
to?

Cl are nmoved around Jack and took a couple of steps down the escal ator

“Where you goi ng?' he hissed, concerned. At the raised volume of his voice the
near est body stopped noving and slowy turned back around again to face the
survivors. Both Care and Jack froze and hoped that they would nerge into the
shadows and not be seen. The body conti nued down the escal at or

Reachi ng over to one side, Clare westled a handbag free fromthe grip of an
ol d wormman whose lifel ess corpse was sprawl ed across the escalator. She threw
the bag down to the first floor, past the few remaining bodies and into a
greetings card display. The display rattled and crashed to the floor and,

al nrost instantly, the bodies returned. The survivors watched wth increasing
fear and uncertainty as the dead gathering regrouped around the sudden

di straction. Clare turned and ran back towards Jack, her footsteps echoing
loudly on the nmetal steps beneath her

"Bl oody hell,' munbled Jack as he watched the bodies react to the sound of
Clare moving. The listless figures were converging at the bottom of the

escal ator agai n. She pushed past him and ran back over to the table where
they'd been eating just a few mnutes earlier. Jack marched over to the beds,
grabbed his bag and began frantically packing everything away. A famliarly

si ckening feeling of hel pl essness, panic and disorientation had suddenly
ret ur ned.

“What are you doing? Clare asked, instinctively starting to gather up her own
t hi ngs.

“Getting out,' he replied in a hushed and frightened whisper. “Getting away
fromthose things.'

"But where are we going to go?

“Don't know.'

Cl are stopped and sat down at the table again. She held her head in her hands.
"They won't get up here, will they?

"1 don't know,' Jack answered. "G ve them enough time and they mght. Wo
knows what they'll do?

"But we can bl ock the escalators off, can't we? W can use sone of this
furniture. They're never going to be strong enough to get through, are they?
Her sinple logic stopped himin his tracks. He stopped packing and stared at
her, struggling to answer. H's throat was dry and he could feel beads of cold,
nervous sweat runni ng down his back

“You might be right, but...'

“But what ?'



"But we don't know for sure.'

"We don't know anything really, do we?' dare rubbed her eyes and started to
ness wth the food Jack had left on the table. "|I'm scared,' she admtted. "I
don't want to go anywhere.'

Jack put down his rucksack and col |l apsed on the end of his bed. She was right.
What woul d they gain fromrunning? The top floors of the departnment store
seened as safe a place to hide as any.

A short time later Jack had cal med down enough to be able to creep quietly
across the floor to the top of the escal ator and | ook down again. He coul dn't
see any bodies. In the silence of the norning they had all drifted away.

10

Shortly before noon the unexpected roar of an engine ripped through the
silence. Care and Jack junped out of their seats and ran over to the huge

di splay wi ndows at the front of the departnent store which | ooked out over the
city's main shopping street. They watched as a single car forced its way down
the mddl e of the crowded road, ploughing into random staggering bodi es and
smashing themto the side or sinply crushing them beneath its wheels.

“Let's get our stuff together,' Jack whispered in a surprisingly calm
collected and matter of fact voice before turning and sprinting frantically
across the room desperate to get out of the building before the car

di sappear ed.

Inside the car Bernard Heath and Nat han Hol nes | ooked anxiously fromside to
side, trying desperately to see something through the rotting crowds which
converged on themfromall directions. Fromtheir |ow vantage point there
seemed to be no end to the hundreds of bodies around them

“Where the fucking hell are we going? Holnmes, a stocky security guard, cursed
from behind the steering wheel

"1 don't know,' the educated and conparatively well-spoken Heath repli ed.
Until the world had been turned on its head | ast week he had been a university
| ecturer. More than twenty years spent in the conpany of students and ot her
academ cs had | eft himdangerously under-prepared for the sudden physica
danger and conflict he now found hinsel f facing.

“There are a couple of restaurants just up here,' Holnmes said breathlessly.
"They' Il have food.'

Heath didn't respond. He was transfixed by the absolute horror he was

wi tnessing all around the car. On every side there was nothing but relentless
bl ood, death and di sease. Spending the last few days sitting in the relative
safety of the university accommodati on block with the rest of the survivors
hadn't prepared himfor any of this. He knew that he had to keep cal mand not
I et his concentration wander or lose his nerve. Al they had to do was fil

t he back of the car with food and what ever other useful supplies they could
find and get back to the others. And even if these countless creatures |ooked
abhorrent and grotesque, he had to remenber that individually they were weak
and coul d easily be brushed aside. But there were thousands upon thousands of
them and nore seenmed to be arriving with each passing second.

“How the hell did this happen?' Hol nmes nunbled to hinmself as he struggled to
keep the car noving forward through the apparently endl ess devastation

Heath lifted hinself up in his seat to try and see over the heads of the mass
of bodies and | ook further into the distance.

"This isn't going to work,' he nuttered. "It was a m stake com ng out here.
What the hell were we thinking of? Christ, there are so many of them we won't
be able to get out of the bloody car.'

Hol nes didn't answer. Instead, as they approached the useless traffic lights
at what had once been one of the busiest junctions in the city, he wenched
the steering wheel to the left and turned the car. He pushed his foot down
hard on the accel erator and winced in disgust as they collided with body after



rotting body, smashing them beyond recognition. They were weak and they were
beginning to decay and it took little effort to destroy them The constant
thud, thud, thud of diseased flesh against netal was sickening.

“Where are we going now?' Heath asked anxiously. "I thought you said we were
headi ng for a restaurant?

“1've had a better idea,' Holnes grunted as he forced the car up the steep
ranp entrance to a multi-storey car park built over a shopping mall. "1 used
to come here a lot,' he said as he steered around the tight clinbing curve of
the entrance road, "we'll get what we need here.'

Heat h rel axed back in his seat nonmentarily. Now that they had left the main
road the nunmber of bodi es had reduced dramatically. Still numerous on the

| ower | evels of the car park they passed through, by the tinme they had reached
the top only one or two figures remanined to be seen. The sudden relief the
university lecturer felt was inmense.

Hol nes stopped the car directly in front of the door which opened onto the
staircase |l eading down to the mall. dinbing out into the open Heath all owed
hinself to briefly | ook down over the side of the car park into the chaos in
the streets below. A large mass of dark, shadowy figures had slowy begun to
climb the steep access road after the car. Al though he had spent |ong hours

| ooking at the remains of the world through the wi ndows of the university,
seeing how the city had been inexplicably raped and destroyed froma different
per spective shocked Heath. It seenmed that nothing and nowhere had escaped the
destruction. He turned back to face the car and saw that a handful of bodies
had energed fromthe shadows and were | unbering awkwardly towards them As
soon as the engine of the car was switched off and silence returned, however,
they began to drift away again.

“Cone on,' Hol mes snapped. He was already on his way down to the shopping
area. Heath foll owed cl ose behind.

"We should try and get food first,' the older nman gasped breathl essly as he
ran down a dark and dank staircase, trying not to | ose sight of his younger
and fitter colleague. "W'll take as much as we can carry. W can cone back
down for nmore if it's safe.

Hol nes wasn't listening. He crashed through a pair of heavy sw nging doors at
the bottom of the stairs and ran the length of a short, marble-fl oored
corridor towards the shops. He paused at a second set of doors to let Heath
catch up before pushing them open and steppi ng through

The mall was silent. In the near distance he could see a few shuffling bodies,
but other than that there was nothing - no noverment, no sound. It was
surprisingly dark. Being in the centre of a once busy and vibrant city, prior
to the disaster the mall had been brightly illum nated at all times. This was
the first time that either man had set foot in such a place w thout being
surrounded by crowds of shoppers and w thout the benefit of artificial Iight
and air conditioning. It felt cold and unnatural. It was alien and unnerving.
“There's a supermarket over in the far corner,' Heath gasped, still fighting
to catch his breath through a conbination of fear and sudden physica
exertion. Fromthe shadows of an open-fronted jewellers shop behind them a
body | urched towards hi mand knocked hi moff balance. He yel ped with surprise
and di sgust and struggled to push the obnoxious figure away. W thout speaking
Hol mes pulled it away fromhimand threwit down to the ground. He kicked its
head and then stanped on its face. He felt a certain degree of basel ess

vi ndi cation and satisfaction when it lay bloodied and battered at his feet.
The nen ran towards the supernarket.

The body dragged itself up off the ground and foll owed.

"They've got to be in there,' Jack whispered as he crept along the front of
the high street shops with Clare at his side. Fromtheir departnment store

| ookout they had quickly lost sight of the car. Fortunately the trail of
devastati on and the huge mass of desperate bodies following in the vehicle's
wake reveal ed the route it had taken. Even froma few hundred neters back
along the road they could see that a vast collection of ragged figures had



stunbl ed al ong the street and gathered close to the entrance to the

mul ti-storey car park

"They' ve got to have gone into the shopping centre,' Care said quietly. "They
nmust have.'

In silence the two survivors continued to cautiously make their way towards
the i mense crowd of bodies. The events of the norning had allowed themto
qui ckly deduce that it was primarily sound that the creatures were reacting
to. Having braced thensel ves for some kind of bloody struggle once they were
back out on the street, they discovered that as long as they were silent and
noved at a painfully slow pace which matched that of the dead, they didn't
seemto arouse any unwanted attention. Mwving slowy between the rotting
corpses and stepping through a sea of decaying human renmai ns took nore self
control and determ nation than either Jack or Care had imagi ned. The tortuous
pace | eft themfeeling exposed and vul nerabl e.

A journey which should have taken thirty seconds took nore than fifteen
mnutes. Still silent, and daring to comunicate only with subtle nods of the
head and nomentary facial expressions, the two survivors stayed cl ose
together. Wth al nbost unbearabl e di sgust and trepidation they worked their way
t hrough the bul k of the enaciated cromd and began to clinb the entrance road
which led to the car park.

“What colour was it?" Jack asked, allowing hinself to speak with alittle nore
vol ume now that they were away fromthe majority of the bodies.

" What ?'

“The car? Wat col our was the car?

"Dark red | think," Care replied quietly.

They had only nanaged to see the vehicle for a few seconds, and they had only
really seen its roof at that. It had been surrounded by a constant shroud of
bodi es, making it al nost inpossible to see anything clearly. They didn't know
what size, shape, make, nodel or style it was. There were hundreds of cars in
the car park, all abandoned when their owners had peri shed.

"This is pointless,' Clare whined. “They're probably | ong gone by now.'

Jack shook his head.

"No, we would have heard them

"l don't like being out here. What if those things on the street start to...'
“Shh..." Jack interrupted, turning round and lifting a finger to his lips.
"They'll be here somewhere, they have to be. | haven't seen any other crowds
i ke the one downstairs, have you?

He didn't wait for her answer and instead kept nmoving forward. The sane | ogic
that had guided Jack to the top floor of the department store |ast night was
now maki ng himgravitate towards the top storey of the car park. It seened
sensible to presune that a survivor would have gone up as far as they coul d,
knowi ng that the |ethargic bodies bel ow would struggle to foll ow.

“That's it,' he said suddenly as they rounded a corner and reached the top

| evel of the car park.

“How do you know?' asked d are.

He wal ked towards a single car parked next to the staircase.

"Three reasons,' he explained quietly. "First, you wouldn't normally park
here, woul d you? Second,' he paused to | ean down and touch the bonnet, “the

engine's still warm
“And. .. ?
“And | ook. ..'

He pointed at the number plate and radiator grille. The front of the car was
dripping with bl ood and gore.

"So what do we do?'

"We wait for themto come back.'

The two survivors crouched down in the shadows to the side of a |large van.

“That's enough,' Heath protested. "Conme on, Nathan, we're never going to get
all that up those stairs, are we?'
Hol nes wasn't |istening. He was busy | oading nore food and drink into boxes



and bags which he then stacked into shopping trollies. Shaking his head with
despair Heath continued enptying a shelf of dehydrated snack neals into a
cardboard box. He carried the |load over to Hol mes and then stopped to conplain
again when he realised that the other man had filled nbost of his boxes with
cans of beer.

“Now conme on,' he protested, "we're here to collect food. W can take sone
drink back with us if we've got enough roombut..."'

Hol nes | eant forward until he was only inches fromthe lecturer's face,

i mediately intimdating and silencing him

“Shut up,' he hissed. "Look, I'mthe one who's put their neck on the line to
cone out here and get this stuff. If I want beer, 1'll take beer. And if |'ve
forgotten anything that anyone el se wants, well they can just get in the car
and conme and get it for themselves, can't they?

He turned his back on Heath and began pushing the first of the trolleys out of
t he supernmarket and back towards the stairs. The ol der nan watched for a good
twenty seconds before realising that he was al one. Suddenly anxi ous and
unconfortabl e he qui ckly made his nove, pushing one trolley ahead of him and
draggi ng anot her one cl ose behi nd.

Hol nes slamed into the first set of double doors which opened out into the
short corridor between the mall and the car park stairs. He pushed his
trollies in and shoved themtowards the far end of the corridor, groaning with
effort as he struggled with the cunbersone | oad.

“1'"mgoing back for nore,' Holmes said. “1'lIl be a couple of mnutes.'

He was gone before he'd given Heath chance to answer.

Tired and struggling, Heath noved his two trollies towards the car park
staircase. He stood and stared at the huge pile of supplies they had gathered.
Breathless, he tried to work out how rmuch they woul d actually nanage to get
into the car and how they were going to get any of it upstairs.

Hol nes was back. The sound of him crashing through the doors again startled
Heat h

“Cone on,' he hissed as he pushed two nore trollies towards him ~Start
getting stuff up to the car.'

Pi cki ng up several badly packed carrier bags and a heavy cardboard box, Heath
began to clinb the steep grey stairs back to the top |level of the car park
Becom ng i ncreasingly annoyed by the older nan's | ack of speed and fitness,
Hol mes fol l owed cl ose behi nd.

"Get a bloody nove on, will you?" he shouted.

Wth his legs and arns heavy with effort, Heath pushed his way back out into
the car park and dropped his bags and boxes on the ground. Hol nes unl ocked the
car and they began to cramtheir supplies into the boot. Hi ding behind the
van, Care started to get up

"Wait,' Jack nmouthed. He turned back and watched as the two nen di sappeared
back down the stairs. "Let themload up the car first.'

A couple of minutes |later and Hol mes returned. He threw nore goods into the
boot of the bl ood-splattered car and then turned and ran back down agai n.

Anot her coupl e of mnutes and Heath enmerged fromthe shadows again, closely
foll owed by Hol mes making his third trip. Jack couldn't wait any |onger

"Hey,' he said, standing up and stepping out into the light. “Are you...?

Hol nes reacted instantly to the presence of an unexpected body. The fact that
this body was comunicating with himdidn't register. He turned to face Jack
and, giving himas little regard as he woul d any one of the thousands of

cor pses draggi ng thensel ves along the streets, he dropped his shoul der and
charged into him sending himflying across the car park

"You stupid bloody idiot!" Care screaned, junping up and pushi ng Hol nes back
against the car. "Wiat the hell did you do that for?

Real i sati on dawned. Hol mes stood and stared at Jack as he rolled around on the
cold ground, doubled up with pain. Heath pushed past himand hel ped Jack to
his feet.

"CGet in the car,' he shouted to Clare.

Stunned and in considerabl e pain but neverthel ess relieved, Jack slowy nmade



his way over to the car and opened the back door and col |l apsed onto the seat.
Clare sat down next to him

“You okay?' she whi spered.

“I"'mall right,' he replied, still clutching his chest and with his face
screwed up in agony. Hi s breathing was heavy.

Heat h paced up and down anxiously in front of the car. Hol mes had di sappeared
again. Mnents later and he re-emerged fromthe staircase, carrying yet nore
provi sions including, Heath noticed, his precious beer. They | oaded the boot
until it was filled to capacity. Holmes casually threw the remaining carrier
bags of food at Cl are who grabbed hold of them as he slanmed the door shut.
Heath introduced hinself as he sat down in front of them

“I'"mBernard Heath,' he said as Hol mes started the engine and turned the car
in a quick, tight arc. He drove at speed back towards the entrance to the car
park as the sweat-soaked and overwei ght university lecturer next to him
struggled to turn round and face Jack and C are.

“I'"mJack Baxter,' he replied, still wheezing, "this is Care. Thanks for...'
"You with anyone else or are there just two of you?' Hol nes interrupted.
“Just the two of us. What about you?'

"There are about forty of us,' Heath answered.

" Does anyone know what's happened?' Jack asked hopeful ly.

Heat h shook his head.

“Haven't got a clue,' he replied and, with that, the brief conversation
abruptly ended.

Hol nes drove back down the entrance ranp and deep into the crowds of bodies,
destroyi ng any of them unfortunate enough to stunble into his path.
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"l can't do this,' Paul said suddenly. It was the first tine that either he or
Donna had spoken for nore than an hour

"Can't do what?

"Stay here like this. | can't handle it. | can't just sit here knowing they're
out there waiting...'

"Well you're going to have to handle it, aren't you? There's not a lot else we
can do.'

Still crouching in the training roomwhere they'd hidden since the incident
hours earlier, the two survivors knew that there were still bodies out on the
| andi ng. COccasi onal ly Donna plucked up the courage to peer out through the

wi ndow, imredi ately nmoving out of sight again at the faintest sign of activity
in the corridor outside. She had spent the last hours trying to work out why
the creatures were there at all. Had they been trapped by the heavy | andi ng
doors swi nging shut, or had they made a conscious decision to wait there for
the survivors to enmerge agai n? Were they even capabl e of consci ous decision
maki ng? It was inpossible to tell.

Assuming that it had been sound that first attracted themto the tenth floor
Donna had conme to the conclusion that it had been a domino effect of sorts
that had drawn others to the scene. It seened | ogical that the noi se made by
the first body trying to force its way inside had attracted anot her which in
turn had attracted another and another and so on..

"So what are we going to do?' Paul npaned. Christ, he really was beginning to
irritate Donna now.

“Jesus,' she sighed, "1 don't know.'

"W can't sit here forever, can we?

"But what are we going to gain fromleaving?

"We're ten floors up here. The only way out is to go down the staircase and if
any nore of those things appear then we're going to have a hell of a job
trying to get through them when we need to get out, aren't we?

He was right. She didn't bother to acknow edge hi m but she had to adnit that
he was right. Miuch as she wanted to stay hidden in the office, she knew that
if she followed her earlier line of thinking through, then nore and nore of



t he bodies could be attracted to the scene until it became inpossible for the
two of themto get away. Her options |ooked decidedly bl eak; take her chances
with the di seased population or sit here and wait endlessly with this whinging
mouse of a man. For a few seconds she sat and wei ghed up the odds before
deciding it was tine to nove.

"All right then,' she said, "let's doit. W'll try and find somewhere safer,

i f anywhere's going to be any safer, that is.’

She watched Paul's face. He | ooked terrified. Al though he had been the one who
had suggested they leave, it was obvious that the grimreality of his
suggestion was only just beginning to sink in.

"But how?' he stammered. "How are we going to get past them W don't know how
many of themare...’

Donna t hought for a nonent.

"Distract them' she said eventually. "There are doors at either end of the

| andi ng, aren't there? W'll draw them towards one end of the office and then
get out through the other.’

Paul | ooked into space, thinking carefully. The expression on his face slowy
began to change and Donna started to wonder whether she'd been hasty in her
judgment of him He had |istened and he suddenly | ooked ready to overcone his
obvi ous nervousness and take what was left of his Ilife in his hands to |eave
the relative safety of the office

"Okay,' he said quietly, his voice a little nore positive and purposeful than
it had been all norning, “so where do we go once we're out there?

"Don't know. Fromwhat | can see we can pretty nmuch take our pick of the
entire city, maybe even the country.'

"We could find ourselves a car and try and get away...'

Donna shook her head.

"l don't think that's a good idea. If those things outside are able to hear us
now, all we'd be doing is drawing nore attention to ourselves. Wat we need is
to find somewhere secure like this place, but with nore than one way out.'
“There must be hundreds of places like that round here. This is a city centre
for God's sake.'

“There's the main police station round the corner for a start. Then there's
the hospital, the university, shops, pubs...’

“If we could find sonewhere with food supplies and drinks...'

“Christ, | could murder a drink...'

"Or beds? What about finding somewhere with real beds? Bl oody hell, a
decent -si zed house would do, wouldn't it?

"There aren't many houses round here,' Donna said, suddenly feeling a fraction
nore positive about their situation. “But you're right, when we're ready we
could head out into the suburbs, maybe even further?

Paul stopped to think again.

"There's one thing that we're not taking into consideration here,' he sighed.
“What' s that?

“The bodies. W both saw what that one tried to do to you. As soon as we go
outside we'll be...’

"l still don't think that body tried to do anything to me,' she interrupted,
it just reacted to ne being there. | think if 1'd stood still and stayed
quiet it would have wal ked straight past.'

“I"mnot sure...'

"They don't seemto be attacking each other, do they?

1l don't know. | haven't seen enough to be able to say...'

"Look, assuming their senses are gradually returning, how woul d they know t hat
we're not like the rest of themif we played dead? We're stronger and we | ook
in better condition than they do, but after everything that's happened to them
are they really going to be able to tell?

Paul shrugged hi s shoul ders.

"1 don't know. Can we afford to take a chance like that?

“Can we afford not to? You're right, Paul, we could be trapped in here. There
m ght be thousands of those things here in just a few hours, there night even



be that many out there now. W don't have an option.'
“When then? Now?'

“Toni ght .’

“Way wai t ?'

“If we're relying on the fact that their senses are poor, then why not wait a
little longer until it's dark outside? If they can't see us properly in

dayl i ght, what chance have they got at night?
12

Hol nes drove the car the wong way down the ring road, swerving around
nmeanderi ng bodi es and avoi di ng the abandoned w ecks of other crashed vehicles.
Sl amm ng on the brake, he took a sharp right turn and followed a narrow
service road between two grey university buildings and down around the back of
t he accomodati on bl ock. The number of bodies on the far side of the conpl ex
was considerably fewer. Care | ooked up and saw people watching fromthe first
floor wi ndows of the large red-brick building.

Hol nes parked the car on a grass verge a short distance away fromthe bl ock
close to an enclosed artificial turf football pitch. In silence the four
survivors quickly clanbered out and grabbed as many bags and boxes as they
could carry fromthe boot of the bl ood-soaked vehicle. Struggling with their

| oads and followi ng Bernard Heath's | ead they half-ran, half-wal ked towards an
i nconspi cuous bl ue door which was being held open by another survivor. Hol nmes
ran back to the car after dunmping his first |oad of supplies indoors, not
about to | eave behind his precious beer outside after he'd risked so much to
get it. He slammed the boot of the car shut and turned and scranbl ed back to
the safety of the building, disappearing inside and pulling the door shut just
seconds before the first of five approaching bodies could reach him

"We'll come back for this lot later,' said Heath as he dropped another carrier
bag on the large pile of supplies. "I need a rest first.'

Jack stayed close to Heath as they wal ked deeper into the bowels of the

building. It was dark, cold and quiet inside but it still felt safe and
strangely wel com ng. The surroundings didn't matter, he decided. Al that he
cared about was stopping still for a while and being with other people again.

“How many people did you say are here?' Jack asked. He'd already been told
once but so nuch had happened so quickly that he hadn't been able to take
everything in. Less than an hour ago he'd been sat in the remains of the
department store with Clare. Until then she'd been the only other |iving
person he'd seen.

"Forty or so, | think,'" Heath replied. "I'mnot really sure. This whole part
of the conplex was mainly student accommodati on. There are a few hundred

i ndi vi dual rooms here and so far nost people seemto be keeping thenselves to
t hensel ves. Lots of them just found thenmsel ves a room and shut the door behind
them and no-one's seen them since. There are a few of us who have started to
spend time together and try and get things sorted out but there are nany nore
who prefer to be al one.'

Leadi ng the group through the building was a tall, willow nman nanmed Keith
Peterson. Wth his long hair in an untidy ponytail and wearing several |ayers
of |1 oose, warm cl ot hing he | ooked as scruffy and unkenpt as any of the corpses
roam ng outside. H s face was pale and drained of enption. He hadn't sniled,
spoken or even raised an eyebrow when the car had returned with an additiona
two passengers. Jack attenpted to catch his eye in an attenpt to at least try
and make contact but it was obvious that Peterson wasn't interested. The fact
of the matter was that he, |ike just about everyone else, was struggling to
make sense of the illogical hell that his previously structured and normal
life had suddenly becone.

They clinmbed a short staircase which led up to the main part of the ground
floor. As they clinbed the light increased. Jack and Care | ooked fromside to
side as they were led across a wide, glass-fronted reception area. Tightly
packed bodi es were pressed agai nst every avail abl e square inch of glass, being



forced forward by nore and nore of the sickly creatures that were slowy
draggi ng thensel ves out of the city towards the university. The rest of the
wor |l d had becone painfully silent. The noise that the group of survivors nade
- no matter how slight and insignificant it seened - was enough to attract the
unwant ed attention of the dead hordes. And the reaction of the nearest bodies
to that noise as they smashed and crashed agai nst the glass frequently
resulted in sudden frenzied activity spreading through the masses with
startling rapidity. In turn that activity attracted nore and nore of them
"See that lot,' Heath said quietly, gesturing towards the bodies, “started
gathering here late |l ast night. They seemto be able to hear us now'

"1 know,' Jack replied, “we found out this norning.'

“God al one knows what's going on, but if they can hear us and see us today,
what are they going to be able to do tonorrow? That's why a few of us have
been out for supplies. | think we're going to batten down the hatches for a
while.'

Clare was relieved when they turned right and began to wal k down a dar ker

wi ndowl ess corridor. At the end of the corridor was the entrance to a | arge
assenbly hall. Her eyes w dened as they entered and as she saw that there were
peopl e scattered all around the edge of the room- I|iving, breathing people,
not enpty shells like the pitiful things outside. The hall was generally qui et
but now and then an occasi onal whi spered conversati on woul d qui ckly begin and
then end with equal speed. The only constant noise came froma couple of very
young children playing together in the furthest corner, blissfully ignorant to
the pain and fear so obviously consum ng everyone el se.

In keeping with Keith Peterson's lack of interest in the new arrivals, every
ot her survivor they passed al so showed conpl ete disinterest towards them Mst
of them stared into space. One nman was lying on his side on the floor, covered
by a grey blanket and rocking steadily. H's dark eyes were wi de open |ike
saucers. Clare thought to herself that he | ooked too afraid to shut them

After diagonally crossing the room Peterson took them outside through a fire
escape and then wal ked through a small concrete courtyard towards anot her

door. There were a few nore peopl e outside. An ol der wonan sitting on a wooden
bench wrapped in a thick overcoat nodded and managed half a smile at Care as
she foll owed the others through

"These are the roons we're using,' Heath explained as they reached anot her
connected part of the building. It |ooked and snelled rmuch newer than the rest
of the site. More flights of stairs and then they followed a | ong and narrow
corridor with nunerous snall bedrooms running off on either side. "Those of us
who were here on the first day cleared the whol e place,' he continued,
slightly breathless. “You won't find any bodies in here. Fortunately term
hadn't started so there weren't many people around, just a few of the overseas
students who had cone back early.’

Pet erson stopped wal ki ng. He turned round to face Care and Jack and, for the
first time, spoke.

"Most of us are on this floor,' he nunbled, his voice flat and nonotone. "Find
yoursel ves an enpty room | suggest you stay on this side,' he said, nodding
his head to the left. “The other side overlooks the city. There are thousands
of those bodies out there. We're trying to keep out of sight as nmuch as we
can.'

Jack nodded in appreciation as the thin, lifeless man wal ked back in the
direction fromwhich they had just cone and then di sappeared. Heath wat ched
hi m go before speaki ng again.

"Get yourself settled,' he said softly. “I'mgoing back to the hall. Cone down
when you're ready and we'll get you sonething to eat.'

"We really appreciate this,' Jack said suddenly, his voice filling with very
obvi ous and yet wholly unexpected enption. "I didn't think we were going to
find anyone el se who...'

Heath smiled and rested a reassuring hand on the other man's shoul der.

“It's not a problem | know exactly how you're feeling,' he sighed. “As does
just about every other poor bastard unfortunate enough to be stuck here.'



The I ecturer paused for a nonent and thought carefully, as if he was poised to
say sonething of great significance. But the words wouldn't come. Instead he
turned and began to wal k back down the corridor, tired and in need of rest.
“Thanks,' Care said. "I don't know...

Her words were abruptly truncated by a sudden scream of pain from sonmewhere
else in the building. It seened to be coming from sonewhere on the fl oor above
t hem

"Bl oody hell,"' cursed Jack. “~Wat the was that?

"Nothing to worry about,' Heath explained, turning back around to face the
other two. "We've got a lady upstairs who's going to have a baby within the
next couple of days. The doctor reckons it mght even be born before the day's
out.'

Anot her scream Jack | ooked down at C are, concerned that the woman's noise
woul d upset the teenager

“Jesus,' he said quietly. "What a time to have to go through that. | nean,
it's enough of an ordeal at the best of times, but now..?

Jack let his words trail quietly away.

"1 know,' said Heath. “Look, I'mgoing to |leave you to it. I'll see you both

| ater, okay?'

Wth that he was gone. Jack and C are were al one.

"You okay?' Jack asked.

“I"'mall right,' she replied. " You?

He nodded.

“I'"'mfine. Let's get these roons sorted out.'

The rooms were small and conpact but practical and nore than sufficient
conpared to the departnment store where they'd spent the previous night. A
narrow bed, a wardrobe, a couple of small cabinets, a desk, two chairs and a
sink were all they contained but that was nore than enough. They nmanaged to
find adjacent roons two-thirds of the way down the corridor. Jack left his
rucksack on the end of the bed, not bothering to enpty its contents. There
didn't seemto be nmuch point. Al though the acconmpdati on bl ock seened to be a
remar kably safe and sensible place for themto shelter and hide in, he didn't
dare think that they might actually be able to stay there for any | ength of
time. The world was full of so much uncertainty and fear that nothing could be
taken for granted.

As nore screans echoed through the building Care sat down on a hard plastic
chair by the window in her roomand held her head in her hands. She felt ready
to burst into tears but her enptions were not forthcom ng. The relentless
pressure of their bizarre situation seened to be acting as a kind of stopper
preventing her fromoutwardly show ng how she was really feeling. The room was
cold and clinical and her sense of bew |ldernment and unfamliarity was
overpowering. It was only when she thought about her parents and everything

el se she had lost that she finally began to cry freely.

After just over ten mnutes had passed Jack left his room and wal ked across
the corridor to the roomdirectly opposite. The panoram c view over the city
fromthe wi ndow was, for a few seconds at |east, inpressive. But then, as his
curiosity took hold, he allowed his eyes to wander down to street |level. An
massi ve crowd of di seased, staggering bodies surrounded the front of the
building. And with the rest of the city appearing to be conpletely lifeless,
he coul d see nore and nore of them draggi ng thenmsel ves out of the shadows
continually.
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By the time the city was bathed in darkness again Donna and Paul had deci ded
what they were going to do. They planned to distract the bodies on the |anding
as they'd discussed earlier and then nmake a break for it. They hoped that
their conparative strength and control would be enough to get themthrough the
crowmd outside the office doors. As the afternoon and early evening had worn on
their sinmple plan had sl owly gai ned nore purpose and direction. There was no



guestion that they were doing the right thing. For the first tine in days both
of themcould see a reason to try and do somet hing positive, and they were
both acutely aware of the fact that they had to do it quickly.

In the gloomof the dying day Donna had gathered her few bel ongi ngs together
and put on as rmuch of the clothing she'd collected as was confortable. The
evening was bitterly cold. Even indoors her breath condensed in cool

bill owi ng cl ouds around her mouth and nose. Across the room still keeping | ow
and out of sight, Paul had done the same with his things. The | anmps around the
office floor remained dull and unlit, the survivors electing to remain in
darkness until they were completely ready to nake their nove.

"We need to stir themup at the other end of the room' she whispered. W'l
use the lanps and we'll nake enough of a disturbance so that they try and get
in through those doors.'

"And then we come back to this end?' Paul asked anxiously. He knew full well
what they were going to do. They'd been planning it for hours. Going over the
pl an agai n and again seened to help both of them

Donna nodded.

"We'll prop the doors open up there and let themget inside. W'll get

our sel ves back down here and wait for a couple of minutes until the bul k of
themare in. Then we'll get out. They'll follow each other |ike sheep.’

“You sure?

"Sure as | can be. Only one way of finding out for certain though, isn't
there?

Paul nodded nervously. He knew exactly what she nmeant. He al so knew that it
woul dn't be | ong now before they left the conparative safety of the office and
stepped out into the unknown. He continued to go over the plan again and again
in his head. It seenmed to nake sense and he couldn't think of any alternative.
He knew in his heart that it was going to work, but as the mnutes slowy
ticked by and the inevitabl e approached he began to doubt hinself.

“Make yoursel f useful,' Donna said, snapping himout of his daydream "Let's
start getting the | anps together.’

She turned and wal ked out of the training room |eaving Paul sitting alone in
t he darkness. For a few seconds he stayed exactly where he was, suddenly too
afraid to nove. It didn't matter how |l ong they'd tal ked about doing this, now
that the tine to act had actually arrived he wanted to curl up again and hide.
Sensing that he hadn't foll owed her, Donna turned back

“What's the problen?' she hissed.

Hs mouth was dry and he couldn't answer.

“lI..." he began, not knowi ng what he was trying to say.
“Get off your backside and fucking nove!' Donna cursed. She waited for a
second but still he didn't nove. “Now ' she yell ed.

Paul scrambled to his feet, suddenly feeling pathetic and ashaned but no | ess
frightened and unsure than he had been. Donna's voice al so provoked frantic
activity out on the |anding as the bodi es again began to batter against the
doors, trying hopelessly to force their way inside.

The two survivors quickly made their way around the perinmeter of the office,
collecting the torches and | anps whi ch Donna had placed there the previous
eveni ng. They then assenbled themon a single desk in the furthest corner of
the room in full sight of the bodies behind the door

“Got everything? she asked.

Paul swal | owed hard

“Think so,' he munbl ed nervously, realising that they would be making their
nove wi thin mnutes.

“Good,' she replied. She started to light the I anmps and torches but stopped
after only lighting four. The creatures outside were banging on the door again
with even nmore force. Their sinple, basic interests already aroused by the
sound of Donna's voice nonents earlier, the bright light in the corner of the
room now seenmed to be enough to drive theminto a frenzy. She gl anced over her
shoul der at the novenent outside.

"Bl oody hell,"' Paul npoaned. "~ Christ, what the hell are we doing?



“What we have to do,' Donna grunted, returning her attention to the |anps.
“Now shut up and get on with it.'

Wth his hands shaking with nerves Paul lit a match and began to |light the gas
| anps. The roomwas quickly filled with nore light and with the faintly acidic
snell and dull roar of burning jets of gas. The noise on the |anding becane
even | ouder.

"Shit,' Paul cursed, "listen to them Al we've done is light a few |l anps and
t he bl oody things are going mad.'

"Good, that's exactly what we want.'

s it?

"OF course it is. The nore fired up they are, the better a distraction this is
going to be.'

Paul wasn't convinced. He returned his attention to |ighting the renaining

| anps, trying unsuccessfully to blank out the noise coming from outside.

A couple of minutes later and it was done. The far right corner of the office
was filled with bright Iight and a sudden war nt h.

“Okay,' Donna whispered, stepping back into the shadows again, “let's go.'

Paul instinctively began to backtrack.

"You're conpletely sure about this? he munbled, his nouth dry. "~But what
happens if we get out there and...?

She turned and stared at him her face harshly illumnated fromthe right. The
anger in her face was blindingly apparent.

“Just stop your damm whining and nove,' she seethed. "It's too late to back
out now. Cet back to the other end and get the bags ready.'

Relieved to be away fromthe revealing light he wal ked quickly away to the far
end of the office.

"And keep out of sight,' she shouted after him “Don't |et them see you. You
screw this up and we're trapped.'

He didn't need her to tell himthat, it was painfully obvious. Their actions
were geared around the basic fact that there was only one way for themto get
out of the building. If their escape route becane bl ocked for any reason then
that would be it. There would be no second chances.

Breathing deeply to try and cal m her own shattered nerves, Donna cautiously
wal ked away fromthe |ight and noved cl oser towards the doors. Through the
smal | gl ass panels she could see the creatures outside reacting to her
presence. The ferocity of their novenments increased as she approached - she
could see the reaction of the first bodies causing the second and the third to
react, then the forth, the fifth and the sixth and so on until the | andi ng was
filled with clumsy, awkward noverment and action. She wondered what, if
anyt hi ng, was goi ng through their decaying mnds? Were they frightened of her?
Did they want to harmher? Did they want her to help end their suffering?

What ever the reason she knew that ultimately it didn't matter

Sel f-preservation was all that was inmportant now.

She took a deep breath and opened the door

For a split-second there was nothing. Then the force of the mass of bodies on
the Ianding and stairs caused the cromd to surge forward, spilling into the

of fice and sending countl ess corpses stunbling and tripping around her. The
bri ghtness of the light in the corner of the roomwas nmore of a distraction
than she was. In the relative darkness she was able to turn and run back to
the training room

“Okay?' Paul whi spered.

“Shut up,' she snapped. “Keep quiet. If they hear us they'll start com ng up
this way.'

The two survivors crept quietly out of the training roomand towards the other
doors. Down at the far end of the office they could see a huge mass of dark
uncoor di nat ed bodies continuing to flood into the roomand head for the |ight.
The first few of themreached out with cold, lifeless hands and grabbed
inquisitively at the lanps. Unable to grip with clunsy, uncoordinated fingers
and thunbs, one of the creatures knocked a lanp to the ground, shattering its
protective glass cover and | eaving the burning mantl e exposed. Wthin seconds



the carpet and a pile of papers was alight.

"Bl oody hell,' Donna gasped as she watched the fire spread quickly.

“Let's get noving.'

"No, hold on. W should give it alittle longer.'

Donna noved forward just enough to enable her to see through the doors and
wat ch the bodies continuing to enter the office through the other entrance.
Still rmore of them dragged thensel ves up the stairs and onto the |anding. Paul
wat ched the bodies around the light, which had now changed from a steady
white-yellow to a flickering orange-red as the unchecked fire took hold. Sone
of the pitiful creatures walked into the flanmes, apparently ignorant to the
heat and danger. Their ragged clothes were tinder dry and quickly began to
snmoul der and burn.

"We've got to go,' Paul insisted. “Christ, that fire's going to spread through
this whol e buil ding. And when the gas bottles on the lamps start to go...'

"1 know,' Donna interrupted, standing up straight and picking up her few

bel ongi ngs. She watched the crowd through the door for a nmonent |onger before
stepping back to look at the fire. Several bodies were burning (and stil

nmovi ng) now, as was a desk and chair. Thick brown snmoke was billow ng up and
was beginning to roll along the low ceiling towards them

Donna flicked her security pass casually at the control panel at the side of

t he door and then quietly pushed it open. Even now after the bodi es had been
able to get into the roomfor several mnutes there were still nore of them on
the Ianding, tripping towards the open office doors. She | ooked back
monentarily to check that Paul was with her and then | ed himout towards the
staircase. Silently they crept along the landing with their backs pressed
against the wall, terrified that they would be seen by the di seased hordes

whi ch continued to crowd towards the |light. Donna stopped just short of the
open door which led out onto the staircase.

“Okay?' she nouthed silently. Paul nodded. “Just keep noving forward until we
get outside.'

After waiting for another withered body to drag itself through the doorway
Donna turned and forced her way out onto the stairs. She tripped down in the
dar kness, pushing random bodies to the side as she began to run down towards
ground | evel and defl ecting countl ess grabbi ng hands which reached out for her
constantly. The heavy footsteps of the survivors on the concrete stairs echoed
t hr oughout the dead building as they ran down and down, turning one hundred
and eighty degrees at the foot of each short flight and the start of the next.
Nurrer ous bodi es continued to energe fromthe darkness around them but the
sheer strength, speed and fear of Donna and Paul was too nuch for any of the
cadavers. They were knocked away and flung to the side |like discarded rag
dol | s.

Thr ough anot her door and they had reached the reception area. Still nore dark
and i ndi stingui shabl e bodi es approached but the survivors did not allow
thenmsel ves to be distracted. Donna | ed Paul down a final staircase and out
into the office car park through an insignificant basement entrance. The car
park was enpty. In the safety of the shadows and the darkness they stopped.
"You all right? Paul asked quietly.

Donna nodded, shaki ng and breathi ng heavily.

“1'mokay,' she replied. "You?

“I"'mfine.'

Di sturbed by a huge noi se from above, Donna took a few steps out into the
centre of the car park and | ooked up. She could see the floor from which they
had just escaped. The w ndows al ong two-thirds of the Iength of the building
were lit up, illum nated by fierce yell oworange flames. Even from where they
stood, many neters below, they could hear the crackle and pop of the fire as
it consuned the office. The sudden muffl ed bang of an expl oding gas cyli nder
and the cracking of glass nade them both catch their breath.

Wt hout saying another word, and wal king slowly for fear of attracting the
attention of the sickly, withered bodies soon noving randomy around them
agai n, Paul and Donna left the car park and began to head towards the centre



of the city.
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The atnosphere in the university accommodati on bl ock was by turn tense and
expectant. Those survivors who had chosen to energe fromtheir roons had
gathered in the assenbly hall where they sat in silence and waited pensively
for sonething - anything - to happen. It was inpossible for any of themto
rest or sleep nost of the time but tonight it was particularly difficult. Deep
in the bowels of the building Sonya Farley was reaching the final stages of a
| ong and pai nful |abour. Her pain could be heard and felt in every corner of
every otherw se silent room

The makeshift delivery roomupstairs was brightly lit. Bright, that was, in
conparison with the rest of the dark building. Several survivors had willingly
given up torches and other lights to allow Phil Croft - the only person wth
any rel evant medi cal experience - to deliver Sonya's baby. He was nervous and
apprehensi ve. He hadn't done this for a while and this was only the third
delivery that he'd been actively involved in. Paulette, the |arge and
remarkably bright and enthusiastic |ady standing at his side, had been
involved in three times as many. And nore than half of those births had been
her own children. Croft was pleased to have her around. Having been in Sonya's
unenvi abl e position on no |l ess than five occasions, she was essential to the
first time nother-to-be's wellbeing tonight. Al though Croft knew all the
technical ternms and he could nonitor and react to nother and baby's vital
signs, Paulette was able to do sonething far nore inportant. She could
reassure her. She could talk to Sonya. She could tell her when to push and
when to relax, when to breathe in and when to breathe out. She could
understand, anticipate and explain the pain and tell her how well she was
doi ng and how rmuch nore she had left to do. Croft admired her ability to
somehow shut out her own personal fear and | oss and ignore the devastation
beyond the university walls to allow her to concentrate on the young girl
lying in nervous agony on the sweat-soaked bed next to her

“Cone on, lover,' she said softly, gently stroking Sonya's forehead and at the
sane time gripping her hand tightly. “You' ve not got long left to go now.

W'l | have this baby born within the hour.'

Sonya's face screwed up in pain as another contraction peaked. Croft crouched
at the end of the bed, feeling nonentarily redundant and hel pl ess and wi shing
that he coul d have used some of the nonitoring equi pnent and painrelieving
drugs sitting silent and useless in the nearby hospital. He adm ni stered what
nmedi ci nes he could, but they had little effect. Sonya was fully dilated. He
could see the first whisps of greasy dark hair on the top of the baby's head.
"Nearly there,' he said quietly.

Sonya rel axed nmonmentarily as the pain faded away. Apart fromthe expected
agony and enotion of childbirth she felt surprisingly calm This was just how
the mdw fe had said it would be during the pre-natal classes she'd attended.
Even though it hurt nore than any pain she'd ever felt before, it somehow felt
good. It was positive pain, and she knew it was right. Nothing in what

remai ned of her |ife nade sense anynore except this. Her husband was gone. Her
friends and famly were dead. She had | ost her hone and possessions and she
had nothing |l eft except the precious little person inside her who was about to
be born. And it felt so right. For the first time since the nightmare had
begun sonet hi ng was happening as it was supposed to.

Anot her sharp contraction. They were beconi ng unbearabl e. Sonya screaned out

i n agony and squeezed Paul ette's hand so tightly that the other wonman w nced
in pain.

“Cone on,' she soothed, crouching |ower so that her face was close to Sonya's.
"Baby's ready to cone now.'

Fifty-five mnutes |ater and the nonent had arrived. Sonya's incredible pain
again built to an al nost unbearabl e crescendo before being dramatically



relieved as her baby was delivered in a sudden rel ease of pressure and a rush
of activity and enotion. Croft guided the child safely down onto the bed
between its nother's ankles and gently wi ped bl ood and ot her bodily fluids
fromits face. He clanped and cut the cord and then quickly whi sked the baby
away to the nakeshift crib they'd prepared. H s face was a picture of intense
concentration as he checked the baby's vital signs and waited anxiously for it
to respond.

The sil ence was deaf eni ng.

"You did it, lover,' whispered Paul ette, kissing the top of Sonya's

sweat soaked head.

Sonya wat ched with unexpected nervousness as Croft worked on her child. Wen
she'd first fallen pregnant she remenbered her nmother telling her that this
was the worst part - the wait for the baby to realise it had been born and to
start to breathe and react for itself. She'd tried to prepare herself but it
was i npossi ble. Every long second of silence felt |ike hours.

Then it happened. A sudden, shrill and piercing cry of surprise and
realisation fromthe child in the crib. Croft glanced across at Sonya and
smi | ed.

"Perfect little baby girl," he said. “Well done.'

For a few blissful nonments nothing el se mattered. Wth huge, saucer eyes
filled with tears of joy and relief, Sonya watched as the doctor w apped her
little baby in a soft blanket and carried her across the room Ignoring the
pai n and di sconfort she felt, she sat up and took the little bundle from him
Shutting out the rest of the world, she stared down into a beautiful

wri nkl ed, blotchy blue-pink face. She stroked the baby's cheek with a single
gentle finger and revelled in the warnth, noverment and noise that the little
girl had innocently brought to her otherwise lifeless world.

“What are you going to call her?' asked Paul ette, peering over the nother's
shoul der.

"Don't know,' Sonya replied quietly. "W had a few ideas for nanes but we
hadn't settled on anything for definite.'

"Take your time and get it right. | always said it was easier to give thema
nane once you knew what they |ooked like. Until then you...'

Paul ett e suddenly stopped tal king. The baby had stopped crying. The room was
qui et .

The three adults in the room exchanged nervous gl ances. Both wonen | ooked to
Croft for an explanation. Wien he renai ned silent Sonya | ooked down and gave
her little girl's hand a gentle squeeze. Nothing. And then the baby opened its
mouth wi de and |l et out a sudden, rasping cry. The cry turned into a hel pl ess
splutter. Then another cough. Then another and another until the high-pitched
coughi ng had becone a constant scream of innocent, hel pl ess agony. Sonya held
her daughter close to her breast, desperate to help but know ng that there was
not hi ng she could do. Croft tried to help and take the baby from her but she
woul dn't et go. They knew what was happeni ng.

The deadly contagion still hung heavy in the air.

Just mnutes after being born the baby was dead.
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Croft broke the news to the handful of survivors gathered in the assenbly hal
bef ore headi ng back upstairs to | ook after the heavily sedated Sonya. The
range of drugs available to him had been desperately limted. He'd punped the
devastated girl full of whatever he could find until she'd finally stopped
scream ng and slipped into unconsci ousness.

Jack Baxter sat with Bernard Heath in a corner of the hall. Clare lay on a
foam mattress next to them They had talked intermittently for a few hours
with neither man able to even contenplate sleep. In that tine Baxter had been
gi ven the opportunity to ask sone of the questions which had wei ghed heavy on
his mnd since | ast Tuesday norning. Heath, of course, had been unable to
answer any of them but the conversation seened to have hel ped neverthel ess.



On hearing the news that the baby had died, Heath began to cry. He seened
ashaned by his show of enotion and tried unsuccessfully to hide his tears from
Baxt er.

“You know what this neans, don't you?' he said after a few mnutes of silence,
hi s voi ce unsteady.

“What ?' Baxter replied.

"It neans that this is definitely the end.'

"Why do you say that?

“It's got to be over now, hasn't it? There are only a handful of us left now
and it |ooks Iike we can't reproduce. So as far as | can see that's the end of
the human race, Jack.'

Baxter stared into the darkness.

"You can't be sure,' he said quietly.

"We can't be sure about anything, but you' ve got to admt, it doesn't | ook
good, does it? I'd started to think that there m ght have been sonme hope for
us. |'d been thinking that whatever makes people like you and | inmmune mi ght
make our children imune or our brothers or...'

Tears began rolling freely down his tired face.

"You mght still be right,' Baxter whispered.

Heat h shook his head.

“lI've got a son,' he continued, wiping his eyes again. "He lives in Australi a.
My wife's been over there with them She flew over three weeks ago to see the
grandchildren. | know she's...'

"She's probably with themnow,' he interrupted, anticipating what he was about
to say and instinctively saying the opposite. “For all you know they could be
safe. It mght only be this country that's affected. W might...'

"1 know they're dead,' Heath interrupted sadly. “Doesn't matter what you say,
| know they're dead.'’

Baxter rubbed his eyes and | ooked up at the ceiling. He knew what he was
hearing was right.

“Until we know for certain though...' he began, about to try pointlessly to
persuade Heath that there was still sone hope.

"Don't waste your tine, Jack,' Heath interrupted, sitting upright and staring
into the other man's face. “There's no point holding on to dreans or hal f baked
i deas or...'

"But you can't just dismss everything that...'

“Listen, can you really say you' ve stopped to try and appreci ate the scal e of
what's happened here?

)1 I I

"1 hadn't. But sonething struck nme a couple of days ago that puts all of this
into perspective. Did you own a car?

"Never learnt to drive,' Baxter answered, surprised by the question he'd been
asked. " \Why?

"1 remenber when | brought nmy first car honme. My nother thought it was a death
trap and ny old dad spent the day outside with ne trying to get the engine
tuned. 1'll never forget that day...'

“What point are you nmki ng?'

“How many crashed cars have you seen? How many abandoned cars have you seen
round here?

" Hundr eds, probably thousands, why?

" Because sonebody owned every single one of them Every single one of those
cars was someone's pride and joy.'

“I"mnot sure | understand what you're saying...'

“What about your honme? Did you own your house?

“Yes.'

"Renenber the feeling when you picked up the key and wal ked i nsi de? Renenber
your first night there when it was your house and you could shut the front
door and forget about everyone el se?

A faint smle crossed Jack's face as he renmenbered setting up home with his
dear departed Denise



"CGod, yes,' he said quietly. "W had such a laugh. W hardly had anything. W
sat on boxes and ate chips froma...'

“Just think about the fact that someone had nmenories |ike that about every

si ngl e house you' ve passed, and chances are they're all dead now Hundreds of
them MIlions of them

"It doesn't bare thinking about.'

"But we should think about it. And what about children? Did you have children
Jack?

He shook his head sadly.

"No, we wanted to but...'

"Every single corpse lying and rotting on the streets and every one of those
bl oody things outside this building, they were all sonebody. They were al
someone' s son or daughter or brother or sister or...'

Heat h stopped tal king again. Mre tears trickled fromhis tired eyes.

"You okay?' Jack asked, hesitantly. He shook his head.

"This is the end,'" he replied. "I tell you there's no doubt about it, this is
the end.'
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Sheer physical and enotional exhaustion had drained Sonya to the point of
col | apse. The cocktail of drugs hurriedly prescribed by Dr Croft had knocked
her out for the best part of four hours, giving her body tinme to regain a
little strength. Wien she woke it was shortly after five in the norning and it
was dark, save for the first fewrays of norning Iight which were beginning to
edge cautiously into the room She was still Iying on the bed where she'd
delivered. The body of her baby daughter lay in the crib at her side, wapped
in pure white blankets. As soon as she'd regai ned consci ousness she reached
out and picked the little girl up and held her tightly, keeping her safe.
Instinctively but pointlessly she still wanted to protect her lifeless child.
Whenever Sonya nmoved it hurt, but the physical pain and the other aftereffects
of childbirth were nothing conmpared to the angui sh and agony she felt inside.
She felt enpty and hollow as if everything of value inside her had been
scraped out and thrown away. She felt detached from her surroundi ngs, al nost
as if she was watching herself nove but she wasn't actually there. She didn't
know i f she was warmor cold. She didn't know if she was tired or w de awake.
She felt as if everything - her ability to conmunicate, to make decisions, to
[ augh or cry, to react or to hide - had gone. Her aching body was filled with
not hi ng but relentless pain and renorse, tinged with anger and bitterness. Wy
did this have to happen?

Croft was asleep on a chair in the corridor outside the room She could see
his feet through the hal f-open door.

The pain she felt inside seened to increase with each passing second. Severa
long mnutes later, for the first time since her daughter had di ed, Sonya made
a consci ous deci sion

Groaning with effort and disconfort, she sat upright and then swung her | egs
out over the side of the bed. She was bl eeding heavily and had to wait for the
bl ood to stop before |owering herself down. The fl oor beneath her feet was
hard and col d. She grabbed a towelling dressing gown froma hook on the back
of the door and struggled to put it on whilst still cradling her lifeless
child. First one armin, then the next, and then she w apped the thick

mat eri al around both hersel f and the baby.

The corridor was even col der

Draggi ng her feet, Sonya slowy wal ked past Dr Croft. She could hear Paulette
stirring in the next room Apart fromthe wonan's muffl ed novenents and the
sound of another solitary soul sobbing on a different floor, the building was
icily silent. What do you know about pain, Sonya silently asked whoever it was
who was crying. If only they knew how she felt.

The staircase was col der still.

Sonya found it difficult to clinb the stairs. She was tired and she hurt and



she felt nauseous. The doctor seened to have given her every drug he'd been
able to find to help her get through the |labour and then the grief. That,
conbined with the blood | oss and drowsi ness, had |left her feeling bilious and
faint. But sonmehow she managed to ignore everything and keep novi ng.

The fifth floor, then the sixth, then the seventh. She wasn't sure how tal

t he buil ding was, but she was certain that she had to be sonmewhere near the
top floor now She stopped and wal ked down another corridor to her right. She
tried a few doors until one opened. It led into a small, square roomsinilar
to the one in which she'd just spent the night. In one corner there was a
single bed with a suitcase on top, next to that a cheap dressing-table. On the
table was a collection of letters and a coupl e of photographs of a group of
happy, sniling people standing in a sun-drenched garden sonewhere. Presunably
the pictures were of the roomls now deceased occupant and their dead fanily
Sonya tenderly cradl ed her baby close to her chest and | ooked down into its
grey but still beautiful face. She stood in the centre of the room rocking
gently, instinctively soothing her dead child. Slowy she opened up her
dressing gown and lifted the baby up to her face. She kissed its cold head and
carefully laid it down on the bed next to the suitcase. Before noving she

fol ded back the blankets to keep the little girl warm

She picked up a nmetal -framed chair and threw it through the w ndow.

The silent world was suddenly filled with unexpected noise as the glass
shattered and the chair dropped into the rotting crowds gathered around the
front of the building. Their unwanted interest imediately aroused, thousands
upon t housands of creatures surged towards the buil ding again. Sonya didn't

| ook at them She could hear other survivors down on the |ower floors now,
runni ng around frantically, desperately trying to find where the sound had
cone fromand terrified that the safety of their precious shelter had been
conpr om sed.

Ignorant to the extent of the sudden nmovenment and panic she had caused both

i nside and outside the building, Sonya dragged another chair across to the

br oken wi ndow. She picked her daughter up off the bed and, hol ding her close
to her chest again, clinbed up onto the chair before shuffling carefully onto
the windowsill and sitting dowmn. Wth her bare | egs hangi ng out of the
buil di ng and dangling in the cold norning air, she sat in silence and surveyed
what remai ned of the world and its devastated popul ation. There was a nassive
crowmd of shuffling bodies bel ow her - the vacant shells of ordinary people who
had fallen and died | ast week before sonmehow draggi ng thensel ves back up from
their undignified resting places. And beyond themwere mllions nore bodies
still, lying and rotting where they had died on that first norning. But none
of them mattered. Even the bodies of the people that Sonya had known and | oved
and who were out there somewhere didn't matter anynore. Nothing mattered.
Sonya pressed her feet hard against the wall and |l eant forward and pushed
hersel f out of the window She fell headfirst, falling through three-quarters
of a turn as she dropped heavily through the disease-filled air, crashing down
on her back onto the roof of a parked car and killing herself instantly.

The nearest of the sickly cadavers instinctively took slow, |unbering steps
towards Sonya's body. Wth dull, clouded eyes they stared at her battered and
smashed remains. In spite of the force of the inpact, she still held her baby
tightly.

The sound of the wi ndow shattering echoed around the enpty town. Paul and
Donna heard it and it pronpted themto nove. They had spent the last three and
a half hours sitting in a third floor, glass-fronted pizza restaurant. Their
earlier supposition that slow nmovenents and sil ence woul d be enough to avoid
attracting the attention of the wandering bodi es had thankfully proved to be
correct. What they hadn't bargained on, however, was the effort involved in
mai nt ai ni ng such a slow and tedi ous pace in close proximty to such
unpredi ct abl e danger. Instinct constantly urged both of themto either hide
away fromthe bodies or destroy them but they could do neither. The creatures
wer e obnoxi ous, repellent and, for all that Paul and Donna knew, potentially



| ethal but they couldn't afford to let their enptions give themaway. Staying
so close to the desperate figures and being forced to pass them and nove

bet ween t hem was al nost i npossi ble. Al though he didn't dare speak out |oud and
say as much, Paul likened it to being forced to hold his hand in a bow of
boiling water. After spending several hours outside, exposed and vul nerabl e,
the survivors had staggered into the restaurant to cal mthenselves and try and
rest for a while.

Hal f of the restaurant had been destroyed by fire, and the vicious flanes had
left plastic tables and chairs mangl ed and ni sshapen. An explosion in the

ki tchens had blown a hole in the wall of the building the size of a small car
and it was through the hole that they heard the sound of the w ndow being
smashed. Hol ding onto the twi sted and bl ackened remains of an oven for

support, Paul |eant out of the building and | ooked up and down t he desol ate
street below. The light was I ow and a single figure noving away fromthe scene
was all that he could see at first. Gradually his eyes becane used to the
light and were able to focus in the gloom Then he saw the crowd. Hundreds,
possi bly thousands of bodies were gathered together in an area perhaps half a
mle anway. It took a few |l ong seconds before the inportance of his discovery
finally registered.

“Christ,' he said as he pulled hinself back inside.

“What ?' munbl ed Donna.

"There's a crowmd down there,' he explained. "Bloody hundreds of the dam

t hi ngs.'

“\Wher e?

"The ring road. They're down by the university | think.'

"So let's go the other way.'

Ti red, Donna picked up her bel ongings and started to get ready to | eave.

"We should go towards it,' Paul said. There was an unsurprising |lack of
certainty and conviction in his voice. He knew that what he was sayi hg was
right, but he also knew that they would be taking an i nmense risk. Replace
putting a hand into a bowl of boiling water, he thought, thinking back to his
earlier analogy, with diving into a swi nm ng pool full

"Why?' Donna asked. She was exhausted. Al she wanted to do was stay still and
sl eep.

"Because if these things are attracted by sound and nmovenent,' he expl ai ned,
“then there's sonething over there that's keeping theminterested."'
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Stay calm keep steady and keep moving Donna silently repeated to herself over
and over again as she wal ked with Paul towards the huge mass of dark bodies in
the very near distance. The short journey fromthe pizza restaurant to the
edge of the ring road had taken sonewhere in the region of three-quarters of
an hour, many times |longer than it should have. And with each step forward
they had taken, so the nervousness and apprehension felt by both survivors had
steadily increased. They were walking into the lion's den. In just a few

m nutes they would be surrounded by rotting corpses on all sides, and a single
unexpect ed nmovenent or sound could well be enough to start a chain reaction
within the crowd that night feasibly engulf themand | eave themw th no neans
of escape. On their own the bodies were weak and were nore an inconveni ence
than a threat. In a cromd of this size, however, the danger was undeni abl e and
there was no obvious way out other than to turn and run back into the city.
Donna knew that there would be as many bodi es again waiting for them back
there.

The snell was appalling. Since they'd left the office and gone out into the
open they'd been aware of a suffocating, noxious taste in the air which
steadily increased as they approached the mass of decaying bodies. It was the
snel |l of death and disease, and it seened to coat and tarnish everything.
Struggling to keep her nerve, Donna watched the corpse nearest to her left out
of the corner of her eye. It had once been a girl - about her height and age



perhaps - but now it was barely recogni sable. She m ght even have known the
pathetic creature before it had been struck down by whatever it was that had
laid waste to the world I ess than a week ago. The early norning |ight was
still low but there was enough illum nation for Donna to be able to nmake out
what remai ned of the girl's features. Her once pale and snoboth skin had been
eaten away by di sease and decay, leaving it with an unnatural bl ue-green
tinge. Blistering, weeping sores had erupted around her nmouth and nose. Her
nmout h hung open heavily and a thick string of bloody, germfilled saliva
trickled down the side of her face. Her once well-fitting clothes now rustled
and fl apped against her willowy frame in the cold norning breeze. Donna
couldn't look away fromthe remains of the girl. In a strange way it was
easier to concentrate on just one of the bodies rather than | ook around at the
rest of the crowd. Each one of them was abhorrent and repul sive in their own
way. She was frightened that the next one she | ooked at mi ght be nore
grotesque and even nore repellent than the last. She was frightened that she
m ght happen to see one of the creatures that was so badly deconposed and
damaged by the savage affliction that she wouldn't be able to contain her

di sgust. She had to keep rem nding herself that one slip, one single
unexpect ed sound, m ght be enough to bring everything crashing down around

t hem

Paul had gradually noved further ahead. He was a couple of neters in front of
Donna now and there were several bodies between them The sheer size of the
crowmd that they had become part of was surprising and daunting. Paul knew that
there had to be a reason for the unexpected gathering and, with no ot her

i ndi cation of where they might find help or safety, it seened sensible to go
along with the novenent of the nass of corpses. The sun was beginning to rise
to their right and, as the brilliant orange light spilled silently over the
city for the first time that norning, Paul |ooked ahead and, for a nmonent, was
sure that he could see noverment in the windows of a |arge, nodern buil ding on
the other side of the ring road. He wanted to turn around and tell Donna but
he knew that he couldn't risk attenpting any form of comruni cation with her
Behi nd, Donna | et her head hang heavily on her shoulders in the same way that
the listless creatures around her did. To | ook up and around woul d show t hem
that she was different. For as much of the tinme as she coul d she kept her eyes
focussed on the ground around Paul's feet, desperately trying to keep track of
his movenents so that she didn't lose him The crowd was becom ng denser and
nore tightly packed and her nerves, conparative strength and natural speed
made it increasingly difficult to match the sl ow and awkward pace of the
shuffling cadavers all around her. Although all noving in the same genera
direction, the creatures had poor control over their nmovenents and frequently
[ urched, tripped or staggered to one side or collided randomy with others.
Paul allowed hinself to | ook ahead again. Bright orange sunlight reflected
back fromthe wi ndows on the far right of the building, hurting his eyes.

Per haps that was all he'd seen, he thought dejectedly. Perhaps he hadn't seen
nmoverent after all, just the norning sun bouncing off the bronze-tinted

wi ndows. But no, there it was again. Knowi ng that he was taking a risk just by
hol di ng his head high and | ooki ng up, he continued to stare at the building
ahead of him He saw nmovenent again. Christ, there were people in the w ndows.
He was still a couple of hundred neters away but he could definitely see them
now. Unlike the countless thousands of sickly bodies that surrounded hi mand
Donna, he knew instantly that the people in the wi ndows were different. They
were grouped together in several rooms and they were largely still. They had
control. They were communi cating with each other. They were | ooki ng down at
the bodies and the remains of the city and they were thinking and tal ki ng and
poi nting and planning and... and it seened inpossible. For a few seconds

| onger Paul wasn't fully able to accept what he was seeing until he was close
enough for it to be undeni able. These people were alive. These people were
survivors. Wthout thinking he reacted. He stopped and span around to | ook for
Donna.

“Up there,' he yelled when he saw her, pointing towards the building in front



of them " Look!'

She stared back at himwith a |l ook of terrified disbelief on her face, not
listening to what he was saying, just stunned that he had been stupid enough
to shatter the protective silence that they had managed to maintain for so
long. Already aware that the bodies around her were beginning to react, she
dropped her head again and hoped that Paul would shut up and do the sane.

It was too late. The first bodies began to push past her, their speed suddenly
i ncreased.

"Run you fucking idiot!' she shouted. Wthout waiting for his response, she
dropped her shoul der and began to run towards the buil ding ahead. She collided
wi th body after body after body with each inpact sending the weak figures
tumbling to the ground and causing nore and nore of themto react. Already
nunerous clumsy and di seased hands were trying to grab hold of Paul. He
wrestl ed them away and foll owed after Donna in her wake.

The sheer vol une of bodies cramed around the front of the building nade the
mai n entrance appear inpassable even froma distance. Already gasping for
breat h, Donna | ooked around anxiously for an alternative route. She was
surrounded on all sides by the noxi ous corpses, every |ast one of which now
seened to turn and |lurch awkwardly towards her. There wasn't tinme to make

deci sions. She just kept noving, hoping that her conparative strength would be
enough to see her through. She sensed that Paul was cl ose behind but didn't
bot her to check. He would have to | ook after hinmself. Stupid fucking idiot.
She was on the ring road itself now. She tripped down the high kerb and began
to run across the wide stretch of tarmac, managi ng to somehow continue to push
t he bodi es away and al so to avoid the weckage of cars and rotting corpses
strewn across her path. The crowd surged after her relentlessly, noving
together slowy but ominously |ike some unstoppable thick and viscous |iquid.
Up and over the low central reservation barrier and she knew she was al nost
there. She could hear her foolish conpanion getting closer behind her now
grunting and groaning with effort as he forced his way forward through the
seem ngly endl ess tide of the dead.

"Go right!' she heard himshout and she i nmedi ately changed direction. The
building in front of themwas | ong and narrow but they were considerably
closer to the right side than the left. It seemed logical to try and get
around the back, but who was to say that there wasn't a crowd twice as big
behi nd the buil ding? The alternatives were bl eak. She kept noving.

The bodies were tightly packed agai nst the front entrance. Donna rounded the
corner and saw, to her relief, that there were considerably fewer of themto
the side of the building, no doubt, she decided, because virtually all of the
corpses woul d have approached fromthe direction of the city centre. Slipping
around the side of a red and white striped entry barrier she took a deep
breat h, pushed another two corpses out of the way and continued to nove

f or war d.

"Cinb up!' she heard Paul yell from behind. “Get off the ground.'

Donna | ooked around hel pl essly, not sure what he was expecting her to do. He
answered her questions as he suddenly appeared next to her and pushed his way
t hrough the hordes towards a large delivery truck that was parked al ongsi de

t he buil ding. G abbing hold of the passenger side wing mrror he haul ed

hi nsel f up and away from the grabbing hands below. He lay flat across the roof
of the truck and reached back down for Donna.

“Come on,' he hissed.

Exhaust ed, she pushed her way through to the lorry and cl anbered up. By the
time she had reached the top of the truck Paul was al ready maki ng his way
along the Iength of the vehicle towards the rear end. Donna foll owed before
stopping and falling to her knees once she was safe.

"Hel p!' she yelled desperately, praying that soneone inside the building would
hear her.

The back end of the truck where Paul was standing was | ess than three feet
away fromthe outside wall of the building. Just above his head and to his
right slightly was a small bal cony. Wthout stopping to consider the risks he



| eapt up and grabbed at the metal work surroundi ng the balcony area. In a
flurry of nmovenent he reached out and w apped his arm around one of the netal
railings. He grimaced with pain as the sudden weight of his body threatened to
wrench his shoulder fromits joint. Slowmy, and with much effort, he managed
to pull hinmself up. Donna watched fromthe roof of the truck as he haul ed

hi nsel f up onto the narrow | andi ng and began to smash his fists furiously
agai nst a doubl e-gl azed w ndow.

Donna | ay down and rolled over onto her back and | ooked up into the grey
nor ni ng sky above her. The noi se that Paul was maki ng quickly faded into
silence as she relaxed, as did the constant shuffling of the relentless crowd
of bodi es swarm ng around the front of the building and around the truck. She
stared into the clouds nmoving over her head and watched as they bl ew across
fromleft toright. If I ook up and | keep | ooking up, she thought, then
everything seems nornmal. If | don't |ook down then | can pretend that none of
this is happening. Just for a few seconds | can pretend it's not happeni ng.

After locating the wi ndow where Paul was standing the survivors forced it open
and quickly pulled himinside. Using a | adder to bridge the gap between the
buil ding and the top of the truck, two men ventured out into the cold and

i nhospi tabl e norni ng and brought Donna into the shelter
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M dday.

Donna had managed to sleep for a few hours. It was the first time in a week
she'd had a proper bed and even though it was in a cold and unfamliar place,
it still felt reassuringly confortable and safe. A man she hadn't seen before
wal ked past the door to the room she'd been sleeping in and, seeing that she
was awake, stopped to talk to her

“How you feeling? he asked.

"Crap,' she replied with brutal honesty.

“1'"mBernard Heath,' he said, taking a couple of steps into the room

“Donna. '

He nodded and, feeling suddenly awkward and not knowi ng what to say, | ooked
around the roomrather than stare at her |lying on the bed.

"Look,' he said after a few | ong seconds had passed, “would you like to cone
downstairs with me? | can get you sone food or sonmething to drink or...'

Donna was up and on her feet before he'd finished his question. She was
starving. Heath led her along the corridor and down the stairs.

"Bl oody hell,' she muttered under her breath as she wal ked into the assenbly
hall. She began to cry. She couldn't help herself. She'd given up hope of ever
seei ng so many peopl e toget her again. She counted between ten and twenty of
them In one corner a handful of subdued children played quietly. El sewhere
peopl e sat around the edges of the room generally keeping thenselves to

t hensel ves. Heath fetched her some food from an adjourning kitchen

Standing in the mddle of the hall with a tray in her hands, Donna suddenly
felt exposed and vul nerable. She | ooked around for somewhere to sit and caught
sight of Paul Castle sitting next to another man. Despite the fact that she
still wanted to punch himin the face for the stupid stunt he'd pulled this
nmorni ng, he was the only other person that she knew. Warily she dragged
hersel f across the roomand sat down next to him

"You okay?' he asked.

She nodded and grunted but didn't properly answer. She began to eat the
crackers and cheese spread that she'd been given. Her hands shook as she tried
to spread with a plastic knife. It was bitterly cold inside the building.
"This is Steve,' Paul continued, introducing the man sitting next to him
“Steve, this is Donna.'

"Hi, Donna,' Steve said wearily, managing half a smle. Donna managed anot her
grunt.

"Steve says there's alnost fifty people here you know,' Paul whispered. " Thank



God we found this place. He says that nost of themdon't...'

"Finding it wasn't difficult,' Donna said, swallow ng a nmouthful of food and
finally finding enough energy and interest to bring herself to speak, it was
getting here that was the hard part. It woul dn't have been so nmuch of a
problemif it hadn't been for you, you stupid bl oody idiot!

Paul | ooked down at his feet and turned back to face Steve.

"So what's the plan?' he asked, trying desperately to ignore Donna's anger
“What's going to happen next? Are we staying here or...?'

"As far as | can tell there is no plan, mate,' Steve replied.

"And if there was you'd only go and screw it up,' Donna snapped.

Paul ignored her.

“Don't think anyone knows what to do next,' Steve continued. “Seens like it's
going to be as bad wherever you go so you night as well stay put. A couple of
us have got a few ideas brew ng though, haven't we, Nathan?

Nat han Hol mes was wal ki ng across the hall on his way back to his room At the
mention of his nanme he stopped and turned round. Bored and gl ad of any

di straction he pulled up a chair and sat down in front of Steve and Paul

“What you tal king about?' he asked.

"l said we're starting to get a few ideas about what to do next, aren't we?
Hol nes' face cracked into a broad, know ng grin.

"Too right,' he said, his voice |lowered to a whisper

“What you going to do?' Paul asked.

“When those things outside start to drift away,' he explained, "we're going
out on the town.'

“What do you nean?'

I mean we're going to shut ourselves in one of the clubs round here and we're
goi ng to have the biggest fucking party you' ve ever seen. W're going to bl ow
all the drinks and drugs we can find in the place. And when they start to wear
off and we start to come back down, we're going on to the next club and we're
going to do it all over again. The biggest bl oody pub crawl in history!

" Sounds good,' Paul said, far from convinced.

"We're going to hit this town and...'

"You been outside recently? Donna interrupted.

Hol nes | eant back on his chair to get a |look at the wonan who had interrupted
hi m

“Yeah, why?' he replied.

"Because there's nothing left out there, that's why,' she sighed.

"Exactly. That's why we're going to do it. Nothing matters when you've had a
few drinks.'

She shook her head sadly and returned her attention to her food. Hol nes | eant
across and hel ped hinself to a cracker

Do you mind?" she scow ed.

"Not at all,' he replied in a snmug, self-assured voice. “Haven't seen you
before,' he said, chew ng on her food, “when did you get here?

“This nmorning.'

“You been out there all this time?

“Yes.'

"Gim ain't it?

Donna nodded. She didn't want to talk to Holnmes. She didn't really want to
talk to anyone, least of all this brash and irritating man. Mich as she'd
craved conpany and conversation at tinmes recently, she now needed space and
time alone. Getting away fromthe office and finding the survivors had brought
a brief respite fromthe cold enptiness of the remains of the world. It was
only now that she'd found a relatively safe and quiet shelter that the ful
horror of what had happened had returned to haunt her. Wth other survivors in
close proximty for the first time she felt able to try and deal with her
pain, fear and uncertainty. Although she needed other people close, she also
needed to be by herself. She didn't really have anything agai nst Hol mes (she'd
put up with countless nmen |like himin nunerous bars and cl ubs before now), but
at that nmonent she didn't want anything to do with himeither.



"l tell you,' he continued, conpletely oblivious to Donna's |ack of interest
in him “thereis no way I'msitting in here with this ot for nmuch | onger
Soon as I'mready |I'mgetting out. W' ve got the whole bloody country out
there just waiting for us, isn't that right, Steve?

St eve nodded.

“Dam right.'

Donna | ooked at the two nen in disbelief. Was getting drunk really all that
was left for themto do? Wth the world lying in tatters at their feet, did

t hey not have any higher priorities? On one hand it seened a sensible way to
try and forget all that had happened and enjoy what time remai ned, but could
their suggestion really be the only alternative? Gven that she was surrounded
by so much uncertainty she hadn't dared to start thinking about the future
before now - until that noment she hadn't dared consi der whether she even had
a future to |l ook forward to. Looking into Hol mes' pathetic, grinning face,
however, she knew that there had to be a better option than the seedy, selfish
and dangerous escape that he and Steve Richards were planning for thensel ves.
"You can finish this,' she said as she stood up and dropped the tray of food
on Hol mes' lap. He turned and wat ched her as she wal ked away.

“Where you goi ng?' he asked, getting up and follow ng her

" Sonmewhere el se,' she grunted.

“Were's sonewhere el se?'

" Somewher e away from bl okes |ike you.'

“1've got sonme bad news for you,' he said, wal king al ongsi de her, "blokes |ike
me are all that's left.'

Donna st opped wal king and turned to face him

“Listen,' she said quietly, “I'mtwenty-four years old, |'mfermale and |I'm

bl onde. 1've had to deal with fucking idiots |like you for as long as | can
renmenber. |'ve seen hundreds of your type, full of nmouth and fighting talk but
you've got no balls. If you're all that's left, I'lIl be spending the rest of
my tinme on nmy own. Now will you | eave ne al one?

Not about to let her know if her words were having any effect on him Hol nes
simply smrked.

“1'll see you around then,' he grinned.

"Fucking idiot,' Donna cursed as she storned out of the hall and down the
corridor back towards her room She didn't even know if she'd be able to find
the room again but that wasn't inmportant. She just needed to get away fromthe
others for a while | onger.

Donna got lost in the accommodati on bl ock. The corridors | ooked the sane, the
roons | ooked the same and the staircases |ooked the sane. She renenbered that
her roomwas the third or fourth along fromthe stairs, but she coul dn't
remenber whether it was on the second or third floor

She opened a third-floor door which | ooked vaguely famliar. It was instantly
obvious that it wasn't her room- a young oriental man was sitting on the bed,
staring into space.

“Sorry,' she munbl ed instinctively. 1 got the wong room | didn't nean to
disturb. ..’

He | ooked up at her and smiled for a moment. He | ooked so | ost and hel pl ess.
Her heart inmediately went out to the poor man.

“Are you okay?' she asked. He nodded. "Have you had any food? Do you need ne
to show you where the hall is?

The man responded only with another smile and another nod of the head.

"No English,' he said sinply.

“I"'min the roomnext door,' Donna said slowy, pointing down the corridor and
hopi ng that she was right. “Let ne know if you need anything, okay?

Anot her nod and another snile and Donna left the nman al one and returned to her
room She |ay down on the bed and cl osed her eyes tightly shut. For a while
she couldn't get his face out of her head. As if everything that had happened
wasn't hard enough already, this poor sod was having to cope with it al

wi t hout being able to understand a word that the other survivors said. If she



felt detached and al one, she thought, how the hell must he be feeling?
Dark thoughts filled Donna's m nd
The I onger the silence in her room continued, the darker her thoughts becane.
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Jack Baxter left his roomand wal ked to the end of the corridor. He wasn't

pl anni ng on goi ng anywhere in particular, he just needed a change of
surroundi ngs. Like many of the other desperate individuals sheltering in the
university, the relative quiet and | ack of distractions in the building had
left himwith nothing to do but dwell on the inexplicable hell that his life
had becone. Jack had spent npbst of the day sitting on the end of his bed just
t hi nking. He couldn't even remenber what he'd been thinking about.

At the far end of the corridor was a narrow square | anding | eading onto a

staircase. Floor to ceiling Iength windows let the grey autummal |ight seep
i nside. Jack stood a short distance away fromthe nearest w ndow and peered
down into the mass of dark, decaying bodies still being drawn towards the

university and, in particular, the accomodation bl ock. Wy did they stay, he
wonder ed? He took a few cautious steps forward. Hi s position was too far and
too high for himto be seen by any of the bodies but he still took care to
stay to the side and try and keep out of sight. He was terrified that one of
the corpses nmight see himand start to react. He imagi ned the effect of that
singl e reaction running through the entire crowd. He'd seen it happen severa
times before today - a slight disturbance in one part of the huge gathering
woul d spread across the i mense gathering |like a shock wave. It had happened
when the woman had junped to her death fromthe wi ndow earlier. He could just
about see her fromwhere he was standi ng. Poor cow, he thought. He couldn't
hel p thi nking that she was better off where she was now

"Bl oody ness, isn't it? a sudden and unexpected voice said from cl ose behind
him Jack quickly turned around to see that it was Bernard Heath. He'd noticed
that Heath seened to have a real problemw th being on his own. He could often
be seen wal king around the building in search of sonmeone to be with. "“Sorry,
Jack,' Heath continued, "I didn't nmean to disturb you. It's just that | saw
you standing here and | thought I'd check that you were...'

“I'"'mfine,' Jack said quietly, anticipating his concerns and truncating his
sent ence.

Heat h took a few steps forward and peered down into the rotting crowd.

1 reckon this lot will start to di sappear sooner or later,' he said with a
tone of unexpected optimsmin his voice. “As soon as sonething happens
somewhere else to attract their attention, they'll be off.’

“Like what?' Jack asked. “There's not really very nuch going on out there, is
there?

Heath didn't answer.

11l tell you what's getting to ne,' he said instead, his voice quiet and
tired and unexpectedly candid, "it's how slowy everything seens to happen
around here. | nean, I'msitting downstairs with the rest of them and no-one
says a word. | look up at the clock and get distracted. Next time | |ook at
the clock it feels |like ages later but only a couple of mnutes have gone
by...'

“That's why |'mout here,' Jack munbled, still staring into the dark crowd
below. "1 was just sitting in my roomstaring at the walls and going out of ny
bl oody mi nd."'

“Have you tried readi ng?

“No, have you?

"l did,' he said, scratching the side of his bearded face. | used to lecture

here. I went back to ny office a couple of days ago and pi cked up a few books.
Brought them back with me and sat down to read one but...'
“But what ?'

"Couldn't do it.'
iy 2"



He shrugged his shoul ders and rubbed his eyes. For a noment Jack | ooked up
fromthe bodies and stared into the other man's drawn and weary face.

"Don't know,' he answered slowly. | just couldn't doit. | started to read a
novel . | got through a few pages before | had to stop. Al it did was renind
me of what's happened and what |'ve lost and...'

He stopped tal king, feeling suddenly awkward and sonewhat enbarrassed that he
was letting his feelings show so readily again.

"So what happens next then?' wondered Jack, sensing Heath's pain and meking a
conscious effort to change the focus of the conversation fromdwelling on what
had gone to trying to | ook forward.

Heat h went through the notions of thinking carefully for a few nonments. It was
pointless really - he'd spent nost of the |ast week pondering endl ess
variations on the question he'd just been asked and in all that time he hadn't
managed to find any answers.

"Sit and wait,' he said eventually.

“Is that it?

"l can't see that there's anything el se we can do.'

For a while the two nmen stood side by side in silence and | ooked out over the
remai ns of the diseased, battered world. Several minutes |ater Heath wal ked
away, soon followed by Jack who dejectedly made his way back to his room He
lay down on the bed and tried to sleep. Sleep was just about the only way he
knew to bl ock out the nightmare for a while.

Part 11
20

In the desol ate, dead and di seased shell that the city had become very little
changed from day to day. Thousands of corpses continued to shuffle endl essly

t hrough the shadows, their bodies gradually decaying but their mental strength
and control sonmehow continuing to slowy return. Al though the survivors

remai ned qui et and largely out of sight, the absence of other sounds and

di stractions throughout the surrounding area continued to draw unwanted crowds
of ragged, stumbling figures towards the university. Inside their shelter the
frightened, desperate people sat and watched and waited for sonething -
anything - to happen. For two painfully |Iong and drawn out weeks not hi ng
changed.

Wt hout any warning the precarious equilibriumwas upset.

On a cold, grey and wet Sunday norni ng sonme ni neteen days after everything had
begun, sonething finally happened.

Thirty mles west of the city where the survivors sheltered, in a bleak and
nondescript field, lay the concealed entrance to a military bunker. WAiting
underground inside the dark and grey building, shielded and protected fromthe
dead worl d outside by thick, concrete walls and industrial strength air
purification systens, were alnost three hundred soldiers. As tired, frightened
and disorientated as the bew | dered survivors left out in the open above
ground, they too had struggled to cope with the uncertainty of each passing
hour. Inside the bunker no-one knew what had happened. Fromthe nobst senior
officer in the base down to the | owest in the ranks, no-one had anything nore
than a few scraps of unconfirmed information to go on. They had been acting on
hurriedly given orders when they'd been scranbled on the first nmorning. There
were many rumours about di sease, weapons of mass destruction, germwarfare and
contagi on but no concrete facts to substantiate or confirmthe hearsay. The
men and wonen in the bunker didn't need to know the details of what had
happened and neither, for that matter, did the officers in charge of the base.
Al they knew - all they needed to know - was that sooner or l|later they would
be sent up to the surface to try and take control of whatever was |eft.

The orders had finally been given by the base commander

Today was the day the first troops would go up to the surface.
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Cooper

Ni net een days we'd been under ground.

More than four hundred and fifty hours w thout seeing daylight or being told
what was happeni ng or why we were there.

There had been little to do in the bunker fromvirtually the monent we had
arrived. Once our equi pnent had been unpacked, stored and checked our genera
duties were done save for occasional nmundane donestic tasks. No-one left the
base so there was nothing to get ready or repair. W ate, cleaned, exercised
and sl ept but other than that we did little else. Time and tine again | had

t hought about the nonment when the orders would finally cone and, occasionally,
| had actually | ooked forward to it happening. In many ways it seened
preferable to just sitting there and waiting. No-one tal ked nmuch about what

m ght have happened above ground. Whether anyone actually knew or not | wasn't
sure. There was a small part of me that didn't want to know because there
seened to be some bizarre safety and confort in ignorance. | tried not to
think about ny family and friends that were left out there but wth nothing
else to do it was difficult not to remenber them The not-knowi ng nade ne
guestion ny priorities - |I had joined the forces to protect people and yet
there we were, tucked up safely underground while the rest of the popul ation -
and everyone that had ever nmeant anything to nme - endured whatever it was that
was happening to the world. Good or bad (and we all knew in our hearts that
what was happening was a mllion tines worse than just bad) we all needed sone
answers. | might even have deserted if |I'd been able to get outside.

When the orders finally came | didn't want to nove. It had been rumpured that
the first party was about to | eave the base but | hadn't expected to be anong
them The hours between being told | was going and the nonent we |left the
bunker di sappeared with incredible speed.

The briefing before we went above ground answered a handful of questions, but
it also left ne asking countless nore. The base commander pl eaded ignorance,
and | had to adnmit that he was convincing. | had known Ri chardson - or | had,
at |least, been aware of himand his reputation - for nore than seven years
since | was first posted out of Danford and | had no reason to doubt his
honesty. What woul d he hope to gain fromlying now that we were about to

| eave? The situation up on the surface was obviously so dire and hopel ess t hat
hiding the truth fromthe troops would only hanper our m ssion

He tal ked in very general and nonspecific terms about a disease or virus. He
couldn't tell us where it had come fromor how, but it had swept across the
country with unprecedented speed and ferocity on the norning we cane bel ow
ground. We had been cl ose to being caught ourselves, he told us. The soldiers
headi ng to ot her bases had not been so fortunate. Richardson expl ai ned t hat
the di sease had al so been found in other countries and that its virulent
nature made it likely that the rest of the world had been infected. Mich of
what he told us was presunption and sone of it little nore than pure

specul ation. Nothing he said could be quantified or substanti ated.

Tests and air sanples had shown that the di sease was still present outside.
What ever kind of germit was, it sounded stronger and nore resilient than
anyt hi ng anyone had cone across before. W were to wear full protective gear
whi | st outside. Any contam nation and we woul d be unable to return to the
bunker. There were orders to shoot and kill any of us who did not conply. A

m ni mum of two days in the decontam nation chanber woul d foll ow our planned
five hours outside.

One of the nmedical officers funbled his way through a briefing on the physica
effects of the disease. It was obvious fromhis manner and the | ack of any
hard facts or statistics that nmost of his words were uncertain and, in al
probability, untrue - they had to tell us sonething. He tal ked about a viol ent
i nfection causing internal swellings and |eisions which would nost probably
result in death or, at the very least, severe pain and secondary infection. He



tal ked about many thousands of people being killed outright. He tal ked about
the possibility of others surviving, but in what condition it was not clear
He told us to be prepared to conme across many, many casualties. Qur m ssion
was to assess the situation in the nearest city and then report back. No
further operations could take place until our initial assessnent had been
made.

After the briefing we spent an hour preparing our kit and the transport and
putting on our protective gear. | was scared. | sat in the transport with the
ot hers and shook and sobbed |ike a child.

22

The quiet of the countryside was suddenly shattered as the bunker doors opened
and the arnmoured transport energed at speed into the dull light of a cold and
wet Sunday afternoon. The heavy and powerful machine roared up the access
ranp, clinbed a steep incline and then followed the track away fromthe
conceal ed base.

It took the troops nore than an hour to travel the thirty or so mles to the
city. They followed a direct route along major roads littered with the wecks
of crashed cars and the decaying remai ns of countless bodies. Occasionally
figures appeared in the near distance and at the sides of the road but they
were |l ethargic and painfully slow, seeming to drag thenselves along with

consi derable effort. The soldiers didn't stop to offer assistance or

i nvestigate. The driver of the transport had his orders, and those orders were
to go directly to the heart of the city. It didn't seemto matter anyway. Wat
could they do for these first survivors? What could fifteen soldiers possibly
do to help mllions of plague victins?

Cooper turned to | ook at Mark Thonpson sitting next to him He | ooked
frightened. Even though the tinted visors on their cunbersonme full-face

br eat hi ng nmasks Cooper could see that the other man was scared. He coul d see
it in his eyes - the way that although his head remained perfectly still and
fixed forward, his eyes were darting frantically around the inside of the
transport, never daring to settle on any one thing for fear of catching sight
of whatever it was that was terrifying him And that was still the problem
Cooper decided, it was not know ng. They'd been trained to deal with the
aftermat h of nucl ear war, conventional war, terrorismand nmany other types of
conflict or attack, but it was obvious that this was very different. The
details of cause and effect were sparse, but it was already clear that no-one
could have been trained to deal with anything like this.

It was unconfortably hot in the protective suit. Cooper knew that his life
depended on the protection, of course, but the oppressive atnosphere beneath
the layers of treated material and rubber did nothing to calmhis nerves. The
initial burst of adrenaline he had felt on | eaving the bunker had di ed down
now t hat they had been away fromtheir protective prison for sonme time. He now
felt claustrophobic and wanted to return to the base. H's mouth was dry and he
needed to drink but he was afraid to risk conprom sing his suit. Eating,
drinking, going to the toilet and many other sinple and ordinary tasks woul d
be difficult and risky until they were back. To renove any part of the suit
for even a few seconds m ght be enough to let in the vicious virus that, if
the information his officers had was correct, could quickly end his life.
Judgi ng by the nunber of bodies scattered on the ground around them as the
drove through the suburbs and into the city, this was a di sease that had
killed many, nany thousands nore than it had spared.

Heavy rain clattered down constantly on the nmetal roof above the soldier's
heads, echoing around the transport. There was next to no conversation. QO her
than the rain and the sound of the machi ne's groani ng engi ne there was an
oppressive and all-consuni ng silence which was only disturbed by sudden bri ef
expl osions of static conversation fromthe radio and equally brief and factua
reports to the officers back at the base.

The soldiers were sat in two rows along either side of the transport, facing



into the mddle. Thonpson suddenly got up out of his seat and | eant across the
i nside of the machine to | ook out of a small square w ndow between the heads
of the two troops sitting directly opposite.

"Bl oody hell,' he said, |oud enough for the others to hear. There was sudden
nmoverrent throughout the vehicle as rest of the soldiers imediately turned to
see what it was that their coll eague had spotted deep in the murky-greyness of
the | ate Septenber afternoon. Al around themthey could see novenent. Sl ow
and | aboured but still very definite novement.

They had reached what Cooper called the “inner-suburbs' of the city - a ring
of small shopping areas and high streets which had once been villages in their
own right but which had since been swall owed up and consuned by the
ever-expanding city centre. These areas were the first real pockets of
civilisation that the soldiers had driven through since |eaving the base.
There were many nore bodies on the ground here, and there were many nore
figures novi ng nearby too.

"Why ain't they noved any of the bodies yet?' asked one of the soldiers,

t hi nki ng out loud, his voice muffled by his face-mask.

"And what the hell are those others doing outside? said another, watching

t hrough a back wi ndow as a quickly growi ng crowd of noving figures dragged

t hensel ves pointlessly along the road after the transport. “If these people
are sick then what the hell are they doing out here in the open? It's pissing
down for Christ's sake.'

"Who says they're sick,' asked Thonpson. "~These are supposed to be the
survivors, aren't they?

"Have you seen then?' the other soldier replied nervously, his nouth suddenly
dry. “Jesus, look at the state of them They've got fucking scraps of clothes
on and they don't look like they've eaten for weeks. Bloody hell, this |ot

| ook as bad as the dead ones on the ground.'

Cooper shuffled around to | ook out of the wi ndow nearest to him The
tenmperature outside was | ow and the thick glass was snmeared wi th condensation
He wiped it clear with the back of one gl oved hand and peered out into the

af t ernoon gl oom

“Christ...' he muttered under his breath.

The worl d outside the wi ndow | ooked as if it had been totally drained of al
col our. Perhaps naively he had expected to find a di sorgani sed and unkenpt but
otherwise relatively normal city scene - after all, he thought, there hadn't
been any fighting on the streets, had there? This didn't sound like it had
been a war or battle which woul d cause danmage to buil di ngs and property. Were
he had expected to see a thousand famliar colours, however, he instead saw
little nore than a thousand different dull shades of grey and black. And the
same was true of the people he could see too. Devoid of all energy, they were
draggi ng thenselves along with painful effort and a | ack of any speed and

al nrost all coordination. It was as if they'd given up all hope.

They had reached the city centre.

The driver slamrmed on the brakes and for a second the only sound which could
be heard inside the transport was the driving rain poundi ng agai nst the netal
roof just above the soldier's heads. The troops sat back into their seats and
wai t ed apprehensively for the order to nmove to be given

"Okay,' the officer in charge yelled fromhis position at the front of the
power ful machine, "I want you outside now Get a perineter forned around the
transport. Movel!l'

The nearest sol dier pushed open the heavy door at the back of the vehicle and
led the others outside. In a well rehearsed manoeuvre the troops fanned out
and forned a | oose circle around the machine. The driver remained behind the
wheel - ready to get themaway quickly - while the officer in charge stood
shoul der to shoulder with the nmen and wonen under his conmand.

Cooper stood motionless and stared into the city. Torrential rain drenched the
grimscene like a mst. He watched the water run down a gutter towards him A
short distance fromhis feet lay several rapidly deconposing bodies. The world
| ooked conpletely alien and unfamliar. He had been to this city before. He



had driven along this road. Today it was unrecogni sabl e.

The people were approaching. Difficult to see at first because of the gl oom
and the low light of the day and their drained and ragged appearance, they
dragged thensel ves towards the soldiers. Silent, awkward and desperate, they
neared the troops.

"So what are we supposed to do?' hissed Lance Jackson, a twenty-two year old
sol di er who | ooked no ol der than seventeen. He shuffled awkwardly fromfoot to
foot, holding his automatic rifle tight against his chest.

The conmmandi ng of ficer forgave his lack of discipline. He was scared t oo,

al t hough he didn't allow hinmself to show it.

" Keep your nerve, son,' he said fromclose behind, resting a reassuring hand
on Jackson's shoul der. "“Just renenber that these people are going to want help
and answers fromus, and we're in no position to provide either. Stay cal mand
alert and we'll..."

H s words faded into silence as he watched the first bodi es stagger ever

cl oser. They were near enough for the soldiers to be able to see their pained
faces, ravaged by di sease and decay. Each one of the troops seemed to focus on
whi chever one of the pitiful, bedraggl ed creatures was nearest. The conmander
wat ched a dead thirty-eight year old office worker lurch towards him What
remai ned of the wonman lifted its weary head to look in his direction. It
seened to fix himwith a cold, enotionless stare from dark, sunken eyes.
“Fucking hell,' the commander cursed, letting his guard and his nerve slip for
the first time in seventeen years of active service with the forces.

The bodi es continued to shuffle forward. The sol diers were beconi ng

i ncreasi ngly anxious. Amanda Brice, standing four nen round to Cooper's right,
lifted her rifle and took aim Qhers did the sane. Cooper cleared his throat
and readi ed his own weapon.

"Stop noving,' the conmander shouted towards the hel pl ess people. ~Stay where
you are. We're here to...'

No response. The figures continued to nove.

"l repeat,' the conmander bell owed again, "stay where you are and no harmwl|
conme to you...'

Still no response.

The nearest body was now little nmore than a couple of neters away from Brice.
Terrified by the cold and unnatural expression on its drawn and pallid face,
she ained her rifle into the air just inches above the di seased man's head and
pulled the trigger. Ignorant to any danger, it staggered forward again.

“Jesus Christ,' she cursed under her breath. "Wat the hell is the matter with
t hen?'

The figures continued to advance, closing in on the circle of soldiers. Filled
with fear and confused and di sorientated by her increasing panic, Brice ained
at the body in front of her and fired, sending a single bullet thudding into
the dead fl esh just above the creature's right knee. It crunbled and fell to
the ground but then i mediately began to drag itself back up again, seeningly
oblivious to its injury. Brice stared into the dead face approachi ng her

There was no expression of pain or any display of enotion whatsoever. She
fired again. And again. And again.

The bodi es were close now, just feet away, and a deci sion needed to be taken
“Get back inside,' the conmander shouted, already on his way into the
transport. “Let's get out of here.'

The troops turned and ran. Thonpson was caught by the arm as the nearest few
creatures reached out for him He began to beat at the pitiful figures hanging
onto him battering themaway with his fists and the end of his rifle. As

qui ckly as he could break their hold, however, nore gripped onto his suit.

The only other soldier left outside, Cooper tried to pull his colleague free.
Qut of the corner of his eye he was aware that the others had di sappeared into
t he back of the transport, crowds of grey figures follow ng cl ose behind.
“Conme on,' he yelled, "~nove!'

Terrified and disorientated by the mass of rotting faces in front of him
Thonpson pani cked and tried to force his way further forward through the



ever-increasing cromd. Cooper tried again to drag himback. Still sw nging his
fists furiously, the first soldier battered his way through the decayi ng
hordes, his comparative strength nmeeting with little resistance. He had

qui ckly pushed his way through the main mass of cadavers to an area where they
were considerably fewer in nunmber. Still surrounded, Cooper gl anced back over
hi s shoul der and saw that the transport had been swal |l owed up by nore of the
abhorrent figures. Cbviously aware that his path back to their arnmoured
vehi cl e had been cut-off, Thonmpson swung out at another few random corpses

bef ore pushing his way through the crowd and runni ng deeper into the dark
shadows of the centre of the city.

“Shit,' Cooper snapped. The transport was beginning to push through the
growi ng crowds and nove away, the roar of its powerful engine filling the cold
afternoon air. More and nore of the shell-Ilike bodies began to drag thensel ves
after the machine as it began to nove. The situation was dangerously
unpr edi ct abl e and Cooper knew that the others wouldn't wait or try to coll ect
Thonpson and hinself. Their only priority now would be to return to the base
and report back. It didn't matter how many of them nmade it back there, as long
as someone returned the m ssion objectives woul d have been achi eved.

Cooper | ooked back and watched as Thonpson rounded a corner and di sappeared
fromview Bloody idiot, he thought as he westled hinmself free fromstil

nore of the bodies that grabbed and clutched at himincessantly. Wth the
transport quickly nmoving away in the opposite direction he knew he had little
choice but to follow his colleague into the centre of town. As he ran after

t he ot her man, smashing weak and clunsy figures away on either side, he began
to silently make plans to get hinmself and Thonpson back to the bunker. He knew
the way back out of the city and the route to the base. It would just be a
qguestion of finding a car or sone other formof transport and..

He coul d see Thonpson agai n now.

What the hell was he doi ng?

The sol dier was running up the mddle of a sloping street lined with shops and
cafes. There were several nondescript figures advancing awkwardly towards him
Seemingly ignhorant to their presence, Thonpson stopped noving and turned back
to face Cooper.

"For God's sake,' Cooper yelled, his voice nuffled by his breathing apparatus
but still |oud enough for the other man to hear, “what are you doi ng?

Thonpson ri pped of f his nmask.

1" mnot going back,' he shouted, his tired face flushed red and full of
enotion. “Look at this bloody place! It's a fucking nightmare. These people
are...'

He stopped speaking abruptly and bent forward and began to cough violently.
Doubl ed over with shock and sudden agony, the lining of his throat began to
burn and swell, quickly cutting off his air supply. By the tinme Cooper had
reached himhe was al ready choking on the bl ood running down his w ndpi pe and
draining into his lungs. He dropped to the cold, wet ground and shook and
convul sed next to Cooper's feet, spitting crinmson blood onto the wet tarnac.

Di stracted by novenment, Cooper saw that nore bodi es were approaching from
every direction, dragging thenselves towards the stranded soldiers. As the
sound of the transport's engine faded away into the di stance, he gl anced down
again and saw that the nan on the ground was dead. As the bodies neared he

st epped over the corpse of his coll eague and began to run deeper into the
town, hoping that he could find somewhere to shelter before naking his nove
and headi ng back to the base.

The torrential rain was falling harder than ever, hissing down all around him
and bounci ng back up off the pavement. Cooper ran up a steady hill towards a
smal | square shopping precinct littered with rotting human remai ns. There were
many of the staggering survivors (if that was what they really were) around
the scene, their reaction to himdulled and del ayed by whatever it was that
had happened to them As Cooper brushed past it was all they could do to
painfully turn thensel ves around and stunble after himhopelessly. As a
soldier it was his duty to defend and protect these people, but it was clear



that they were already beyond hope. As a human being, therefore, his
priorities becane infinitely nore selfish and personal. He needed to get away
fromthe unrecognisable hell that this city had becone. H s own safety was his
only renai ni ng concern

A sharp right took himdown a dark and narrow passageway, |ined on either side
by tall office buildings. There the driving rain echoed | ouder than ever
before in the confined space. There were peopl e ahead. The passageway was
tight and he knew it would be difficult to get through them A quick glance
over his shoul der revealed that still nore of themwere following himfromthe
other direction. He was boxed-in and, although these poor creatures seened

i ndi vidually weak and uni nportant, there were far too many of themfor himto
sinmply dismss themas not being a threat. By the sane token, however, he
didn't want to cause them any harm They were suffering. They were obviously
very weak and undernourished. They were innocent and hadn't done anyt hing

W ong.

Hal f way down t he passageway was a | arge waste bin which Cooper scranbled onto.
Fromthere he was able to haul hinself up onto a netal fire escape | adder. He
climbed to a first floor w ndow which he smashed with a single kick from one
of his heavily booted feet. C anbering through the splintered wooden frame and
shattered gl ass he found hinmself standing in a | arge, openplan office. There
were nore silent people inside, all in a simlar condition to those wal ki ng

t he rain-soaked streets. They inmmedi ately turned and began to nove towards
him their dark, clouded eyes following his every nove. As they approached him
he found hinsel f wondering why, after living through the hell which had

obvi ously taken place just under three weeks ago, these people were still at
work. Why hadn't they left to find their famlies and honmes?
“Look,' he began, struggling to know what to say, " please don't be afraid. |I'm

not going to...'

It was pointless. The people in the building were as withdrawn and catatonic
as those draggi ng thensel ves al ong outside. Cooper stared with nounting horror
into the nearest face. Once a young and attractive graduate trainee, this
worman' s blistered, peeling skin was now tinged with an unnatural bl ue-green
hue. He gl anced down at one of the inert bodies slunped across a desk next to
him Even though he was | ooking through a tinted visor, it occurred to him

t hat those bodi es which were still nmoving and those that were notionl ess
seened to all be in the same despicable condition. He'd seen it before when
he'd been out in the field on active duty. This was the | ook of death. These
peopl e were rotting..

Wth panic and bile rising in his throat, Cooper ran diagonally across the
room junping up onto desks to avoid naking contact with the shadowy creatures
around him He junped down to the floor and slid and crashed through a heavy
fire door into a dark corridor. Pushing his way past another wandering body he
reached the nearest staircase and began to clinb up. He noved as quickly as he
could until he had reached the top floor and could go no further. After trying
three | ocked office doors he forced his way into a small, square store room
He sl ammed t he door shut behind himand pulled a netal storage rack down to

bl ock it and prevent the people outside fromagetting in.

Twenty mnutes | ater, when Cooper had caught his breath and nanaged to cal m
hi nsel f down slightly, he wal ked across the roomto a single w ndow and peered
out over the remains of the world outside. He could see bodies drifting
aimessly along the otherw se silent and deserted city streets. He could hear
t hem nmovi ng around in other parts of the building too.

H s transport was |ong gone and Thonpson was dead. He was conpl etely al one.
As tinme dragged slowly on, it wasn't so nuch the surroundings that frightened
the soldier, it was the unknown and invisible killer which obviously stil
hung in the contaminated air |ike a predator poised for the kill. He had

wi t nessed for hinself the speed at which it had attacked and destroyed
Thonpson. Cooper knew that his |ife depended on his protective suit. He would
have to make his nove and get back to the bunker sooner rather than later in



order to avoid it being conprom sed.

And as the long afternoon wore on towards evening Cooper's thoughts steadily
becarme nore norose. He began to wonder whether there was any point in going
back to the base at all? Wiat was there for hin? Was a conparatively long life
spent underground in hiding any better than a few hours or days of freedom on
t he contam nated surface?
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The dead world was |ike a vacuum Even the slightest noise travell ed huge

di stances, carried for mles on otherw se undisturbed gusts of wi nd. The
nmoverrent of the soldiers in their powerful transport created waves of interest
along the entire length of their journey - fromthe rolling and exposed hills
around the bunker itself right through to the cold heart of the city.

In the university acconmodati on bl ock every single survivor had been stirred
and encouraged by the sounds outside. Mre than just another random crash or
unexpl ai ned di sturbance as they had heard nmany tinmes before, the noises they
heard through the rain today were different. They were purposeful

i ntentional, nechanical noises. They were sounds whi ch were obviously being
made by other survivors. And the gun shots and shouting that filled the air
had confirned beyond doubt that other people had nmanaged to continue to exi st
t hrough t he mayhem

The survivors sheltering in the university had become cocooned in their

hi deaway. Too afraid to | eave the relative safety of their building, the
bravest of them had clinbed up onto the roof, battling agai nst viol ent weat her
conditions. Fromtheir high and precarious vantage point they had been unable
to see the other people. They had, however, watched w th nounting excitement
as vast crowds of rotting bodies had begun to drift away fromthe university
site and head back deeper into the city. Al though thousands renmai ned, the
nunber of bodies |left wandering outside the acconmodati on bl ock had reduced
reassuringly. The survivors knew, however, that it wouldn't take much to
attract the collective attention of the dead and bring them staggering back to
t hem

And that was the quandary that split the group in two.

“I'"'mnot going to do anything that's going to bring those bl oody things back
here,' snapped Bernard Heath. The sudden force and nervous energy and vol une
in his voice belied the fact that fear was the only reason he was opposed to
the plan that had been put forward.

"For God's sake, Bernard,' Donna sighed, “can't you see what we're saying
here? We know that whatever we do will bring the bodi es back, but chances are
it'll bring those survivors to us as well. Do you really think we can afford
to stay out here on our own for very much | onger?

"But we're not out here on our own, are we?' he argued. “There are nore than
forty of us here.'

"That's as maybe,' she replied, “but how many of themare in this roomwth us
now? How many people do you actually see each day?

Heat h | ooked around the assenbly hall. She was right, less than half of the
total number of people in the building were in the roomwith them It was rare
to see nmore than ten of themtogether. Mst continued to cower in silence in
their individual roons.

"We're stuck here,' Phil Croft volunteered fromacross the hall. “Ckay, that's
not proved to be too nuch of a problemso far, but give it a few nore weeks
and this shelter we've got here could well turn into a prison.'

"No matter what we do those bodies will keep returning here,' Donna continued.
"The rest of the city is silent. We can't help but draw attention to

oursel ves, can we?'

"We can try,' Heath protested. "W could...'

"W could what? Shut ourselves in a single roomup high and hold our breath so
they can't hear us breathing?

"No, | just think...'



“You' ve seen how those things are beginning to behave, haven't you?' she
asked, her voice weary. "They're becom ng nore and nore active every day. |
know they're not particularly strong on their own but given with the nunbers
we're dealing with here...'

"And we're going to need to go out for supplies again soon,' said Croft. "~And
as time goes on we'll need to go further and further afield to get those
supplies. We're going to be spending | onger out in the open.'

"We need to start getting ourselves organi sed,' Donna continued. "~Get sone
kind of routine and order to what we're doing. W need to find a way of
letting those other survivors know we're here without...'

Sat in the corner of the room Nathan Hol mes got up and wal ked towards the
nearest exit.

"You're a bunch of fucking idiots,' he spat. The rest of the people in the
hall turned and stared at him "~Look at you. What are you trying to do here?
Thi nk you're going to build sonme brave new fucking world out of...'

"We're not trying to do anything except...' Donna began before Hol nes

i nterrupted.

"What you're trying to do is pointless. It's all pointless. You shouldn't even
be wasting your tine talking about it. As soon as | can |I'mgetting out of
here and 1'mgoing to...'

"We all know exactly what you're going to do,' Donna sighed. “You're going to
drink yourself stupid so that you can forget everything. W' ve heard you say
it a thousand tines. You don't give a damm about anyone but yourself.'

"Too right | don't,' he replied, “why should |?

"Can't you see how our chances will inprove if we work together?' Croft asked.
Hol nes | ooked up to the ceiling in despair.

"But that's ny point, what chance have we got? Everybody in this damm buil di ng
has | ost absolutely everything. Getting out of here and trying to forget
everything is the best option for anyone who's got any degree of sense
left...'

“You' re confusing sense and sel fishness,' Donna munbl ed under her breath.
"Look,' Croft said, the patience in his voice wearing thin, “all we're talking
about doing here is setting up sone kind of beacon so that if and when those
ot hers cone back they'll know where we are and they'll come to us. W' re not
trying to make great plans for the future because we don't know if any of us
have got a fucking future!'’

"But your beacon will attract the bodies,' protested Heath.

“For Christ's sake, man,' Croft seethed. "Can't you see that's a risk we're
going to have to take?

Jack Baxter had been watching the increasingly tense conversation devel op
"What if we put a beacon on the roof?" he asked.

"What's that going to achieve?' Heath wondered.

“Think about it, if we put sone kind of beacon up on high then it's not going
to be imredi ately obvious to the bodies but a survivor...'

“...a survivor would know that anything up on the roof would probably have
been put there intentionally,' added Donna, conpleting his sentence for him
“If we're talking about lighting a fire, then a survivor would know that any
bl aze woul d nost probably start sonewhere inside the building and work its way
up, it wouldn't start on top, would it?

"1 understand that,' npaned Heath, sitting down on an unconfortable plastic
chair, “but if and when those other people get here, they're going to bring
the bodies with them aren't they? It's not going to matter how careful you
are with your bl oody beacon, is it?

Donna | ooked at the frightened |lecturer for a few |l ong seconds before turning
her back on himin frustration. She understood what he was sayi ng, she just
couldn't understand why it was such a issue for him To her the solution to
their problemand the potential side-effects were obvi ous and unavoi dabl e.

I ncreasi ng the nunber of bodies outside the building seened to be a small
price to pay if it meant they could make contact with other survivors - people
wi th transport and weapons who, it seened, were surviving out in the open.



Just over thirty nmiles fromthe city, and two and a half mles away fromthe
conceal ed entrance to the underground bunker, two survivors sat together in
nervous silence. Hiding in a relatively well-appointed notorhone they had
taken from outsi de another dead town just three days ago, the couple had
driven out to the nobst exposed and isolated area of |and they had been able to
find.

Since being forced to | eave the farmhouse where they had previously sheltered,
M chael Collins and Emma Mtchell had lived fromhand to nouth |ike scavengi ng
ani mal s. Five days ago the building where they had hidden in relatively safety
for the best part of two weeks had been overrun by hundreds of wandering
corpses, attracted to their renote and ot herw se inconspi cuous | ocation by the
activity and sounds the survivors had made sinply by existing. They had taken
many precautions to separate thenselves fromthe rotting remains of the

popul ation, but all their efforts had ultimtely been in vain. M chael and
Emma had learnt to their bitter cost that there was no way of escaping the
unwanted attentions of mllions upon mllions of desperate, diseased and

i ncreasi ngly vicious corpses.

The coupl e had heard the engine in the distance when the sol diers had energed
fromtheir hidden base earlier in the day. At first it had seemed inpossible
to believe - since |eaving the farmhouse neither of them had seen any

i ndi cation that other people remained alive - not a single sound or novenent
that m ght have pointed to the existence of other survivors. But the noise of
t he engi ne had been definite and unm stakable, and it had filled them both
wi t h sudden unexpected hope where before they had felt nothing but pain,

enpti ness and desol ati on.

By the time they were out of the notorhome and were able to | ook for the
source of the sound the soldiers had been | ong gone. They did, however,
stunbl e upon a straight gravel track at the bottomof a hill near to where
they were parked. In the absence of any other roads or pathways for mles
around, the track seenmed logically to be a good starting point in their search
for other survivors. M chael had supposed that anyone else attenpting to
survive in this brutal, inhospitable world m ght have found thensel ves a base
simlar to the farnmhouse where he and Enma had hidden. It followed that if

t hese peopl e were heading out for supplies, there was a fairly good chance

t hey woul d be back agai n before |ong.

He was right.

The darkness of early evening had all but swallowed up the last light of the
gl oony afternoon when they heard the sound again. Distant and faint at first,
it had quickly increased in volune. Ignorant to the dangers of being outside
and exposed, M chael threw open the notorhonme door and junped down the steps.
He sprinted across the long, rain-soaked grass and crouched down on a small
rocky outcrop fromwhere he was able to get a clear view of a long stretch of
the track below. And then he sawit - a huge, powerful nmilitary transporter
whi ch roared defiantly along the track. Mchael couldn't see the driver of the
vehicl e, or how nmany people were inside, but it didn't matter. Mbore inportant
than just finding other survivors, he now knew t hat these people were strong
and well organised. And if they really were the mlitary, what did that nean?
How many hundreds of them could there be nearby?

The transport di sappeared into the darkness. He stood up and ran cautiously

al ong the exposed brow of the hill, follow ng the nachine until it was
conpletely out of view Were did the track |ead? He stared into the darkness
and contenpl ated what he had seen for a few silent seconds before renenbering
t he danger of being al one outside and runni ng back to the notorhone.

"Wl 1 ?' Emma asked as he let hinself back inside.

"Vell what? | saw a bloody big arny machine. Don't know exactly what it was
but...’

“The arny?

“Looked like it,' Mchael said breathlessly as he | ocked the door behind him
and drew the thick curtains which they used to stop any light fromspilling



out into the darkness and revealing their location to the rest of the world.
"Couldn't be sure, but it was definitely some kind of arnoured nachine."'
“Where did it go?

He shrugged his shoul ders. Emma had an infuriating habit of asking questions
whi ch she knew he coul dn't answer.

"It was following the track we found earlier,' he sighed, "so | guess it was
goi ng wherever the track |eads.’

"And where's that?'

"How the hell am | supposed to know? | suggest we should try and find out

t onmorrow. '

"Don't you want to | ook tonight?

"No,' he replied, shaking his head. “The light's al nbst gone. It's too
dangerous. We'll wait until norning.'
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Cooper was beconing increasingly claustrophobic in his protective suit. Made
froma nunber of |ayers of rubberized material, as well as preventing any
contam nation fromgetting inside, it also stopped everything fromgetting
out. Although it was cold in the building he was dripping with sweat. He

deci ded he would nmake a nove in a short while but, for now, he wanted to rest
and gather his thoughts and prepare hinmself for the journey back to the base.
He didn't relish the thought of having to fight his way back out of the city.
And what if he couldn't get access to the base when he finally made it back
there? What if they wouldn't let himinside because the decontam nation
process had already started for the others? What if they hadn't even nade it
back? He inmagined having to wait outside on his own for days - unable to eat
or drink or even to breathe freely.

Christ, what exactly had happened to the worl d?

He had been understandably preoccupied with the situation that he suddenly
found hinself in, so nmuch so that the fate of the rest of the world seened to
have sonehow tenporarily passed himby. The effects of the virus had been
devast ati ng beyond conpare, that much was clear, but what had the deadly

di sease actually done? Wiy had sone peopl e survived when ot hers had died, and
had t hose people actually survived at all? Their skin bore the sane telltale
signs of deconposition and decay as the corpses on the ground and they were
unnaturally lethargic and sl ow. He stopped and checked hinsel f. Wat was he
actual ly saying here? Cooper shook his head and | aughed and | eant back agai nst
the nearest wall. Did he really think that those people he'd cone across in
the city were dead? Maybe the air had been filled not with disease but with
some particularly effective hallucinogenic drug that had sonmehow breached the
protection of his suit? Perhaps nothing that he thought he'd seen had actually
happened? That was a nmargi nally nore plausi ble explanation of the bizarre
events of the day so far

The worl d outside was relentlessly dark. He wondered whet her he woul d be
better making his nove at night? Perhaps he would be safer under the cover of
dar kness? \What ever the people he'd come across were - contamninated survivors,
reani mated corpses or hallucinations - he was clearly stronger and qui cker
than they were. He al so had the advantage of having been trained to survive in
the nost extrene conditions. He was confident - or at |east as confident as he
could be in the circunmstances - that he would be able to get out of the city.
H s stomach grow ed angrily with pangs of hunger. He'd done his best to ignore
the nmounting pain for the |last couple of hours but it was getting worse. The
gentl e runblings had now becone severe cranps which twi sted his gut and, to
add to the disconfort, his bladder was full to capacity despite the fact that
his throat was unconfortably dry. He needed a distraction, and short of

| eaving the store roomhe couldn't imediately think of one.

In a desperate attenpt to occupy his mnd for a while, Cooper began to | ook
around the metal racking which surrounded him Even a pen and paper woul d be
sufficient - he could wite his will or scribble pictures or do anything to



distract hinself until the time was right to |l eave. Using the light froma
smal | but powerful torch he'd carried strapped to his belt he peered
dejectedly into the gl oom

Up high on the opposite side of the room he could see cardboard boxes. Mbst of
the racking was | oaded up with basic office supplies and stationery, but from
where he stood he couldn't see what these boxes mi ght contain. A nmixture of

i nqui sitiveness and sheer boredom and frustration drove himto clinb up and
check the boxes out. Disappointingly they held nothing nore than printer
cartridges and supplies.

Cooper lowered his foot to step down but |ost his bal ance as the racking
(whi ch was not attached to the wall as he'd presunmed) tipped forward slightly.
He dropped down heavily and | anded awkwardly on his back on top of a

phot ocopier with a crash which, in the silence of the night, sounded

di sproportionately loud. Wncing with pain and surprise he then rolled off the
top of the machine and tunbled onto the floor in an uncoordi nated heap
smashi ng his head agai nst nore racking on the way down. Numb with surprise and
breat hi ng heavily, he lay where he had fallen for a nmonent and listened to

ot her sounds which had suddenly begun to echo around the building, the
clattering and crashi ng noises he'd made having di sturbed the office's other
occupants. Wth considerable effort he slowy dragged hinmself back onto his
feet and brushed hinself down.

He could feel air on his face.

Thrown into a desperate panic, Cooper scranmbled around in the darkness for his
torch. Switching it on, he shone it across the roomand, in the light it gave
of f, saw that the visor of his face-nmask was danaged. Wth his heart pounding
in his chest his eyes followed the route of a snaking crack across the visor
frombottomleft to top-right where he saw that the protective gl ass, perspex
or whatever it was that the mask was nmade of had chi pped.

An i medi ate, suffocating nausea washed over the soldier as he realised the

i mplications of what had happened. Hi s suit had been conproni sed. He had seen
what the di sease had done to Thonpson earlier and he knew full well how

qui ckly and violently his coll eague had been infected and had died. After a
split-second pause as the cold reality of his situation sunk in, he panicked.
He covered the chip in the visor with his hand, hoping to prevent the disease
fromgetting inside. Wth each second that passed so his fear increased. He
struggled to find sone tape with which he could repair the damage, know ng
full well that, in all probability, his lungs had already been filled with the
deadly gernms. Al that he could do now was wait for the inevitable to happen
Cooper screwed his eyes shut and waited.

He held his breath for as long as he could, hoping to prolong his life by a
few preci ous seconds and knowi ng that the next tine he breathed in m ght be
the | ast.

A few seconds longer still and he ripped off the face-nmask. He was al ready
contam nated - he decided he mght as well breathe his final breath freely and
not through the sterilising filters in the breathing apparatus.

He | eant agai nst the wi ndow, breathing in the cold autum air, and waited.
After five m nutes had passed he began to wonder why he wasn't dead. O was
he? Was this how the people who were still able to nove had been affected? He
didn't feel any different. It didn't hurt. He wasn't suffocating or choking as
he'd seen Thonpson suffering earlier

It was several hours |ater when Cooper finally allowed hinself to accept the
fact that he so far seenmed to have been | eft untouched by whatever it was that
had ri pped apart the rest of the world.
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"They' ve got to be sonewhere down that track,' M chael whispered, knocking
back the | ast dregs of a nug of |ukewarm black coffee. "Wether they're a nmile
away or ten mles away, they're going to be down there somewhere.'’

"So what do we do?' Emnmm asked, |eaning across the nel am ne covered table and



wat chi ng the shadows dance across his face in the dull light of a flickering
gas lamp. She was tired. It felt like they'd been tal king about this for

hour s.

"Find them' he said sinply.

"But is that wise?

“What do you nean?'

“If this really is the arny or airforce or whatever, do we really want to get
i nvol ved with then®

Do we have a choi ce? Wioever they are, they're obviously well organised. You
never know, they m ght have an antidote or sonething. There coul d be bl oody
hundreds of them hol ded-up sonewhere.'

"But we don't need an antidote.'

"1 know that,' he snapped. "All I'mtrying to say is that this whole thing

m ght not be as hopel ess as we've been thinking...'

“And anyway,' she continued unabated, ignoring everything he'd said,
“everybody's already dead. It'd need to be a bloody good antidote to help

t hose poor bastards out there.'

"Okay,' M chael sighed, annoyed by her flippancy and her reluctance to try and
find some good in the day's events, “you've nade your point.'

A brief noment of silence followed. Emma | ooked around the cranped notorhomne
where she'd spent virtually every mnute of the |ast few days. She hoped with
all her heart that Mchael's optimsmwas justified. After the relentless
grief, despair and fear which had burdened them both constantly since the

ni ght mare had begun, the possibility that sonme senbl ance of normality m ght
somehow be about to return to their lives was wel cone and unexpected. But it
was so unexpected that she wouldn't allow herself to believe it was true unti
the fragments of possibility and hope had been evidenced and cenented into
reality.

"You okay?' M chael asked, concerned by how quiet and reflective she had
suddenl y becone.

“I"'mall right,' she answered sadly.

" Sure?'

She shook her head and | ooked down at the table.

"No,"' she nunbl ed.

Suddenl y uneasy and sel f-consci ous, M chael shuffled awkwardly in his seat.
He' d spent weeks with Emma now but there was still an occasional distance
between them He grew nore and nore rel axed and assured in her conpany each
day, but noments like this felt unconfortable. Truth was he didn't know what
to say to her. He didn't know how to make her pain go away.

“What's wrong?

She wi ped her eyes and | ooked up at him

"Sorry,' she sobbed, "I can't help it. Mdst of the tinme |'m okay, but then
sonetinmes |...'

" What ?'

Emma | ooked around the caravan, searching for the words to express how she
felt.

"l just want this to stop,' she explained. "I want to go to sleep tonight and
wake up in the norning and find everything back as it used to be. And if

that's not going to happen, | want to wake up and find the bodi es gone and the
uncertainty gone and the fear gone and...'
“Shh...' he whispered, worried that her voice was beconing | oud enough to be

heard fromoutside. "“Listen, you know as well as | do that the only certainty
round here is that things are never going to get back to normal, don't you?
She nodded.

“Yes, but...'

“If this is all we've got left then we've got to nake the nobst of it. W'l

get used to living like this and...'

"But this isn't living,' she protested tearfully. “How can you call this
living? This is barely existing for Christ's sake. Look at us, Mke. Look at
what's happening to us. W snell. W're dirty. W haven't washed properly for



weeks. Qur clothes are filthy. W both need to cut our hair and you need to
shave. We're not eating properly or exercising or...'

"We're making do,' he interrupted. “And when we can we'll find sonewhere to
live where we can wash and rel ax and grow our own food. W'll get new cl ot hes
and we'll build ourselves a bl oody pal ace sonewhere, okay?

She sniffed back nore tears.

"Okay,' she replied

M chael stared into her tear-streaked face. She was right, but what could they
do? As far as he could see there was no i medi ate way out of the situation
they found thenselves in. They had to rermain nobile and go w thout some base
necessities in order to survive. He truly believed that things would change
eventual ly, they had to. The bodi es woul d decay away to nothing in tine.
"Hungry?' he asked, looking for a way to distract Emma from her dark and
difficult thoughts. She nodded and sank back into her seat.

TAlittlel!

1"l get you sonething.'

She watched himas he stood up and wal ked the short |ength of the notorhome to
the cramped kitchen area. Their vehicle shelter was safe but stifling. She

m ght have been able to cope with the confined space had she been able to
venture outside occasionally. As it was she was trapped, and she was finding

t he not orhonme increasingly claustrophobic. Even though they had intentionally
driven out into the m ddle of nowhere, for safety's sake they had draped thick
bl ankets over every w ndow and door to prevent any light from seeping out into
t he darkness and giving away their presence.

Al most three weeks had passed since the day the disease had struck but Emma
still couldn't adjust to the way she was having to live. She'd known fromthe
start that she'd probably never fully come to terns with the devastati on and

| oss she'd experienced, but there were other nuch nore subtle ways in which
she was struggling. Having to remain deathly silent was harder than she woul d
ever have imagi ned. She was growing tired of having to think about everything
in terms of how nuch noi se she was going to make.

M chael came back to the table and sat down. He carried with himnore coffee
and two pots of dehydrated snack food. Steam snaked up into the air fromthe
top of each pot.

"Beef and tomato or sweet and sour?' he asked.

They had found a job-lot of these snacks in the storeroomof a small corner
shop they'd looted earlier in the week. The food tasted awful but it was hot,
easy to prepare and relatively nutritious.

"Can't stand sweet and sour,' she answered, “but | prefer it to beef and
tomato.'

He passed her the sweet and sour flavoured food and a fork. Still sniffing
back tears she began to eat hungrily and w thout further conplaint.
"1 think they'll be back,' Mchael said between mouthfuls of tasteless food.

"Who will? asked Emra.

He | ooked at her in disbelief. How could she have forgotten already?

“Whoever it was | saw today,' he sighed. “Renenber? Bl oody hell, Enma, anyone
woul d think you didn't mind living in a shit-hole like this eating plastic
food out of a plastic pot!’

“I"'msorry,' she said quietly. "I'"mtired. Look, |I know how inportant this is
to you...'

Do you?' M chael snapped.

“Yes,' she insisted, "of course | do.'

"Have you stopped to think where these people nmight be fron? This m ght not be
as wi despread as we'd thought. Maybe it's only this country that's been
affected. ..’

He stopped tal king, aware that Emma had put down her fork and that she was
staring at him

"Don't do this,' she said softly, reaching her hand out across the table and
gently squeezing his. “Please don't let your inmgination run away with you.
Until we know nore let's just keep our feet on the ground and take every day



as it comes. | don't want to start thinking things are going to change only to
find that we're back in the sane damm ness agai n and not hi ng' s happened. Do
you know what |I'mtrying to say?

"No, not really.'

She si ghed and squeezed his hand agai n.

"As far as |I'mconcerned you're all I've got left. You're the only thing left
that I can count on. My famly and friends are gone. | don't have a honme any
longer and | don't own anything other than what's in this van. The only thing
| seemto be able to hold onto is you, and I'mnot about to let you go.'

"You don't have to. |I'mnot going anywhere. |'m not suggesting that we do
anything that's going to..."'

"l don't want to take any chances, M ke. You know how much | hate all of this,
but if this is as good as it's going to get then it's going to have to do.
Let's just keep our heads, take our tine and not take any chances, okay?

He | ooked across the table and into her eyes and nodded. Much as he wanted to
follow the track and try and find the other survivors he knew that she was
right. He felt strangely guilty for a monent. Did he give their relationship
and need for each other the same inportance that Enma appeared to? For a split
second he tried to i magi ne being wi thout her. He couldn't. She was all he had
t 0o.
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Cooper woke up.

He couldn't remenber falling asleep. He remenbered sitting by the w ndow | ast
night, staring out into the darkness and listening to the rain but, other than
that, nothing. He noticed the discarded face-mask on the fl oor and
recol | ections of what had happened to himcane flooding back. He felt okay. He
was still breathing and he still had a pulse. As far as he could tell he was
still fit and healthy and alive. Surely the di sease woul d have affected hi m by
now if it was going to affect himat all?

The norning outside was dry and, despite the sky being dull and overcast,
relatively bright. The heavy smell of death and decay hung over the city like
a dense cloud of polluting fog, tainting everything with its abhorrent scent.
Now t hat he had di scarded his breathing apparatus the stench was inescapabl e.
Regar dl ess, Cooper quickly decided that it was just about preferable to the
processed and recycled air that he'd been forced to breathe for nost of the
last two and a half weeks. He reminded hinself that he was in the nddle of a
large city and that the air would surely be cl eaner and nore pal at abl e

el sewhere. There woul d undoubtedly be better places than this.

For a short time he allowed his mnd to wander. Instinctively he thought about
maki ng the return trip to the base. He'd already nmade basic nmental plans and
preparations before the realisation dawned on himthat he didn't actually have
to go back there if he didn't want to. It was only the sense of duty and

m sgui ded loyalty instilled through years of nilitary service that had made
himthink that he should return. No doubt the other soldiers who had left the
base with himyesterday woul d have given himup for dead by now - the officers
woul d be nmore surprised if he did find his way back there now than if he

remai ned missing in action. He suddenly found hinself in a relatively
fortunate position. He was free fromthe restrictions of mlitary life and the
confines of the bunker and, it seened, immune fromthe germthat had destroyed
pretty much everything el se. What remai ned of the rest of the world was
potentially his for the taking.

For a whil e Cooper alternated between feeling free and feeling conpelled to
return to his duties. He | ooked down into the alley bel ow the wi ndow and

wat ched a single bedraggled figure trip and stunble al ong. Should he do
something to try and help here? Could he really disappear selfishly into the
di stance and | eave everyone and everything else to rot? It was the scal e of
the disaster that ultimtely convinced himthere was nothing he could do. Wat
did he think he could possibly hope to do for the thousands of diseased



peopl e? It had been indicated that this was a global crisis. Even if he
returned to the base, what could a handful of soldiers possibly do to help

mllions upon mllions of dead or dying citizens? Fromwhere he was sitting it
was painfully obvious that society and civilisation was as dead as any of the
decayi ng bodies still lying face down in the gutter

Feel i ng suddenly stronger and nore confident Cooper decided to nove. He didn't
know what he was going to do or where he was going to go, he just knew t hat
there had to be somewhere better than this cranped and cluttered storeroom
Still sweating profusely in his heavy suit (it had kept hi mwarmthrough the
ni ght just ended) he peeled it off and dropped it to the ground, stripping it
of any useful equipnment. He felt cold and the sudden unconfortable drop in
tenperature brought himcrashing back to reality and rem nded hi mof the
enormty of the catastrophe that had befallen the country. For a while he
considered trying to find his friends and famly. Mich as it hurt himto do
so, he knew that it was better to believe they were already lost. If he did
try and find them chances were they'd be dead or dying and there would be
nothing he'd be able to do for them But then again, he thought, he seenmed to
have survived the di sease, so why shouldn't they have done so al so? Wat if
his inmunity was linked to his genetic make up? Strange to think that his
survival this norning may well have only been possi bl e because of sone

conbi nati on of DNA handed down to hi m unknowi ngly by his parents.

He cautiously noved the netal racking blocking his way and, with his automatic
rifle held out in front of him gently pushed the door open and peered out
into the corridor. He glanced left and right and, once he was sure the way was
clear, stepped out into the shadows. Hi s footsteps echoed |oudly on the
linol eum fl oor and he soon heard muffl ed sounds nearby. Somewhere in the
bui | di ng sonmet hing was reacting to his novenents.

As he crept cautiously towards the staircase he had used yesterday, Cooper
found hi msel f thinking about the other troops who had been sent into town wth
him If they had nmade it back to the bunker then he knew exactly where they'd
be now - locked tight in the decontam nation chanber. And how woul d they be
feeling? Enpty. Lifeless. They had seen the extent to which the world had been
destroyed and they were probably nore aware than anyone el se of the apparent
hopel essness of the situation. He guessed that they would be | ocked in the
chanmber for at |east another day before being let back into the main conplex.
He was sure that the hours and days which then foll owed woul d be spent being
debriefed by the senior officers. And what was there to | ook forward to after
that? Not hi ng. Just nore of the same - nore dangerous excursions beyond the
safety of the underground bunker followed by nore excruciatingly slow
decont ami nation followed by nore questions. And then it woul d begin again.
Cooper slowy made his way down the stairs, one at a tine, taking care with
each individual footstep to avoid nmaki ng even a single unnecessary noise. As
he moved towards ground | evel he questioned what it was the senior officers in
t he bunker thought they were going to achieve? As far as he could see the
human race was over. Destroyed in |less than half a day by a virus of

uni magi nabl e ferocity.

The soldier's stealth and silence allowed himto creep through the building

wi t hout being seen or heard. He pushed open a heavy gl ass door and stepped

out side. The morning was cold and the dull grey cloud so prevalent earlier was
now begi nning to break up letting occasional patches of blue appear. It was an
exhilarating feeling seeing daylight again. It had been good yesterday to get
out of the bunker but this was a thousand tines better. For the first tinme in
weeks he was free. For the first tine in weeks Cooper was al nost beginning to
feel like a human being again.

He turned towards the heart of the city, noving down the alleyway in the sane
direction in which he had run yesterday. Another |istless, bedraggled figure
trai psed towards himawkwardly, its face and features nmade indistinct by

bri ght autumm sunlight which had suddenly spilled across the scene. Cooper

t hought carefully for a monment, not sure how he should deal with it. Should he
attack it before it attacked hin? The pathetic creature | ooked so weak and



weary that he was instinctively sure it didn't pose a serious threat to him
Keepi ng his guard up he stood still and watched with norbid fascination as it
noved cl oser and closer towards him He renmained routed to the spot, noving
only his eyes. The figure stunbled past, seem ngly oblivious to his presence.
The unexpected sunlight disappeared when the pitiful body was al ongside him
Despite the shadow he was still able to clearly see the full extent of the
decay and deterioration of the creature's skin.

Once his way was clear Cooper noved forward again, taking care to stay pressed
against the wall to his right, hiding in the relative darkness he found there.
At the end of the alleyway was a junction. He followed a I ong, gently curved
stretch of road round and found himself at the entrance to a large public
square. In spite of all that he had already seen, the sight which greeted him
took his breath away.

Cooper had last been to this city on a warm sumer's day a coupl e of years
ago. The tiered square had been a popul ar public nmeeting place and a
wel | -known city | andmark. He remenbered sitting with friends outside a bar
drinki ng, laughing and generally wasting the day. H s m nd wandered
nmonentarily as he surveyed the scene and thought about the tine he'd spent
here. He could al nost hear the sound of the running water which had previously
cascaded froma huge, nodern fountain at the top of the square and run down
decorative steps to a large shall ow pool just a few neters away from where he
stood. Today the steps were dry and the waterfall and fountain eerily silent.
Last time he'd been here the water had been clear and bright. Today what

remai ned was green-grey and stagnant. There was a bl oated body floating in the
deepest part of the pool

There were figures nearby. He started to nove again. It appeared that as |ong
as he matched their slothful speed he didn't seemto attract any unwanted
attention. These people were catatonic - noving but not thinking or reacting
to anything but the nost obvious stinulation. Occasionally pigeons would | and
in the square with a sudden burst of unexpected noi se and novenent. The
arrival of the scavenging birds would cause the bodies to turn awkwardly and
lurch and stagger towards them pointlessly.

Cooper felt strangely invincible. H's immnity to the disease or virus or

what ever seenmed to set himapart fromthe remains of human beings he could see
around him The fact that he could still control his speed and novenents gave
himan irrefutable advantage, al nost |ike an unexpected shield of protection
or a cloak of invisibility. It really was as if the people couldn't see him
unl ess he nmade it obvious that he was there.

The [ one soldier's choices were endl ess but also strangely limted. In theory
he had the rest of the world at his disposal, and yet at the same tinme nowhere
was safe. Too nmuch renai ned unknown and uncertain. Wilst he was as sure as he
could be of his apparent inmunity and relative strength today, who could say
what m ght happen tonmorrow? Allowi ng hinmself to beconme dangerously distracted,
he tripped up one of the large concrete steps and dropped his rifle. It |anded
on the paving stones with a loud clatter that shattered the silence.

"Shit,' he cursed as he stooped to pick up the weapon. Before he had even
lifted his head again he was aware of them Approaching fromall directions
were sickly, diseased figures, pouring out fromthe shadows. For a few seconds
it was all he could do to | ook around hel pl essly, desperately searching for a
way out of the exposed public area. There seemed to be fewer bodies to his
right and so he ran, pushing his way past the nearest few He glanced back
over his shoul der and saw that nore and nore of the bl oody things were
stunbling after him Their speed was not a problem but their sudden sheer

vol ume and apparent determ nation was. He struggled to contain his nounting
pani c.

Instinct forced himto run, but he knew that it was his noise and novenent

that had given his presence away. There were buildings on either side of him
but swarns of bodies prevented himfromgetting to themeasily. Desperate, he
wr enched open the door of a tel ephone box and forced his way inside. Pushing
away rotting hands that reached after him he slamed the door shut and sank



down to the ground. Wth his back pressed agai nst one side of the box and his
feet pushed hard agai nst the other, he | ooked up and watched wth di sgust as
body after body smashed into the small glass cubicle. In seconds he was in

al nost total darkness - the |light outside bl ocked out by the mass of diseased
flesh that was pressed agai nst the phone box. Cooper dropped his head and
closed his eyes. Wait for a while, he thought, and they'l| disappear
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M chael woke up with a start. It was just after ten in the norning.

“Listen,' he hissed.

Drugged with sleep, Emma propped herself up on her el bows.

“"What ?' she nmunbl ed

“Listen,' he hissed again.

In the distance, and disappearing quickly, was the sound of an engine.

"More people |ike we heard yesterday,' he said, junping out of bed and
struggling in the gloomto find his clothes and put themon. “|'ve got to get
out there and see where they're going.'

“Why?' asked Emmm, confused.

“Stupi d bl oody question,' he snapped. " You know why. These are survivors.
These people could. ..’

"These people are leaving here,' she said, her voice still tired and heavy
with sleep. “There's no point going out now Al you're going to be able to do
is watch them di sappear.’

"That's got to be better than just sitting here and...'

"Why not wait? They canme back yesterday, didn't they? Surely they' |l cone back
agai n today?'

"Not necessarily,' he said as he pulled on his jeans and fastened his belt.
"No,' she yawned, “not necessarily, but probably. You' ve got to admit, there's
a damm good chance they'll be back later.'

“Yes, but...'

“But what ?'

M chael stopped what he was doi ng and peered at Enma through the early norning
gl oom Dejected, he threw his T-shirt down onto the bed in front of her and
sat down heavily next to her feet. He knew she was right. In the tinme it had
taken himto put on his jeans and socks the noi se outside had al ready

di sappeared. Woever these people were, he had to agree it was likely they'd
be back again | ater.

"Cone here,' Emma said quietly.

M chael | ooked up at her with sad, childlike eyes. She could see that he was
struggling. As strong, resilient and brave as they both tried constantly to be
for each other, it was becom ng harder and harder just to get through each
day. The lack of any news, direction or purpose was slowy killing them and
that was why M chael had reacted to the sound of the engine in the way that he
had. Every last fibre of his body wanted to believe that the survivors they
had heard would bring an end to the bleak and relentless nightmare that their
once ordinary lives had become over the |ast few weeks.

M chael |ay down on the bed next to Emma and rested his head on the pill ow
close to hers. She rolled over onto her side and | ooked deep into his tired
face. He stared up at the ceiling, excited by the sound he'd heard but also
angry and infuriated that he was still no closer to finding out who these
survivors were and where they'd come from He knew he'd probably get the
answers to his questions in the near future but that wasn't good enough - he
wanted to know now.

Emma wr apped her arm around himand pulled herself closer. He could feel her
breath on the side of his face. It relaxed him For a nonent it nade what was
happeni ng outsi de feel somewhat |ess inportant.

"They will be back you know,' she whispered again with real belief and
conviction in her voice. Mchael knew that she was right. "I'msure of it.
It's too much of a coincidence for us to hear themtravelling past here tw ce



in two days and back again last night. They nust have a base nearby.'

1 know,' M chael grunted

"We shoul d nmove the van,' she suggested. “Mywve it into a place overlooking the
track.'

He nodded.

" Suppose so.'

"Look, that's what we'll do,' she said gently, still trying desperately to
keep him positive and focussed. "W'll drive across the hills until we find
sonewhere we can see the track fromand we'll sit and wait. W can sit in the
front and watch and as soon as we see themwe'll try and foll ow them back to

wherever it is they' ve cone from

M chael nodded again. Her well-meani ng words, although perhaps said nore out
of duty than belief, were wel cone and appreci ated. He was |ucky to have Emma.
He gl anced across at her and lifted his hand and brushed a fallen curl of hair
away from her face. She smiled and pulled herself even closer so that their
faces were al nost touching. He kissed her lightly on the cheek and then kissed
her lips. He kissed her again and then pulled back slightly and stared deep
into her eyes. Much as they both craved warnth, confort, protection and

countl ess other things, to be safe and to be this close to each other was
enough for now.
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Exhausted by the effort of noving silently through the di seased crowds, Cooper
dragged hinself on through the bl eak remains of the city. Despite all of his
training and preparation for dealing with nightnmare scenarios, he was finding
it increasingly difficult to keep noving forward. Every single step he took
required nore concentrated effort than it ever should have. Every tinme he
turned his head he saw sonething el se which shocked, repul sed, disgusted or
terrified him The cold, grey streets were littered with the abhorrent renains
of broken, decaying bodies - the residue of thousands of innocent and
unsuspecting plague victins. If he half-closed his eyes and tried to ignore
the sickly, shuffling bodies that mlled hopelessly around himthen it felt

i ke he was wal ki ng through a bizarre still photograph. It was alnost as if
the worl d had been frozen in an instant of tinme, and that every part of it was
now dyi ng the sl owest and nost painful death inmagi nable. He could no | onger
see any goodness around him nothing positive. Death, decay and destruction
dom nat ed everywhere.

In hal f an hour he had reached the ring road which ran around the perineter of
the city centre. Hi s geography and know edge of the local area was fair but
far from conprehensive. He | ooked hopefully at every road sign he passed,
trying to find the nanme of a suburb or nearby village that he recognised or at
| east renenbered sonething about. It nade sense for himto head for somewhere
right on the outskirts of the city, somewhere where the buil dings were spread
out over a decent area rather than being packed tightly together as they were
in many of the closer inner-city districts. He'd had plenty of time to think
about what he was going to do, but the constant distractions around hi m had
prevented himfromconm ng up with anything resenbling a sensible or coherent
pl an of action. Al that he really wanted was to find sonewhere relatively
safe and confortable where he could stop and rest for a few days and take
stock of everything. Mdre than anything he needed to spend sonme time trying to
work out what it was that had actually happened. He didn't expect to be able
to find many answers (if he found any at all) but for the sake of his sanity
he needed the opportunity to stop, take a deep breath and at |east attenpt to
under st and.

On Cooper's left as he trudged slowy down the niddle of the ring road was the
city centre proper and, just ahead and to his right, the first few buildings
of the hospital and university conplex. The road slowy dropped down and
arched lazily to the left, and as he followed it around he becane aware of
somet hing bizarre and initially inexplicable that made his blood run cold. Up



ahead, little nore than a quarter of a mle away, was an i nmense crowd of
bodies. Instinct urged himto turn around and head in the opposite direction
but at the same tinme he knew that he didn't dare nake such an obvi ous nove. A
sudden stop or an unexpected change in direction mght attract the attention
of the nunerous random bodi es noving cl ose around him From what he had

al ready seen this norning he knew t hat sonething as sinple and innocent as
such a movenent mght cause himto be noticed, and the resulting disturbance
woul d inevitably attract nmore and nore of the rotting corpses to himlike

nmot hs around a single light burning in an otherw se pitch-black room Like it
or not, he seemed to have no option but to keep nmoving forward, to keep
wal ki ng towards the huge crowd.

He neared the bodies with the initial intent of shuffling around the furthest
edge of the nmassive gathering and carrying on out of the city. As he
approached, however, he began to ask hinself why such a gathering had built up
there in the first place? The answer, it occurred to him was sinple. The
creatures seenmed to be devoid of virtually all decision making capabilities
and they only appeared to react to the nost basic of stimuli. Something was
drawing themto this place.

The wide road was strewn with the remains of wecked cars and ot her vehicles,
making it difficult for Cooper to be able to accurately estimate the nunber of
bodi es ahead of him They appeared to be draggi ng thensel ves towards a | arge,
nodern buil ding on the other side of the road, each one of them advancing
forward painfully slowy until the sheer weight and number of tightly packed
creatures ahead prevented them fromgetting any cl oser. Cooper nade a slight
alteration to his course so that he drifted towards the far side of the road
where there were slightly fewer figures. He noticed that nmore and nore of them
wer e appearing al nost constantly, dragging thenselves out fromthe shadows of
the city centre. The vast crowd was largely silent, save for the constant slow
shuffling of rotting feet being dragged al ong the ground. Over this | ow
background noi se, however, he thought he could hear something el se. Too wary
of drawing attention to hinself by lifting his head to dare | ook up, he stared
at the ground in front of himand concentrated so that he could distinguish
and identify this new sound. It took only a few seconds for it to becone
apparent that it was the cracking and poppi ng of burning wood, acconpani ed by
occasi onal snatches of human conversation. Wen he heard sonmeone shout - even
t hough the noise lasted for only a couple of seconds and was unintelligible -
he knew beyond doubt that there were other survivors nearby. Unable to contain
his curiosity and desire to see other living, breathing people like hinself,
he cautiously lifted his head and | ooked into the distance. A pall of dirty
grey snmoke was drifting lazily away fromthe top of the | arge building
opposite. He squinted and saw that there were people on the roof. Although he
only dared | ook for a few seconds, he thought he could see between five and

ei ght of them and, despite having seen each of themfor only a nonment, he knew
that they were survivors. He'd seen the remains of many offices and shops that
had been scarred by fire, but the fact that this blaze was on the roof of the
building left himin little doubt that it had been started deliberately.

Agai nst his better judgenent, Cooper allowed hinself to drift deeper into the
crowmd. He didn't dare shout to the survivors to make them aware of his
presence, knowi ng instead that his only option was to slowy and cautiously
make his way closer to the building. Just a few short footsteps further
forward and he found hinself deep within the bulk of the rotting crowd. Random
decaying figures collided with himconstantly and it was all that he could do
to keep his nerve and not |ose control. The snell of putrefaction was

appal ling. He'd been around death many times before during his years of
service, but never anything like this. The cloying, relentless snmell of decay
hung i ke a thick, disease-ridden blanket snothering everything. Keeping
control of his stomach was beginning to take al nost as nuch effort and
concentration as keeping control of his speed and his novenents.

The density of the crowd added to the confusion. All that Cooper could now see
were shuffling bodies on every side. Although the creatures were w thered and



relatively slight, there were so many of them and they were packed so tightly
together that it was inpossible to see clearly in any direction. Generally the
heads of the figures hung heavily on their weary shoul ders but Cooper knew
that it was too dangerous for himto again | ook up and over the top of the
crowmd. He had to keep noving with the fl ow of the obnoxi ous masses and hope
that luck would eventually push himin the right direction

Al though he tried for a while to convince hinself otherw se, there was no
escaping the fact that, after a few mnutes, he was not making any rea
progress towards the building. There was very little that he could i mediately
do about it. He felt hinself being pushed and buffeted away fromthe front of
the building and out to his right, back along the ring road in the genera
direction fromwhich he had just arrived. Again there was nothing he could do
except keep noving and hope that chance would eventually allow himto drift
back the other way. He stunbled and tripped over an inert body on the ground.
In a fraction of a second he was able to regain control, keep his bal ance and
not panic. Even as his boot smashed down onto decayed fl esh and exposed bone
he forced hinself to remain steady and enoti onl ess.

A subway.

Qut of the corner of his eye he sawit. Just over to his right he becane aware
of the entrance to a subway which, he guessed, provided a pedestrian
connection between the buildings on the side of the road he was headi ng
towards and the rest of the city. Before the events of a few weeks ago the
ring road woul d have been far too busy for people to try and cross by foot -

it was proving awkward enough to negotiate now with the w eckage of hundreds
of cars and other vehicles and countl ess bodi es strewn randomy across the
cold tarmac. Sensing that he was still going nowhere, Cooper decided to take a
chance and head underground. Although there would surely be nore bodies
trapped down there, it would be darker and, he presuned, safer. Cautiously he
began to veer off towards the sloping concrete entrance. Hi s nervousness

i ncreased as he stared down the ranp into the approachi ng darkness. As he
descended the light steadily faded and the snell intensified. Unnerved, a
sickly sweat broke out across the soldier's brow- it rem nded himof the
nmonent he entered the bunker on that first norning three weeks ago.

I nsi de the subway was al nost pitch bl ack, rmuch darker than he had expected. He
was aware of some degree of movenent around himbut it seemed that nost of the
bodi es had by now dragged thensel ves up above ground, their limted attention
captured, no doubt, by the light and sound and the novenent of the rest of the
crowmds out there. No nore than twenty neters down and he came upon a
T-junction where a second tunnel crossed the path of the one he'd been
fol | ow ng.

The lack of light was disorientating. Hs eyes were slowy becom ng accustoned
to the | ow gl oom but as he foll owed the second tunnel (noving, he hoped,
towards the building with the fire on the roof) the |light continued to fade.
The snell outside had been bad enough but down here it was appalling - the
sharp, musty stench of festering, rotting flesh which had been trapped
underground, unable to easily escape out into the relatively fresh air on the
surface. He could see slight shadows and novenents all around himand, at
times, it seenmed as if the dark walls of the subway tunnel thenselves were
nmovi ng. He shuffled forward a step at a tinme, dragging his feet along the
ground and clearing a path through the endl ess decayi ng human debris with his
heavy boots. He was fairly sure that the tunnel he now foll owed was | eading
himal ong the length of the road and cl oser towards the front of the building
he was aiming for. He needed to turn right again to reach the survivors.

A sudden unexpected collision sent Cooper tumbling heavily to the ground. He
had wal ked i nto one of the stumbling bodies and, although there had been
virtually no force in the inpact, the surprise had sent himreeling. He fel
awkwar dl y, landing on the chest of an indistinguishable corpse which coll apsed
under his weight.

"Fucking hell,' he yelled instinctively as he struggled to pick hinself up and
get his balance. His clunmsy boots slipped and slid in pools of sticky gore



causing himto | ose his bal ance again. Seconds |ater and he was steady on his

feet. Breathing heavily he stood conpletely still in the mddl e of the subway,
hoping to remain invisible and undetected in the darkness. He didn't need to
be able to see to know that no matter how still and qui et he was now, it

didn't matter. The damage had al ready been done. His fall and sudden out bur st
seened to have attracted the unwanted attention of every one of the sickly
bodi es that remai ned underground. He could hear themturning awkwardly in the
dar kness and begi nning to lurch towards him

In a second the first grabbing hands were upon him OQutstretched, clunmsy and
easy to deflect, he brushed themoff with his left hand and grabbed the rifle
whi ch had been slung over his shoulder with the right. He didn't know what
effect the rifle would have on the creatures, it was just another instinctive
reaction. He gl anced back and caught sight of nore shadowy novenent in the
near by darkness. They were comng fromall directions. He was surrounded.
Cooper dropped his shoulder and ran forward. He noved as quickly as he dared
in his half-blind and panic-stricken state as he snmashed body after body to
the side. He tried to feel his way ahead with the end of the rifle, frightened
that in the blackness he m ght be about to run headfirst into a wall or sone
ot her obstruction. He knew that he had no alternative. He had to keep novi ng
or risk being trapped underground in al nost total darkness, buried under the
wei ght of the ever increasing nunbers of rotting bodi es swarm ng around him
The end of his rifle effortlessly pierced the withered torso of another corpse
like a bayonet and then hit a wall, sending a sudden jarring thud running

t hrough his body. Cooper had reached another junction. He had seconds to chose
between turning right into another pitch-black tunnel or going left along

anot her equal |y dark passageway. Although disorientated, his sense of
direction suggested he should nove right and, as he had no other information
to base his decision on, that was what he did, pushing the cadaver off the end
of his rifle and forcing his way through still nore bodi es towards where he
bel i eved he'd find the building and the survivors.

Anot her body crashed into him then another and another. Wth his shoul der
dropped and his head down he charged forward, determ ned to keep noving at al
costs through the sea of rotting flesh, terrified that he night be overconme by
t he unknown nunber of figures mlling around him At the back of his mnd the
naggi ng fear that his exit out of the subway night be bl ocked forced himto
try and nove faster and faster while his mlitary training and conmonsense

pl eaded with himto sl ow down. For a fraction of a second he | ooked up and saw
a chink of light ahead through a gap between nore lurching creatures. And he
began to run with even nore determ nation and speed.

He was getting closer to the light. Visible for fleeting noments between
shadows and cl umsy, staggering shapes, at that nonent it was all that Cooper
had to cling onto. He squeezed the trigger of his rifle and fired off a short
round of shots, just enough to blast nost of the bodies out of the way
monentarily. Wth his path marginally clearer he sprinted forward with

i ncreased speed, watching the light around himincrease steadily until he
finally burst out into the open again. Relieved he stopped and shiel ded his
eyes fromthe sudden brightness of the day as he | ooked anxiously fromside to
side. Already there were hordes of decaying shells advancing towards him

their interest having been aroused before he appeared by the noise of the
shots echoi ng al ong the subway passages. Hi s mouth was dry, his heart was
poundi ng and his | egs were heavy but he knew that he had to nove and keep

nmovi ng. The survivors were just ahead of himnow He knew that his survival
depended on hi mreaching the building and attracting their attention

More bodies spilled out of the subway after himand grabbi ng hands reached at
hi m from behind, spurring himinto action. Wth his rifle still gripped tight
he raised the barrel of the weapon up into the air and fired off another
vol l ey of shots. After spending hours trying desperately to remain facel ess
and anonynous he was now ready to do all he could to make his presence known.
“Over here,' he screaned, |ooking up at the side of the tall redbrick building
just ahead of him ~Can anyone hear ne?



Down at ground level it was inpossible for the lone soldier to be able to know
if his cries had been enough to illicite any response. On the roof of the
bui | di ng, however, the second round of gunshots had triggered a flurry of
excited and slightly anxi ous nmovenent. Survivors noved nervously towards the
edge of the roof and peered down, hoping to catch sight of the person that had
fired the rifle anbngst the countl ess thousands of vacuous bodi es.

Cooper pushed hinsel f towards the building, constantly |ooking for an entrance
or open wi ndow or sone other way to get inside. He could see plenty of doors
but there were bodi es pressed hard agai nst them There were plenty of w ndows
too, but he knew that smashing them open would do nore harmthan good. He'd be
letting hinself into the building but, at the sane tine, he'd al so be paving
the way for a flood of deconposing figures to follow himthrough

"Round the back,' a hoarse and directionless voice yelled at him Cooper
didn't waste tine trying to |locate the source of the sound, instead he
sprinted anay fromthe front of the building as instructed, smashing nore of

t he [ unbering cadavers away as he did.

I nsi de the accommodati on bl ock the frenzied activity continued as the
survivors who had been up on the roof clattered down the nearest staircase to
get to the ground floor. Some - Jack Baxter and Bernard Heath included -
instinctively ran towards the assenbly hall, intending to alert the rest of
the survivors there and, perhaps, to find a way of distracting the bodies

out side. A handful of others | ed by Donna Yorke and Phil Croft continued
around to the back of the building where they pushed open an inconspi cuous

| ooki ng door and ran out into the daylight.

Slipping and tripping up a steep and wet grassy bank, Cooper heard the door
open. He anxiously | ooked around and caught sight of the survivors who

t hensel ves were al ready surrounded by bodies. He could see six of them three
of whom were arned with |arge sticks and ot her nakeshift weapons which they
were using to batter the shuffling figures out of the way. He stunbl ed and
fell before picking hinself up again and continuing to push forward.

“There he is,' shouted Nick Braithwaite, a man who had hardly spoken since
arriving at the university. He swng a snooker que around his head like a
sword, sending another three cadavers crunbling to the ground. Croft and

anot her survivor noved forward slightly, hoping to clear a path for the
sol di er. Cooper snashed the butt of his rifle into the jaw of another corpse
bef ore pushi ng past the survivors and di sappearing inside.

"He's in," Donna yelled fromjust inside the doorway. ~Shut the bl oody door!'’
The survivors outside began to retreat, still swi nging their weapons
furiously, the bodies still grabbing and reaching out for them Braithwaite
was the last man in, bringing in with himtw of the desperate figures which
clung onto himw th di seased, clawlike hands. He dragged them further along a
grey corridor before hitting out at themto try and release their relentl ess
grip. As Donna

sl ammed the door shut and bolted it Keith Peterson grabbed the nearest corpse
and lifted it up.

"Shit,' he said under his breath as he held it tightly by its spindly wists
and stared into its cold and expressionless face. The enpty gaze which the
creature returned chilled himto the bone. The decaying flesh around its
wrists gave way under the force of his grip which nervously increased with
each passing second.

“Just get rid of them' Croft shouted nervously. Cooper yanked the body away
from Peterson and pushed it against the wall. He lifted his rifle and put a
single bullet through its head, right between the eyes. As the corpse slid
down the wall (leaving a trail of black-red blood and shards of splintered
bone behind it) the soldier turned and did the sane to the second body. The
remai ns of a dead vicar dropped to the ground in front of him

The sound of the final gunshot echoed al ong the corridor and was gradually
repl aced by the om nous sound of body after body after body hurling itself
agai nst the door, trying desperately to reach the survivors safe inside.
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"So where the fucking hell did you cone fron?' Nathan Hol nes spat as the
exhausted sol dier and the group of six survivors entered the assenbly hall.
There were several other people in the room They each individually stopped
what they were doing and stared at the unexpected arrival

"W were based just outside the city. Look, is there any chance that | could
get...'

"Was it you who was shooting yesterday?' Hol mes interrupted.

"Not me personally, but...'

“And the engine we heard, that was you too?

Cooper nodded, exhausted. Miuch as he understood why it was happening, this
sudden interrogation was the last thing he needed.

"That was us,' he answer ed.

“Us?

“That's right.'

"So where are the others?

"Back at the base | hope.'

“And why are you still here?

"W got separated.'

"How conme you can breathe? Are the others inmune?

Cooper shook his head.

"Don't think so. | don't know for sure. | only found out | was by chance.
Look, coul d sonebody please tell me exactly what happened here? |I've been...'
"Aren't you the one who should be telling us what's happened?' asked Donna.
She wal ked across the roomto stand directly between Hol mes and the weary
sol di er. Cooper shrugged his shoul ders.

1 don't know,' he replied. “None of us knew. We had a little information, but
not hi ng..."

“What information?' Jack Baxter asked, noving closer

“Like | say, no-one knew very much,' he explained. "W were told there was a
di sease. W knew that it was w despread and that it had probably killed

t housands but nothing like..."

"So where were you when it happened?'

" What ?'

“If you didn't know that you were inmmune until you got here, where have you
been hiding for the last few weeks? How conme the rest of you didn't get

i nfected?

"W were in a bunker.'

"You want to be thankful you didn't see any of it,' Bernard Heath sighed,
sitting down a short distance away.

" What ?'

"l said you ought to be grateful you were underground when it happen,' he
continued. "It was nore than thousands of people that died, it was mllions of
them Bloody nmillions of themjust dropping dead where they' d been standing.
Christ, | don't expect there's a thousand people left alive.'

"So what about the ones outside? Are they...?" Cooper let his words fade into
silence. No matter what he'd witnessed out on the streets, he couldn't bring
hinsel f to ask the inpossible question which had played on his mind since he'd
first arrived in the city.

"They're dead,' Baxter answered. "If | hadn't seen it nyself | probably

woul dn't believe it. They all died on the first norning. A couple of days
|ater they started to nove again.'

"But how could they...?" Cooper munbl ed pointlessly.

"Don't know. Christ, we've got a doctor here and he doesn't know either

No- one knows.'

Phil Croft took Baxter's comrent as his cue to becone involved in the

conver sati on.

"Your guess is as good as mne,' he said quietly. “No-one's ever seen anything
like this before so there's no point asking me what's happened. Tell you the



truth, there's no point even trying to work it out.'

Do you know what did it?" asked Paulette, the large and relentlessly

ef fervescent | ady who had been hanging on every word of the difficult

exchange, hoping for answers. Her normally bright and energetic voice was
suddenly qui et and uncharacteristically serious and fl at.

Cooper shrugged his shoul ders.

"No,"' he adnmitted.

"Bl oody hell,' Heath protested, “you nust have sone idea. Wre we attacked?
Was it an accident?

The sol di er shook his weary head.

I really don't know. It can't have been a nmissile attack because you'd have
seen or heard sonmething. |I'd have heard sonmet hing. W would have known if we
were being attacked. W were trained to deal with that kind of situation.'

"So what are you sayi ng?'

“I'"'msaying that this was different.'

“What about the speed of it?" Donna asked. "I was nine floors up. | watched it
nmove across the city. How could that have happened?

“I'"'mstarting to wonder whether it was already here,' Croft added. "There's no
way a disease or a virus could be carried on the wind that quickly, is there?
“1've got no idea,' Cooper sighed. “Look, |I've got no reason to hide anything
fromyou. If | knew anything then 1'd tell you. Like | said, no-one that | was
with seened to know anything. There m ght be peopl e sonewhere who under st and
it all, but the officers in our base knew about as nuch as you do.'

Weary, Cooper collapsed into the nearest chair. Donna handed hima bottle of
wat er and pul |l ed another chair across the floor to sit next to him There was
a | ook of intense concentration on her face. Mich as she was interested in the
superficial and relatively uninportant details that Paul ette and probably many
others wanted to hear fromthe soldier, she wanted answers to other questions
fromhim Already her m nd was working frantically, analysing what he had so
far said and wonderi ng whether this stranger might be able to bring sone
safety and stability into their bizarre and dangerous world. He had, it

seened, arrived in the city froma protected oasis of relative normality.

"So how many of you were there?" she asked.

Cooper drained the bottle of water dry and wi ped his mouth and cl eared his

t hr oat before responding.

"Where? How many of us were here yesterday or...?
She shook her head.

“In the base. How many of you were in the base?
"Coupl e of hundred | think. I'mnot conpletely sure. Three hundred at the
nost . '

"Room for any nore?

"Don't know. Could be.'

"And are there nore bases?'

He nodded.

“There were supposed to be nore, but | don't know if anyone nmanaged to get to
them |I'mnot even sure where they are. There's bound to be one close to the

capital .’

“You nust have sone idea.'

"Why? | didn't know where our base was until | was in it. Look, these are the

ki nd of places you don't know you're reached until you're standing on top of
them 1've heard that some of these bunkers are in the mddle of cities,
others are nore renote. Christ, you m ght have |ived next door to one for the
| ast ten years and not known anything about it.'

Phil Croft sat down next to Donna.

“If we could get to your base,' he began, the tone of his voice tentative and
uncertain, “would you be able to get us inside?

"You' re out of your fucking mind if you think I'mburying nyself underground
with the fucking arny,' Nathan Hol mes hissed froma short distance away.
“Conpl etely out of your fucking mnd.'

Croft shot a quick, disappointed glance in his direction and then turned back



to face the solider again.

"Woul d they let us in?" he asked again.

Cooper couldn't answer with any certainty.

"They might,' he said quietly, “but on the other hand they m ght not. They
m ght not let me back in. It depends if the decontam nation process works, |
suppose. | left the base but | never nmade it back, did |I? The others that |eft
with me m ght not have been able to get back inside. If they couldn't renove
all traces of the disease then they'd have left themon the surface. For all
know t hey m ght have let it in when we left. The whol e bl oody base m ght be
dead by now.'

“What kind of protection did you have?' Donna asked.

“Inside or outside?

“CQutside.'

"Full body suits and the best breathing kits the government could buy,' he
answer ed.

"So,' she continued, "while you were away fromthe base you couldn't eat or
drink or...?

"Theoretically we could,' he interrupted, finishing her sentence for her. "~The
suits were designed to let you eat and drink and get rid of waste but we
didn't carry much in the way of supplies. W weren't intending to be above
ground for too long.'

"What if those others can't get back into the base because their suit or their
equi pnent's contami nated...?'

“They'll have left themon the surface.'

“To die?

" Suppose so.'

"And did you know that when they ordered you to go outside?

"No-one said as nuch but it doesn't take a genius to work it out, does it?
“No wonder you're not rushing to get back.'

“Part of the job,' Cooper nunbled nonchal antly.

"And are you still on duty?" Croft quipped

The sol di er shook his head.

I quit,' he said, deadpan. "I quit the monent | found out | could breathe.
You don't have to spend |ong out here to realise the whole planet's dead.
figured I might as well try and make the nost of the little freedoml've got
left. They probably think I'm dead anyway.'

"M ght as well be,'" nmuttered Hol nes.

30

Ignorant to the potential dangers of being out alone, and with a sense of snug
sati sfaction warm ng hi magainst the cold | ate autum wi nd, M chael stood on
top of a bleak hillside and watched as another truck full of soldiers
clattered down the overgrown track back, he presumed, towards their base. He'd
found the track again earlier and had followed it as far as he'd dared to go
on foot before heading back to the relative safety of the notorhonme. He and
Emma had then driven to the point where he'd stopped wal ki ng. M chael sensed
that they were near to finding the base and the return now of nore troops in
their transport was proof that they were close. Feeling nore positive than he
had been for days he turned around and put his thunbs up as a salute to what
felt like a small but significant victory. The afternoon |ight was fadi ng and
cold rain was beginning to spit down. Fromthe conparative warmnmth and confort
of the notorhome a short distance away Emma wat ched and waved back

acknow edgi ng hi s achi evenent.

Bef ore turning and goi ng back inside, Mchael |ooked dowmn at the track for a
little longer. There was a body wal king along it now. A single pathetic
rotting, disease-ridden cadaver that pointlessly dragged itself along after
the I ong gone transport. Even now after so many days and weeks had passed

M chael found it hard to accept what had happened. He watched the |lone figure
wi th equal amounts of fear, hatred, pity and pain. Al though they had



intentionally stayed as far away fromthe rest of the remains of the world as
possi bl e, coming into contact with the corpses was inevitable. As they had
earlier watched the behaviour of the creatures change fromthe shelter of
their farnmhouse hideout, so they had since seen that change continue unabat ed.
Whereas originally these reani mated bodi es had been enpty shells, now enotion
control and direction was undeniably beginning to return. It was alnost as if
their brains had been anaesthetised by the disease and t he nunmbness was
gradually fading. Originally hollow and unfeeling, the bodies now seened to be
gai ning a purpose. First the ability to interpret and respond to basic stinuli
had returned, then sonething resenbling base enmpotion - the need to protect

t hensel ves and find an answer to their pain perhaps? Mre recently Mchael had
sensed a vicious inquizitiveness about the bodi es which was quickly nutating

i nto anger and hate.

It was cold. The wind, rain and | ow tenperature remnmi nded himthat he wasn't
safe. He ran to the notorhone.

"Wl 1 ?' Emma asked as he let hinself inside and cl osed, |ocked, barred and

bl acked- out the door behind him

"More of them' he answered, quietly and breathl essly.

"We're close, aren't we?'

He nodded and wi ped the rain fromhis face and hair.

"W nmust be.'

A moment of silence followed. Mchael took off his wet outdoor jacket and

ki cked off his nuddy boots. Now that he was safely indoors Emma busied herself
wi th what had beconme a nightly ritual - covering every wi ndow, vent and door
wi t h wooden boards and heavy bl ack material. They knew that even the small est
pi nprick of escaping |ight mght be enough to attract the bodies. Enma didn't
mnd the gloom It hel ped her to forget the cranped and squalid conditions
that they found thenselves living in.

“Tonorrow norning we should try and get closer again,' M chael whispered as he
sat down opposite Enma at the small table. "It doesn't matter how long it

takes, does it? W'll take things one step at a tinme. I'll walk a little
further down the track then we'll drive the van down when we know what's
there.'

"Are you sure this is the right thing to do?

"OF course it is, why?" Mchael was surprised by her comment.

"Because this is the army we're dealing with here,' she explained. Do you
think we're going to be wel cone? They m ght not have cone across any survivors
yet. And | ook at the state of us. They'll probably think that we're dead and
that we've just...'

Do you really believe that?' he interrupted. He sighed and shook his head and
| ooked down at the table.

"l don't know,' she stammered, unsure. "We're the odd ones out around here,
aren't we? They're not going to be expecting...'

"They're not going to be expecting fucking corpses to turn up in a canper van,

are they?
"No, but...'
"But what? They'll see the van, they'll see us and we'll be okay.'

"What if they see you when you're wal ki ng?'

He shrugged his shoul ders.

"Sounds like you're just trying to find reasons not to do this.'

“Cone on, that's not fair. I'mjust worried that this won't work out.'
“1t'11 work out.'

“There are a hundred reasons why it might not. Christ, you told ne they were
wearing suits. They can't even walk out in the open. They can't breathe the
air because it'll do to themwhat it did to the rest of the population.’
"Yes, and that's our get out, isn't it?

“What do you nean?'

“If things don't work out the way we want, we'll wal k.’

"You think they'Il let us?

"You think they' Il have a choice?



“I'"msorry,' Emma sighed, holding her head in her hands. “I'mnot trying to be
negative. | just think we need to play this whole situation very carefully."’
She knew that she was going to have trouble trying to contain Mchael's
eagerness and excitenent. She knew where he was conming from but his cavalier
approach and | ack of concern worried her. They both knew what the risks were.
They had already |ost just about everything they had. At the farmhouse they
had fought to build thensel ves sonme kind of shelter and protection fromthe
rest of the world, and despite their huge physical and nental advantage over
the countl ess scores of plague victins they had lost it all in the blinking of
an eye. One mstake was all that it had taken. And although sitting in a cold
motorhonme in the mddle of a field was far fromideal, at |east they now had
some degree of control again. Enmma had an unsettling feeling in the pit of her
stomach that they were dangerously close to losing that control

Every night felt like an eternity. The dark hours dragged endl essly. Wth no
distractions or entertainment it was all that Mchael and Emmma could do not to
dwell on the problens outside their door. Cccasionally the situation becane
slightly lighter and nore bearable. Mst of the time, however, the nusty

at nosphere in the cranmped notorhonme was tense and overbeari ng.

Conversation had continued to be sparse and difficult throughout the evening.
As the couple had discovered on many occasions recently, there was very little
they could talk about that didn't sonehow | ead t hem back to di scussing
everything that they had been doing their best to forget about and ignore.
Goi ng to bed sonetinmes brought tenporarily relief, but nuch of the tine it was
of little help. The survivors would either lie there, unable to sleep, or they
woul d manage to | ose consciousness only to be jolted back into their bizarre
reality by a dark nightmare or a sudden noise fromthe other side of the

not or home' s paper-thin netal walls.

The only true confort that Mchael had found in the days and nights since his
life had been turned upside down was Emma. As they lay in bed together

hol di ng each other tightly, keeping each other warm he relaxed in the confort
of her closeness. He | oved the sound of her voice whispering in his ear late
at night, and the gentle tickle of her breath on the side of his face sonehow
managed to remnd himthat, no matter how it often felt, he was still very
much alive. The snell of her, the feel of her body against his, the warnth
that she brought to the long, cold nights, all hel ped reassure himthat the
effort of survival had been worthwhile and that, despite the considerabl e odds
stacked agai nst them both, there remained a faint glimer of hope that their
situation would eventually inprove. He clung to the thought that, one day, the
two of themnight be free to walk out in the open again w thout fear. He knew
that it mght happen sonmeday. The rotting bodies were deteriorating and
couldn't continue to function indefinitely, could they?

It was twenty past two in the norning. The wind was buffeting the side of the
not or honme, rain was driving down and crashing onto the nmetal roof above them
and they could hear a solitary body tripping and sliding randomy through the
mud outside. It didn't seemto matter. For a few preci ous nmonments none of it
seened to matter to Mchael. He was close to Enma and, for a couple of

rel axi ng, refreshing and unexpected m nutes he was sonehow able to forget the
hel | outsi de.
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"We should get out of here now,' Donna said, her nouth half-full of food.
"We're not going to gain anything fromstaying here. W should get out and
head back to the base wi th Cooper.'

"What's there for us?" Bernard Heath asked anxiously.

"More than there is here,' she replied before returning her full attention to
the scraps of food on her plate.

"Who says |' m going back to the bl oody base? Cooper nuttered to hinself, just
| oud enough for the others to hear



Ni ne survivors sat together in seni-darkness and ate a scraped together neal
in one of the university lecture roonms. The atnosphere throughout the building
had changed noticeably since the soldier had arrived there earlier in the day.
To many of the desperately frightened people gathered in the acconmobdati on

bl ock hi s appearance had brought a faint glimer of unexpected hope into their
dark lives. To an equal nunber of others, however, his presence in the
bui |l di ng had increased their unease and anxiety. C austrophobic, nonotonous
and unconfortable their world may well have become, but with the rest of the
country lying in ruins around them this was all they had left. The soldier's
sudden unannounced and unexpected interference in their fragile existence was
di sproportionately unsettling. To make matters worse (if they possibly could
get any worse) the noise and conmotion that had acconpani ed Cooper's arrival
had whi pped the crowds of disease-ridden bodi es outside into an unprecedented
frenzy. Even now, many hours later, the creatures still fought to get closer
to the building, banging hopel essly agai nst exposed wi ndows and doors with
their rotting fists.

“Isn't it about tinme we started trying to nake sonme deci sions here?' Jack
Baxt er said suddenly, pushing away his plate of cold food and taking a swi g
froma can of drink. I nmean,' he continued, "we can't just sit here and wait
indefinitely, can we?'

"We can if we want to,' Heath disagreed. "It nakes sense to sit tight and wait
for...'

"Wait for what?' Donna wonder ed.

Sitting in the chair next to Donna, Care |ooked fromface to face in the | ow
light. First Heath, then Baxter, then Cooper, then Donna and then back to
Heat h again. She waited for himto say sonething. In the gl oom he | ooked
haggard, old and weary as if he was carrying the weight of everyone's probl ens
on his shoul ders. She sensed that he was struggling to keep hinmsel f cal mand
controll ed. She could see fear in his eyes.

"What | nean is...' he stammered. It was obvious that he didn't know what he
neant .

“What are you planning to wait for?' Donna asked again. ~Wat exactly are you
expecting to happen?'

Qovi ously unconfortable and wi shing he'd stayed quiet, Heath played with his
food and picked up a paper towel which he screwed into a tight ball before
throwing it into a nearby waste bin. He sank back in his chair and | ooked up
for inspiration but nothing cane.

"Don't know...' he finally admitted.

"Sonething's got to give eventually, hasn't it?" Baxter said.

“Li ke what ?' asked Cooper.

"Well, things can't stay like this forever, can they? Nothing ever stays the
same for too long. | nmean, you turned up here today, didn't you? There will be
nore |ike you and...'

"There are nore |like ne,' Cooper explained, “but don't assume they're going to
cone back here. As far as they're concerned this is a dead pl ace.’

“They mght.'

“Yes, they mght, but on balance they probably won't. As far as | was aware we
were sent out on a reconnai ssance mssion and that was all. If the others nade
it back to the base and reported what they'd found then...'

“Then what ?

“Then they' Il know that there's no real reason for anyone to come back here,

won't they?

"So what do you think they'll do?" Donna wondered. "It doesn't matter where
they go, they're going to find the same thing.'

Cooper shrugged his shoul ders and conti nued eati ng.

I really don't know. Like | said earlier, there were supposed to be other
bases. | suppose they'll try and group together. But then again, maybe they'l
just stay underground.’

“Christ, inmmgine spending the rest of your life in a bunker...' Phil Croft
munbl ed, finally making an effort and becomi ng part of the conversation



"Better than not having the rest of your life,' Care said quietly.

"You think so?" Cooper asked. "You didn't see what it was |ike down there.
Anyway, we don't know for sure if those are the only options. \Watever
happened here mi ght not have happened everywhere. | think it did, but it's

al ways possible that there are some safe areas people could get to.'

"1 doubt it," said Croft.

"But do you see what |'m saying? Baxter continued, seizing on a lull in the
conversation and picking up fromwhere he'd | ast spoken. "“You're talking about
all these different scenarios but the bottomline is that sonmething's
inevitably going to change, isn't it? It's damm unlikely that nothing' s going
to happen. The | aw of averages says that things will never stay the sane.'
“What the bloody hell are you tal king about?' Steve Richards sighed fromhis
seat in the darkness.

Baxter stared across the roomin the general direction of the younger man. It
was too dark for himto see exactly where he was sitting.

"Have you | ooked outside recently? he asked, his voice suddenly cold and
deadl y serious.

"l try to avoid | ooking out of the window,' Richards smrked. "Too fucking
grimfor ny liking.'

Do yourself a favour and go and take a |l ook out front will you? There are

bl oody thousands of those things out there now and none of them are going
anywhere. For whatever reason they're attracted to us and there are nore and
nore of themarriving every hour."'

“What's your point? Richards asked.

"Seens to ne there's going to cone a tinme when the sheer vol une of them
outside is going to start causing us real problens.'

"Why? Do you think they'Il get in?" wondered Heath, his voice | ow and nervous.
"They might,' Baxter replied, "but | don't think it's very likely. I'm

t hi nking nore about us trying to get out. We're going to have to | eave here
for supplies eventually, aren't we? There's only so nuch we can store here.'’
"He's got a point,' Donna agreed.

"The more | think about it, the better the argument is for packing up and
getting out of here right now, ' Baxter continued.

"There's also a lot to be said for sitting still and waiting,' Phil Croft
added. "But you are right, Jack, things are going to change no matter what we
do. The bodies will change for a start.'

* How?'

"They' re deconposing, aren't they? No matter how determ ned or persistent

t hose bl oody things are, there's going to cone a time when they physically
won't be able to do what they're doing any |onger.'

“And how long's that going to be?" Donna pressed. "How |long do you think it
will take themto rot conpletely?

He shrugged his shoul ders.

"Six nmonths,' he suggested al though he was far fromcertain.

"Six nonths!' Heath protested.

Croft shrugged again.

"Could be. Mght be longer. Mght happen in half the tinme. There are a | ot of
unknown factors we're dealing with here.’

“Such as?'
"The disease for a start, we don't know what effect it m ght have on the speed
of deconposition. And then there's the fact that they're above ground. | guess

they'd rot quicker if they were buried, but it night be that exposure to the
el ements and the physical effort of noving around wears the bodies down at a
faster rate. | don't know for sure.’

Donna suddenly stood up. The other survivors watched her

"This is bloody brilliant,' she said with genuine excitenment in her voice for
the first time in weeks. “Do you hear what you're saying? She |ooked around
at the blank faces staring back at her. “Six nonths and we could be over the
worst of this. Six bloody months and we mght well be able to do whatever we
damm wel | |i ke again!’



"So we just need to find somewhere safe to hide out until then,' said Baxter
"Stay here,' Heath inmmediately suggested. "W can stay here until it's safe to
nove. '

"You haven't been |istening, have you?

"W need sonewhere better than this, sonewhere stronger and nore isolated,"’
Donna announced.

"You need the base,' decided Cooper, his voice filled with resignation
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He didn't know how he had let it happen. In just a few m nutes he had
experienced a full range of emptions - fromaglorious realisation, joy and
fulfillment through to shame, utter despair and regret. Al of the confused
and pent up feelings which Mchael had forced hinmself to hold onto and
suppress for weeks had now, in a nonent of rash madness, been allowed to
bubble to the surface and show thensel ves. The situation he now found hinself
in was painfully awkward and unexpected. He felt frustrated and enbarrassed,
exposed and naked.

It was early norning. Mchael didn't wear a watch anynore but he knew by the
low l evel of light beginning to trickle in through the skylight that it was
about five or six o' clock, maybe a little later. He'd managed to sleep for a
while but, ultimately, the night had been as long and interrupted as nost
other nights in the notorhonme had so far been. But the |ast few hours had been
subtly different. Lying next to Enma (who, in conparison, had slept relatively
soundly) he had spent nuch of the hours just gone watching her. She had rolled
over to face away fromhimin the darkness. Instinctively he had snuggl ed down
behi nd her and put his arm around her body. Hi s hand had brushed her breast.
Bot h survivors were fully clothed, but just the sensation and the slightest
touch of her warm soft bosom had been unexpectedly exciting and had reni nded
himin an instant of feelings of desire and |ust which had been forgotten for
what felt like forever. He had pushed hinself closer to her in the darkness,
pressing hinmself against her, praying that she woul dn't wake up but, at the
same time, wi shing that she woul d respond. He had w shed that she'd turn
around and hold himand kiss himand stroke himand caress himand tell him
that everything was going to be all right.

For a long time Mchael had westled with his conscious. How could he all ow
himsel f to think about |ove and sex when the world outside was dead? What Kkind
of a human being was he to even consider his own |ust and sexual desires ahead
of the devastation that had taken place beyond the fragile walls of the
not or home? But regardl ess of how his brain and his conscious screaned at him
and demanded that he shoul d behave, his heart and other nore basic, carna
instincts drove himto act differently.

In the sem -darkness he reached down under the beddi ng and unzi pped his
trousers. Troubl ed and nervous at first, he began to touch hinmself in a way

t hat had been forgotten since the nightmare had begun. Initially uncertain,

wi th each passing second his quiet excitenment had nounted steadily and soon he
was movi ng qui ckly, enjoying the unexpected freedom and hol ding onto Enma as
tightly as he could without waking her. She was the reason he was doing this.
He knew that he didn't dare risk telling her how he felt for her and how nuch
he wanted her but, for the first time, he finally allowed hinmself to consider
admt and accept the depth of his feelings for the only other human being
remaining in his world.

H s hand nmovenents becane qui cker. Faster and faster as he reached the nonent.
Caution and control gave way to excitenment. He couldn't stop. He knew that the
sil ence and novenent might betray himbut he didn't care. He'd had a need - a
physi cal lust - which needed to be fulfilled. And then it happened. The
noverent stopped, a split second pause and then sheer pleasure followed by

rel axation.

Suddenl y paranoid and sel f-consci ous, Mchael did up his trousers and

i medi ately began trying to work out how he was going to clean the beddi ng and



his clothes w thout Enma aski ng questions or discovering what he had done. A
once-familiar feeling of post-ejaculation regret bordering on disgust washed
over him What had he done? Christ, billions of people dead and there he was,
wanki ng under the bedclothes like some dirty little school boy. He felt

ashaned, and that shame increased infinitely when Emma rolled over. She was
awake. Wbrse still, he could tell fromher eyes (not that he dared | ook into
them for any longer than a second) that she'd been awake for a while.

“You okay?' she asked.

Enbarrassed, M chael nodded.

"Fine,' he grunted awkwardly. " You?

She sniled and rolled onto her back

He | ooked away, too ashaned to dare make eye contact again. A heavy silence
descended on the notorhone which seened to Mchael to last for hours but which
only |l asted seconds. Covering his groin with his hand and a di scarded T-shirt
he got up quickly and headed towards the confined bathroom space where he
began to clean hinself up, wincing with the cold as he sponged his clothing
down with bottled water. How had he let it happen?

A hundred dark thoughts began to manifest thenselves in his confused and
guilty mind. Did Emma really know what he'd done? Was it such a crinme? Wuld
she want to | eave and be apart from hin? Had he actually done anythi ng wrong?
Coul d she trust himnow? Wuld she despise hin? Did she think he was sone kind
of pervert?

Al'l of his questions were answered when he plucked up courage to return to the
ot her room

“It's all right, you know,' she said softly as he approached.

Even nore ashaned than he had been when it had first happened, M chael was now
nortified.

“What ? You nean you...?' he stanmered.

“It's perfectly natural,' she soothed, getting up fromthe bed and wal ki ng
across the roomto him

"l just...' he began, not really knowing what it was that he was trying to
say.

Sensi ng that any conversation would be difficult, Emma instead w apped hersel f
around M chael, burying her face in his chest for a noment before | ooking up
into his eyes and then gently kissing his unshaven cheek. She ran her hands up
and down his back and squeezed himtightly.

"Don't be ashaned,' she whispered. “| understand.'’

“Do you?'

She kissed his lips. She had kissed himbefore, but this time the contact

bet ween t hem was undeni ably stronger. She stared into his face.

“1 know how you feel,' she whispered.
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The vast crowd outside the university building was still growi ng. Even now,
several weeks after it had all begun, still nore slothful, deteriorating

bodi es dragged thensel ves through the weckage of the city centre and out
towards the university conplex. For the survivors gathered in there it was

i npossi ble to appreciate just how obvious their presence had become. The rest
of the nearby locality remai ned shrouded in al nost conplete silence. The only
sounds to be heard there were either natural or accidental - the noise of w nd
gusting through brittle-branched trees or clunsy, staggering corpses colliding
wi th random obj ects and sending them crashing to the ground. In this dense and
rel entl ess vacuum even the slightest disturbance becane anplified out of al
proportion, and the reactions such disturbances provoked were simlarly
exaggerated. The popul ation of the city had once nunbered nore than a mllion
bef ore being struck down en masse. O those killed, nore than a third had
subsequently begun to nove again and each one of those had slowy regained the
ability to react and to respond to base stinmulation. Seeing one body react
woul d cause another to lurch instinctively towards the first, and then another



woul d foll ow and anot her and another. A single unexpected sound woul d often
cause nmore than a hundred of the pathetic creatures to herd inquizitively in
the sane direction. The survivors, with their frequent but unintentional noise
and novement and their occasional bonfire beacons, had succeeded in attracting
the unwanted attention of a rotting crowd in excess of ten thousand bodi es.
From a gl ass-covered | anding three floors down fromthe top of the building,
Yvonne, the once prim and proper |egal secretary, stood next to Bernard Heath
and | ooked down on the vast hordes below It was early norning. As usua
neither of them could sleep

"What are we going to do, Bernard?' she asked quietly, pulling a thick
overcoat around her tightly to keep out the cold. As w nter approached she was
really beginning to feel the drop in tenperature, perhaps because she hadn't
eaten properly for alnpst a nonth. Both of the survivors were in their fifties
and the physical strain of their ordeal was beginning to becone painfully
apparent. For no nore obvious reason than their sinilar ages they had becone
cl ose and had spent nuch tinme in each other's conmpany over the last few | ong
days.

1 don't know,' Heath replied sadly, staring intently into the crowds which
stretched out in front of them

Do you think they're right, the people that say we should get out of here?
"Don't know,' he nunbl ed agai n.

"l can't stand the thought of it. | can't bear the idea of being out there

wi th those things. There are hundreds and hundreds of them How are we
supposed to get past?

Heath didn't answer. Instead he sinply slunped forward and rested his head
against the cold glass. It was raining outside, a heavy and continuous drizzle
whi ch soaked everything and which made the dull and lifeless world seem

dar ker, colder and ever nore enpty. Christ he was tired. He hadn't done any
physical work to make himfeel this way. Just existing in this nightmare was a
continual strain that required constant effort.

Down bel ow t he bodi es continued to push closer towards the building. So many
had arrived now that those at the very front were being crushed by the sheer
wei ght of the extraordinary vol une of corpses behind. Despite the |ack of

space those creatures pressed against the wi ndows and doors still tried
hopel essly to nmove even further forward. They had neither the strength, space
or ability to get inside the building but still they tried continually to

reach the survivors on the other side of the wall

“Hungry, Bernard?' Yvonne asked.

He shook his head.

"No. And anyway, even if | was, there's nothing left worth eating.'

He was right. The survivor's food stores were runni ng dangerously | ow. They
had ransacked every square inch of the university conplex and had managed to
survive so far by finding sufficient canteens, restaurants and vendi ng

machi nes to strip bare of food and other supplies. Al though they had ventured
into the city frequently during the early days to get provisions, the risks
had i ncreased substantially since then. Even nen |ike Nat han Hol nes who had
originally seemed so full of bravado and contenpt for the bodi es had now
becorme reluctant to even take a single footstep outside.

The | onger Bernard and Yvonne stared into the rotting masses below, the nore
the horror and conpl ete hopel essness of their situation becane apparent. Down
and just to their right was the body of Sonya Farley, still somehow hol ding
ont o what renmai ned of her baby. Sonya's body was decayi ng as qui ckly now as

t he corpses surrounding her. Deeper into the vile crowd, at the point where

t hose bodies still able to nmove forward reached the nany thousands who were
ramred tight against the walls of the university building, nore base ani nal
instincts were beginning to be displayed. Yvonne watched with nmorbid curiosity
and nounting di sgust as the occasional corpse ripped and tore at the others
around it, seemingly desperate to get closer to the building. She had never
been able to stomach violence, and this angry hate chilled her to the core.
This hate was uncontrol l ed and directionless. As nmuch as it seened that the



bodi es were directing their sudden aggression towards the countl ess cadavers
preventing them from noving forward, it was clear that was for no other reason
than just because they were there and in the way. Yvonne knew that she too
woul d doubtl ess be a victimof the same venomif she ever found herself face
to face with one of the abhorrent creatures.

Bernard too was watchi ng the behavi our of the bodies. They were changi ng, and
he found hinmsel f wondering why they were reacting in this way. He was an
intelligent man and, nuch as confusing enotions such as fear and despair had
tainted and distorted his view of the world, he knew that the rapidly changi ng
behavi our of the creatures must have been following a | ogical pattern. As he
peered down into the di sease-ridden sea of shuffling figures bel ow, he

consi dered the chronol ogy of their decline. He'd thought about this countless
times before. Since they had risen after their bodies had died on the first
norni ng there had been a gradual but nmarked change in their condition. The
corpses were rotting. Even fromthe distance the survivors were observing
from that much was obvious and undeniable. It seenmed that the virus or

di sease or whatever had initially killed the bodies outright, but that
somet hi ng i nside them had sonehow survived. It was alnmost as if parts of the
brai n had been aneasthetised, and that the effects of the aneasthetic were
gradual ly wearing off. The ability to nove again had been the first sign, soon
foll owed by the unwel cone ability to again react to external stimulation. And
for along time that was as far as the creature's linmted recovery seened to
have progressed. O her basic needs renmained unfulfilled - they apparently had
no desire to eat or drink or rest - they seened just to exist in a pernmanent
state of constant and pointless animation. Heath concluded (as he had done
nunerous times before) that the only part of the creature's brains to have
survived was that area which governed base, prinordial instinct.

But there was anot her change now nanifesting itself.

Heat h had noticed it beginning to develop over the |ast few days, perhaps even
as long ago as | ast week. The bodi es were now nore aggressive than before.
There was a new determinati on and energy about them Physically they continued
to deteriorate, but nentally they had changed. He | ooked down into the area of
the i mense crowd where the bodies were struggling with each other again. Sone
of these creatures were beginning to fight.

"See what they're doing? he said quietly. “Just watch them'

Heat h | ooked up and saw that Yvonne had gone. He hadn't heard her | eave.
Unconcer ned, he | ooked out of the wi ndow again and returned his attention to
the dead. Wiere a cold and enotionl ess apathy had previously prevail ed, new
energi es were beginning to show The bodies were exhibiting signs of rage and
anger. \Wereas they had so far swarmed around the survivors because, he'd
presuned, there were no other distractions, he now wondered whet her they
want ed nore? Coul d these bodi es now be gat hered around the university | ooking
for answers fromthe living, or were they blam ng them for what had happened?
D d the bodies now see the survivors as the eneny?

As dawn approached and the norning |light increased revealling nore and nore of
the scarred world, the university lecturer's thoughts gradually becane darker
and nore sinister. He found hinmself dwelling on thoughts of the pain the
figures bel ow nust be enduring. Their bodies were rotting around them

In his former life Heath had lectured in English Literature. He often

consi dered the enotions of the characters he had studi ed and about which he
had taught. Pain so often seened to go hand in hand with any nunber of ot her
enotions. Heath renmenbered experiencing pain hinself. Not a particularly
practical man, he'd frequently hit his thunb with a hamrer when trying to hang
pi ctures, and he often caught his head on one particularly badly placed shelf
in his office. His first reaction to sudden pain had often been to curse -
sometines even to |lash out and punch a wall or throw sonething in anger

Per haps that was what was happening to the deconposi ng bodi es traipsing
constantly through the city streets? Perhaps their increasing anger and

vi ol ence were direct reactions to their suffering?

H s |line of thinking continued down into even darker territories. The displays



of violence he'd noticed recently may well have been the first signs of
further changes. Wth decay and disintegration tearing apart the renains of
the corpses, their pain and, logically, their anger, hate and frustration
woul d be likely to increase rapidly. If the anger and hate he had w tnessed
was connected to pain, then it was |likely things were going to get nuch, nuch
wor se before they started to get any better.

There were nore than ten thousand of the damm things out there.
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The [ ong day dragged unbearably. After nmany hours of argunents,
counter-argunents and frustration, the atnosphere in the assenbly hall was
deteriorating rapidly. By early evening tenpers were wearing dangerously thin.
"Have you | ooked out of the bloody w ndow recently?' Baxter spat angrily. "~Do
you know what's out there?

"More to the point,' Donna interrupted angrily, “have you seen what's still in
here? Have you seen the level of our supplies? | tell you, we won't last |ong
if we don't do something soon...'

“She's right,' Cooper added fromacross the room ~Staying here isn't going to
be an option for nuch | onger.'

“And what the fuck do you know?' Nathan Hol nes yelled, his voice hoarse and
strained with enmotion. This argument had been raging for the best part of an
hour with, it seenmed, much of the venomdirected towards himpersonally. “I'm
sure you know a hell of a lot nore than you're letting on,' he snapped. | bet
you know exactly what caused all of this fucking ness to happen.'’

I wish | did,' the soldier sighed. “Then at least | mght know what to do.'
Frightened faces peered out fromevery corner of the hall, illum nated by
nunerous candl es, torches and | anps. The light in the roomwas dull and uneven
| eavi ng even nore peopl e hidden in darkness. For once alnpbst all the survivors
sheltering in the building were gathered together - even the nost reclusive of
t hem havi ng been drawn out of hiding by the events surrounding the soldier's
recent arrival. For many others the hall had beconme the only roomthey used.
Bei ng al one in the individual roonms they had previously occupi ed had becone
too unsettling for nost. Better to snatch a few nonments of sleep in the
conpany of others than to spend endl ess hours al one, w de awake and on edge.
“Look,"' Donna continued, “Phil reckons that in six nonths tine the bodies wll
have rotted away to just about nothing. Isn't that right, Phil?

She peered round in the darkness, trying to find the doctor. He was sitting on
the floor just a few neters fromwhere she was standing. He'd been trying to
avoid getting dragged into the conversation. Instead he'd been busying hinsel f
by trying to keep a seven year old boy interested in a jigsaw puzzle and
hopi ng that he'd be able to stop himcrying.

“Sonething like that,' he grunted, “give or take a few weeks either way.'

"So we'll wait here for six nonths,' Hol mes announced.

Donna shook her head. Once full of nacho pretense, the odious nan was now
letting his true colours show H s plans to get out of the building and take
what he wanted fromthe dead city had been forgotten. He was as scared as the
rest of the survivors, but he didn't have the intelligence to deal with his
feelings. His fear displayed itself as antagoni smand anger.

“Which part of this don't you understand, Nathan,' she sighed. "W haven't got
enough supplies here to last for six nmore days, never mnd six nonths. W' ve
got to go out into the city now, whether you like it or not.'

Hol nes didn't respond. He'd never admit as nuch, but he was intimdated by
Donna. He didn't have the ability to able to reply to her words with anything
that resenbl ed a sensible and coherent argument as to why they should | ock

t hensel ves down and stay put until the countless bodies outside had finally
fallen again.

"She's right,' Baxter said, stepping forward out of the shadows into which
he' d subconsciously retreated as the argunent had becone nore heated. ~W
don't have an option really. If you stop and...'



“What the fuck do you know?' Hol mes spat, suddenly feeling nore confident. He
knew t hat he coul d handl e Jack Baxter

Refusing to rise to the other nman's anger, Jack ran his fingers through his
hair and stared at hi mthrough the darkness.

1 know as much as you do, Nathan,' he said, pointing his finger accusingly
and shaking his head. "But if you forget about how you're feeling and take a
| ook at the whole picture, it seems we don't have any choice.’

Several hours later and the anger and rai sed voices that had filled the hal
had been long forgotten by many of the survivors. Nathan Hol mes had

di sappeared into the depths of the building and with himmch of the conflict
and hostility seenmed to have gone too. Apart froma few munbl ed conversations
and the I ow and dull but ever-present noise of the bodies outside the assenbly
roomwas largely silent. Jack Baxter sat with his back against the wall doing
his best to fade into the already drab and i nconspi cuous background. The
benefit of darkness, he thought to hinself, was that he could hide w thout
havi ng to nove. He coul d observe things happeni ng nearby whilst still managing
to feel like he was a safe di stance away.

Baxter was sitting in a corner of the roomnear to Cooper, Croft and Donna.
Clare lay next to himon a makeshift bed made from fol ded bl ankets. She was
sleeping relatively soundly. He frequently watched her when she was asl eep
feeling as if he had a responsibility to protect her because he was the one
who had been with her the longest. She was a pretty girl with soft, delicate
features which, for once, |ooked untroubled and relaxed. It wasn't often
that...

“What do you think, Jack?' he heard Phil Croft ask. At the mention of his nane
he | ooked up

“What ?' he nunbl ed.

"You're not with us, are you?' smled Donna.

“Not hi ng agai nst any of you,' he smled, |ooking deeper into the darkness and
trying to focus on the others, “but | wish | was anywhere but here.'

Cooper kept the conversation on track

"W were tal king about getting out of here,' he began

“What, still?" he npaned. " Christ, haven't you got anything better to talk
about ?

"No,' Donna replied abruptly. "Bloody hell, what else is there to talk about?
He shrugged his shoul ders.

" Deci ded where we're going yet then?

Silence. It was one thing tal king about what they should do, but when it cane
to actually making decisions it was difficult to get any of the survivors to
speak out with any conviction
"We're not conpletely sure whether..
nt er r upt ed.

Isn't it obvious? he sighed.
"There's only one place we can go, isn't there?' Donna added.

“Your base?' ventured Baxter

"Much as | don't like the thought of going back there, we don't seemto have
much choice at the nmonent.'

"So will your people let us inside? he asked.

"They might. | don't know.'

"l don't think they will.'

Everyone | ooked at Jack

"Why not?' Donna asked.

"I know we seemto be imune to whatever's done all this,' he explained, his
voice tired and low, “but | bet we're still carrying it. If it's a disease
then we're going to be full of it, aren't we? It'll be in our lungs and in our
bl ood. There's no way they're going to let us inside if we're going to bring
it inwth us.'

"We've just got to hope the decontam nation process is good enough to clean us
up properly then, haven't we?' Cooper said.

muttered Croft before Cooper

PR



"Do you think it will be?

"Don't know,' he admitted after a nmonent of careful consideration

“There's another problem of course,' yawned Croft. The doctor was incredibly
tired but he knew it wasn't worth trying to sleep

“What's that?' Cooper asked.

"How the hell are we going to get there?

" How many peopl e are here?

"Between forty and fifty,' he replied.

“And how many will leave with us?

"No idea. Probably not that many. Say hal f.'

“Theoretically we can take our pick of just about anything we can find in the
city,' said Donna.

“If we can get to it,' interrupted Baxter

"So what do you suggest?' Cooper asked. "W need to be sensible about this.
We're not going to be able to just drive out of here in a convoy of cars, are
we?'

"What did you arrive in? W heard it but we didn't see it.'

“Armoured patrol carrier. | could probably drive one of those if we had one,
but I don't expect we'll find anything like that round here...'

Baxt er managed half a snile.

“You m ght be surprised,' Donna said quietly. The other faces turned to | ook
at her.

“What have you got in mnd?

"There's a courthouse near here,' she replied.

* And?'

“And round the back there's a | oading bay.'

A loading bay?" Croft munbled. He wasn't at all sure where her |ogic was

| eadi ng.

"W could see it fromthe office where | worked. We used to watch them

unl oadi ng when there was a big trial on,' she explained. “~The prison vans used
to pull up around the back and reverse inside to deliver and collect the
prisoners.'

* 502"

“Think about it. Prison vans are designed to carry people. Mre than that,
they're strong and they're safe. They're as close to a bl oody arnoured patrol
carrier as we're going to get.'

“Are there any vans there now?

“How am | supposed to know? There's a good chance there will be though. Just
about every norning you'd see at |east one of thempulling up. Logic says that
if the courts were going to be in session when all of this started, there
woul d have been prisoners there.'

"1 know the court,' Baxter whispered secretively. “But how are we supposed to
get there? It's hal fway across town.'

"Don't know,' Donna admitted.

"l can't see how we're going to get past the crowds out there. And even if we
do manage to get through, how are we supposed to get back here again? Christ,
i magi ne what the noise of a load of prison vans will do to thent

Cooper took a swig froma cup of cold black coffee that he'd nade al nost an
hour earlier. He winced at its bitter aftertaste.

"Seens to ne that whatever we do is going to drive themcrazy,' he said, " but
there isn't any alternative. W've already decided that we're going to have to
go out at sone point.'

“Any suggestions?' asked Donna expectantly.

"1 came up through a subway.'

"That's going to help us get out there,' she sighed. “Getting back w thout

t hem seeing or hearing us is going to be inpossible if we manage to get our
hands on sone kind of transport.’

"We could go out at night,' Croft offered

"Not a good idea,' Cooper responded. " | know what you're saying, but you've
got to add up the risks and bal ance themall out, haven't you? Whatever we do



we're bound to attract attention to ourselves because of the noise we nmake if
nothing else. If we go out in the dark then we're just going to nake it harder
for ourselves. They'Il still react to us so we nmight as well go out in the
dayl i ght and gi ve oursel ves the best possible chance.'

“If we're really going to do this,' Donna continued, “then we need to think
very carefully before we put a single foot outside. Fromwhat |'ve seen of
those things out there they seemto be getting nore and nore aggressive each
day. W have to get everything we need in one trip.'

"We can do it,' Cooper insisted. A few of us need to get out there, get what
we need and get back. Once the excitenent's died down again we can get
everyone who wants to | eave together and we can nove.'

Jack Baxter lay down on the cold, hard floor next to Clare and |istened as the
conversation continued. He agreed with everything that was being suggested,

but the fact that it was right didn't make it any easier to deal with. Wthin
the walls of the university it had to an extent becone possible to isolate

t hensel ves from events outside. The sudden realisation that they were about to
| eave the safety of the building and head back out into the unknown was
terrifying. Unavoi dabl e, necessary and terrifying.
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“What you doi ng out here?

Donna turned round and saw t hat Nat han Hol mes was standi ng behind her. She was
sitting on a wooden bench in a small enclosed courtyard just to the side of
the assenbly hall. She often sat there to think and be alone, and after the

| ong conversations of the |last few hours she craved a change of surroundings.
The three meter square area of concrete buried between university buil dings
was as close as she could safely get to being outside.

She didn't want anyone's conpany, |east of all Hol nes. She turned her back on
him Unperturbed, he sat down next to her

“What do you want?' she sighed.

“Not hing," he answered. “Just thought 1'd conme and talk to you, that's all."'
"Why woul d you want to do that? It's three o'clock in the norning for Christs'
sake. '

He shrugged his shoulders and |it a cigarette.

“Don't know,' he replied, |eaning back and | ooking up at a patch of dark and
cl oudy sky between the tall buildings which stretched up around t hem

"l haven't got anything to say to you anyway,' she nunbl ed.

"You had plenty to say earlier.'

"You asked for it. You're a fucking arsehole.'’

Hol nes shook his head in nock di sapproval
"Don't know why you've got it in for ne,
for nyself and don't want to risk...'
“Your fucking problem' Donna hissed, standing up and noving away from Hol nes,
“is that you don't think about anyone but yourself. And worse than that, al
the things you say and the deci sions you nake are based on fear. You're too
damm frightened to even think straight.’

"You don't know what you're tal king about,' he snarled. The tone in his voice
had suddenly changed. He sounded angry and yet al so strangely defensive. Donna
had obvi ously touched a nerve. “You haven't got a bl oody clue what you're

t al ki ng about .’

“Let's be honest,' she continued, "the only reason why you've been naki ng such
a noi se about staying here is that you're too scared to | eave. You can't face
t he prospect of...'

"Bul I shit,' he snapped. “Are you serious? The reason |'mstaying here is...'
"The reason you're staying here is because you haven't got the balls to step
out si de."’

"l don't want to be attacked by a thousand bl oody dead bodies, that's why I'm
not noving,' he protested.

" Rubbi sh."'

he grinned. “Just because | stand up



"You take a single step outside and they'|ll swallow you up. There are fucking
t housands of them
"So what would you do if they get inside?

“They won't.'
"They might. They probably will at sone point.'
1"l deal with that when it happens. | tell you now, |I'm not going out there

to risk my neck unless |I've got no other option.'
"You haven't got any other options.'

1"l decide when |I'mgoing to make ny nove.'

"You'll never do it. You're a bloody coward. You're just going to sit here and
rot...'

"You shut your fucking mouth or I'II..."

“You'll do what? Come on, big man, what exactly are you going to do? You'l
still be sat in here when the rest of us leave. You'll die in this fucking

pl ace.'

Hol nes jumped up fromthe bench and | urched towards Donna. She stunbl ed
backwards towards the door which led to the assenbly hall and collided with
Phil Croft. He'd been standing in the doorway for the best part of a mnute.

" Everything okay?' he asked, grabbing hold of Donna's shoul ders. She steadied
hersel f and turned and pushed her way past him

"Fine,' she nunbled as she di sappeared into the darkness.

Hol nes and t he doctor exchanged gl ances before Croft turned and foll owed Donna
back into the building.
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The sound of rotting hands smashi ng agai nst the side of the notorhonme woke

M chael. It had happened before - maybe three or four times in the |ast couple
of days - and he was quickly becom ng used to disposing of the sickly,

nui sance cadavers. Most tines it was just a single body that stunbled upon the
vehicl e by chance. This norning he could hear at least two of them Tired and
cold he sat on the end of the bed and pulled on his boots.

Through a slight gap in one of the heavy curtains he saw that it was a bright
and sunny day outside. That was why the bodi es had appeared, he deci ded. They
often seened to be attracted to the notorhonme when the cl oud cover was |ight
and the sun was shining. Mchael had deduced that the sun reflecting on the
nmetal and gl ass caught their attention. They were parked at the edge of a
large field and there were no other man-nade objects to attract or distract

t he dead.

Emma was shuffling in the bed, the noise having disturbed her al so. She
covered her head with a pillow to block out the banging as M chael pulled back
the nearest curtain and peered outside. He pressed his face hard agai nst the
wi ndow, trying to locate the bodies. One of themwas close to the door (he
could just about see it fromwhere he was) and fromthe direction of the noise
he guessed that the other was up towards the front of the notorhome, banging
relentl essly on the bonnet. Yawning he got up and wal ked down towards the
door, pausing only to pick up a crowbar which he'd left at the side of the
little gas stove in the cranped kitchen area.

"Be careful,' Emma said, sitting up quickly when she realised he was about to
go out si de.
“1'll be fine,' he grunted as he opened the door and stepped out.

The norning air was bracing and fresh. The sky was deep, clear blue and it was
relentlessly bright out in the open. M chael covered his eyes to shield them
fromthe sun.

The first body was no nore than six feet away and it was al ready com ng
towards him clumsy but nmoving with an unnerving speed. Mchael did little
nore than stand and look at it for a noment. It seened to have been relatively
young when it had died. A white male (he thought) dressed in the shabby
remai ns of construction site worker's overalls, its face was cold and vacuous
and its skin blue-green and pulled tight over bone.



"Morning,' he nuttered under his breath as he lifted the crowbar and sl anmed
it down on the crown of the body's skull. He felt the bone shatter and give
way with hardly any resistance. As tinme nmarched sl owly onwards, M chael

t hought, so the rotting creatures were definitely becom ng physically weaker.
Their intent and drive continued to increase om nously, but as each day passed
the enpty cadavers were show ng signs of becom ng unsteady and frail.

The body tripped back and then stood notionless for an instant before
regaining its balance and lurching forward again. Mchael lifted the crowbar
for a second time and plunged it down |like a spear into the centre of the
creature's head, smashing through the area of skull that he had weakened with
his first blow Wth what remained of its brain now destroyed, the di seased
figure crunbled to the dew soaked ground, tw sted and noti onl ess.

The second body was smaller (it had been a child but M chael forced hinself
not to think about that). Its unwanted interest aroused by the noises
acconpanyi ng M chael's di sposal of the other corpse, it nmoved around the front
of the notorhome and dragged itself towards the survivor. He marched quickly
towards it and dispatched it with a single sw pe of the heavy netal crowbar to
the side of the head.

As he dragged the two bodies away to a safe distance fromthe notorhone,

M chael found hinself thinking just how easy destroying them had becone. He
only did it when he absolutely needed to, but the point was that he could now
do it. Even as recently as last week it had still been difficult. In spite of
their condition, and as dangerous, repul sive and alien as they had becone, it
had been hard not to keep thinking about them as people. But recently things
had begun to change. The life that he had once led - the life that these
grotesque things had shared in their previous condition - was beconing little
nore than a fading nmenory. This new and unconfortabl e, scavengi ng exi stence
had somehow becone normality. His old life with all its trappings now seened
di stant and at tinmes al nost inconprehensible. The further away those nenories
were, the weaker his enptional ties to the bodies becane. Now t hey neant
not hi ng. They were just an inconvenience. COccasionally a threat.

He lay the bodies at the base of a tree on the other side of the field and
wal ked back towards the notorhome. He was about to clinb the steps and go back
i nsi de when he heard the sound of an engine. Emma heard it too. She appeared
in the doorway behind him

1"l go and check it out,' he said. Enma nodded.

A quick sprint towards the track they had spent the | ast few days foll ow ng
and M chael was able to | ook down and follow the progress of yet another
transport full of soldiers. They were heading away fromtheir base. No doubt
they would return again |later.

He watched themuntil they had di sappeared.

Today' s the day, he decided. Today we're going to foll ow them back

M chael's plan was sinple. Mve the nmotorhone down fromthe hills and sit and
wait somewhere near to the track. As soon as the transport appears again,
follow it at a safe distance and find the base.

Si npl e.

Back inside, Emma was waiting for him

"Okay?' she asked as he closed the door and took off his boots. He nodded and
smi | ed.

“More of them' he said as he wal ked towards her. She was back in bed. "~Wen
we're ready we'll drive down towards the track and find somewhere to sit and
wait for themto conme back.'

She nodded and threw back the bedcovers, stretching out her arnms and gesturing
for himto come closer. He lay down with her and held her tightly. The warnth
of her body was soothing and rel axi ng, despite the fact that they were stil
both fully dressed to protect them agai nst the autumm col d.

"Think this is it?" she asked.

"M ght be,' he replied. “Best chance we've had so far.'

"Think we're doing the right thing?



"Definitely, don't you?

“I"'mwarming to the idea.’

"We've got to try, haven't we? We can't just wal k anay fromthese people. Wo
knows what they night have or what they night be able to tell us?

"l trust you,' she whispered, pulling himcloser. | know you woul dn't do
anything if you didn't think it was right.’

“I"mnot about to take any risks that | don't think are justified,' he
explained. "The only thing I've got left is you. You're ny priority. | won't

| et us take any chances we don't need to.'

Emma was about to tell M chael how nuch she needed hi m but stopped herself
havi ng al ready told himmany times before. She thought about telling him how
being with himhad nmade her hellish life al nbost bearable at tinmes. She thought
about telling himhow she wi shed they could have net when everythi ng had been
normal and. ..

She didn't say anything. Instead she just held him
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Croft, Donna, Baxter and the others had slept little. Their lives had becone
so bl eak and hel pless that all the sudden tal k about actually making a stand
and trying to do sonething positive seened to finally have forced many of the
survivors into taking action. During the long, slow hours of the early norning
so far the various rough ideas and hal f-consi dered suggesti ons whi ch had been
di scussed in the darkness last night had gradually been shaped and formed into
somet hing that was beginning to resenble a coherent plan. Those who had

vol unteered to be directly involved knew that they were about to risk
everything but, if they didn't take those risks, they knew that what renai ned
of their lives would hardly be worth living. At least this way they were
giving thensel ves a chance. If they didn't do anything they'd be spending
their last long days and weeks just sitting in worsening squal or and waiting
for the end to arrive. Cooper had sunmed it up when he'd told themearlier
that their options were either to sit and wait for the bodies to get inside
the building, to slowy starve to death or to risk everything by trying to get
away fromthe city. And with the nunmber of bodies outside still increasing,
the probability that their shelter would be breached becane nore real with
each passi ng hour.

Donna was ready to do it. Taking care to keep out of sight she stood in a dark
doorway and | ooked out across the nmarble-floored reception area towards the

gl ass entrance doors at the front of the buil ding. No-one ever cane out here
anynore, and it was obvious why. A thousand dead faces stared back in her
direction. She knew that she was too far away and was sufficiently hidden by
enough shadow not to be seen and so stayed where she was and | ooked deep into
the mass of poor, pathetic creatures outside. It was a hellish scene. The
conbi ned wei ght of thousands upon thousands of bodies continued to push
forward and crush those nearest the front. If many nore of the dam things
arrive, she decided, it was inevitable that a door or w ndow somewhere would
gi ve way. The thought of what m ght happen was al nmost too frightening to
consider - the building would be filled with an unstoppable torrent of
desperate, stunbling cadavers in seconds. Donna already knew that they were
doing the right thing by trying to get out. Looking deep into the rotting
cromd just served to nake her even nore certain.

The reception area was dark with the natural |ight which would normally have
flooded in through the glass doors having been bl ocked out by the sheer wei ght
of bodies. It was difficult to make out individual faces and features from
where she was standing - the crowd seened to have becone a single endl ess sea
of grey-green, decaying flesh. If she stared at a particular area for |ong
enough she coul d occasionally make out sonething recogni sable such as an open
nmout h, cl ouded eyes or sonething simlar. But it was the novenent that really
di sturbed her. The entire discol oured mass seened to constantly be noving.
Despite being pressed hard against the glass, the crushed bodies stil



twitched and flinched continually, trying pointlessly to nove further forward
and get into the university conplex. Wth norbid fascination driving her she
| ooked deeper and deeper into the crowd until the sound of other survivors
nearby distracted her. She forced herself to turn away and try to think about
somet hi ng el se.

The plan they had collectively cone up with to get themout of the building
was relatively straightforward and flexible; six survivors would | eave the
university by a back exit where there were fewer bodies. Using the subways
whi ch Cooper had used to get in (hoping, of course, that purposely slow
nmoverent s and hi dden enotions would still fool the cadavers) they would nake
their way over to the court building. They were then going to force their way
inside, find the |oading bay, get whatever transport they could and then get
back to the university in as short a tinmescal e as possible.

And what if it didn't work? They all knew that there were a thousand and one
things that might go wong. Wat if they couldn't get through the subway? Wat
if they got into the court building and found that there were no prison vans
there? What if the vans wouldn't start? Truth was that none of them had

t hought about such eventualities. There was nothing they could do about any of
themuntil they had actually happened and they were faced with dealing with
the fallout. Going outside was the biggest risk. The rest of the city was
theoretically theirs for the taking once they were actually out there. And if
they didn't find what they wanted in the courthouse, they'd just nove on and
find it somewhere el se. This had been a vast and sprawing city. Donna was
confident they'd be able to find what they needed eventually.

She slowy wal ked back to the assenbly hall. Although she wasn't goi ng out
into the city herself she felt sick with nerves. She tried to remain positive
and focus on her part of the plan. Once the others had returned wth,

hopeful ly, sufficient transport, they had arranged to park the vehicles deep
i nside the university conplex away fromthe bul k of the bodies. In the
meanti me Donna was to try and take charge of the other survivors who intended
leaving the city with them She had been tasked to organise themto get their
suppl i es packed and prepared for the journey. The transportati on would be left
parked on an artificial turf football pitch which was surrounded by a high

wi re-nmesh fence. It would be Donna's responsibility to get the survivors and
t hei r bel ongi ngs organi sed so that they could get out of the building and over
the to vehicles as quickly and safely as possible.

Al t hough nowhere near as difficult as going out into the open, Donna didn't
relish the task ahead. It was going to be difficult trying to get any of these
peopl e to nove. She wal ked dejectedly through the hall, |ooking at the enpty,
silent, stoney-faced survivors sitting around the edges of the room A short
time earlier Cooper and Croft had announced their plans to the rest of the

di sparate group. There had been little reaction. She didn't know how many of
them intended | eaving the university and how many instead would remain within
t he buil ding, paralysed by their fear and uncertainty. They couldn't force
anyone to go. They were taking the children - it didn't seemright to | eave
themthere - but the others were free to make their own choi ces.

It seened to Donna that the enotionally-drained people cowering nervously in
this building were increasingly beginning to resenble the weak and
directionl ess bodies outside. Eaten up with bitter pain and directionless
anger, devoid of all energy and trapped in a seenmi ngly pointless and endl ess
exi stence, some of the living appeared little better than the dead.
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It was tine. Six volunteer survivors stood outside at the back of the
accomodation block in a small, sheltered al cove where several tall,
overflowi ng and foul -snmelling waste bins were stored. There were no bodies
around that they could see. Various building extensions, walls, fences and

ot her obstructions seemed to have prevented the creatures from stunbling round
to the area



"Ready?' Phil Croft asked. The others | ooked far fromsure. The doctor did up
the zip on the fleece he was wearing. It was a cold afternoon. Although fairly
bright, there was a threat of rain in the air and om nously heavy clouds were
approaching fromthe east.

*Suppose so,' Paul Castle munbled. “Never going to be a good time for this

t hough, is there?

“If you can't handle it why don't you just go back inside? Jack Baxter
snapped nervously. “~Quit fucking npaning."'

"Gve it a break you old...' Castle began

“Okay,' Cooper said, cutting across the increasingly nervous conversation and
having to raise his voice to nake hinself heard over the gusting wind, “this
is where we shut up. Anyone speaks and draws attention to us once we're out
there and we're history. | tell you, those bodies aren't quick or strong
enough on their own, but if you do something stupid and end up with a hundred
of them coning at you, you're going to have real problens.'

Baxter thrust his cold hands into his jacket pockets and | eant back agai nst
the red-brick wall behind him He was terrified. Perhaps that was why he'd
reacted so angrily to Castle's nervous conpl aint seconds earlier. He'd been
close to throwing up before they'd left the safety of the building. He didn't
tell the others, of course. They'd all been so sure of their plans when they'd
spoken this nmorning and | ast night. Doing this had seened such a good idea
before they'd actually stepped out into the open and stood there unprotected.
A single body tripped across a footpath a short distance ahead of them The
six survivors stared in silence and watched anxiously as it noved awkwardly
away. Steve Armitage (a long-distance lorry driver who had hardly spoken unti

t oday but who had volunteered to do this because he could drive a truck and
because he could no | onger stand being trapped indoors) licked his dry lips
and nervously lit a cigarette.

“Put that bloody thing out,' Croft hissed quietly. “You fucking idiot! W're
trying to blend in here. How many of those damm thi ngs have you seen snoki ng?'
Arm tage dropped the cigarette down onto the ground and stubbed it out with
hi s foot.

“Sorry,' he whispered apologetically. “Not thinking. Bit nervous.'

Cooper's mlitary training was beginning to show Although he may well have
been as scared and apprehensive as the other five men, it was not at al

noti ceabl e. He remnai ned cal mand collected, as if this was sonething he did
every day.

"Don't worry, Steve,' he said softly, doing his best to reassure the
struggling lorry driver. "W can do this, you know. W just have to keep our
nerve and stick together. Take your time, don't do anything stupid and we'll
be okay.'

Bernard Heath was, surprisingly, the sixth survivor who had ventured out into
the open. Although it had seenmed that his cowardi ce and nerves had been
steadily increasing during the days and weeks of their confinenment, he

remai ned a sensible and rational man at heart. He had gradually come to accept
that his earlier protestations and demands that they should stay inside were
driven nore by fear than any rational thought processes. Mich as he stil
preferred the idea of staying | ocked away in the accommodation bl ock, he
under st ood that was no | onger an option. Perhaps trying to make amends for the
conflict and argunents he had hel ped prolong recently, he had volunteered to
be one of the first to |l eave the protection of the buil ding.

Cooper glanced round at the faces of the others before nodding his head in the
general direction of the city centre and starting to wal k. Wi ghed down
heavily with their individual nerves and trepidation, the six nmen began to
nove towards the dead heart of the town in slow, shuffling single file.

The door from which they had energed fromtheir shelter had been hi dden around
t he back of the building. As the nmajority of bodies had reached the university
fromthe direction of the town, the survivors canme across relatively few of
themat first. Those corpses they did see were distracted - bangi ng and
scratching incessantly at the sides of the building, trying to get inside



despite the fact that it was clearly pointless. Cooper kept his head | ow,
doing his best to imtate the weary, slothful novenents of the dead. Untrained
and havi ng been shut away inside for sone considerable time, the other nen
were unable to match his mlitary self-control and found it difficult to
canoufl age their strained enotions. They couldn't help but stare at the

ni ght mari sh scene whi ch qui ckly unfol ded around them

It was the noise they noticed first. Unexpected and unsettling, the constant

| ow sounds served to enphasi se the sudden cl oseness and reality of the danger
Inside the university they had becone used to the quiet. Qutside, however,
things were very different. There remained an eerie, vacuous silence where the
noi se of traffic and the day-to-day had once been but, at the sane tine, a | ow
and constant hunmi ng and noaning filled the air - the sound of bodies draggi ng
their feet along the ground and the buzzing of mllions of insects feeding off
their decaying flesh. The noxi ous snmell of the rotting corpses was stifling.
Jack Baxter felt the bile rising in his stomach. He didn't know if he was
going to be able to handle this.

Cooper shuffled away in the general direction of the subway whi ch he had
originally used to reach the university. He didn't relish the idea of

di sappeari ng down into that dark and forebodi ng hol e again. The crowd,

however, had swollen to such an extent that it was difficult to be sure

wher eabouts the entrance was. For a nmonent he toyed with the idea of sinply
taki ng a chance and stayi ng above ground and just running to reach the
courthouse. He knew that he couldn't do that without talking to the others
first, and he knew that he couldn't communicate with themin any way w t hout
alerting the corpses to their presence. The icy fear he felt when he risked a
qui ck sideways glance into the vast gathering of bodies a little way ahead
kept hi m focussed.

“Jesus Christ,' he heard soneone say froma short distance behind him The

voi ce wasn't particularly loud, but in this dangerous and unpredictable

envi ronnent even a whi sper was too nmuch of a risk to take. Cooper lifted his
hand and cautiously turned his head to try and renmi nd the others of the
danger. What he saw made him freeze with horror

"Shit,' he hissed under his breath.

The bodies were reacting. Too far away to have heard the voices, the corpses
wer e begi nning to make definite conscious novenents towards the exposed
survivors. Those on the nearest edge of the massive crowd had lifted their
rotting heads and were | ooking at the line of nmen slowly snaking towards the
subway. A few of the bodies had begun to stagger away fromthe nmain group and
were now | urching towards them As those corpses noved so the attention of

ot hers was caught and, in seconds, a deadly chain reaction had begun. Like the
first battalions of a relentless advancing army the cadavers began to

appr oach.

"What the fuck is going on?' a terrified Phil Croft demanded, forgetting

hi nsel f. The sound of his voice caused hundreds nore vile creatures to | ook up
and begin to peel away fromthe crowd and nove towards them ~You said they'd
ignore us if we...'

Cooper knew there was no tinme to stand and argue. By all accounts the

behavi our of the bodi es had been changi ng constantly since the day they'd been
infected - in the short tine he'd been away from his base he'd seen them
become nore aggressive. A few days earlier slow novenents and feigned | ethargy
had been sufficient to fool the dead. Today the creatures appeared to be
reacting with unni stakable intent. Although still awkward and cl unsy, today
they were moving with onmi nous speed and purpose.

“Move!' Cooper ordered. “Just get to the fucking courthouse now'

Wthout waiting for further instruction the survivors turned and sprinted
towards the city centre. Cooper led the way but, not knowing the city
particularly well, he ran without direction

"This way!' Paul Castle shouted, running away to the soldier's left. The
others foll owed as swarns of bodi es gathered around them Castle gl anced back
over his shoulder. H s speed and panic was such that it was inpossible to nake



out details, instead he was just aware of an increasing dark mass of cadavers
following them Terrified, he turned back around and ran into a single random
corpse, sending it flying to the ground. 154

Castle, the soldier and the doctor were relatively young and i n good health.
Baxt er and Heat h, although somewhat ol der, were also able to keep up. Steve
Arm tage, however, was struggling. Wth tears of panic and fear running freely
down his face, the overweight truck driver |lashed out at the countless figures
whi ch [urched and | unged towards him For the nonent the force of his large
bul k was enough to keep themat bay. It was difficult to keep sight of the
rest of the group ahead, such was the nunber of ragged bodi es that
crisscrossed his path and grabbed at himwi th clunmsy, decaying hands.

They weren't going to make it. Fromwhat he'd been told he guessed the
courthouse was still a fair distance away. Cooper knew he could do it, but it
was doubtful whether the ol der men woul d keep up

“Over there,' he yelled, suddenly changing direction and noving to his right.
He needed to find shelter. It didn't matter what or where, they just needed to
get out of sight for a time until the crowd's interest in them had di ssi pat ed.
He pushed open a heavy door in the mddle of a small, glass-fronted bookshop
and held it open for the other survivors. "Go through to the back,' he yelled
as Heath and Baxter crashed breathlessly past him Armtage was al nost there.
Cooper reached out and grabbed his armand pulled himthrough. "~Get out of
sight.'

Croft dragged a bookcase and | ow readi ng tabl e across the door once Cooper had
managed to push it shut. Already there were rotting faces pressed agai nst the
gl ass, smashing their fists against the window, trying to get at the survivors
i nsi de. Cooper gently pushed Croft deeper into the building.

The others were waiting in a small, square office.

“What the hell are we going to do now?' Heath asked anxiously. He | ooked at
Arm tage. The red-faced man was sl unped over a desk in the mddle of the room
fighting to get his breath back

"We keep going,' Croft said. “Wat option have we got? W can either turn back
and fight our way through a fucki ng huge crowd of bodies, or we can do what we
cane out here to do, get sone transport organi sed, and then fight our way back
t hrough a fucki ng huge crowd of bodies.’

H s hunmour wasn't appreciated. Regardl ess, the rest of the nen knew that they
didn't have a choi ce.

“Where exactly are we?' Cooper asked. "Wiere are we in relation to the court?
Castle, standing with his hands on his hips and breathing heavily, cleared his
throat and | ooked round.

"Not too far to go,' he replied, noving slightly so that he coul d | ook through
anot her door and out towards the back of the building. "I reckon it'll be
easier if we go through the back.'

"Fine,' Cooper said. W ready?

Arm tage | ooked up in disbelief.

"Gve us a minute," he conpl ai ned.

"You can rest when we've found ourselves a fleet of trucks, okay?

The lorry driver covered his head in despair and then pushed hi nsel f back up
"All right? Baxter asked.

Arm tage nodded.

“Lead the way, Paul,' Cooper ordered. Trenbling with nerves Castle did as he
was told, cautiously creeping through the building until he reached the back
door which opened out into a comrunal |oading area shared with a nunber of

nei ghbouring shops. A narrow service road ran along the back of the buildings.
As far as he could see there were no bodi es near by.

“Whi ch way?' Cooper whispered. Castle nodded to his right. “Ckay,' the soldier
continued, "“stick together and not a bl oody sound from anyone, understand?

No- one responded. “Let's go.'

Castl e began to wal k away fromthe shop, pressing hinself against the nearest
wal | and doing his best to blend into the shadows. In the mddle of the group
Armitage silently cursed his condition. He wi shed that he was younger and



fitter. Although no doubt amplified in his mnd, he feared that the sound of
hi s heavy breathing mght be enough to bring the bodies to them again.

The service road carried on for a hundred neters or so before taking a sharp
right and rejoining the main road. Castle paused just before the turning.

"How far?' Cooper asked, his voice deathly quiet.

“Carry on along this road and we'll reach another junction,' he replied,
noddi ng further down the service road. "Go left and the court's at the top of
the main shopping street. A few hundred yards probably."'

“What's it ook Iike?

He shrugged his shoul ders.

"Big building, bronzed glass in the wi ndows, steps up to the front door.'

"Who el se knows what it |ooks like?

The ot her men, who had now grouped around Castle and the sol di er, nodded.
Baxter wasn't sure

“Is it by...' he began

"Follow the rest of us,' Cooper snapped. "Wait here for a second. I'll go and
see what's around.'’

Silently creeping further down the service road, he stopped when he reached
the point where it nerged with the main road. Cautiously he stuck his head
around the corner and | ooked up and down the once busy street. There were

pl enty of bodies around, but considerably fewer than they had seen before
they'd taken shelter in the bookshop. He guessed that the disturbance they'd
caused back at the university would have resulted in nany of the corpses
gravitating around that area. He made his way back to the others.

"There are a fair few of themabout,' he said quietly. "The only way to get
through themis to ignore them Try and forget they' re there. Run through
them They can't match speed and the power we've got.'

"A few thousand of the bastards could...' Armtage npaned.

“There aren't a few thousand out there,' Cooper replied, “but there will be if
you pani c so shut up, take a deep fucking breath and follow ne.'

Wthout waiting for a response he headed back towards the main road. The rest
of the survivors followed behind, their nervousness increasing with every
step. Bernard Heath took deep breaths of stagnant air in an attenpt to fil

his lungs with oxygen before they started runni ng again.

Cooper paused and turned back to make sure they were together

"Ready?' he asked. No response. He turned and ran. Instinctively the others
followed at a frantic pace.

| mredi ately those straggling bodies left in the street turned and noved
towar ds the sudden di sturbance. Cooper |ed the way, pushing corpses away to
the side as he forced his way forward. Castle was cl ose behind. A nyriad of
unexpect ed enotions ran through his mnd as he noved. As the inhabitants of
the city had rotted and decayed, so the city itself also appeared to have
deteriorated. The once famliar sights of streets that he'd wal ked al ong
hundreds of time seemed to have changed al nost beyond recognition. Unchecked
noss and weeds grew between the cracks in the pavenments and clinbed the walls
of cold and silent buildings. Mtionless, skeletal corpses lay in the gutter
bei ng steadily devoured by the passage of tinme and by the numerous rodents and
i nsects which fed off their disintegrating flesh. A random body | ashed out and
caught himoff-guard. He grabbed it by the neck and threw it into a crowd of

t hree nore advanci ng cadavers.

“Left!' he shouted at the soldier who, in his haste and desire to keep noving,
had just passed the turning. Castle changed direction, followed closely by the
rest of the men who were all sonmehow nanagi ng to keep a conparabl e pace
Bernard Heath and Steve Armitage in particular were nmoving w th unexpected

vel ocity and newfound deternination. Pure adrenaline and fear was driving them
to run like nen half their ages.

Di sorientated by its overgrown appearance and the sudden effort of the sprint
through the streets, it took Phil Croft a while to recogni se the court

buil ding. As he swerved to avoid another |urching body his eyes | ocked onto
the steep steps which led up fromground level to the court's inposing



bronzetinted gl ass entrance doors. Cooper, Castle and Heath were already
there. They held the doors open for the others and then sl amed them shut and
barred them once they were all inside. Half of the nen dropped to their knees
and struggled to catch their breath. The remaining three realised i mediately
that there were suddenly novenents in the shadows all around them Wthin
thirty seconds sone fifteen ragged figures had appeared in the building s vast
reception area. Countless nore slamed into the door and began to try and beat
their way inside.

"Get rid of them' Cooper ordered. "Go for the head and try and take them out.
We'll get this area cleared and then we can slow it down a gear.'

Looki ng round for inspiration he picked up a nearby nmetal tube (which had
previously held up a sign instructing visitors to the court to wait to be
searched by security) and noved towards the cl osest body. Wat had once been a
pol i cewoman dragged itself towards himwith willow arns outstretched. He
swung the heavy metal tube through the air and smashed it into the side of the
corpse's head. Deep crinson bl ood, al nbst black, began to ooze steadily froma
gash above the body's shattered cheekbone. It noved forward again. Cooper

| ashed out again and again, his fifth strike finally making the pitiful
creature crunble, leaving it linp and notionless on the dusty marble fl oor
Armitage stood in nunmb terror as an elderly cadaver stunbled towards him Wth
enpty, enotionless eyes it stared at himand he found hinmself unable to | ook
away or to react in any other way. Suddenly too close to be avoided, the lorry
driver screwed up his face in disgust and Iifted his arns to prevent the
pathetic figure from advancing any further forward. Although the body squirned
relentlessly in his grip, the survivor's strength was clearly too much for it
to overcone. Beconi ng suddenly nore confident now that he was aware of the
physical gulf between the living and the dead, Arnmitage pushed the body away
and into the nearest wall with angry force. The corpse stopped and then turned
and began to nmove towards himagain. This time Armitage grabbed hold of the
rotting head, just below the chin, and, with weeks of pent up fear and
frustration behind him he slamed it against the wall, alnpst crushing it
conpl etely.

They were cutting through the bodies with incredible ease. The lethargic
nmoverent s, slow reactions and conparative weakness of the cadavers was no
match for the strength and coordination of even the nost tired and unfit
survivor. In less than five mnutes the reception area had been cl eared.

"Good job,' Croft said. He was breathing heavily.

Paul Castle acknow edged their efforts.

"Bl oody hell,"' he gasped, clearly surprised, “they were nothing, were they?
Christ we could have torn a thousand of them apart...'

"But there are mllions out there,' Bernard Heath rem nded him The university
| ecturer's voice was solemm and resigned.

"Don't think that's it,' Cooper said. "There will be nore of them around the
bui | di ng. Just keep nmoving and don't |et your guard down.'

Wth that he began to nove towards a nearby corridor

“Where you goi ng?' asked Armtage, w ping his grease and gore-covered hands on
t he back of his trousers. Cooper gestured towards a brass sign on the wall.
“Juror's suite,' he replied. Hs answer was nmet with blank | ooks fromthe
others. “Jurors sit in on trials,' he explained. "Trials happen in court

roons. Prisoners stand in the dock in court roons...'

“And...?" pressed Castle.

“And the prisoners have to get fromthe prison vans to the dock, don't they?
W'l | work our way back through the building.'
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“Christ,' nmunbled Care as she | ooked down froma hi gh wi ndow onto the renains
of the huge crowd outside the university building. “Look at theml Just |ook at
them'

Donna had been sitting silently on the stairs hol ding her head in her hands,



waiting inmpatiently and anxiously for the men to return. They had been gone
for alnbst an hour. She got up and slowy wal ked over to where Cl are was

st andi ng.

"Bl oody hell...' she gasped as she stared into the mayhem bel ow.

The bodies were nmoving with nore force and speed than she'd ever seen before.
Those nearest the centre of the city were continuing to break away fromthe
mai n group and were stunbling away fromthe university complex in the genera
direction in which the six survivors had di sappeared earlier. This wasn't any
random coi nci dence. It was obvious that the corpses were moving with a purpose
and a new found drive. And as the figures continued to stagger away, SO nore
and nore of them foll owed.

“What's happening to then?' dare asked. “Wat are they doing? Down in the
m ddl e of the crowd she coul d see bodies beginning to fight with others to
nmove through the i mense gatheri ng.

“It's like they're waking up,' Donna replied under her breath.

In horror she pressed her face against the cold glass and wat ched the shadowy
figures continue to nove. In some ways it was alnost as if they were begi nni ng
to herd like wild animals. Their novenments were unerringly simlar to a shoa
of fish or a flock of migrating birds slowed down to a fraction of their
natural pace. The inplications were devastating.

“Where are you going?' O are wondered as Donna noved back towards the
staircase. Her voice was trenbling and |ight.

"Back down to the others. Comi ng?

Clare didn't nove.

Do you think they're going to be able to get back...'

Donna shook her head and answered abruptly.

"1 don't know. There are thousands and thousands of those bl oody things out
there. Al it's going to take is for one of the men to get caught and...'

"But why is this happeni ng? Wiy have they started to behave like this now?
Donna shrugged her shoul ders.

"Who knows,' she replied. “Watever the reason, we need to get away fromthis
pl ace as soon as we can.'
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Havi ng forced their way through the juror's | ounge, several connecting
corridors and staircases and a vast and grandi ose court room the six
survivors nervously worked their way back fromthe dock and eventually found

t hensel ves at the entrance to the prisoner cells buried deep within the bowels
of the court conplex. The other five men stood and wat ched anxi ously as Phi
Croft struggled to rempbve a bunch of keys fromthe belt of a | ong-deceased
prison guard lying stiff and twisted on the floor. Croft yanked the keys free,
stood up and began to try and unlock the strengthened metal door which was
preventing them from noving any further forward.

"Conme on,' Paul Castle nmoaned. He could hear nore nobvenent in other parts of

t he buil di ng around them

"I'mgoing as fast as | can,' hissed Croft as he systematically worked his way
t hrough the keys. Hi s hands were shaking through a comnbination of nerves,
exhaustion and pure adrenaline. Wth a welcone click and a heavy thud the
sevent h key opened the door

"Vl |l done,' said Cooper as he pushed past. He marched quickly down a narrow
corridor which opened out into a grey office area with a chest height
recepti on desk strai ght ahead. This, he decided, had to be where the prisoners
were booked in and out of the court. Secondary corridors ran off to the left
and the right. To his right were the cells. To his left the exit. Through a

t oughened gl ass window in the exit door he could see a wi de, open area
rem ni scent of the transport hanger back at the underground base he'd cone
from It had to be the | oading bay. "This way,' he grunted.

Wth an unexpected flash of sudden, uncoordi nated noverment a | one neanderi ng
body dragged itself out of the shadows and lurched towards him Wth a single



sharp and instinctive reaction he clenched his right hand into a fist and
threw a powerful punch at the obnoxious figure, catching it square in the
face. For a nonent it stood and swayed in front of him the battered and
mangl ed remains of its rotting features having been made unrecogni sabl e by the
brute force of the soldier's punch. As dark, sticky blood began to seep down
fromthe black hole where its nose had been, the creature dropped to the
ground.

Cooper beckoned the nen towards the exit. The door which |l ed down fromthe
corridor to the garage and | oading bay was ajar, propped open by the trapped
torso of another notionless corpse that had fallen uncerenoni ously weeks
earlier. He stepped over the body and ran down a short flight of concrete
steps. The others foll owed cl ose behind.

"Close the door,' Jack Baxter shouted to Bernard Heath as he brought up the
rear. Heath inmediately did as he was told, pushing the obstructive body back
into the corridor and out of the way before slamming the door shut and
tripping down the steps. Panting nervously, he | eant against the nearest wall
to catch his breath again. Several |ong seconds had passed before he could
bear to Iift his head and | ook around the | oading bay. Had the risks they'd
taken been worth it?

"You okay, Bernard?' asked Croft. The doctor's question made himl ook up. He
nodded, stood upright and took a fewtired steps into the main garage area. He
had hoped to see it full of prison vans and other simlar vehicles but he was
di sappoi nted. There were two lorries that he could see - one | ong enough to
have three doors and several small square wi ndows down the side, the other
around two thirds the length of the first - and a single police van. Steve
Armitage was already clinbing into the cab of the largest lorry, settling into
t he seat and checking over the controls.

“Can you drive it?" Cooper asked. Armtage | ooked down at himand scow ed.

“If we can get it started then | can bloody well drive it,' he replied,
sonewhat of f ended.

Bernard Heath began to check over the smaller truck while Croft concentrated
his attention on the van. He found its last driver dead at the wheel, haunched
forward with his frozen face fixed in a grotesque expression of devastating
pai n and absolute fear. The chin of the corpse and much of the dashboard of
the van were covered in drops of coagul ated bl ood. For a noment the doctor
stood and stared at the pitiful sight. Wat utter terror and agony nust each
of these peopl e have experienced, he wondered? As he began to yank the stiff
and awkward cadaver out of the vehicle he was disturbed by the sudden sound of
cor pses outside beginning to smash agai nst the outside of the huge netal

| oadi ng bay doors, the survivor's voices having alerted themto their presence
there. As much as the body he was shifting nust have suffered, he thought, at
least this man's torment was over. For the desperate creatures still noving
(and, for that matter, for hinself and his fell ow survivors too) the fear
confusion, disorientation and pain seened set to continue indefinitely.

Cooper left the |l oading bay and ran back to the reception area through which
they'd passed just a few mnutes earlier. He was | ooking for the keys to the
vehicl es they had found. G asped in the skeletal fingers of another dust
covered body slunped on the floor in a small office behind the tall reception
counter he found the key to a slimmetal cabinet nounted on the wall. Inside

t he cabi net were door keys, drawer keys, desk keys and many other keys of
countl ess shapes and sizes. He grabbed everything which | ooked as though it

m ght belong to a car, truck or van and ran back to the | oadi ng bay.

Havi ng dragged the body away fromthe van Croft turned his attention to trying
to get the engine started. Fortunately he had found the keys he needed on the
ground in the footwell between the body's feet. He sat in the driver's seat
and fumbled with the ignition. After a nonth of inactivity he didn't hold out
much hope of them getting any of the vehicles going.

“Can you hear then®?' Castle asked as he watched Croft work. Croft glanced up
and | ooked through the wi ndscreen towards the |oading bay doors. It sounded as
if they were being battered by a continual stream of bodies outside. He | ooked



down towards the bottom of the steel shutters. He could see the metal rattling
and shaking in its frane.

"OF course | can bloody well hear them' he grunted as he returned his
concentration to getting the van nmoving. "More to the point, they can hear

us.'

He turned the key in the ignition. The engine began to turn over but then died
pathetically. Hs last words rang round his head as he tried the key again.
The noi se they were going to make getting these vehicles back to the

uni versity woul d be deafening. The grimreality of the situation was quickly
dawning on him It was clear that even w thout the engines the noise they had
al ready made had been enough to attract many bodies to the other side of the

| oadi ng bay doors, and he knew that those bodies would, in turn, draw nore and
nore to the scene. They were quickly being surrounded. The options left now
seened sinple and bleak. Get out in the van and the lorries or don't get out
at all.

Heat h had nore success with the smaller truck. Having managed to find the
right key fromthe collection Cooper had brought back with himfromthe
office, he tried the engine a couple of tines before, on the third attenpt, it
dramatically spluttered and burst into life, filling the |oading bay wth
rough, nmechani cal noise and bel ching out dirty grey floor-huggi ng cl ouds of
funes. Never before had the taste of carbon nonoxi de and | ead been so wel coneg,
the university lecturer thought to hinself as he accel erated the engine.
Mormentarily elated the other men quickly realised that now that one vehicle
had started, it would nost probably be possible to get the others started too.
Heat h wat ched cautiously as the needl e on the fuel gauge slowy clinbed across
the dial, finally stopping just short of the three-quarters full mark. Even
over the throaty road of the engine they could clearly hear nore and nore of

t he bodi es thuddi ng agai nst the door outside.

"Bernard,' Armitage yelled, “pull up in front of ne and we'll get this one
started.'

The lorry driver had al so managed to | ocate the keys to his vehicle fromthe
pil e Cooper had found. He watched fromhis cab as Heath slowy pulled forward
in the smaller truck and swng round in front of the |arger vehicle. Armtage
climbed down and ran over to an area in the far right corner of the |oading
bay whi ch seened to have been used as a makeshift garage and repair shop of
sorts. Managing to locate a set of heavy duty junp | eads he quickly noved back
to the trucks, opened the bonnets and started worKk.

Paul Castle nudged Croft who was still trying unsuccessfully to get the van's
engine to fire.
“Join the queue,' he said. "Wait till they've got the other truck going and

then get themto do the sanme with the van.'

Croft nodded. He gestured for Castle to nmove to the side and then rel eased the
handbr ake, allowing the van to slowy roll a few feet forward. He turned the
steering wheel and guided the vehicle closer to the trucks.

Ten minutes later and all three vehicles were started and were runni ng. The
six nmen stood together in the mddle of the | oading bay and hurriedly arranged
their exit plans. Miuch as the university had seened the nost cold,
unconfortabl e and i npersonal of prisons recently, every one of the nen
desperately wanted to be back there now

"Do we wait?' Heath asked. "~Should we shut the engines off and hope sone of

t he bodi es di sappear?

"No point,' Croft answered. "W might as well just go for it. The anpbunt of

bl oody noi se we've made will have brought hundreds of themhere. I1t'Il take
days for themto di sappear."

"He's right,' Cooper agreed. "We're not going to gain anything from putting
this off.’

"Are we going to fit everyone in here?" Baxter wondered, thinking out |oud. He
stared at the three vehicles and tried to visualise howthey were going to
cramthe survivors and their bel ongings in.



"We're going to have to,' munbled Croft. “There's no way we can risk trying to
cone out here again. Anyway, if...'

Hs words were interrupted by yet nore smashing and clattering on the other
side of the nmetal |oading bay door. The noise acted as a grimrem nder that
before they could think about getting out of the city, they'd first need to
get out of the court building and find their way back to the university.

The doctor wal ked across the | oading bay and stopped just short of the doors.
Doi ng his best to ignore the constant, violent battering com ng from outside,
he crouched down to exam ne the | ocking nechanism The doors, it seened, were
manuf actured in a kind of concertina style. Once they'd nanaged to unl ock
them therefore, they would slide open. Equally keen to get out and get noving
and feeling usel ess and redundant because he couldn't drive, Jack Baxter also
began to study the | ocks.

“Christ knows how we're going to get these open,' he nuttered. "These woul d

have been powered doors. We'll be hard pushed to get them open w t hout any
electricity.'
"We can do it,' said Cooper fromclose behind. "We'll take the | ocks out, free

any restraints and then force them open.'

"Force them open with what?' Baxter asked

“The bl oody trucks, what el se?" the soldier snapped.

He |ay down on the ground and stared at the bottom of the door. Light was
trickling in fromoutside and was being blocked intermttently by the constant
nmoverent s of the many random bodies mlling around the other side of the
barrier. Wth an outstretched hand Cooper tried to feel the door mechani sm and
understand how it worked. He could feel a netal runner buried in the concrete
and it followed that sone kind of pin would follow the track and keep the door
in line. There would no doubt al so be sonething simlar at the top. He stood
up and returned his attention to the | ock which Croft was still examn ning

st udi ousl y.

“Think you can get it open?' he asked.

“If 1 hit it hard enough | can open anything!' the doctor smrked.

Steve Armitage appeared at their side with various spanners, w enches and

ot her tools.

"Found these over there,' he said, gesturing over towards the area of the

| oadi ng bay where he had earlier found the junp | eads. Cooper took one of the
heavi er wrenches from hi mand began to smash the | ock. Croft stepped back. The
noi se the sol di er was maki ng was deafening, and the inplications were obvious.
"Get into the trucks,' Baxter shouted to the others. As the only non-driver he
felt duty bound to carry on working to get the doors open. “~Wen we get this
done there'll be thousands of bl oody bodies in here.'

Croft and Armtage returned to their vehicles. Paul Castle settled hinmself in
the driver's seat of the smaller prison van which Heath had started. Just
ahead of them Cooper continued to batter the lock, feeling it weaken with
every deafening blow. Another thirty seconds and it was rel eased.

“That it?" Bernard Heath asked from cl ose behind.

Cooper shook the door and tried to slide it open a fraction. It wouldn't nove.
"Must be other restraints,' he nunbled. He took a step back and then | ooked up
and down at the area where the door net the frame. He could see that there
were two nmore locks or bolts, one about a third of the way up the side of the
door, the other a third down.

Heat h gestured for Croft to bring the van over. The doctor edged the vehicle
forward cautiously and stopped just short of the door. The | ecturer haul ed

hi nsel f up onto the bonnet of the van and then stepped up onto its roof.

"Pass nme sonething to get this open with,' he shouted down to the others.
Cooper passed up a heavy steel lunp hammer with which Heath i mredi ately began
to batter the netal. H s pulse raced with adrenaline, effort and fear as he
smashed t he hamrer down again and again. Hi s armached but he didn't stop. He
could sense the vast crowd waiting for themon the other side of the netal
door but it didn't seemto matter. He wanted to be away fromthis place.
Directly bel ow where Heath was wor ki ng Cooper was | eaning across the van and



had started to try and free the one remaining restraint, prising it open with
a netal crowbar. Although this was a secure door it was by no neans

i npassable. It would never had needed to be inpenetrable - there had been
enough security both outside and around the courthouse to prevent or deter
escape. He guessed that had a prisoner tried to get away like this they would
have been surrounded and captured | ong before they'd got this far. He thought
for a fraction of a second about the |evel of noise they were making and the
di stance the sound woul d have travelled. Bodies for mles around would by now
be staggering relentlessly towards the courthouse. He felt alnost as if they
were ringing a bizarre church bell, calling a decaying flock to worship.

The door began to nmove. Cooper had forced the bottom |l atch open

Wth the first restraint now rel eased he noved out of the way and | ooked up at
Heat h who continued to hamrer relentlessly on the metal. Sweat poured fromhis
brow and his right armwas tired and heavy, exhausted by the effort of
poundi ng agai nst the door with the hamer.

" Al nost there?" Cooper asked.

“Alnost there,' he panted in reply.

The sol dier readied hinself to open the door. By default Phil Croft would be
the first driver to | eave the building and he tried to visualise his route
back to the university. He never used to drive through town. It had al ways
been so busy that public transport had been by far the qui ckest and easi est
way to get to and from work

“CGot it,' Heath finally yelled. Relieved, he threw the hammer to one side and
cl anmbered down fromthe top of the van, gasping for breath. He dragged hinsel f
towards the larger of the two prison trucks and clinbed into the passenger's
seat next to Armtage.

Cooper beckoned for Castle and Armitage to nove their vehicles as close to the
back of the police van as possible. Space in the garage was limted. The two
drivers pointed the front of their trucks towards the exit and readi ed

t hemsel ves to nove

“Okay?' Cooper asked Croft. The doctor nodded and | eant across the van to open
t he ot her door ready for Cooper

The sol di er opened the | oadi ng bay.

Hundr eds of bodi es began to pour into the building, pushing thenselves away
fromthe dense crowds behind them and grabbing at the stagnant air ahead. They
fl ooded around the vehicles. Cooper sprinted the short distance to the van and
threw himsel f in through the open door. Sitting up he kicked and punched at

t he nunerous corpses that reached out after himbefore slamm ng the door shut.
"Move!' he screaned

Croft jammed his foot down onto the accel erator and sent the van flying
forward, tearing through the rotting nmasses and obliterating those creatures
unfortunate enough to get in the way. Behind themthe two trucks began to
nmove, slower than the van but with even nore strength and devastating force.
The second and third vehicles followed in the bl oody wake of the first.

"Can't see a frigging thing,' snapped Croft as body after body smashed into

t he w ndscreen.

"Doesn't matter,' Cooper replied as he shuffled into his seat. “Just keep

nmovi ng. Just get away from here.'’

The crowd was huge and, it seened, apparently endless. Their relatively |ow
driving position made it inpossible for Cooper and Croft to fully appreciate

t he appal i ng sight which could be seen by the other four men fromtheir

hi gher vantage points in the cabs of the trucks. A never-ending sea of
decayi ng bodi es, all dragging thenmsel ves sensel essly towards the court and
after the vehicles driving hurriedly away. Thousands upon thousands upon

t housands of enotionless, enmpty shells lurching hel plessly towards the source
of the sound and novenent that had suddenly filled their otherw se enpty
wor | d.

“Which way?' Croft asked, shouting to nmake hinself heard over the sound of
cold nmetal hitting decaying flesh

"1 thought you said you knew this place,' Cooper replied, annoyed.



"l did,' the doctor snapped back. "Problemis | knew it before all of this
happened. | knew it before there were a nmillion fucking corpses rotting in the
streets.'

Angry and frightened, Croft turned right along a wi de road which he knew woul d
take them deeper into the city centre.

“Where you goi ng?' Cooper denmanded, struggling to see through the bodi es which
surrounded them

The doctor shrugged his shoul ders and grabbed hold of the steering wheel again
as it was wenched from his hands nonentarily as he clipped the kerb. Despite
havi ng been away fromthe court for alnmpst a minute now they seened to be no
cl oser to reaching the edge of the disease-ridden crowd. Unable to see

anyt hing much at street |level he | ooked up at the buil dings which surrounded

t hem and nanaged to work out roughly where they were.

"CGot it,' he said suddenly. “I'mgoing to drive the wong way down the ring
road. That should get us back hone.'’

A coupl e of hundred meters further and they reached a large traffic island and
flyover littered with bodies and with the twi sted wecks of crashed cars,
buses and ot her vehicles. He nanaged to weave a path through the remains. Wth
| ess control but considerably nore power, the two trucks behind smashed their
way through after them
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"They're comng!' shouted one of the survivors froma | ookout position on the
third floor of the university accomodati on bl ock. The buil ding was ot herwi se
qui et and the disenbodi ed voice of the | ookout quickly travell ed down enpty
corridors and into the various roomwhere the rest of the survivors sat and
wai ted. Donna and Keith Peterson were the first to react. They junped up from
where they had been waiting anxiously in the assenbly hall and sprinted

qui ckly through the conpl ex. They headed over to a bal cony on the side of the
bui I di ng whi ch overl ooked the encl osed football pitch that they had earlier
agreed to use as a tenporary lock-up for their vehicles until they were ready
to leave the city.

Donna pushed her way out through doubl e-fronted gl ass doors and | eant
precariously over the edge of the bal cony, craning her neck to try and catch
sight of the returning survivors while, at the sane tinme, doing her best to

i gnore the nauseous vertigo and fear she felt hanging a hundred feet above the
crowds of corpses. She could hear sone kind of transport approaching but the
disorientating silence of the world nade it inpossible for her to be able to
tell how far away they were and in which direction they were travelling. There
were relatively few bodies on the ground bel ow the bal cony - perhaps only a
hundred or so - and Donna al so thought that their numbers appeared to have
reduced sonewhat around the part of the front of the building that she could
see. The noi se and distractions caused by the survivors being in another part
of the city had tenporarily tenpted a | arge proportion of the inmrense crowd of
figures away fromthe university. It was obvious, however, that the return of
the six men would inevitably also result in the return of massive swarnms of

t he decayi ng corpses.

"l can see them' Keith Peterson said. He had clinbed up onto the netal safety
barrier surrounding the bal cony and was hol ding onto the door they had just
cone through for support.

“Are they all there?" Donna asked anxiously.

"Can't tell,' Peterson replied. “There are at least three of them | can see a
van and two trucks.'

The bl ood-splattered convoy slowy pulled into view, the white fronts of the
van and the trucks having been soaked with the gore and dripping remains of a
t housand collisions with a thousand rotting bodies. Inside the | ead van Phi
Croft steered towards the wel cone sight of the university buildings with
Cooper at his side still trying to peer through the mayhem of countl ess random
figures, trying to locate the track which would take them off the main road



and deeper into the centre of the conplex. lIgnorant to the danger of the huge
and powerful machines, the pathetic corpses continued relentlessly to
gravitate around the vehicles.

Croft took a sudden sharp left. He recogni sed the narrow road. He knew that it
woul d take themall the way around the back of the building and allow t hem
full access to the rest of the site. He glanced up into the rear view mrror
and, anongst the confusion, watched as first one and then both trucks turned
and foll owed himaway fromthe main road

"Not far now,' he said quietly. Cooper didn't respond. Instead he turned
around on his seat and stared up at the accomodati on bl ock which they were
slowy passing. He was | ooking for the other survivors, wanting to be sure
that they knew they had returned. He saw Donna and Peterson first, and then
noti ced other faces peering out fromdifferent wi ndows on different |evels.
The group still hadn't been able to nake any definite plans or work out the
preci se details of the afternoon's risky excursion out into the open. Their
mai n ai 8 had qui ckly been identified and agreed upon. The nore practica

poi nts, however, had been know ngly overl ooked. Were was the sense in trying
to iron out fine details, they had deci ded, when no-one knew whet her or not
their main objectives were going to be achi eved? Now that the men had
succeeded in getting transport, the intentional shortfalls in their planning
wer e unnerving and daunti ng.

"So what do we do now?' asked Croft as they drove towards the wirenesh

encl osed football pitch. They could already see that the gate was cl osed. To
get out and open it would be taking a huge risk and to smash through woul d
open the entire area up to the wandering bodi es.

“Just keep nmoving,' answered Cooper, sw nging hinself around and sitting back
down. "We're going to have to drive through the gate.'

"But we'll..." Croft began to protest.

"Go through, reverse up and we'll use the van to block off the entrance once
the others are through.'’

"So how are we going to get back inside if we're going to block the fucking
exit?

Cooper shook his head, resigned and irritated by the doctor's obvi ous nerves.
"We're not going to be able to do anything for sone tine,' he explai ned,
hol di ng onto the sides of his seat as the van bunped and rocked as it pl oughed
through still nore bodies. "The noise we're naking is going to bring thousands
of these bloody things here.'

"W could nake a run for it.'

"We could, but | think we should sit tight and wait for a while. Doesn't
matter if we don't get back inside for a couple of hours. Hopefully there will
be fewer of them around by then.'

Cooper braced hinself as Croft accelerated towards the netal gate bl ocking the
entrance to the football pitch. Steve Armitage watched fromthe |arger of the
two trucks follow ng cl ose behind.

“If he can't do it,' the lorry driver grunted, “then I'll get through it with
this thing.'

“You'll take half the bloody fence with you,' snapped Bernard Heath sitting
next to him As they had neared the university so Heath's nervousness and

appr ehensi on had i ncreased considerably. He knew the tine was com ng for them
to risk leaving their shelter

The four nen foll ow ng watched as the police van careered into the gate. The
force of the inpact was enough to twi st and smash it out of shape, |eaving the
buckl ed netal barrier hanging hal f-open, held in place by one stubborn hinge.
Croft reversed a few neters back and then drove forward again, forcing the
remai ns of the gate to one side and driving onto the football pitch. Suddenly
free and able to nove without obstruction, the doctor turned the van around in
a large circle. He watched with nervous fascination as the bodi es began to
arrive. The diseased shells collided with the rattling wi re-nesh barrier
around the entire perimeter of the football pitch.

"This is going to be tight,' Armtage nmuttered as he lined up the truck and



drove through the space where the netal gate had been. An experienced driver,
the sides of his vehicle nmissed the fence by little nore than a few
centinmeters on either side.

Seeing that the first truck had entered the football pitch unscathed gave Paul
Castle a false faith in his own abilities. He forced the smaller truck forward
and wi nced as the passenger side scraped al ong the gatepost.

As soon as the last of the three vehicles was safe within the confines of the
nmetal fence Croft parked the van across the width of the entrance, bl ocking
access to the football pitch for the hundreds of staggering cadavers which
dragged thensel ves towards the survivors. Steve Arnitage parked his vehicle in
the mddle of the pitch. After obliterating three bodi es which had rmanaged to
squeeze onto the playing field in the short tine between the |last vehicle
entering and Croft closing the gap, Paul Castle did the sane.

“Get out of sight,' Cooper ordered as he ran fromthe van towards the |arger
of the two trucks. "Get in the back of this one.'

Al'l around the football pitch bodies continued to collide noisily and clunsily
with the fence. Were between ten and twenty had stood nmonents before, now
hundreds of ragged, bedraggled figures stood and smashed their rotting hands
agai nst the barrier, grabbing and shaking the wi re-nmesh and trying hopel essly
to get at the survivors inside.

Needi ng no further encouragenment, the five other nen foll owed Cooper into the
back of the truck. Taking care not to fully shut the heavy, security |ocked
door, the soldier collapsed down onto a nearby netal bench

"Did it," he said quietly. The mlitary authority and direction previously so
clear in his voice had suddenly been dropped and had been replaced wth
obvious relief. The other tired faces around himlooked simlarly relieved.
"So what do we do now?' Jack Baxter asked. “Looks like we're stuck out here
for a while.'

"Let's just take it easy,' the soldier replied. "Nothing else to do but sit
and wait.'
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M chael Collins sat anxiously behind the wheel of the notorhome with Emma at
his side. They had been stopped in this location for al most six hours, neither
of themdaring to nove for fear that they nmight mss the return of the
soldiers they' d seen leaving earlier this nmorning. The wait was beconi ng
unbear abl e. M chael was begi nning to wonder whether they were going to cone
back. Anything could have happened to the scouting party.

The notorhonme was parked in a field adjacent to the track they' d di scovered.
By nestling the | arge and cunbersonme vehicle on the other side of a greystone
wal I and underneath heavy tree cover they had canoufl aged thensel ves to an
extent and their relative invisibility was reassuring. The otherw se bright
day had been interrupted by an unexpected shower of rain a short while earlier
and drops of water still fell steadily fromthe overhanging trees, clattering
down onto the nmetal roof and providing an eerie soundtrack to the afternoon
Apart fromthose few random sounds the world was qui et and deceptively
peacef ul .

"Want sonething to drink? Emma asked.

M chael shook his head.

"No thanks,' he replied abruptly. His stomach was churning with nerves and
uncertainty.

For what felt like the hundredth time in the last hour he turned and | ooked
over his shoul der, peering back down the track in the direction in which the
sol di ers had di sappeared earlier. He stared into the distance, hoping that he
woul d soon see novenent but, at the sane tine, also strangely relieved that
not hi ng seened to be happeni ng.

Emma slid across the front seats and put her hand around his shoul der. He
didn't respond. She | eant over and ki ssed the side of his cheek. Still no
response. He wasn't ignoring her, he sinply had far too nuch on his mind for



himto be able to react towards her in the way he nornmally woul d have done. If
he was honest with hinself he wanted nothing nore than to be open and
unrestrained and tell her exactly how much she meant to him but now wasn't
the tine. They had been out in the open for too |long. They needed sonething
whi ch resenbl ed stability and order back in their lives before they could nove
on. The bottomline was that they both needed nore than they presently had,
and M chael hoped and prayed that the soldiers they had seen would bring them
the relative security and confort they desired.

"l hate it when you're this quiet," Emma said, her face still close to his.
“Are you all right?

“1'mokay,' he replied, subdued. Mich as he wanted her close, he also w shed
she'd | eave himal one to think

“What we need to do,' she continued, “is find...'

“Shh...' he snapped, interrupting.170

" What ?'

“Listen.'

Emma did as she was told. She pushed herself away from M chael and sat on the
edge of her seat and listened carefully. She could hear the sound of an engine
appr oachi ng.

"This is it,' said Mchael as he turned the key in the ignition, causing the
cunber some not orhone's engine to runble into life. He sat notionless in his
seat and watched the road behind through the large wing mrror to his side.

Al t hough the stone wall obscured much of his view he was able to see the point
where the track snaked away into the distance and di sappeared. The soldiers in
their transport eventually appeared over the brow of a low hill, their
vehicle's bright headlights burning brilliantly in the gloomof the late
afternoon. He watched as they drove closer and closer until his line of vision
was bl ocked by the wall. A few seconds |ater and he saw t hem pass, the dark
green roof of the transport just visible over the top of the grey stones. He
began to cautiously nudge the notorhone forward.

"Don't follow too close behind," Emma said nervously. "They don't know who we
are. They might turn on us and...'

M chael wasn't listening. He inched out of the field, driving just far enough
forward to enable himto see the transport working its way down the track

When it was al nost out of sight he accel erated.

Travel | i ng wi thout his headl anps on (hoping to avoid being noticed) M chael
followed the bright brake lights of the vehicle in front. Keeping a sensible
di stance between themthe survivors watched as the transport drove around to
the right and then to the left. Two hundred neters further down and the track
narrowed and becane even nore rough and uneven. The sides of the road becane
st eep banks, |eaving Mchael with no option but to keep noving forward and
temporarily blocking their view of the soldiers ahead. The notorhome was not
made for travelling over such harsh terrain. One of the front wheel s sank down
into a nuddy pot hol e causing the vehicle to lurch to one side and its chassis
to scrape along the ground nonmentarily.

“Christ,' Emma nmoaned. “This isn't a good idea. As soon as we can we shoul d
get off this track and...'

"We're fine," Mchael snapped, annoyed and trying hard to concentrate. "It
doesn't matter what happens to this thing. It's not |like we've got garage
bills to pay or anything. As soon as we find where these soldiers are hiding
out we can clear our stuff out and ditch it.’

"1 know but we don't know how far away they are...'

Emma | et her words trail away. The banks on either side of the track quickly
dropped down again as they drove through an area of woodland. Brittle branched
trees suddenly surrounded the notorhonme and the military transport ahead,
reducing still further the already low light |levels. The track curved and
twisted in apparently random and unexpected directions. Still not prepared to
use his headl anps, M chael was forced to sl ow down to al nost wal ki ng pace.

A random body smashed agai nst the side of the notorhone.

“Jesus Christ,' cursed Enma as she stared at the figure in the side mrror



She watched as, in silhouette, it turned and stunbled after them

The transport di sappeared fromview nonentarily. Wth relief M chael caught
sight of it again as they emerged fromthe snmall forested area. He steered

t hrough a narrow gateway and over a cattle-grid which shook and rattled the
struggli ng machi ne. Once through the gate they were suddenly free to travel
across an otherwi se enpty and featureless field. In the near distance the
transport began to slow down. M chael gently eased off the accelerator as he
began to catch up with the vehicle in front.

"But there's nothing here...' he whispered.

"There's got to be.'

The powerful military machi ne stopped. Concerned, M chael stopped too.

"Shit,' he cursed. "“They've seen us. They nust have seen us.'

H s heart began to pound in his chest as he stared at the notionl ess greygreen
machi ne just ahead. Hi s concentration was so intense that he failed to notice
the three bodi es which dragged thenmsel ves across the enpty field and noved
towards them When he did finally catch sight of themhe paid themlittle
attention. They didn't matter

“What's going on?'" Emma asked, cold with nerves and afraid.

“Don't know. | think they m ght have...'

Wt hout warning the transport began to nmove again. Wth a sudden |oud roar and
a belch of dirty grey exhaust fumes it began to power forward with unexpected
speed and force. It drove up and over a grassy ridge that had been
unnoticeable in the low light, and then di sappeared down a steep incline and
out of sight.

"That's it,' Mchael said, forcing the notorhone forward again. "That's got to
be it.'

He approached the ridge with dangerous speed and nounting trepidation. Both of
the survivors knew the inportance of the nmoment.

“Careful,'" Emma hissed as the motorhone di pped to one side as one of the back
wheel s cl attered through another deep pothole. Mchael didn't respond, fixing
his concentration on followi ng the soldiers instead. Not know ng what was on
the other side of the ridge he accelerated hard again. Wth his heart in his
mout h he pushed hinself back in his seat as the front of their vehicle clinbed
up monentarily before dropping down into the darkness |ike a stonmach-churning
fairground ride. At first all he could see were the lights of the soldier's
vehicle. Seconds | ater they had gone, swallowed up by sonething unseen in the
bl ackness.

“Where did they go?' asked Enma.

“How the hell should | know?' M chael shouted in reply. The velocity of the
not or hone i ncreased as they sped down the incline. He funbled with the
switches at the side of the steering wheel, trying desperately to turn on the
lights whilst maintaining control of the vehicle. Seconds |ater and the ground
| evel l ed out. The front of the notorhome began to smash into shadowy shapes in
t he increasi ng darkness. M chael found the lights and sw tched them on

There was no sign of the military transport. There was no visible sign of the
base. For as far as they could see the field they found thenselves driving

t hrough was filled with hundreds upon hundreds of bodies.

Terrified and not able to see an obvious way out of the field, M chael

i medi ately sl ammed on the brakes, switched the Iights off again and silenced
t he engi ne. He | ooked out over a sea of rotting heads, desperately hoping to
catch sight of sonething man- made anongst the decaying flesh. There was
not hi ng. As the nearest creatures began to smash their rotting fists against
the sides of the notorhome he instinctively grabbed hold of Emm's hand and
dragged her into the back of the vehicle. Pulling a blanket off the bed to
cover them both he threw her down into a small space between the bed and the
table - a place where they'd hidden nunerous tinmes before. He held her tightly
and pul |l ed the bl anket over their heads as the deafening noise increased.
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Donna ran the Iength of the university conmplex with Clare follow ng cl ose

behi nd. They quickly worked their way through a [ abyrinth of dark, featureless
corridors, hoping that they would be able to renenber the way back to the
others. After several mnutes of running Donna decided that they had gone far
enough.

"This'll do,' she said breathlessly, slow ng down to wal ki ng pace and resting
her hands on her hips.

“Where are we going to do it?" asked dare.

Donna | ooked around. There was an exit door to her right. Through small,
square, safety glass panels she could see a narrow concrete pathway which | ed
to a detached storage buil di ng.

"Perfect,' she whispered as she carefully forced open the door and stepped out
into the night.

The pat hway between the main university conplex and the storage buil ding was
little over twenty neters long and, to Donna's relief, was also conpletely
encl osed by other buildings and by sturdy security fences. For once she was
happy to risk being out in the open. Apart froma single twi sted and gnarl ed
corpse lying motionless to the side of the path she couldn't see any bodi es.
The evening was rapidly drawing in and the |light was di sappearing quickly.
Once she was satisfied that there were no signs of nmovenent nearby she ran
over to the second building and forced her way inside. Her eyes quickly becane
accustoned to the shadow and gl oom as she | ooked around the cold and sil ent
bui I di ng.

“Sheets,' Care hissed, pointing towards a netal rack on the far side of the
roomthey found thensel ves standing in. She wal ked over and began to nake a
pil e against the wall furthest fromthe door. Donna added a stack of papers
and wooden furniture to the nound.

“That's enough,' she said quietly as she | ooked curiously into a second room
Qovi ously sone kind of nmaintenance stores, the shelves on the |ong and narrow
walls of the roomwere | oaded with bottles, tubs and cartons of bleach

di sinfectant and countl ess other chem cals used by cl eaners and janitors.
Clare instinctively backed up towards the nmain door as Donna reappeared and
crouched down and struck a match which she used to set light to a pile of once
i mportant invoices and bills. The paper instantly began to snoul der and burn.
She lit another match and did the sane again a little further into the pile.
The orange glow ate quickly into the tinder-dry paper and cloth and in |ess
than a minute the roomwas filled with bright flickering |ight and whi spy-grey
snoke. The fire grew in size rapidly. Donna stepped back and stood still for a
few seconds until she was sure that the blaze was properly established. She
wat ched with satisfaction as the fire quickly ate through the |inen and wood
and then began to lick at nearby curtains and against the wall. The buil ding
woul d be conpletely ablaze in next to no tine.

"Think this is going to work?' C are asked.

“Shoul d do,' Donna replied as she | ed the younger girl out of the building and
down the path back towards the nmain university conplex. As they wal ked she
could hear the crackle and spit of the fire behind her and could see the
reflection of tall, dancing flanmes in nearby windows. "All we want is a
distraction,' she continued. “Just enough to get the attention of the bul k of
the crowd and get themmnoving in this direction. As soon as they're away from
the trucks we can think about trying to get out of here.'

They stood and watched for a mnute | onger before turning and running back to
t he ot hers.

Less than a quarter of an hour later the entire university conpl ex was rocked
by a sudden and unexpected expl osi on. Survivors dashed to the nearest w ndow
to see what had happened.

"Bl oody hell,' Nathan Hol nes spat, “what did you two set fire to?

C are shrugged her shoul ders, al most enbarrassed. Donna peered out into the
dar kness as a second, snaller explosion ripped through the night, rattling the
frame of the wi ndow she was | ooking through. The blaze they'd started in the



storage buil ding had been unchecked and it had only been a matter of tine
before the flames had reached sonething flanmabl e. She had hoped it woul d
happen. The bigger the distraction, the nore chance they had of getting over
to the trucks and getting away.

"Why don't you just shut up, Nathan?' she snapped. "How can you criticise us?
What were you doing while we were out? Fuck all as usual. Wat have you ever
done to hel p round here?

“Why should | hel p? What's the point?

Donna sighed and turned to face him She stared into his w de, angry eyes.
"The point is,' she began, her voice trenbling with rage, "that we mght stil
have a chance to get out of here with sonething. W might be able to get out
of here before this whol e place cones crashing down and...'

"But why? Why are you bot hering?'

"We've tal ked about this a hundred tines before...'

"But why are you bothering? Hol nes demanded again, his voice hoarse and
cracked with enotion

"Because |'mnot prepared to sit here and wait for..
herself to finish the sentence

“Wait for what?

"Wait for the end. Wait for something to happen that's going to...'

“What you're doing,' Holnes said, taking a few steps closer to Donna, "is
runni ng around and risking your lives |like a bunch of fucking idiots. Watever
you do, none of it's going to nake any difference. Get yourself out of this
mess and you'll just end up in another fucking hole. It'll go on and on and on
until...'

“Just shut up,' Donna interrupted. “There are frightened people listening to
you. You're not hel ping the situation.'

"You're creating the fucking situation! And | know there are frightened people
in here because |I'mone of them

Hol nes’' final comment stunned and sil enced Donna and stopped her in her
tracks. For the first time she could renenber Nathan Holnes - the difficult,
obnoxi ous, offensive and weak little man who had caused nore than his fair
share of ill-feeling and resentnment within the group of survivors - was
apparently being candid and honest. For the first tine she could renmenber he
seened to be allowing his public image to drop and his true feelings be seen
Perhaps the realisation that the status quo had been chall enged and that, no
matter what he decided to do next, his situation was inevitably about to
change had brought about this sudden and unexpected change of heart. Watever
the reason, Donna felt sick to her stomach because he had nmade her think. For
a nonent he had made her question what they were doing. Was there really any
point in doing any of this?

she couldn't bring

Qutside in the back of the truck Baxter, Cooper and the others had heard the
expl osion too. Croft cautiously peered through one of the small, dark w ndows
in the side of the prison van

“Christ,' he nuttered.

"What is it?" Arnmitage asked, inmediately concerned.

"Fire,' he replied. “Look, over on the far side of the university. Sonething's
on fire.'

“Where?' demanded Cooper, |eaning over to his right and craning his neck to

| ook out through another wi ndow.

"What's going on?' said Heath, immedi ately fearing the worst.

For a nonent no-one spoke, each man privately contenpl ati ng what had happened
and fearing the worst. Croft was the first to try and make sense of the

si tuati on.

"They've started it on purpose, haven't they?' he said quietly, turning back
around to face the others. “~They nmust have. | think that fire is close to the
nmedi cal school. It's certainly nowhere near the part of the building we've
been using. They nust have started it deliberately."’

" But why?'



The doct or sighed.

“Isn't it obvious?

It clearly wasn't.

“Jesus, look at the bodies,' Baxter said excitedly as he noved to | ook out of
a third window "~They're noving.' 176

"OF course they are,' Croft continued. "They're distracting themso that we
can get back inside.’

The chain reaction that Donna had been counting on was slowy spreading

t hrough the rotting crowds which still surrounded the perineter of the
football pitch. As the corpses nearest to the fire and expl osi on had been
drawn closer to the distraction, their reactions had noved like a ripple

t hrough water and their clunmsy nmovenents had attracted the attention of
others. Slowy and awkwardly the entire di seased mass seened to be staggering
towards the searing heat and bright light at the far end of the university
conpl ex.

"Time to go,' Cooper hissed.

"We should give it a while,' Heath nunbl ed nervously. “There are stil

hundreds of themaround. If we go outside now we'll be...'

"Tinme to go,' the soldier repeated. “~They're noving away fromus. W'IlIl have
an advantage if we're noving through them from behind. By the tinme they
realise we're there we'll already have passed them'

"What are we going to do about the van?' Croft asked, renenbering that he had
parked it across the entrance to the pitch

“Soneone will have to stop,' Heath suggested.

"Two should stay, just in case,' added Cooper

“1'lIl doit," volunteered Armitage. “1'll only slow you down. |'m out of

shape. 1've already done nore running today than |I have for years...'

“1'll stay here,' Paul Castle munbl ed. Al though unsure, the thought of staying

outside with the van and the trucks seened slightly preferable to going into
t he dark ni ght unprotected.

"We'll nmove the van back,' Armtage said, "and then block the exit again as
soon as you're through, okay?

By the time the lorry driver had fini shed speaki ng Cooper was al ready out of
the truck and on his way over towards the van. Croft handed Armtage the keys
and followed the other man into the darkness.

"Back to the door we used this afternoon, okay?' Cooper reninded the others as
t hey nervously grouped near to the remains of the mangl ed netal gate.

Arm tage clinbed into the van and | ooked down at Croft, Cooper, Baxter and
Heat h. Baxter nodded for himto start the engine and he turned the key,
sendi ng a sudden splutter of noise and funes into the cold night and causing
nore than a hundred bodies to turn and begi n novi ng back towards the footbal
pitch. Realising what was happening he slamed the van into reverse and

ski dded back a few nmeters to open up the exit. As soon as a | arge enough gap
had been opened the four survivors ran forward into the darkness. Arnmitage
drove forward and bl ocked the entrance off again.

Still somewhat sluggish and clunsy, but now with undeni able control and
intent, the corpses stunbled towards the van. The light was | ow and the
conpar ati ve speed of the four survivors was such that the creatures were not
aware of themuntil they were close. A half-naked cadaver |ashed out at Croft
and knocked hi m of f bal ance normentarily as he pushed his way back towards the
uni versity. Bernard Heath, running with his shoul der dropped, charged body
after body out of the way as he let his nmonentum carry himback to the

shel ter.

The ground was wet and uneven, a conbination of autumm nist and sone earlier
rain having left a |layer of surface water al nost everywhere. Cooper slipped
and fell and, by the tine he was back up on his feet again, six bodies were
within a meter of him He punched and ki cked his way through them and
continued on towards the building. He was the | ast one to reach the sheltered
area where the waste bins were stored and where the door they'd used earlier
was. Croft was already there and had it open. He ushered the other nen inside



qui ckly.
“Get in," he hissed. Cooper pushed past and listened with relief as the door
sl ammred shut behind him

44

M chael and Emma | ay notionless on the floor of the motorhone, still hidden
beneat h a heavy bl anket and daring not to nove an inch for fear of attracting
t he bodi es again. There were still hundreds of them nearby - the survivors

could sense their closeness - but their interest in the vehicle and its
occupants finally seened to have dissipated. For a while the relentless
bangi ng and rocki ng of the notorhome had stopped.

"So what the hell are we going to do now?' Emma asked, her voice the quietest
of anxi ous whi spers.

“Don't see we've got nuch choice,' Mchael replied, equally quietly. "~Those
sol diers seened to just disappear. W have to be close. Their base nust be
here sonmewhere.'

"How are we supposed to find it? W're not exactly going to be able to get up
and go wal ki ng around out side, are we?

"We don't have to. We'll just wait here and...'

"Wait here and what? Just keep hiding on the floor with a bl oody bl anket over
our heads? For God's sake, how are we suppose to...?

"So what else do we do?' he hissed, interrupting her. "Do you want me to start
the engine and try and drive us out of here? |Imagine what that's going to do
to those bl oody aninmals around us.'

Enrma didn't answer. Instead she buried her head in hands and did her best to
hide all the desperate enotions she was feeling. Not since being trapped in
the attic roomin the farnmhouse fromwhich they'd recently fled had she felt
such fear and hopel essness. Just when she thought their situation couldn't get
any worse, they had taken another fall. Their options appeared to be sinple
and bleak - sit and wait as M chael had suggested or risk everything by trying
to get away. Unable to contain her feelings, she began to sob. Instinctively
M chael shuffled closer and wapped his arm around her

"We'll get out of this, you know,' he whispered, his voice softer and his face
just inches fromhers. “Trust nme. W'll find a way to...'

“How?' she pleaded. "~How can we?' Although she hadn't seen a crowd of this
size for the best part of two weeks, she knew that one body would invariably
attract the attention of another and, therefore, a hundred bodies would
attract a thousand nore. Every second that they lay still together and waited
made their situation nore dangerous.

"We'll get out of this,' he said again, doing his best to reassure her when it
was obvious that he was far fromsure hinself. | swear those soldiers are
still close. Their base was always going to be difficult to find, wasn't it?
They're going to have to cone out into the open again sooner or later and then
we'll. ..

"1 think we should just give this up as a bad idea,' Enma sighed dejectedly.
She | ooked deep into Mchael's eyes and, for a nonment, considered telling him
just how enpty and holl ow she felt. She had trusted himand he had | et her
down. This had been his idea. She'd wanted to be nore cautious. She felt
strangely cheated, al nost betrayed even.

“What ?' he nunbl ed.

"l said we should give this up as a bad idea,' she repeated. She stopped
speaki ng nonentarily as the notorhome shook. Another body had collided wth
the thin netal wall a short distance from where she and M chael were sitting.
That single, apparently randomcollision and the sound it created drew nore of
t he obnoxi ous cadavers back to the vehicle. Seconds later and the air was
filled with a deafening clattering again. Not seenming to care anynore, Ema
carried on speaking regardless. "I think we should wait for a while and then
just get the hell out of here. W were doi ng okay back at the farmhouse,
weren't we? We'll find somewhere like that again, |I'msure of it.'



“How many tinmes have we been through this? There are mllions and mllions of
fucki ng bodi es staggering around this country and they're not about to start

| eavi ng us al one now, are they? And we weren't doi ng okay back at the
farmhouse, because if we were we'd still be there now, wouldn't we? Accept it,
no matter where we go, no matter what we do, they're going to be snapping at
our heels constantly.'

“Yes, but...'
"But nothing. Look, I"'msorry this hasn't worked out, | still think it will. |
just need to stop running for a while, Em I'mtired.

"And you really think these soldiers are just going to open their arns and
hel p us?'

M chael thought for a nonent before answering.

“Yes.'

45

It was early nmorning, just before three. Tine to | eave.

The survivors sheltering in the university conplex had been left with few

choi ces. They were surrounded by an ever-increasing crowd filled with sickness
and di sease and now, it seened, pain, suffering and anger also. In leaving the
building to fetch the vehicles and by lighting the fire to tenporarily draw

t he bodies away fromthe trucks and the mai n accomodati on bl ock, the
desperate group had succeeded in making every |last one of the vile, rotting
creatures throughout the entire city aware of exactly where it was they were
hi di ng. Donna and d are's well-meaning distraction had becone an unwant ed
beacon and nost people quickly accepted that it would only be a matter of tine
bef ore the expandi ng crowds outside becane too large and fierce a tide for the
few despairing souls inside to be able to keep at bay. The earlier question
“shoul d we go?' had, for nany people, now been replaced by "when do we go?

The noi se and confusi on associated with the return of the six nmen nmeant that
every |l ast one of the survivors gathered in the university building knew t hat
they had nade it back. More to the point, each individual also knew that, |ike
it or not, the tinme had cone for them personally to make serious decisions
affecting the course of what renained of their futures. To take their chances
and | eave or to stay and wait? Ri sk everything out in the open, or risk just
as much by sitting in the shadows and hiding and waiting until something
happened? Even after such a length of tinme spent in the sane buil di ng

toget her, the group renai ned as disparate and desperate as ever. Opinion was
di vided and never shared or discussed. Fully understanding the unique dil emm
that each of the survivors faced, Donna, Cooper, Croft and the others did
nothing to try and persuade people to cone with them They announced they were
| eaving, but there didn't seemto be any point in trying once again to explain
the benefits of getting away fromthe university and the city. Simlarly,
there didn't seemto be any point in starting nore sensel ess argunents about
who was wong and who was right. None of it mattered anynore.

Wor ki ng quickly and with real purpose, those survivors who had elected to

| eave cleared their roonms and storage areas and col l ected their useful

bel ongings in a long, dark corridor. At the far end of the corridor stood the
door the six men had earlier used to get in and out of the conplex. Standing
by the door and waiting anxiously, Jack Baxter counted about thirty nmen, wonen
and children and tried to visualise howthey were going to fit into the two
prison trucks and the smaller police van.. They would be tight on space, and
many of the bags and boxes that each survivor carried would doubtl ess be left
behi nd.

The vast mpjority of the crowd of bodies continued to swarm around the raging
fire at the other end of the conplex. It seened sensible to get out now and
make the nost of the existing distraction before it burnt itself out. The
nervous survivors, many of whom hadn't dared take even a single step outside
in alnost a nonth, prepared thenmselves to run through the darkness towards the
vehicles waiting on the football pitch.



For a while before they nade their nove Baxter found hinself watching the

ot her people nmore than he had done since he'd first arrived at the university.
Even now he remai ned distant and detached from al nost all of them He didn't
even know t he names of nore than half of them Some faces he'd seen every day,
others he'd only seen perhaps once or twice, three he didn't recognise at all.
There was a conpl ete and whol |y understandabl e and expected | ack of

t oget herness and direction throughout the ragtag gathering. Many of these
people, it seenmed, didn't even care if they survived. In some ways their lives
were al ready over and they were as cold, lethargic and devoid of enotion as

t he cadavers outside. Those survivors who recogni sed the true hopel essness of
the situation - those even nore resigned to failure and despair than those
waiting in the corridor to take a chance on freedom - were the people who had
chosen to remain el sewhere in the building and not | eave.

It was tinme to nove.

“Okay, Jack?' Cooper asked quietly, disturbing Baxter. He didn't know how he
had found hinmself at the front of the queue. He glanced back along the line
and a row of frightened faces stared back at himin expectation. He knew what
was out beyond the door and, because they had no other source of information
he felt that they were | ooking towards him Cooper, Croft and Heath for

gui dance and reassurance. Baxter felt unable to provide help on any level. The
expressions on the faces around himwere desperately sad and forlorn. The
peopl e | ooked as nervous and unsure as pressganged soldiers in a plane during
wartime, about to make their first parachute junp into enemy territory.

"Now s as good a tinme as any,' nunbled Baxter, eventually renenbering to
reply. “"Mght as well go for it.'

Cooper nodded and noved across the corridor so that he could be seen by the
rest of the survivors. Donna watched hi m anxi ously.

"Okay,' he began, | ooking up and down the faces in the sem -darkness, “this is
it. If you don't think you can go through with it, disappear now.' He paused
for a few seconds, giving people a chance to nmake their final decisions. "As
soon as we open this door you need to start running. Mwve faster than you' ve
ever run before. Push your way through the bodies and don't try and fight.
Just hit them hard and you'll get through.'

Standing a little way further down the line, Phil Croft spoke up

"Don't stop if you start to get tired because you won't mmke it. Watever
happens, keep moving. You can stop when you reach the trucks.'

Baxter rested his hand on the door handle and waited for the signal

"What if they don't see us?' a nervous voice asked from sonewhere in the

m ddl e of the gathering.

" Who?'

“The bl okes in the van, what if they don't see us coming and let us in?

An anxious ripple of munbl ed conversation worked its way through the group of
survivors.

"Then the first one of us who gets to the van bangs on the w ndow until they
reali se what's happening and shift the bl oody thing, okay? Cooper replied.
"But what if they...?

"Don't worry about it,' the soldier interrupted, “they'll see us.'

"But what if...?

Cooper sensed that the questions attenpting to be fired in his direction were
nervous and instinctive. They were little nore than delaying tactics. He

i gnored them and nodded at Baxter

"Do it,' he said, his voice a little |ouder, “open the door, Jack.'

Knowi ng that if he hesitated he'd begin trying to talk hinself out of opening
t he door, Baxter slammed the handl e down and threw it open. Along with those
survivors standing directly behind him for a noment he sinply stood still and
stared out into the night. Cold wind and a light rain blewinto his face. He
could clearly see the football pitch and the van bl ocking the entrance, but in
t he darkness it seened an i measurabl e di stance away. And worse still, between
hi m and t he vehicles he coul d see bodies. There appeared to be hundreds of
them shuffling, staggering and |linping across the scene in silhouette.



Unm stakable with their stilted, pained novenents and | ethargi c but om nous
determ nati on and persistence, the nearest few had already turned and were
advanci ng qui ckly towards the buil ding.

“Go, Jack!' Cooper shouted. " Fucking nove!'

The ol der man i mredi ately began to run. Full of thoughts and concerns for the
others whilst they had all been safe indoors, he now sprinted across the grass
and tarmac pathways in selfish isolation, for the noment only interested in
his own survival. He knocked one body out of the way, then another and then
another. Wthin seconds his heart was beating in his chest with a force he
could hardly contain and his lungs were on fire. A few seconds later still and
some of the younger, fitter survivors had passed him The van didn't seemto
be getting any cl oser.

The rest of the survivors pushed their way out of the university building.
Loaded up with bags of bel ongings they forced thensel ves t hrough the swarning
rotting crowmds. Men and wonen, young and old, all noved forward together in
absolute terror, praying that they would get through, terrified that they
woul d be swall owed up by the diseased nmasses. Towards the back of the group
some of the stronger nmen and wonen carried the smallest children. The

del ighted squeals comng froma tw year old boy were nmuffled by the groans of
effort and noans of pure fear coming fromErica Carter, the m ddl e-aged wonan
who had taken it upon herself to carry himon her back

Paul Castle and Steve Arnmitage sat in the front of the van oblivious. The
hours since they had volunteered to stay behind and | ook after the vehicles
had dragged unbearably. Still surrounded by swarning corpses attracted by the
earlier noise, and with no idea when the survivors woul d nake their nove, the
two nmen had sat together in silence, too afraid to nove or even talk to each
other. The van remai ned parked across the entrance to the football pitch
Sitting in the front passenger seat, Castle struggled to keep his tired eyes
open. He gl anced through the window to his left and the sudden sight of
nmoverrent made himsit up with a start.

“Fucking hell," he cursed.

"What is it?" Arnmitage asked, inmediately concerned.

"Oh, Jesus,' he whined, “they're comng for us.'

" What ?'

“Loads of fucking bodies,' he continued to wail. “~Christ, they're com ng
towards the van.'

Armtage | eant across the width of the van to | ooked through the steamed-up

wi ndow.

"You fucking idiot,' he snapped, sitting back in his seat and starting the
engine. “That's our lot.'

Castle wiped his tired eyes and peered deeper into the darkness. A sudden
nmoverrent and the om nous thunp of a body slamm ng heavily into the side of the
van next to himnmade himrecoil with fright and surprise. The screan ng face
at his wi ndow, although he didn't recognise it, belonged to a survivor.

The noi se of the engi ne again whipped the rotting figures which remained near
to the football pitch into a feverish frenzy. They began to clatter agai nst
the fence, some grabbing hold of the wire-mesh with bony fingers and pulling
and shaking it furiously. The night air was filled with noise as Armitage
flicked on the van's headl anps and reversed back, allowi ng the first survivors
and an equal nunber of random bodies to flood onto the football pitch

"How am | supposed to know when they're all in?'" the driver nmunbl ed nervously.
Castle didn't answer at first.

“There's Cooper,' he eventually replied. He watched as the sol dier stopped at
the gate and ushered in the remaining stragglers. Feeling suddenly usel ess he
junped down fromthe van and ran round to hel p Cooper fend off the hordes of

i nquizitive corpses trying to push their way inside.

"Can't see anyone el se,' Cooper shouted as he pushed away anot her |ungi ng body
and grabbed hold of another survivor. Castle didn't need to be told twice. He
ran onto the football pitch as the other man gestured for Armitage to nove
forward and bl ock off the entrance again.



The pitch, quiet until a few nmonents earlier, had suddenly becone a frenzied
nel ee of activity and fear. Diseased corpses nmingled with survivors who, in
the low light and cold of the night, struggled to tell one fromthe other
Sensing the confusion, Armtage clinbed out of the van and ran over to the
nearest of the prison trucks, pushing several bodies out of the way as he did
so. Hauling hinself up into the cab of the smaller vehicle he funbled in the
dar kness for the keys. Eventually managing to find them he turned them a notch
and swi tched on the headl anps, i mediately flooding part of the football pitch
with bright light. Suddenly able to distinguish fellow humans fromthe enpty
shadows of corpses, the survivors began to clear the pitch. Fragile and weak
bodi es were beaten and smashed beyond recognition by frightened nen and wonen.
O hers - the old and the very young - cowered in fear around the prison
trucks. Wth their weight considerably reduced as much of their flesh was

wi t hered and decayed, Cooper and several others were able to pick up the

wi ry-franmed cadavers and literally hurl them over the fence and back out into
t he darkness. Donna watched with a m xture of fascination and disgust as one
corpse landed at the feet of a group of five nore which i mediately set about
it, tearing it apart.

A piercing screamrang out from Dawn Parker, a twenty-four year old survivor
who suddenly found hersel f surrounded by bodies in a corner of the playing
field. More grabbing hands attenpted to reach for her through the wire barrier
as she fell to the ground and covered her face. The first corpses dropped down
and began to thunp and smash at her with clunsy fists. Donna and Baxter ran to
her aid and pull ed and yanked the bodi es away. Standing a short distance

behi nd, Keith Peterson and another man di sposed of the cadavers over the top
of the fence.

Anot her few m nutes and it was done. The pitch was clear.

"CGet theminto the trucks,' Croft shouted as he started to bundle terrified
survivors into the back of the prison vehicles. Desperate people forced and
pushed their way into the transports which they hoped and prayed woul d soon
take themto safety. Seventeen clinbed into the back of the | argest vehicle
and anot her twelve into the second. Armitage and Croft took the controls of
one of the trucks each whilst Cooper, Donna, Baxter and three others headed
for the van. Cooper clanbered into the driving seat.

“You sure you can renenber the way?' Donna asked as she sat down behind him
He nodded and sl anmed and | ocked the door. He wound down the w ndow at his

si de.

"Ready?' the soldier screamed into the night. Two sets of brilliant white
headl i ghts fl ashed back at himin acknow edgnent. He put the van into gear
turned around in a tight circle and then clattered out of the football pitch
and back towards the road. Donna | ooked over her shoul der and watched as the
two trucks began to slowy trundle after them

Fi ghting hard to keep his concentration and to keep moving in the right
direction, Cooper slamred his foot down on the accel erator as body after body
hurled itself in front of the van

46

Standing in silence in the window of a first floor bedroom Nathan Hol mes and
Steve Richards watched the convoy of survivors disappear into the night.
"They're bloody idiots,' Holnes said. "They're wasting their tinme.'

Ri chards didn't respond. He was crying. Hol nes gl anced over his shoul der and

| ooked at the other man nonentarily before turning back to | ook out of the

wi ndow again. To his left he could see the fading taillights of the trucks and
t he van. Hundreds of staggering bodies followed pointlessly in the wake of the
vehicles. To his right the huge blaze at the other end of the university
conpl ex was continuing to draw t housands upon thousands of cadavers to the
scene. He gl anced back at Ri chards again.

"Okay, mate, you ready?' he asked. Richards nodded and sniffed. "Going to be a
good night, this is.'



Hol nes pi cked up an outdoor jacket which he had | eft hanging on the back of a
nearby chair. He put the jacket on and did up the zip. Still crying, Richards
pul l ed on a warm fl eece.

"Sure you're up for this?

Ri chards nodded agai n.

The two nmen left the room and wal ked down the dark and silent corridor to the
staircase. Together, they then nmade their way down to the ground floor. They
stopped at an inconspi cuous wi ndow in the corner of a simlarly dark and

i nconspi cuous room Holmes turned to face R chards.

“Pub or club?" he asked.

Ri chards nmanaged half a smile.

“Start with a pub. We can always go on to a club later.'

"The Crown or The Lazy Fox?

Ri chards t hought for a nonent.

“The Crown. It's closer.'

Ginning, Holmes leant forward and gently teased open the window in front of
them After peering up and down al ong the outside wall of the building
nmonentarily he clinbed up onto the wi ndowsill and junped down into the mddle
of an overgrown flower bed. Richards foll owed close behind. Filled with fear
and nerves, and knowi ng that this was nost probably to be his |ast night
alive, he stopped wal king and began to cry again.

“Think about it this way,' Hol mes soothed, "those idiots that left here

toni ght, they' ve got nothing left to | ook forward to except nore grief. You
and ne, mate, we've got it made. It's going to get harder and harder for the
rest of them It's going to get easier for us.'

Hol nes crept forward until he reached the edge of a narrow pat hway.

“Nathan, |...' Richards began

"Trust me,' Hol mes interrupted.

Wth that he turned and began to jog away fromthe university. Richards

foll owed cl ose behind, breaking into a sprint as Holnes did the sane, afraid
that he was going to be left behind.

The two men enmerged froma narrow side street onto a section of the ring road
whi ch was swarning with bodies. As the nunber of bodies around hi mincreased,
so Hol nes nmoved with a nervous urgency, pushing his way through the rancid
crowmds. Driven by a conbination of terror and disgust, Ri chards matched his
speed, smashing corpse after corpse out of his way.

After reaching the far side of the carriageway, Holnes turned left into

anot her wi de and silent street and headed for the shadowy remains of The Crown
public house, a large pub which occupied a prom nent position on the corner of
two once busy main roads. Panting with exhaustion fromthe sudden sprint, he
crashed through the sw ngi ng entrance door, followed seconds |ater by

Ri chards.

“Okay?' he asked.

Ri chards was bent over double with his hands on his knees, fighting to catch
hi s breath.

1" mokay,' he replied.

The now familiar dull thud of bodies smashi ng agai nst the outside of the door
made the two nen | ook up. Hol nes inmredi ately began to pile tables, chairs,
cigarette machi nes and anything el se he could find in front of the entrance to
prevent the odious corpses fromforcing their way inside. Richards wal ked
deeper into the building. The pub was enpty. It had been cl osed when the

di saster had happened.

“What are you drinking? he asked as he wal ked around to the back of the bar
“Anyt hing you can lay your hands on,' Holnes replied as he finished bl ocking
the door. He peered through a gap in the nountain of furniture he had just
created and watched as the sickly cadavers in the street tried hopelessly to
force their way into the building.

As Ri chards busied hinself behind the bar Hol mes dragged two | eather arnthairs
across the roomand set themin front of a fireplace, one on either side. He
smashed a table and stool and built up a fire in the hearth with the



splintered wood. Richards carried several bottles of spirits over and sat

down. He poured them both a drink

“Cigar?" Hol nes asked, disappearing across the room and grabbi ng a handful of
cigars and boxes of matches froma display at the back of the bar

"l don't snoke,' Richards sighed.

"You should start,' Hol nmes grinned. "Last chance, mate.'

Ri chards hel ped hinself to a single cigar, took off the cell ophane w apper and
it it. After lighting the fire using bar towel s soaked in whiskey as a fuse,
Hol mes did the sane.

The two nmen sat back in the dull orange gl ow and began to drink

"This is as good as it's going to get,' Holnmes said quietly, his voice drained
of the antagoni smand venom that had been so preval ent during the previous
days and weeks. "All you have to do now,' he continued, “is drink and snoke
and rel ax. Make sure you drink enough because they're going to get in at sone

point. And if we nmanage to make it to the norning, we'll just drink sone
nore.'

Ri chards was crying again. The drink quickly began to take the edge off the
pai n.

"Bl oody hell, they're already at the wi ndows,' he said. Hol mes | ooked up and
saw t hat there were countless shadowy shapes swarning on the other side of the
glass. He could still hear the bodies clattering and bangi ng agai nst the front

door. If the noise didn't attract them he thought, the light fromthe fire
certainly woul d.

"Drink up,' he said, “and think yourself lucky. Toni ght everyone else is
either dead or on the run. We're in the best place we could be.’

Ri chards didn't know if he agreed. The nore he drank, however, the nore he
realised he didn't care

It took just over an hour for the crowd outside to build to such a size that
sheer pressure forced theminside. A street |evel w ndow behind and to the
right of Hol mes and Ri chards smashed sending a thousand shards of glass and a
hundred bodies spilling into the pub. Already too drunk to react or fight, the
two nmen sat in their chairs and continued to drink as the building filled with
rotting flesh.
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Al most five o'clock. The clattering of heavy rain against the roof of the
not or home woke M chael who had fallen asleep a few minutes earlier, stil

lying next to Emma on the cold, hard floor. The sound of the rain was
deafening. He allowed hinmself to cautiously roll over and peer out from

under neat h the bl anket whi ch had covered them both since they'd been forced to
try and di sappear fromview many hours earlier. The light was | ow and he
slowy clinmbed to his feet. Hi s bones ached painfully as he stood upright. The
wat er runni ng down the wi ndows blurred his view of the outside world. The
sudden |l ack of visibility conbined with the unexpected but wel come noi se gave
hi m enough cover to be able to risk nmoving around. He quickly worked his way
around the sides of the notorhone, blocking each wi ndow with heavy curtains
and boards. Al so awake, Emma sat up and watched himin silence. Wen he'd

fini shed she too craw ed out of the shadows and stood next to him

"This is a real fucking ness,' he said under his breath as he peered out
through a narrow crack between the curtains at the nearest wi ndow "There are
t housands of bodies here.'

He slowy wal ked the length of the notorhonme and sat down in the driver's
seat. Emma renmi ned cl ose behind. She crouched down next to himand grabbed
hol d of his hand.

"So what do you want to do?' she asked.

“Don't know.'

M chael gingerly lifted up another curtain edge and stared outside. Al that
he coul d see were corpses. Soaked by the heavy rain and tightly packed

toget her, they were cramred into the field, surrounding the notorhone on every



si de.

"W have to do sonething.'

"We've got to be right on top of the base,' he said. "There nust be an
entrance round here sonmewhere. These bodies wouldn't be here if there wasn't
somet hing attracting them W're out in the nmiddl e of nowhere, for Christ's
sake. '

"So what do you suggest?

M chael didn't answer immediately. H s attention had been caught by a group of
bodi es about a hundred neters away. For no apparent reason they seened to be
fighting, alnost ripping each other apart. An unstoppable reaction to the
sudden out burst of novenent and viol ence quickly spread through nmuch of the
rest of the gathering.

"All we can do is wait,' he replied. "W either wait for the soldiers to
appear again and try and get their attention or we wait until this crowd
starts to thin out and try and get away from here.'

"When's that likely to happen?

He shrugged his shoul ders.

"No idea. Sonmetine in the next six nonths | should think.'

She didn't appreciate his answer.

"Be serious,' she sighed. "W can't just sit here indefinitely, can we?

He shrugged his shoul ders again.

“If we can't get out of here then we don't seemto have nuch choice.'
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Cooper wi shed that he'd thought to try and set up sone kind of communication
system bet ween the van and the two prison trucks. Even a couple of basic two
way radi os woul d have been sufficient. As if the effort of driving through the
devastated remains of the country wasn't enough, he was al so having to contend
wi th appal ling weat her conditions and keep his speed sl ow enough so that he
didn't lose the two trucks which | aboured slowly after the van. It wasn't
going to be easy to find the base again. He knew the general route but the
nmorning |ight was | ow and everything seened to have changed since he'd | ast
driven there. The world around him had continued to rot, crunble and decay
rendering it frequently unrecogni sable. Relentless heavy rain added to the
conf usi on.

The huge, dark shadows of the city which had surrounded them constantly for
weeks were now not hing nore than distant specks on the murky horizon behind
them The convoy of vehicles made sl ow progress away fromthe dead town and
deeper into the countryside. Cooper drove along the hard shoul der of a nacabre
not orway scene. The |lanes of the wide road were strewn with the tightly packed
wr ecks of thousands of crashed cars. Once one of the busiest stretches of
motorway in the country, the road was now a bizarre sight - a frozen, rusting,
rotting traffic jam

Cooper rubbed his eyes and massaged his tenples. Concerned, Donna | eant
forward to speak to him

“You all right?" she asked.

"Fine,' he snapped as he steered around the remains of a car which had smashed
into the back of another, leaving its boot sticking out in his path. He

gl anced up into the rear view mrror and watched as Steve Armtage ploughed
the larger truck into the car, sending it flipping up into the air and
spiralling dowmn onto the top of other vehicles, crushing the bodies stil
trapped hel pl essly inside.

The underground base was | ocated some thirty miles outside the city and they
had already travelled alnbst two thirds of the distance. Although increasingly
unsure of its precise |ocation, Cooper did renenber the names of the vill ages
nearby and was fairly confident of finding his way there again. The conpl ex
was buried in a renote and inconspicuous area of land. By its very nature it
was al ways going to be difficult to find.

The sound of a truck's horn cut through the otherwise still norning air. Donna



turned and peered through the back wi ndow of the van. A short distance behind
them Steve Arnitage had sl owed down and was flashing his lights furiously.
"Shit,' Cooper cursed, slamm ng on the brakes and bringing the van to a sudden
st op.

"What is it?" Jack Baxter asked anxiously.

“Don't know,' Cooper replied. "Can't see the other truck.'

Baxt er opened the door and junped out of the van and ran back down the road
towards the first truck. He clinbed up onto the driver's footplate. Armtage
wound t he wi ndow down to speak to him

"What's the matter?' he asked, wi ping spitting rain fromhis face.

Arm tage gestured over his shoul der.

"They're stuck,' he said sinply. "I think | clipped the side of a car and
dragged it out into his way.'

Baxter peered further down the road. Armitage was right. The back of the truck
had becone entangled with the weck of a car and had somehow tugged it out
across the narrow stretch of road which the convoy had been novi ng al ong.
Cooper suddenly appeared at his side.

"Too much noise. Kill the engine,' he said to Armtage who quickly did as he
was told. The soldier silently surveyed the scene. "He'll have to smash his
way through. There's no other way of getting through and we can't afford to

| eave either of the trucks behind. W're tight enough on space as it is.'

Arm tage nodded.

"This lot are beginning to suffer,' he said quietly, nodding his head towards
t he back of the truck. The vehicle hadn't been designed to carry as nany
passengers as it was carrying this nmorning. The survivors and their bel ongi ngs
were crammed into an unconfortably tight space.

11l tell Croft,' Cooper said. “~Get back to the van, Jack.'

Baxter wasn't |istening.

“Jesus Christ,' he nunbl ed.

"What's the matter?' Cooper asked.

Baxter didn't reply. Instead he sinply pointed at the vast col um of
stationary vehicles next to them Cooper followed the older nman's |ine of
vision and i medi ately saw what it was that had attracted his attention
Unabl e to open the doors of their crashed vehicles or even to escape fromthe
confines of their safety belts, every weck contained at | east one body.
Whi | st sone were unnoving, many others were thrashing around in their seats,
trapped but trying desperately to get out and reach the survivors standing at
the side of the road. At first appearing notionless and still, the |longer that
Cooper and Baxter stared into the endless |ine of crashed traffic, the nore
frantic novenent they could see.

"Bl oody hell...' Baxter muttered.

“Get moving, Jack,' Cooper ordered. He pushed Baxter back towards the van
whi |l e he began to sprint further down the road towards the stranded truck.
Even froma di stance he could hear its engine straining and groaning as Phi
Croft tried desperately to force his way through the bl ockage. As he ran the
sol dier gestured for Croft to reverse back down the notorway. He knew t hat

t hey needed to nmove quickly. To his right was a steep enbanknent and beyond
that several fields and an out-of-town shopping conplex. He could see nunerous
shadowy bodi es maki ng their way away fromthe dark buil dings and advanci ng
across the fields with om nous speed towards the notorway disturbance.

Croft stopped the truck and Cooper shouted to him

“Just put your fucking foot down,' he screaned. "“You've got to try and snash
your way through.’

“I"'msorry, I'mnot used to driving anything this big. | don't know how far |
can push it...'

“Shut up and do it!' Cooper yelled. “Wirry about it when it goes wong, not
before.'

The bodies in the field were close. The nearest few were begi nning to cl anber
up the enmbanknent. Noticing that Cooper appeared agitated and di stracted by
somet hing out of his vision, Croft did as he was told. Ignoring the terrified



screanms and noans fromthe back of the truck he noved forward again and
accel erated faster and faster. He smashed into the wecked car which bl ocked
his way, trapping it under his bunper. It dragged and scraped al ong the road
for a few seconds before working its way | oose and tumnbling down the
enbankment. Free to nove again, Croft edged towards the back of the other
truck and waited for Cooper to scranmble back to the van at the front of the
convoy.

In less than a m nute they were novi ng again.

The stretch of nmotorway where they had stopped was suddenly swarming with
bodi es.
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As griny-grey daylight gradually crept across another cold, wet and forebodi ng
norni ng, so Cooper's orientation and recollection slowy returned. Landmarks
and famliar place nanmes hel ped crystallize his thoughts and reassure himthat
he was | eading the survivors in the right direction. They passed through a
lifeless village which he clearly remenbered. Enpty and dead for nmore than a
nmont h, many of the cottages and hones which lined the main street had been
burned to the ground, others were charred and scarred by snoke, dirt and
decay. Sudden nmovenent surrounded the convoy as the noise of their engines
caused nearby bodies to emerge fromthe shadows and surge towards the road.
Their reactions still relatively slow, the bulk of the bodies did not appear
until the vehicles had passed by. A lone corpse, however, stunbled into the
road a short di stance ahead of the van. Cooper accelerated and obliterated the
creature with a brief nonent of effort and no consideration or renorse

what soever.

Through the village and back out onto an enpty and exposed country road which
twi sted and turned precariously as it worked its way between fields and hills.
The narrow road began to clinb a steep gradient. Now sure of his surroundings,
Cooper turned the steering wheel to the right and sent the van careering down
an even narrower track which sl oped downwards and which was virtually
invisible fromthe road. Wth his heart in his muth Steve Armtage followed,
slowl y coaxi ng the cunbersome prison truck down the track whilst, at the sane
time, taking care not to |ose sight of the soldier ahead. Arnitage was used to
driving trucks. The doctor driving the third vehicle was not. Hi s pul se raced
and his hands were noi st with nervous sweat.

“Fucking hell,' he snapped as his truck began its unsteady descent. The hei ght
of the bonnet in front of himmean that he drove the first few feet virtually
blind. Mre through luck than judgenent he managed to keep the vehicle on

cour se.

The track straightened out quickly, running bel ow but parallel with the road.
Donna sat in the back of the van and wondered just how many hi dden routes |ike
this existed. They woul d never have found this place if they hadn't had the
soldier with them If he had chosen to stay behind in the city then they'd
have been forced to do the sane. VWether the others liked it or not, each one
of them owed Cooper a debt of gratitude.

A hairpin right quickly foll owed by another steep descent and then the track
suddenly cut across a wide field buried deep within a steep and otherw se

i naccessi bl e valley. The shadows of huge protective hills reared up on either
side. Donna felt safer already.

“You never know where these places are until you' ve reached them' Cooper
yawned as they trundl ed down the hidden road.

"So if we're going to have trouble finding it,' Donna said, |eaning forward
and peering over the soldier's shoulder, “then this base should be pretty
safe.’

"You' d hope so.'

The track began to clinb and then di pped down again, crossing a w de stream at
a shallow ford. The three vehicles powered through the water, sending |ow
waves rippling away on either side. Cooper could see the tops of the first few



trees ahead. He knew that they were cl ose now The sides of the track becane
st eep banks and he increased his speed.

Phil Croft wi ped his face and forced hinmself to concentrate on the uneven road
whi ch stretched out in front of him He was becom ng used to the size and
handl i ng of the prison truck now, but driving a nmachi ne of such power was
somet hing which didn't cone naturally to him The larger truck in front was
being driven with obvious skill and precision by Armtage. Under Croft's

gui dance the smaller vehicle skidded and slipped across the uneven road
surface alarnmingly. He could hear murmurs of concern and di scontent fromthe
survivors in the back but he ignored them They'd already had to live through
much greater hardships to get this far

At the front of the convoy Cooper yanked the steering wheel around to the
right to follow a sudden and unexpectedly sharp bend in the track. The steep
banks on either side had fallen away again | eaving a clear view of the narrow
roadway as it di sappeared into a dark and dense forest of brittle branched
trees. Wth real concern for the others he [ooked into his mrrors and wat ched
as Armtage slowed down to a virtual stop and teased the heavy truck around

t he bend.

More dips, furrows and twists in the track as it began to wind its way through
the grey and shadowy forest. There were bodi es nearby. Armtage noticed them
first fromhis high vantage point. They were staggering through the
undergrowth, tripping over rocks and hal f-buried tree roots and then
scranbl i ng back up again and |urching towards the unexpected convoy. The truck
driver didn't say anything to the others travelling with him Hi s vehicle was
huge. He knew that these few di seased cadavers posed no threat.

Cooper knew that they had al nost reached the base. The | ast traces of doubt
and uncertainty in his nmnd di sappeared as he drove through a narrow gate and
over a cattle grid which shook the van and its passengers. As the trees and
vegetation around themthinned away to nothing he allowed hinmself to put his
foot down on the accel erator and steam ahead with relieved intent. The track
cut through a relatively featureless field and then quickly clinbed towards a
slight rise. The base lay on the other side.

"Must be getting close now,' Armitage nuttered as he foll owed Cooper out of
the forest. Once through the gate he increased his speed to match that of the
van just ahead of them

Reacting to the sudden increase in the speed of the other two vehicles, Phi
Croft | ooked up and pani cked. Afraid of |osing sight of them (although he knew
there was no way that he would) he too slamred his foot down on the

accel erator pedal. The truck began to lurch and sway unconfortably.

"Bl oody hell,' Paul Castle nmpaned fromthe passenger seat, ~slow down will
you.'

Croft wasn't listening. He yanked the steering wheel hard to the left, trying
desperately to follow the track and get through the gate.

The police van di sappeared over the ridge. As Armitage foll owed he gl anced
back in his mrror and watched hel pl essly as the front wheel of the snaller
truck behind himhit a npbss-covered boul der and was forced up into the air.
The sheer weight of the unbal anced truck tipped it over onto its side and the
speed at which it had been travelling caused it to skid al ong the nuddy
ground, stopping only when it snmashed into the gatepost. The battered machine
cane to a sudden halt half in and half out of the forest.

Dazed, Croft lay still, slunped forward heavily in his seat, hanging in
md-air and held in position by his safety belt. Beneath himlay the dead body
of Paul Castle who had been thrown out of his seat by the force of the inpact.
H s head had smashed agai nst the w ndscreen. Qozing bl ood m xed with shards of
broken glass around his lifel ess face.

Croft managed to lift his head and open his eyes nmonentarily. He was aware of
nmoverrent. As the first few bodi es appeared and began to beat against the
shattered wi ndscreen he | ost consci ousness.
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Exhaust ed and al nost asl eep, M chael was slunped forward agai nst the steering
wheel of the notorhonme. A sudden noise rmade himjolt upright in his seat,
instantly awake.

“Jesus Christ,' he cursed as the police van thundered past and tore into the
field packed with bodies. “~Were the fucking hell did that cone fron®

Emma ran to his side and watched with surprise and disbelief as the van ripped
a bl oody path through the nass of wandering corpses. Before she coul d speak
the prison truck appeared.

"Follow them' she gasped, her nouth dry with sudden shock and nerves. Wth
his heart poundi ng and his hands shaking M chael started the engine and
attenpted to nmove the notorhome forwards. All around them bodies were reacting
with omi nous strength and fury to the sudden nel ee. Sone staggered after the
van and the truck, others turned and |urched quickly towards the | unbering
bul k of the notorhome. The police van skidded to a halt about a hundred neters
ahead, the once white (but now nuddy brown and bl ood-soaked) truck a few
meters further on. They watched as a man hung out of the side of the truck and
began to gesture furiously to the people in the van. He was wavi ng back in the
direction of the incline that they had just powered over. Seconds |ater the
reversing lights on the back of the van were suddenly illum nated and the
vehi cl e sped back towards the notorhome, its engi ne whining and its wheels
churni ng mud, gore and rotting flesh up into the cold nmorning air. The driver
slamed on the brakes when the two vehicles were parallel. There was a gap of

| ess than a netre between them He wound down his w ndow and shouted over to
Emma.

“Any roominside? Cooper yelled. Still stunned, Enma could only nod her head
inreply. "How many of you are in there?

“Just two of us,' she stammered. "We think there's a base here...'

“One of our trucks has gone down in the forest,' the soldier shouted back. "I
need to go back for them Can you have ny passengers?

Emma didn't know how to respond. Coul d these people be trusted? Instantly
sensi ng her obvi ous unease M chael |eant across and took over the
conversation. Wiether they could trust themor not, it didn't matter. These
peopl e were survivors. It had to be worth taking a chance.

"There's a side door,' he shouted. "Get themout of the back of the van and
"1l open up.'

Wthout waiting for the other man to respond M chael left his seat and ran
down the inside of the notorhome to the door. He threw it open and i medi ately
began ki cking, pushing and hitting out of the way the countless sickly
cadavers that reached out for him A meter and a half away the back of the van
fl ew open and four survivors junped down into the field, slipping and sliding
in the nuddy confusion. Mchael reached out and grabbed hol d of Donna, hauling
her quickly to safety. Between themthey dragged the other three inside before
sl ammi ng the door shut.

Jack Baxter pulled the van door closed before clinbing back into the front and
sitting down next to Cooper. He gl anced over his shoul der and checked that the
others were safe.

"They're in,' he gasped, panting heavily with effort. "Let's nove.'

Donna and the other three survivors fromthe city collapsed into the back of

t he notorhone as the police van pulled away outside. Bodies all around the

| ong vehicle smashed their decaying fists against the thin netal walls,
fighting to get at the people inside.

"There's a base or sonething round here,' Enma nunbl ed, her conposure slowy
beginning to return. "W were trying to get in.'

Donna nodded.

“Cooper cane fromhere,' she said, nodding in the direction of van that was
novi ng back towards the ridge. "He's going to get us inside.'

"How many of you are there?" M chael asked as he sat back down in the driver's
seat .

“About thirty,' she replied, follow ng him



Thirty people, M chael thought. The hopel essness that had wei ghed hi m down for
al nrost a nonth suddenly began to lift. Ignorant to the hundreds of diseased
cadavers still fighting to get at them he allowed hinself the faintest smle
of satisfaction.

Cooper was struggling. The already rough ground had been churned up by the
nunerous mlitary vehicles that had driven to and fromthe base recently. The
constantly swarm ng bodies made it virtually inpossible for himto keep the
van nmoving in a straight line along the uneven track and the tired engine
struggled to clinmb back up towards the ridge. They stopped nmoving. The van's
wheel s span furiously, sending nore and nore mud flying into the air but
failing to grip the ground. The soldier took his foot off the pedals and | et

t he heavy vehicle roll a short distance back down the hill

"We're never going to get back up there,' Baxter said.

"We'll go round,' Cooper replied, glancing fromleft to right and trying to
wor k out which side of the hill to attack. He chose to go right and powered
forward again. The ground was nore level and, to his relief, he was finally
able to build up a little speed. He pushed harder and harder, knocking nore
and nore rag-doll bodies flying, until his velocity was such that he could
risk attenpting the clinb again. Baxter held onto the sides of his seat as
Cooper swerved back round to the left and forced the van through the renains
of the crowd and up over the top of the ridge. The effort of the screan ng
engi ne was suddenly reduced as they reached the crest and began to travel

al ong the flat again.

"Bl oody hell,' Baxter said as they approached the prison truck |ying stranded
on its side. “Wat a damm ness.'

Cooper stopped the van a short di stance back and surveyed the scene. The
nunber of bodies nearby neant that they couldn't risk getting out and
attenpting a rescue on foot. Although the najority of themremined in the
field near the entrance to the base, many nore had obvi ously been congregating
nearby. The front of the truck was surrounded by a dense throng of sone thirty
[ urching, grabbing cadavers.

"How the hell are we going to do this? Baxter asked.

Cooper didn't bother to answer. Instead he drove forward again, turned the van
round in a tight arc and began to reverse towards the truck's upturned cab

Di stracted by the noise of the approaching vehicle, the bodies turned and
began to nmove towards them

"Qpen the doors,' he yelled as he leant out of the window to his side and
steered the van back. Baxter quickly scranbled out of his seat and crawed to
the far end of the van. He threw the doors open and then junped back as the
van smashed into the cab of the truck. A random body, trapped by broken | egs
pi nned between the two vehicles, thrashed its arns furiously. Before Baxter
could react Cooper was with him The sol dier punched the corpse in the face
repeatedly until it dropped down and lay still.

The cab of the truck was sideways on, |eaving the survivors just enough

cl earance to be able to clanber up and over its battered bul k.

"We'll get themout fromthe back and bring them over the top,' Cooper
expl ai ned, wi ping his bloodied hands on the back of his trousers. "We'll get
Paul and Phil out first.'

Carefully choosing his spot for fear of causing further injury to the two nen,
Cooper lifted a single heavy boot and kicked the centre of the cracked

wi ndscreen. Al ready weakened, the w ndow gave way after just a few bl ows.
Baxter leant forward and | ooked down at Paul Castle's bl oody body.

“Poor sod,' he sighed, "he's gone.'

Cooper nodded as he worked to unfasten Croft's seatbelt. Once freed, the
unconsci ous bul k of the doctor dropped into his arns. He pulled the injured
medic free fromthe weckage and laid himdown carefully. Baxter frowned and
tried to ignore the bodies battering on the sides of the van. The bl oody irony
of it, he thought. The only survivor who had the medi cal know edge to make
good injuries like these was the one who |ay there wounded.

"Get ready to help themin,' Cooper said as he clinbed out of the van. He



haul ed hinmsel f up onto the upward facing driver's door and ran the | ength of
the side of the truck. There was a door hal fway between the front and back. He
yanked at the handle but it wouldn't nmove. He could hear the people trapped

i nside thunping on the wall, trying desperately to get out.

"Get me the keys,' he yelled back to Baxter who was watching hel pl essly. The
ol der man did as he was instructed, reaching in through what was |left of the
shattered wi ndscreen and twi sting his armaround the steering colum until his
outstretched fingers made contact with the keys. From his awkward angl e he
tried to tease the keys free and succeeded, only for themto drop to the
ground and land in the puddl e of coagul ati ng bl ood around Paul Castle's
icywhite face. Wth equal amounts of revul sion, nausea and sadness he cl osed
his eyes and | eant down and grabbed at the keys, w ping themclean on his
jacket as he lifted them up

"Here,' he shouted, throwing themup onto the side of the truck. Cooper picked
them up and i mmedi ately dropped to his knees by the door. There were many keys
on the bunch and it took several attenpts before he found the right one.
Eventual ly the lock clicked, the door opened outwards and the arnms, head and
body of the first bruised and bl oodi ed survivor quickly emnerged.

"Get ready Jack,' the soldier yelled, "they're on their way to you.' He |eant
down and began to hel p a m ddl e-aged wonman out of the truck. Hel ped by nore
survivors pushing her out frominside, she was soon free. “Get yourself down
into the van,' Cooper said gently as he reached down for the next person
“Jack's waiting there for you.'

On her hands and knees, the worman shuffled towards the front of the truck. As
she noved she | ooked down at the increasing crowds of bodies gathering on

ei ther side. Sensing her unease, Baxter coaxed her forward.

“Conme on,' he said, “nearly there.'

Back on top of the vehicle Cooper had pulled two children and anot her woman
free. He peered back inside and counted another seven people still waiting. He
could al so see a corpse. He didn't recogni se the man who |ay face down on the
ground, crushed by the others in the sudden inpact and crash.

Baxter clinmbed out onto the truck to help the children down. As he gui ded nore
survivors into the van, Cooper screaned nore instructions to him

"Get behind the wheel .’

"l can't,' Baxter replied frantically. "I can't drive.'

“Then find someone who can,' the soldier frantically barked. Do it now, for
fucking hell's sake!’

“1'1l doit," the first wonan to have been rescued munbled. “You'll have to
tell me where to...'

“What's your name?'

“Jean,' she replied. "I don't knowif...'

Baxter wasn't |istening.

“1'll give you a shout when we're ready to nove,' he said, pushing her
forward. She clanbered into the driver's seat and froze as she | ooked up and
around. A dense crowd of grotesque faces stared back at her, their clouded
eyes filled with pain and a savage intent bordering on hate. She | ooked down
at the ground and tried to keep control of her fragile enptions. The bl oody

t hi ngs were banging on the glass around her now. She held her head in her
hands and prayed that they woul d soon be able to nove.

“Last one,' Cooper yelled fromon top of the truck. Monents later the fina
survivor appeared and clinbed down into the van. Cooper was cl ose behi nd.

“Pull forward and close the doors,' he ordered.

“Pull forward,' Baxter repeated. The wonman in the front of the van pushed down
on the accel erator and eased the van slowy forward, pushing steadily into the
rotting crowd which surrounded them As soon as they were far enough fromthe
remains of the truck to be able to close the doors, Baxter |ooked up at

Cooper.

"Close the fucking doors,' the soldier said again. Hel ped by another survivor
Baxter pulled the doors shut. The van rocked nmonmentarily as the sol dier junped
onto the roof fromthe cab of the truck. Losing his footing, Cooper threw



hinsel f flat and edged towards the front of the vehicle. He smashed his fist
onto the wi ndscreen and gestured forward. ~Mve!' he ordered. “Just fucking
nove!'

The van lurched forward again. Cooper pressed his face down against the cold
netal and held on for all he was worth.

Back in the mddle of the field Mchael sat nervously behind the wheel of the
not or hore waiting for the van to reappear

"This isn't good,' he muttered. | think we should go and...'

He stopped tal king when the van powered over the ridge and began a fast and
uncoor di nat ed descent back into the field, obliterating countl ess bedraggl ed
bodi es. Cooper clung onto the top of the van, his feet and one hand w apped
around the roof bars. Wth his one free hand he gestured towards M chael for
himto drive around a small nound in the centre of the field. M chael

i Mmediately did as instructed, as did Steve Arnmitage followi ng close behind.
The remai ning prison truck bel ched cl ouds of noxi ous exhaust funes into the
nmorning air already polluted by the rancid stench of death and decay.

Around the back of the nmound, conpletely hidden fromview fromall other
approaches, was a huge grey door, partially sunken into the ground. Bodies
swarmed around the three vehicles with frantic energy and bile.

"Ht the horn!' Donna screaned as soon as she saw the door. "Let them know
we're here.’

M chael slanmed his fist down on the horn. Seconds later Armitage did the
same. The woman driving the van did the same as it trundled round the corner
The air was filled with noise, and the noise drove what remai ned of the
massi ve crowd wild.

The notorhone stopped just neters away fromthe huge conceal ed entrance.
“What now?' M chael demanded. “For Christ's sake, what are we supposed to do
now?'

“Just keep sounding the horn,' Donna sighed. "They'll hear us eventually.'
"And so will every corpse in the fucking country,' he hissed under his breath.
Wt hout warning the doors began to slide open. Painfully slowy, the heavy
barriers began to part. As soon as a w de enough gap had appeared a stream of
soldiers in protective clothing energed, every inch of their bodies hidden
They aimed their weapons into the crowmds and began to fire indiscrimnately.
Bodi es began falling to the ground. The space |left by each fallen corpse was
i Mmediately filled by several nore.

Wthout waiting for instruction, as soon as the gap in the doors was w de
enough M chael accelerated and drove into the base. It was i mense. He had
never seen anything like it. The prison truck forced its way inside, followed
cl ose behind by the police van. Cooper clinbed down fromthe roof and | ooked
around. H s exhaustion, nerves and fear were i Mmedi ately replaced by a

cl austrophobic and cold famliarity.

The sound of gunshots continued to fill the air as the soldiers closed the
doors and picked off the last few bodies, throwing their remains back out into
t he open before the doors slamred shut.

M chael, Emmma, Donna, Baxter, Cooper, Heath and the rest of the survivors
gathered in the centre of a cavernous and well-lit hanger packed with a vast
array of mlitary hardware. The soldiers surrounded the exhausted group. The
guns that had nmoments earlier been pointed at the bodies outside were now

poi nted at them
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olivious to the danger of the weapons pointed at them the survivors stood
cl ose together and waited for instructions. One of the soldiers stepped
forward. Cooper took a simlar step forward to neet him

"Sir!' he snapped instinctively, saluting and standing to attention. He
couldn't see who was behind the soldier's protective facemask.

“Cooper?' the faceless officer said with surprise clearly evident in his



voi ce, despite it being nuffled and distorted by the heavy breat hing
apparatus. ~Were the hell have you been, soldier? W thought you were |ong
gone. Wl conme back.'

The weapons were | owered.

No nore words.

Under continuous guard the survivors were cranmed into a decontam nation
chanmber. Those troops who had ventured out into the open with them | aughed and
joked in a simlar chanber adjacent to the first. The initial relief and
euphoria felt by the people from outside quickly disappeared. Exhausted and
enpty they sat and stared into space or slept or cried as their bodies were

cl eaned and every last trace of the disease was renoved fromthem

Emma | ay on a hard wooden bench, her head resting on Mchael's | ap. She | ooked
up into his tired face and wondered what woul d happen next. Wuld the
guestions they'd both been asking since the first norning of the nightmare
finally be answered by soneone in this cavernous base? Wul d soneone be abl e
to explain what had happened to their world?

Fromthe little that Cooper had been able to tell them the decontam nation
process would last for nmore than a day. As the hours crept slowy by she
drifted in and out of consciousness. Although still restless and uneasy in

t hese new and alien surroundings, for the first tinme she was able to nove and
speak freely w thout fear of being hunted out and attacked by vicious bodies.
No matter how highly trained they were, the soldiers with their guns and masks
seenmed to be nowhere near as nuch a threat as what remmined of the rest of the
popul ati on outside. These peopl e, she hoped, were rational and controlled. The
mllions of decaying bodies on the surface were not.

In order to conserve power the electric light in the decontam nati on chanber
was switched off. Enma curled up with Mchael and waited silently for the next
day to arrive. Although she wasn't conpletely sure, she thought it would be
Friday. Al nost four weeks since it had begun. Al nost two weeks since they'd

| ost the farmhouse.

Maybe tonorrow woul d be the day when everything woul d begin to nmake sense

agai n.

In the arms of the nman who had conme to nmean everything to her, and surrounded
by nmore survivors than she'd ever thought she'd see again, Emua rel axed and

sl ept and began to feel hunman again.

Saf e.

Conming in 2004..
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