Chapter 1

THE sunlight sparkled and shi mered on the deep blue of the incoming tide, the
waves | apping gently at the harbour wall. Fishing-snmacks bobbed lazily on the
slight swell, and flocks of seagulls screeched noisily as they anticipated the
titbits which would be thrown overboard as the | atest catch was unl oaded.

Behi nd, the range of nountains where the deep green of summer and the purple
heat her was just coming into full bl oom

Jan Wight rested his el bows on the harbour railings and idly watched the

out board notor-boat, which served as a ferry between Fairbourne and Barnout h,
chugging its way across the estuary, leaving a trail of foamin its wake. He
was in his early twenties and his broad, handsone face was already tanned to a
deep mahogany after |ess than a week of exposure to these Wl sh coast

sea- breezes.

"Penny for your thoughts!' the attractive red-haired, freckled-faced girl,
dressed in jeans and sweater, nudged himin the ribs with her el bow She was
roughly the same age as hinself, and her slim perfectly proportioned figure
had al ready caused many a nmal e holiday-maker to glance in her direction

"Not hi ng nmuch,' he smled back at her. 'I was only thinking how nice it would
be to spend anot her week here instead of going back to London on Saturday.'

"Well,' she winkled her nose, 'l nust say | agree with you but | don't think
your uncle diff would. He would be the first one to blow his top if we didn't
turn up at the I aboratory on Monday norning!’

"Dear old Uncle diff," lan |aughed.

"Not so rmuch of the "old"," Julie slipped an armaround his waist. 'He nay be
one of the country's | eading botanists but he isn't forty yet. He's very much
your nother's younger brother.’

"You're right,' lan sighed. 'Ciff is alnmost Iike a brother to ne. And he's
hip, too, to quote a nodern phrase. He didn't even raise an eyebrow when he

di scovered that we were going away together for a week. "Have a good dirty
week", he said, as | left on Friday night. "I don't expect you'll be good, but
try and be careful. | don't want Julie to have to pack up work just yet." You
woul dn't find many uncles taking that attitude.'

"Well,' Julie winked, 'we have been careful, haven't we? O at |east, | hope
you have!"’

They both | aughed, and then their attention was diverted by a train crossing
the estuary over the viaduct a mle away.

'"One nore day,' Julie sighed, '"and you still haven't taken me to Shell Island.
They say the bathing there is superb.'’



"W'll go tonorrow,' lan prom sed solemly and began steering his fiancee in
the direction of Davy Jones's Locker, a cave-like caf6 overlooking the
har bour .

Sat urday dawned with those same cl oudl ess bl ue skies and bl azi ng sunshine. |an
and Julie were grateful for the cool ness of the open 1949 red MG as it glided
al ong the narrow coast roads.

After about twenty minutes lan sl owed down as they approached the snall
village of Llanbedr, and noticed a sign off to the left which read ' Mochras'.

That's Welsh for Shell Island,' he shouted above the roar of the engine, and
then they were turning off down an even narrower road. Soon the tarmac gave
way to rough shale, and they could see the tide already |apping at the edges
of the causeway.

"What's that?' Julie pointed to sone buildings and grass runways which were
cordoned off by extensive barbed-wire fencing, alnost |like some concentration
canp fromthe | ast war.

"War Departnent,' Tan said as he slowed down. '"Uncle Ciff told me all about

it when he heard we were coning here. It's a pilot-less aircraft base. See
those small planes over there? Well, they fly themby renote control. Al very
hush- hush, though. You'd need a WD pass in triplicate to get even as far as
the first check-point! Uncle diff said some |ads who were campi ng on Shel

I sl and went on an exploration trip one night and ran into the guards. They
nearly got shot, and then had to undergo an extensive interrogation before
they were allowed to leave with severe warnings ringing in their ears!’

"It sounds awfully creepy.' Julie shuddered in spite of the warm sunshine. "I

hope we'll be away from here before dark!’

"No need to worry about that place,' lan saw the water across the road ahead
of them reduced his speed still nmore, and drove slowy on to Shell Island
itself. "You'll forget that place even exists when you see the real beauty of

Shell Island!'’

Shell Island was a veritable maze of narrow roads, with anple parking places.
Everywhere tents were pitched as canpers made the nost of the unexpected heat
wave, A signpost stated that the South End lay to the left, and the North End
to the right.

I an swung the steering-wheel hard over to the left, noting the sign guiding
themto the bathing beaches. Half a nmile further on he turned off the road,
and parked the car on the top of a steep rise which afforded thema view of
sand-dunes and an extensive gol den beach beneat h.

"Isn't it marvellous!' Julie breathed, the wel come stiffening breeze ruffling
her auburn hair. '"Al'l these people canping here - yet we've al nbst got the
beach to oursel ves!'

They' ve probably all had their early norning dip, and are snoozing it off,’'
lan stretched. 'Now, let's have that picnic, and then we'll see how warmthe
water really is!'

Hal f an hour later, clad in their bathing-costunmes, they were racing across
t he beach towards the incomng tide, |aughing and shouting as they splashed
ankl e-deep through the white foam



"It's really warm' Julie laughed. 'Shall we go for a nice | ong sw nf

"Suits ne,' lan glanced down at the front of his bathing-costunme. Julie always
made himlike that, damm her! He thought of stripping off, show ng her what
she had seen in the bedroomonly |ast night. Wiy the hell shouldn't he? There
wasn't a soul about. Al the same, sonebody night have a pair of
field-glasses, and the watcher nmight be prudish as well as being a busybody,
and report him He thought of all the publicity . . . Uncle diff . . he
shrugged off the thought and splashed after Julie. God, what a figure she had!
Enough to make any nan want her badly, really badly...

Julie, the water up to the top half of her bikini, turned back to him

'Come on,' she yelled. 'Wat's keeping you? Race you round that headl and.
Maybe there's a quiet cove there where we can...'

Tan never heard the rest of the sentence, for with a seductive smile she dived
backwards and began ki cking out with her legs. Yes, he smled to hinself,
maybe there is a quiet little cove just around the headl and where we can..

He plunged into a crawl, losing sight of his fiancée as his head went under
wat er. He powered on, heading out to sea. About a couple of hundred yards, and
then he woul d veer left, follow ng the coastline, maybe even catching up with
her. ..

"Julie Coles was a strong swi nmer, too. She even matched Tan for speed, and
after ten mnutes or so there were still a good fifty yards between them O
course, she had got a good start on him He increased his efforts, claw ng the
salt water as he strove to narrow the distance.

Ten mnutes or so |later he paused. Damm these waves. He couldn't see her
Turn, you fool, turn, he swore inwardly. W're far enough out to seal

Still she persevered with a direct course.

"Stupid bitch,' he gasped aloud- 'You'll be too far out..

He cl osed his eyes and nouth as a wave envel oped him The swell was getting
stronger out here. Now he couldn't see her at all. He began to sw m
desperately. Overtaking her was no | onger a gane. Their very lives m ght
depend upon it!

Cccasional ly he caught glinpses of her amdst the rising swell. At last! He
breathed a sigh of relief. At feast she was turning now, even though she had
come too far out to sea.

He decided to strike out diagonally, and head her off. A faint stirring down
in his bathing-costume told himthat things were getting back to normal. Soon
they would be |lying on the sun-drenched gol den sand of sone desol ate cove, far
fromprying eyes where they could strip off, and..

Her shrill scream disrupted his daydreani ng. A wave obscured his view of her
Christ! If she got cramp out here ... He trod water |ooking for her. Suddenly
the sea around himwas enpty. There was no sign of Julie Coles!

"Julie!" he yelled desperately, a note of panic starting to creep into his
voi ce. 'Julie!l’

For the first tine in his life he felt conpletely hel pl ess. She was gone. How
the hell was he to ook for her here?



Strangely, even this far out, the water was conparatively shallow. As he trod
water he realised that he could just touch the bottom He' was above sone sort
of sandbank. Then he espied a large ripple between the ever-increasi ng waves
headi ng towards him He blinked and | ooked agai n. There was no doubt about it.
It had to be Julie. What a stupid trick! She had screaned to frighten him and
now she was trying to sneak upon hi m underwat er

He rested his feet on the sandy bottom and |aughed, al nost hysterically.
Wll, so long as she was all right..

Suddenly he staggered back, his own piercing screamnuffled by the water as
his head went under. He fought to free hinself fromwhatever it was that had a
hold on his left leg that could only be conpared with a pair of garden shears
with serrated bl ades, biting deeper into the bone with every second. He fel
full length on to the sea-bed, already gul pi ng down nout hfuls of the murky,
sandy water. He began to panic, kicking out with his free leg. There was no
escape. That much was quite clear to him Furthernore, he knew that he was
going to die. He knew, too, that whatever it was that was attacking himhad

al so clainmed Julie Col es!

There was a red mist before his eyes. No, it wasn't a mist... he could taste
it, taste it like that time in his boyhood when he'd fallen on the beach and
cut his lip. If was blood! For a second, he alnost felt that he was free. That
grip had | essened. He made one | ast, desperate effort to surface, being

wr enched back instantly as his right |eg was grasped by his unknown attacker

It was as consciousness began to slip fromhis fear-crazed mnd that he
real i sed what had happened to his left leg. It had been amputated! Then he
felt his right leg cracking. Mercifully he | ost consciousness.

diff Davenport was in his |laboratory shortly before seven o' cl ock on that
Monday norning. There were certain tasks that had to be attended to before Ian
and Julie arrived at nine. Certain specinmens fromsea plants had to be renoved
fromthe glass tanks and allowed to dry before the next stage of discovering
their nutritional benefits could be started. They would be ready for his two
assistants to get to grips with as soon as they got back from holiday.

As he worked, the botanist caught a glinpse of his reflection in the water. He
smled. At least he didn't think that he | ooked any ol der. Those lines in his
| ean, aquiline face marked the passing of his dear wife. They could never be
erased, like his nenory of her. Hs receding hairline and the odd fl ecks of
grey in his dark hair, were all that denoted his age. His lithe figure was as
sprightly as ever, and the pipe drooping out of the corner of his mouth

rem nded him of the time when he had portrayed Sherlock Holnmes in a | oca

amat eur dramatic society's presentation of The Speckl ed Band.

H s task conpleted, he retired to his study. There he poured himself a cup of
bl ack coffee and relit his pipe. He felt vaguely hungry, but he knew that
Julie would automatically prepare himsomething to eat once she and |an
arrived.

The norning wore on, and still there was no sign of lan Wight and Julie
Coles. diff becane inpatient, yet he was not unduly worried. Probably they
had lingered over a 'last night' sonmewhere together and slept late as a result
of it.

By lunch-tine, however, he was becom ng increasingly worried. No | onger were
sexual procrastinations uppernmost in his mnd. Instead his thoughts dwelt on
road accidents. lan had always been inclined to drive far too fast in that old



heap of an M5 of his!

It was shortly after three o' clock in the afternoon that the doorbell rang. As
diff Davenport saw the two blue uniforns through the frosted glass, his
stomach rnuscles tightened. The Ma ..

" Prof essor Davenport?' the thin-faced sergeant had an expression on his face
that boded distinct ill-tidings.

"Yes, yes.' diff's tone could not conceal his anxiety.

"I"'mafraid, sir,' the officer said as he stepped over the threshold w thout
being invited to do so, 'we mght have sone rather grave news for you.'

"M ght ?'

"Wwell.. | er " the policeman shuffled his feet awkwardly. The Merioneth
Force have reason to believe that a red M5 sports car, registration nunber MO
897, is the property of M lan Wight, your nephew, who resides at this
address. The vehicle in question was found abandoned on Shelf |sland. The

gentl eman in question's clothing was found in it, along with those of a | ady.
A search has been made, in fact it's still going on. The coast guards are
using helicopters. They, er, they haven't found anything yet. It appears that

. your nephew and his lady friend have been washed out to sea whil st
bat hi ng."'

diff Davenport sat down on a nearby chair. H s face was ashen. H s whol e body
trenbl ed.

"I npossi bl e! H s dry croak | acked conviction

"I"'mafraid ..
ot her's eye.

t he sergeant began, but stopped as he saw the look in the

' Thank you, Sergeant.' Ciff was on his feet as though he had instantly
shrugged off the sudden shock, 'Perhaps you will let me know at once if you
find anything.'

The two policenen stepped outside into the bright sunlight. Both heaved sighs
of relief. It had been easier than they had anticipated. The Professor had
taken the news admrably.

Inside the house Ciff Davenport stood with his back to the closed door. He

knew in his heart that he would never see either lan Wight or Julie Coles
agai n.

Chapter Two

CLI FF DAVENPORT remai ned at his West Hanpstead honme for three days. He did no



work, and he ate little. He consumed on average an ounce of tobacco a day.
Those lines on his face deepened. He was hardened to grief, but it was the
very fact of not knowing that troubled him If lan and Julie were dead, then
for a short while he would succunmb to grief. If they were discovered alive,
then he would rejoice. Until then he would endure untold nmental agony.

Each day he rang the police headquarters at Harl ech. The answer was al ways the
same. In the end the Inspector there told himthat they woul d tel ephone him

t he nonent they had any news. That meant they were not hopeful of finding the
couple alive.

By Saturday norning the tel ephone had still not rung. diff roused hinself
fromthe arnchair which had, by now, been his sleeping place for five nights.
He knew that he could not endure another night of waiting, the restless pacing
up and down, of the feeling of utter hel pl essness. He went upstairs to his
smal I, untidy bedroom and dragged a dusty suitcase from beneath the bed.
Pul I i ng open drawers at random he began throwing itenms of clothing into it.

It was scarcely nine o' clock when he backed the Cortina estate car out of the
garage. The petrol gauge showed that the tank was full. He could be in

LI anbedr by tea-time. The prospect of sone kind of action was conforting and
his spirits soared as he finally |left London behind him

The hotel in LlIlanbedr was not an hotel as such. Few holiday nakers were aware
of its existence and the friendly, w dowed Ms Jones preferred to keep it that
way. She had her regul ar guests who returned, year after year, and that was
how she wanted it.

' Goodness ne!' she stood aghast as she recognised Ciff Davenport getting out
of his car. 'Professor! This is a surprise!’

"Hallo, Mum"' the professor greeted her. diff always called Ms Jones ' Mini,
much to her delight.

"I"'msorry to arrive unannounced like this. It's urgent, though. O course, if
you haven't any room| shan't grunble.’

"It'll have to be the attic-room' Ms Jones was slightly enbarrassed. 'l've
got a full house, and if I'd known... '
"The attic will do fine," Ciff assured her, lifting his suitcase out of the

car. 'l don't want to put you to any trouble.'
"Il put the kettle on,' she declared as she went indoors ahead of him

"Now, Mum' diff sipped his tea thankfully, and regarded her with a pair of
steel y-blue eyes, 'Tell me what you know about the m ssing bathers.'

"Not hi ng that the papers haven't already reported.' She busied herself with

laying the table. '"If folks will go swiming where there's dangerous
currents... '
'There aren't any dangerous currents of the South End of Shell Island,’ diff

Davenport snapped, 'and they were both first-class swimers.'

"How d' you know that?'" Ms Jones paused. 'It isn't that what's brought you
here, is it, Professor?

"It is," hereplied. 'lan Wight was nmy nephew, and the girl was his fiancée.'



"Ch!' Ms Jones sat down suddenly on the nearest chair, 'l didn't know .. oh
I"'mterribly sorry, Professor.’

"You weren't to know.' The Professor smiled wanly. '"But it's alnost a week now
since they disappeared, and everybody seens to have abandoned the search
content just to let the tide wash themup in its own tine. Well, |'m not
satisfied that everything's just as it should be. | intend to poke around a
bit. I don't know what it is, but I've got a funny feeling that there's nore
to this than neets the eye. | also knowin ny own mnd that they' re both

dead!"

Gimy, he continued drinking his tea.

Sergeant Hughes | ooked up fromhis desk as the tall man with the recedi ng
hairline wal ked into the police station

"Yes, sir," he grunted automatically, not bothering to rise to his feet. '\Wat
can | do for you?

"I'f you could find nmy nephew, lan Wight, and his girl friend |I should be
delighted.' Professor Davenport's tone was terse. '| have been waiting for a
call fromyou and, as nothing transpired, | thought that | had better cone
down to LI anbedr."

'Ch, you're Professor Davenport.' The sergeant rose to his feet and pulled
t houghtfully at his noustache. 'Everything that can be done is being done.
There was no need for you to ...'

"I prefer to," diff snapped. 'They were both excellent swi mrers, and there
are no dangerous currents to speak of off the South End where their car was
par ked. '

"Any bathing is dangerous,' the sergeant stated adamantly. They're not the
first to be drowned on this part of the coast, you know.'

"And | have a strange feeling that they won't be the last,' diff turned on
his heel. 'No doubt we shall neet again during the course of ny stay here,
Sergeant. Good day.'

diff was angry as he wal ked back towards the village. O course, it could
have been an accident. Even the npst experienced swimers net with accidents.
Yet, he still had that strange feeling at the back of his nind,.."'

The foll owi ng norning, after breakfast, diff went on to Shell Island. He went
on foot, feeling it hardly worth the trouble of taking the car fromMs
Jones's place to the South End of the island, a journey of possibly two mles.
It was a bright, sunny norning, and had it not been for the sense of

f orebodi ng which clouded his mnd he woul d have entered into the spirit of a
hol i day- maker. Hi s binocul ars slung over his shoul ders and carrying a | ong
stick of ash, a favourite conpanion on |ong hikes, he strode al ong.

Canpers barely gave him a passing glance as he crossed the sand-dunes and
finally reached the long, wide rolling beach. The tide was well out. Quickly
he scanned the water's edge through his binoculars. A flock of
oyster-catchers, gulls . . . nothing. Not a novement otherwise. To his |eft
some children were maki ng sandcastles, but he ignored them It was way out
there where the answers to his many questions |lay and he knew that he woul dn't
solve themfromthe edge of the dunes.

The sand beneath his feet was firmas he began wal ki ng out towards the distant



tideline. Virgin sand, untouched since the last tide had ebbed. Peaceful. And
yet. ..

A few hundred yards further on, the surface began to get softer. Hi s walking
boots squel ched beneath his weight, yet there was no hint of any quicksands.
The oyster-catchers rose in alarmat his approach. The gulls wheel ed,
screaming their insults at him

At last the water |apped at his feet. There was a huge ridge of sandbank on
his right, resenbling a col ossal defensive wall built by an ancient people. He
gl anced behind himat the distant shoreline of Shell Island.

"Surely,' he muttered, 'they would have swumno further than this.'

Suddenly a deafening screanmi ng sound filled the sky, becom ng | ouder all the
time. He ducked instinctively, then straightened with a chuckle as the tiny
aircraft passed less than fifty feet above him headi ng back towards Shel

I sl and.

' Damtmed unmanned aircraft,’ he nurnured. Then his eye caught sonething in the
sand about twenty yards away. It was a mark of sone kind, maybe three feet
long and nearly as wide. It had been nade since the tide had gone out, a fresh
scuf fing of danp sand. The birds? H s eyes wi dened as he saw anot her, and then
he began wal ki ng qui ckly towards them

"My god!'" he gasped, so excited that the words poured out aloud. 'They're al
along the tide-line. Caw marks. But what in the name of heaven coul d have
left a print that size? It's, it's like a crab, only dozens of them and a
hundred times as big!'

He dropped to his knees, eager to exam ne the nearest one. It had the shape
and markings of a crab's claw, but. . . the very size of it was beyond
conpr ehensi on!

diff Davenport shook his head in bewildernent. It was fantastic. |npossiblel
There had to be an explanation! And, for a scientist, a rational one, at that!

Then the water was |lapping at his feet again. The tide had turned. He noved
back a few paces and watched as the inconing sea slowy began to cover those
weird marks in the sand, erasing them forever.

adiff knew that he had no alternative other than to retreat. He had seen these
bi zarre, crazy marks with his own eyes and now they were being renoved. The
evi dence was di sappearing. If only he'd brought a camera. But nobody woul d
bel i eve hi m now

Rel uctantly, he retreated before the tide. Two nore pilotless aircraft passed
over him dipping down towards the island. Vaguely he wondered if they could
have had anything to do with the strange markings in the sand. A new type of
undercarriage that made | andi ngs feasible on soft ground, marshes and beaches?
It was a possibility, even if it was an inprobability. There was only one way
to find out. He unslung his binoculars and altered his course, heading towards
that | arge barbed-w re compound.

For sone reason the visitors to the island seened to keep well clear of the WD
conpound. Perhaps they felt that it was not in keeping with the rel axation

whi ch they sought, or maybe they had an inbuilt fear of mlitary authority.
diff Davenport was not one of the latter. At that noment he cared neither for
authority nor the scenic beauty. Al he knew was that he had to take a cl oser

| ook at one of those pilotless aircraft, paying particular attention to its



undercarriage. The di scovery of sone unorthodox | andi ng device woul d ease his
troubl ed mi nd sonmewhat .

When he was within fifty yards of the nearest barbed-wire fence he saw the
guard. The man was dressed in RAF uniform and had his back to the Professor
Adiff noted with a faint tingling of his spine that he carried a rifle. He did
not doubt that it was | oaded and that the sentry would use it at the first
threat to security.

diff sank down slowy until he was lying full-length in the Iong grass. As he
parted the tufts in front of him and began focusing his binoculars, he felt
nore secure. The man could not see himeven if he chanced to turn around. Two
of the aircraft he sought were standing notionless on a runway to his left.

Al'l he had to do was to exam ne them through the hi gh-powered | enses and then
crawl away discreetly. He could not help thinking how easy it would be for
foreign spies to adopt this same procedure.

He brought his powerful binoculars to bear on the nearest of the smal
aircraft. Already it was shimrering in the m dday heat, and everything seened
utterly still and peaceful. He began to exami ne the plane. It was shaped |ike
a jet, and yet was hardly larger than the average glider. Nevertheless it had
a sinister appearance, as if it mght be playing some secret role in all that
had happened recently, like some silent, mechanical bird of prey.

Di sappoi ntrent welled up inside himas he studied the undercarriage. It was so
conventional. Just two wheels, in fact, no different fromthose on a mni! If
it landed in soft ground it certainly wouldn't take off again. He | ooked at
the other plane standing next to it. It was exactly the sane.

H s spine tingled again. If those crab-like prints out on the sands had not
been nade by one of these pilotless crafts then there could only be one
answer. And that was al nost unbelievabl e!

"Don't nove!' The terse conmand cl ose behind hi m made him start involuntarily
and the binoculars slipped fromhis grasp. He turned his head slightly. A

bl ue-uni formed man knelt up in the grass less than five yards away from him
and in his hand he held sonething black and shiny which was trained
unwaveringly on the Professor's back. There was no nistaking the snub shape of
a .38 automatic pistol.

"All right.' The airman's voice was alnost a hiss. 'On your feet slowy. Don't
make any sudden novenent. Just take it easy.'

Adiff Davenport rose to his feet and then he sensed another uniforned man only
a foot or so away. He hadn't even heard himnove. This guy was an expert where
stealth was concerned. That was why he hadn't even suspected the initial
stalking. It would be a foolish man i ndeed who nade a sudden bolt for it

'Go on.' Something decidedly nmenacing prodded diff in the small of his back.
'"Walk slowy towards that gate over there. Don't try anything!'

Armed nen appeared fromall directions as he entered the enclosure. They
weren't taking any chances. Vaguely diff wondered how he had been spotted. It
certainly wasn't by the first guard. Probably sonmebody was scanning the area
constantly froma conceal ed vantage point. In the distance he could see

hol i day- makers playing ball, pitching tents, cooking food, totally unaware of
t he drama whi ch was being enacted only a few hundred yards away fromthem

Still he wal ked on, dazed at the suddenness of it all. Every tine he slowed up
somet hi ng hard and nenaci ng bored into his back, forcing himto nove again.



Now there was a uni forned man on either side of him Nobody spoke. It was
almost as if the arrest of an intruder was an everyday occurrence. Smooth
efficiency. Merciless.

They were heading towards a concrete building that stood apart fromthe main
bl ock. It was conpletely square and flat-roofed rather |ike the kind of
Forei gn Legi on detention bl ocks which one sees in the novies. diff had

vi sions of nen sweating within as the sun clinmbed higher and the tenperature
i nside rose to intol erabl e hei ghts.

A man cane from behind and unl ocked the door. It swung back on well-oiled

hi nges. For a second everybody paused in the doorway. Ciff noted the interior
with some msgiving. Four walls, a ceiling and a floor, all drab, grey
concrete. Not even a wi ndow. A sudden push sent him spraw ing inside. He fel
headl ong and then, as he picked hinsel f up, darkness closed in on him The
door swung shut and that sanme |ock clicked hack into place. Boyhood dreans of
t he Foreign Legion suddenly started to becone reality.

Chapter Three

CLI FF DAVENPORT sat with his back to the wall in total darkness. H's
surroundi ngs had a cl austrophobic effect on his mnd. He couldn't think
clearly. Maybe it was all a dream Secret aircraft bases, giant crabs ... He
stretched out a hand and ran his fingers along the concrete. No, the walls
weren't padded. That discovery was a relief in sone respects. It neant, too,
that all this was horribly real

Ti me dragged. The face of his watch was not |um nous so he had no neans of
knowi ng what tine of day it was. The useless watch nmerely emtted a continuous
ticking that after a tinme began to have the sane effect upon himas the

i nfanobus Chi nese water-torture. He wanted to scream call themall kinds of
bastards under the sun. Instead he just remained silent. Waiting; for what, he
knew not .

Al the time he could hear the regular footsteps of a patrolling sentry. They
were taking no chances. He thought of attracting the guard's attention,
telling himwho he was and why he had approached the base, but he knew it
woul d do no good.

Eventually he lost track of tine and just sat staring into the darkness. It
was hot and stuffy.

At last there were nore footsteps and the key turned in the | ock again. The
door was flung wi de open and Ciff Davenport was nmonmentarily blinded by the
sudden sunlight He threw up his hands to cover his eyes, yet managed to notice
the five nmen who stood in the doorway. They all carried .38 automatics.

"Step this way, please.' Atall man with a clipped noustache seenmed to be in



command. Hi s voice was authoritative, and the other four evidently would act
on such orders as he m ght give.

Adiff struggled to his feet, blinking and still unable to focus properly. A
uni formed man noved to his side, both hel pi ng and pushing himat the sane
time. The cranped position in which he had been for sone i measurable time had
nunbed Davenport's | eg, and now the pins and needl es were agoni sing. He
stunbl ed, alnost fell, and then two of his captors seized himand dragged him
across the conpound.

Anot her squat building, only slightly nore civilised in appearance, stood |ess
than thirty yards away from where he had been inprisoned. At least it had
wi ndows.

One of the guards opened the door. Two nore hustled himinside. The interior
was neatly but sparsely furnished. Coconut matting lay on the floor, filing
cabi nets were ranged around the walls and a | arge mahogany desk doni nated the
centre. diff Davenport gazed at the man who sat behind it. He was well-built,
totally bald and his cl ean-shaven face reni nded the botanist of the typica
CGestapo chief portrayed in filnms and books of World War 11. Hard, ruthless,
fish-like eyes that totally conceal ed his innernost thoughts. Above all, he
wore no uniform H's light-grey, well-worn suit nmade his appearance all the
nore sinister.

Sonebody shut the door
"Who are you?' The man behind the desk had a flat, expressionless voice.

"My nanme is Professor Clifford Davenport.' diff drew hinmself up to his ful

hei ght, his indignation beginning to return now thai he was no | onger

i mprisoned in a darkened cell. "I live in Wst Hanpstead and | am staying with
Ms Jones of Ll anbedr.’

"You were displaying interest in our aircraft,' his interrogator stated,
hol di ng up the pair of binoculars which had been confiscated on his capture.
"I want to know why you were so interested in them'

diff paused. Just in time he checked the reply that was on the top of his
tongue. Hell, he couldn't start raving on about giant crabs. Just what was he
to say? There were two courses open to him He could either condemm hinsel f as
a spy or else commt hinself to an asylum He drew a deep breath. Everybody
was watching himintently. Hesitation would be interpreted at guilt.

He expelled a long sigh. "Wll, you know the two bat hers who went m ssing |ast
Sunday?

"Wiich two bat hers?
CGod! Didn't they read the papers or were they just inhuman?

"A young man and his fiancée. Their car was found on the South End of the
I sland."'

"Vas it?
O course it bloody well was! He felt his tenper rising, but knew that he nust
keep a tight rein on it. He fought back an angry retort and tried to appear

nore rel axed.

'Yes,' he said, even essaying a smile, 'it was. The police and the coastguards



have been searching since then but they haven't found the bodies.'

'How does that relate to the fact that you were exami ning our aircraft through
bi nocul ars?' There was neither enotion nor synpathy in his interrogator's
voi ce or expression.

"It doesn't. . . except that. . . that...' diff fought for a plausible
expl anation. 'l had been out on the sands | ooking for signs of the m ssing
bathers all nmorning and | wondered if, well, if any of your planes mght be

utilised in the search.' Somebody behind himwas trying hard not to snigger

'You were observed to be studying the planes in question for quite sone
consi derable tine.'

"I was tired.' That was certainly the truth. 'l had been wal king for niles al
nmorning. | was glad of the opportunity to rest, and ... as a boy | was
fanatically interested in aircraft. There has been a terrible m stake and
can only offer ny profuse apol ogies.'

The man in the grey suit stroked his chin, show ng neither belief nor
di sbel i ef .

"I shall need proof of your identity,' he remarked at |ast 'Sergeant Hughes of
your |ocal force knows ne,' diff replied. 'Failing that, | must refer you to
Sir Ronald Bradley of Whitehall, who is a personal friend of nmne. | take it
you have heard of hin?

The Professor felt a sudden surge of hope as surprise registered for a brief
second on that deadpan face. A brief flicker and it was gone. Then a deci sive
nmove. The receiver of the tel ephone on the desk was lifted and a | ong sl ender
forefinger began to dial. A brief pause. The ringing of the phone on the other
end of the line could be heard.

Brr ... brr ... brr. On and on it went. Nobody seened to be in a hurry. Nobody
noved.

At fast there was a distant crackling and a voice was speaki ng. The words were
i naudi bl e.

"Sir Ronal d?' There was now even a note of respect in the grimfaced man's
tone, a relaxing of tension. 'Merscough here, sir. Shell Island. Do you know
a Professor Davenport, sir?

Sil ence again except for a junmble of distant conversation. Myerscough |listened
intently. A frown appeared on his face. One of disappointnent.

'Yes, yes, Sir Ronald.' He was al nost humble now. ' Your description fits him
perfectly. No, no, sir, I'll take your word for it There appears to have been
some m stake. Yes, yes, of course, sir. I'msorry to have troubled you."'

He repl aced the receiver and shook his head slowy. Then he smiled. It was
nerely a novenent of facial rnuscles. There was no humour in his expression

There appears to have been sonme m stake, Professor Davenport,' he said. 'You
are free to go. You may take your binocul ars also. Please, though, for your
own sake do not go examining our aircraft again.'

diff Davenport wal ked back to the hotel in LlIanbedr shortly before six
o'clock. He felt physically and mentally fatigued. Above all, he had gai ned
not hi ng. He was even inclined to believe that he had i magi ned those cl aw



prints along the tide |line. Maybe a band of foraging gulls had disturbed the
sand after all...

The small dining roomwas full when he cane down to di nner

" Ah, Professor,' said Ms Jones as she suddenly enmerged fromthe kitchen
'There you are. | was getting worried about you when you didn't cone in to
[ unch."'

"I had a lot of ground to cover.' He shook his head sadly.

"I"'mafraid we're a bit pushed for room' Ms Jones | eaned close so that she
woul d not be heard by the other guests. 'I know you won't mind sharing a
table. There's a Ms Benson over there in the corner. Her husband |eft her

| ast year. Areal rotter he was too. I"'msure you'll like her.'

Tmsure | will,” diff replied. H s eyes were already on the dark- haired,
petite girl who sipped tomato juice, a wistful expression on her face. She was
wearing a cotton bl ouse above a tartan skirt, and he saw the outline of her
small, armbreasts. It wasn't often these days he noticed such things. He put
her age at about twenty-five.

"Hall o, Professor,' she greeted him smiling up at himas he paused nervously
at the table. 'I've been hearing all about you from Ms Jones. Please sit
down. My name's Pat.'

Wthin a matter of minutes the tension had ebbed fromhim He felt relaxed. He
wanted to talk to someone, and she was the perfect |istener, synpathetic and
interested. He hadn't meant to tell a soul about his experiences inside that
conmpound. He felt that they were humiliating, but he told her just the sane.

"My God!" she exclained, her eyes twinkling. "It's getting |like a police
state! If they don't want fol ks |ooking at their aircraft, why the hell don't
t hey keep them out of sight? | mean, anybody mi ght focus a pair of binocul ars
on one of those planes.'

'"OF course, it could have been a decoy,' he pointed out, although the thought
had only just occurred to him 'Maybe they were expecting sonmeone in
particular to show an interest in it, and | just happened al ong and bl undered
right into the trap.'

Then he told her about lan and Juli e.

"Ch, how terrible!" She paused, a biscuit spread with cheese hal fway to her
mouth. '1've been... bathing off the South End nyself only this afternoon.’

A frown creased her brow as she recalled her afternoon spent on those gol den
sands with the deep blue sea creeping relentlessly back towards the shore.

"There . . . there was something | noticed,' she murnmured. ' Something very
strange. It might be nothing but...’

'Go on,' he urged.

"Well,' she continued, winkling her nose. 'As a kid |I've often sat and
wat ched crabs craw ing across the beach. | know the sort of tracks they make
in wet sand, the inprints of their pincers... well, out there today | saw sone

mar ks. They | ooked |like crabs only, well the size of them If they had been
crabs then they'd have to have been the size of, | don't know, sheep!’



"My God!" diff Davenport blanched and his knuckl es becanme bl oodl ess as he
gripped the edge of the table. "So | was right after all! | didn't dreamit!
My God, what sort of creatures are they?'

'You' ve seen the marks too?' Her jaw dropped in amazenent.

"This nmorning,' he replied. 'And another thing. There's a full noon at
present. Now the noon affects the novements of crabs just as it has a pull on
the tides. It was as though a herd of them had been crawling along the tide
l[ine. But... it can't be. No such creatures could exist!’

"You shoul d know better than | do, Professor.' She smled. 'But nobody has
really explored the bed of the ocean properly. There could be a submarine life
around these very islands which manki nd has never dreant of. There must be
t housands of caves capable of hiding creatures as big as battleships. After

all, they're still not certain about the Loch Ness Mnster!'

"You're right,' he nmuttered. '"Yet it's so incredible. |I've been amazed at sone
of my discoveries regarding plant life. | have to be sure though. A few marks
in the sand isn't proof. 1'd be ridiculed.'

Suddenly her hand rested on his as though such contact was the npbst natura
thing in the world. He noticed subconsciously the mark where she had once worn
aring on the third finger of her |eft hand.

"I won't ridicule you ... diff.' She smled, and he felt a stirring within
hi nsel f that he had al nost forgotten existed. 'Suppose we team up, do sone
i nvestigating. |'ve nothing else to do. | came here to ... try and forget.
Start life all over again. I'Il help you to search for lan and Julie too.'

He felt his eyes misting over

' Thank you.' He glanced away automatically so that she would not see his
enotions. H s weaknesses. 'I'd ... be glad of that. Suppose we bat he together
tomorrow? No, no, we'd better keep clear of the water. It's too dangerous
until we know. We nust explore the beach and | ook for nmore signs.'

'"Fine! ' She squeezed his hand and rose to her feet. 'See you at breakfast in
t he norning, then.'

Both diff Davenport and Pat Benson rose late the follow ng norni ng. Mst of
t he ot her guests had al ready breakfasted and departed by the tine they sat
down and made a start on their respective nelons.

Suddenly the headline of a newspaper |ying on an adjacent table caught the
Prof essor's eye: 'BATHERS M SSI NG OFF WELSH CQAST'

He snatched up the paper with trenbling hands, al nbst knowi ng what he was

about to read: 'Follow ng the disappearance of two swimers off Shell Island
| ast weekend, further people have been reported nissing at Borth, Fairbourne
and Barnouth | ate yesterday afternoon. Extensive searches are still going on

but none of the five people have been recovered. Experts believe that
dangerous currents have appeared in these waters and have cl ai med unwary
SWi nmers. '

"My God!'" diff exclaimed. 'Take a look at this,' he said, passing, the
newspaper across to Pat Benson. 'It's already begun! The crabs are attacking!'



Chapt er Four

BY ten-thirty Ciff Davenport and Pat Benson were wal ki ng out towards the
di stant shimering sea. Her hand rested in his. They spoke little. To an
out si de observer they were just another couple going For a bathe.

Several times they saw the coastguard helicopters. The search for the m ssing
bat hers was still going on

"I can't understand it,' Pat remarked. 'This has al ways been one of the best
coasts to bathe from A few dangerous currents, but if you know where they
are, you're all right. Then suddenly there're all these horrific claw prints
appearing, plus people disappearing right, left and centre.’

"It's only just starting,' diff observed, and shook his head. 'Sonething... a
freak of nature maybe, but whatever it is, this is only the beginning.'

'How | ong are you staying here?" It seened as though there were a note of
anxiety in her voice, alnost as if his answer would be of great inportance to
her .

"I don't know.' He watched her carefully as he spoke. 'It depends on what |
find out, whether there is anything in ny hunch. Well, | suppose, | could be
staying for sonme time. How about you?

"I"mbooked in for a fortnight,' she replied. 'I only came yesterday norning.
Li ke you, though, it depends on what | find out now. |'ve got no ties. Nothing
to go back home for. On top of all that |'ve got a streak of the nosy-parker
in me.'

'So,' he observed, grinning and slipping an armaround her, 'we're both
dedicated to the cause then.'

Eventual | y they reached the sea. The tide had not yet turned, and the | ast
fifty yards or so were a nass of sticky wet nud that was just beginning to dry
out in the sun

"Look!' Pat Benson was the first to spot the marks in the sand, away to the
left, giving the snooth surface the appearance of a plot of |and sonebody had
tried to plough up with a nmechanical cultivator, before giving it up as a bad
j ob.

diff nodded. Her grip tightened on his hand as they changed direction and
began to wal k towards the object of their search

"Christ!' Ciff Davenport's lips were bloodl ess and his face was grimas they
stood and | ooked down at the marks in the sand.

Pat Benson felt an urge to back away, to run as fast as she could back to the
mai nl and before sonething nore horrific than manki nd had ever w tnessed
energed fromthe incomng tide. But she stayed. Maybe it was only because she



was with Ciff Davenport, but she stayed all the sane.

"Just, just look at the size of them' she gasped. She felt herself trenbling
and hoped that the man at her side would not notice.

"It's crabs all right,' the Professor stated, stooping and probing with his
fingers in the muddy tracks. 'Look. Here's a fragnent of shell. And anot her
Judgi ng by the way they've churned up this stretch of beach there nust've been
a hundred or so of '"em You can see for yourself how right you were. They nust
be as big as sheep!"’

"But... but... ' Pat's voice trenbled. 'Wiy hasn't anybody seen thenf?

'"For two reasons, | should say.' diff paused and slowy filled his pipe,
packi ng the tobacco down tightly in the bow and then proceeding to light it
"Firstly, as |'ve already nentioned, they' ve only just appeared on this part
of the coast. Secondly, they nove and feed at night, particularly when there's
a full poon.'

"But can't we advise the authorities? Pat spread her hands in despair. 'The
arny, for instance.'

diff Davenport |aughed, but there was no mirth in his laughter

"You can just inmagine the sort of reaction we'd get,' he chided, puffing out
thick cl ouds of snoke. 'They're nore concerned about the fact that | took a
peep at one of their pilotless aircraft through ny binocul ars than sone
tonfool tale that | thought there were giant crabs in the area.’

' Thought,' Pat snapped. 'There's no "thought"” about it, it's a certainty!’

"W need proof,' he replied, 'positive proof that will convince them And |I'm
going to get it.'

" How?"
"I shall come back here tonight,' he said, 'after the nmoon has risen. | shal
be prepared for a long vigil. It may be futile. Probably it will be. The crabs

may not show up here again for weeks. Once |I've seen themwi th nmy own eyes
"Il be prepared to try and convi nce sonebody, and naybe get some action of
some sort before nore lives are needl essly | ost

"W could watch fromthose dunes over there.' Pat pointed back towards Shel
Island. 'We'd be sheltered and we coul d see without being seen.'

CVe "
"I"'mcomng with you, make no m stake about that!’

"Now | ook here,' said diff sternly, grasping her by the shoulders, '"this is
no job for a woman. These creatures have cl ai ned several UWves already. They're
deadl y dangerous. The risks... '

"I"'mcom ng.' She |ooked himstraight in the face. 'And don't you try to stop
me, Cliff Davenport. We're in this together. You weren't the only one to

di scover those marks.'

"Al'l right,' he sighed. 'l suppose | can't stop you com ng al ong but you'l
have to do as | say. W're just going to | ook. Nothing nore.'



She nodded.
"Fair enough,' she said, 'that's fine by me. Hey, sonebody's com ng!’
adiff wheel ed round.

About two hundred yards away a man was follow ng the tide-line heading towards
them He had a | oping, shanmbling gait and his body seermed to be twi sted from

t he wai st downwards as though he was defornmed. He was clad in a torn crinmson
shirt, the tails flapping in the sea breeze, ragged denimtrousers, and his
feet were bare. Wth his long matted hair and unkenpt beard he rem nded them
of Robi nson Crusoe

As he cane closer they could see his features plainly. Hs eyes were |arge and
staring, his nose little nore than two nostrils situated above thin Iips which
were unable to hide the battered stunps of decayed and broken teeth. Every so
often he paused to pick up a piece of driftwood.

" A beachconber.' diff comented. 'Wat a strange fellow'

The man was wheezing and grunting as he kept up a fast pace, glancing in their
direction with glassy staring eyes but not acknow edgi ng then- presence. He
passed them striding through the naze of crab tracks but seemingly totally
unaware of the fact. They stood and watched him until about a quarter of a
mle further on he turned shore wards.

"W'd better be getting back,' Pat observed; she shivered in spite of the heat
of the day.

'Yes, there's not nmuch to be gained by staying here.' Her conpanion slipped an
arm around her slimwaist and together they wal ked slowy back towards the
sand dunes.

The soft sand of the dunes was warmto then- feet. They were sheltered from
the breeze and sone of the hollows offered shade. In fact it was an idea

place to sit down and rest. Their original plan had been to return straight
away to Ms Jones's for lunch. Yet somehow there was a tenptation to remain in
the solitude of the dunes.

They sat down. For a tine they said nothing, each busy with then- own
thoughts. diff's armremai ned about her and his senses responded to her
closeness. It was a long time since a woman had excited him There was a
stirring in his loins, and his heart was beating faster than it usually did.
Suddenly he wanted to kiss her, to crush his |ips against hers, to feel her
body pressed against his own, her breasts on his chest..

He turned his head to ook at her, trying to pluck up courage, his nouth dry,
his pul se racing. As he noved, her face cane up towards his. Was it his

i magi nati on or were those full, red lips, a snmle hovering upon them parted
in anticipation of his next nove?

| mpul sively he bent and kissed her. Their lips nmet and |ingered. Her arms cane
up and encircled his neck, holding himclose. Her body was shuddering wth
enotion and he could feel her fingernails digging deep into his back

At last they parted. Her face was flushed. Their gaze net and for some nonents
they just sat and | ooked at each ot her.

'"Do ... do you ever get |lonely? she sighed, burying her head in his chest



"Yes,' diff admitted. 'But | have learnt to overcone it. | just work . .. and
work ... and work. | love nmy work. It's the only thing that's kept ne going.
Wthout it | should have died | ong ago.'

"But you're still lonely,' she nuttered, as she stroked the nape of his neck
T know, believe nme, | know Sonetimes it has been too awful for words, but |
knew t hat sonmeday | would ... neet sonebody el se!’

At her words he felt his spirits soaring, a new life dawning for him
concei ved here in the sand-dunes of Shell Island. '"I... I..." Wrds failed
hi m

She ki ssed himagain. This time his long, slimfingers stroked her body

t hrough her clothing, lingering on those delightful breasts yet fearing to
progress further. His loins were fully charged with enotion and he woul d
dearly have | oved to have taken her

But, 'We'd better be getting back to lunch,' he stated firmy, and hel ped her
to her feet, fearful lest his inmpulses would lead himto actions that m ght
spoil everything that had gone before. Their arns entw ned around each other
they set off on the Iong wal k back to LI anbedr. Yet their mnds were not easy.
Bot h of them renmenbered those tracks in the sand, and they could not help
wonderi ng what horrors lay beneath the surface of that stretch of
scintillating blue sea.

' Enj oyed your norning on the beach, have you?' Ms Jones sniled as she served
up two plates of fresh crab and sal ad.

Adiff Davenport smiled wyly. Cbviously they were not going to be allowed to
forget what they had seen that norning! As if that were possible.

"W net a strange fellow out on the sand,' he remarked, partly for politeness
sake, and partly because he was curious. 'A beachconber.'

"Ch!' Ms Jones shook her head, a | ook of disapproval on her kindly face.
"That' d be Barthol omrew. '’

"Bartholomew?' diff had no intention of leaving it at that. 'Barthol omew
who?'

"Just Barthol omew.' The | andl ady paused, alnost as if she had no wish to

di scuss the matter any further and was regretting having entered into the
conversation in the first place. 'He's been around for three years now. Never
bot hers nobody. Spends his life on the beaches all along this coast. Lives in
caves, | suppose. Does a few odd jobs around the harbour at Barnouth fromtine
to tune, so they tell me.'

'"He, er, isn't exactly given to conversation,' diff went on

"Ch, um' - and she blushed as though Barthol omew was a personal enbarrassnent
to her - '"he can't He's deaf and dunmb. Sinple in the head, too. But he never
bot hers anybody, so nobody can do anythi ng about him Not that they want to
anyway. '

Wth that she swept on to the next table and began collecting dirty crockery.
"Barthol onmew, eh?' diff reiterated when she was out of earshot. 'Everything

about this business gets creepier and creepier. | w sh you' d stay behind
tonight, Pat, and let me go it alone.'



"Well, | won't.' She spoke adamantly as she tackled her food, winkling her
nose and then pushing the crab to one side and concentrating on the sal ad.
"Ugh!' She shuddered. 'Crabs give ne the shudders. 1'Il never eat one again!’

Tm only goi ng on reconnai ssance,' diff went on. 'Just to have a | ook. |I'm not
going to do anything.'

"All the nore reason for me to conme,' Pat interjected. 'Furthernore, Ciff
Davenport, if you don't let me cone with you, I'lIl go al one!’

"Al'l right,' he conceded. 'W'll go together. But we'd better get sone rest
this afternoon. It could be a very long night -particularly if nothing shows

up. '

It was after eleven o' clock when they left Ms Jones's private hotel. The
ni ght was warm and the noon was just beginning to come up over the nountains,
casting its silvery glow across the whol e countryside.

diff Davenport had a sports jacket over his open-necked shirt and was wearing
flannel s and punps. Pat Benson wore a pol o-necked sweater and jeans. They did
not take the car, preferring the lengthy walk to Shell Island through the
nmoonlit countryside.

"What a beautiful night,' Pat remarked as they passed al ongside the
barbed-wi re fence which encl osed War Departnent property. 'If only we didn't
have to worry about giant crabs!’

Adiff pulled her closer and kissed her

' Maybe we won't have to,' he said with nore conviction than he felt. 'Probably
it'll turn out to be a white el ephant after all and the marks in the sand were
made by Bart hol onew searching for nussels.'

Pat | aughed; but she felt uneasy. Barthol omew certainly hadn't mnade those
prints in the sand. As they crossed the island they could see oil |anps
burning in nmost of the tents, as the canpers prepared to turn in for the

ni ght. Transistor radios were playing. Sonebody started to sing. A dog barked.

They nmoved on, maeking a detour to avoid the tents, and eventually arrived at
the top of the sand-dunes. Rabbits scuttled away in the |ong grass.

Then they paused to take pleasure in the sheer beauty of the scene which |ay
before them Less than three hundred yards away the silver sea was claimng
the wide, enpty stretch of sand, each breaker bringing it nearer and nearer to
the Iine of heaped seaweed and washed-up debris that was its boundary except
intines of high tides.

There was not a soul in sight. At that nonent they felt that they night have
been the last two people renmai ni ng upon earth.

Gradual ly the sound of radios and singing died away in the distance. Shel
Island slept. Any time now the crabs woul d wal k.



Chapter 5

THEY settled down in a hollow simlar to that in which they had made known
their feelings towards each other that norning. |Indeed, it mght even have
been the sanme one.

Adiff glanced at his watch. He could see the dial plainly in the bright
moonlight. It was just half-past twelve. He turned to Pat.

"W'll be all right here,' he, said. '"It's nice and sheltered and we've a good
vi ew of the whole beach. If anything noves we can't fail to spot it.'

Her reply was two warm lips seeking his and gropi ng hands that were far nore
daring than they had been earlier on that day. He felt his manhood stiffening
under her touch.

God! He hadn't cone all this way just to do that. They coul d have stopped at
Ll anbedr and been confortable in bed. Al the sane he was aroused now, and no
man coul d have w t hst ood such an advance.

They rolled back into the grass, lying side by side, facing each other

"I haven't done this for a long tine," Pat breathed, feeling at his hardness

t hrough his trousers. Hi s hands came from behind her and travelled slowy up
the inside of her sweater until they reached the clasp of her bra, unfastening
it with an expertise he had al nost forgotten, and then feeling the tenderness
of her swelling nipples. She nmbaned softly with delight, then lay back with
her eyes cl osed.

Her fingers were active, though. Ciff felt that thrilling sensation of his
zip being pulled down, her fingers groping inside the open vent and then the
cool ness of the night air on his warm noi st ness. He gasped with pl easure. Pat
Benson certainly knew what she was doi ng!

Their |ips met again, tongues probing and entw ning. Both of them were
experienci ng the awakeni ng of something which had | ain dormant in themfor so
long. Rapidly they were getting out of control. Nothing el se nattered

not even the giant crabs!

Adiff withdrew his left hand fromthe warnth of Pat's sweater and felt for the
fastener on her jeans. Then he pulled her zip down and she lifted herself up
slightly off the ground so that he could unclothe her. The whiteness of her
thighs was in itself seductive in the soft noonlight, the darker triangle of
soft fluffy hair between them seenming to withhold secrets fromhim Secrets of
men who had lain there. Men who had been sexually satisfied beyond their

wi | dest dreams. And of one nman who had wal ked away in preference for another
worran.

Adiff rolled in between her open legs. She still had a grip on his hardness
and now she was guiding it down where she wanted it, bathing it first in her
warmriver of desire and then sliding it down further until it disappeared

inch by inch into her.

After that nothing el se mattered. Their bodi es bucked and heaved as they
mur mur ed sweet nothings in each other's ear before finally convulsing in a
violent eruption that left them quivering and still yearning for each other



Rel uctantly they parted and adjusted their clothing. Pat, her hair awy and
her cheeks flushed, |ooked nmore beautiful to diff than ever before.

"I"'mmnore than glad | let you come with me tonight,' he whispered as he zi pped
hi nsel f up again. Tm afraid, though, that we nust still keep an eye open for
t hose crabs!'

He scranbled to the top of the hollow and gazed out al ong the shore. The sea
was much nearer now. A hundred yards, nmaybe | ess. The soft sw sh of the
incoming tide was sweet in his ears. Somewhere a curlew uttered its solitary,
unm stakable call, a call so fitting to the loneliness of the vast expanse of
open sea which lay in front of them

Then he saw a novenent. It was a |ong way of f, back al ong the disappearing
sands towards the North End. At first he thought that it m ght have been a
shadow cast by the noon as the fluffy white cirrus cloud floated by. He saw it
again. It shanmbled. Stopped. A mnute passed. Two. Then it noved agai n,

somet hing on all fours that was following the line of the incomng tide,
rearing upright, dropping down again.

"My God!" he hissed.

"What is it?" Pat Benson was at his side, her arns around his waist, her chin
on his shoul der. 'Wat can you see, diff?

"Over there!' He pointed. 'Watch carefully. It'll nove again in a second. It's
behi nd that pile of seaweed. There it goes!’

She followed his pointing finger. In the moonlight it was difficult to discern
a definite shape. It just shanmbl ed al ong, pausing every few seconds, headi ng
towards them

"It... it's ..." and relief and surprise were in her strangled gasp, 'a man!'

"You're right!" diff stared at the awkwardly noving shape in front of them
"it's... it's.. !

'Bart hol omewl ' she breathed. ' The beachconber!’

They wat ched fascinated as the grotesque form of the man whom t hey had net
earlier in the day grovell ed am dst the heaped-up, stinking seaweed. He cane
cl oser and closer until they could see his features plainly. Those w de,
staring eyes darting eagerly about himas he searched anongst the debris
remaining fromthe last tide. All the tine he grunted unintelligibly like some
snuffling beast of prey on a fresh scent.

Adiff pulled Pat down low into the long grass. He could not explain his
feelings. But he did not want Barthol onew to spot them Shivers ran freely up
and down his spine, Ms Jones had said that the man was harml ess; yet he
warrant ed she had never seen an expression like that on his face! diff
suddenly felt himself w shing that he had brought along his old service

revol ver. He had never been afraid of any man in his life but he prayed now

t hat Barthol omew woul d not spot them

The beachconber glanced in their direction, but gave no sign that he was aware
of their presence. He drew level with them and passed on. Sonetines he
travelled on all fours, but for the nbpst part he resorted to that now famliar
shanbl e, draggi ng one | eg behind him

"Look! ' Pat's whispered cry brought Ciff's head round agai n. She was



poi nting back in the direction fromwhich Barthol onew had conme. Her next
exclamation gurgled in her throat. Her hand covered her mouth, her eyes w de
with sheer terror.

Then diff Davenport saw them They were enmerging fromthe edge of the tide
like a host of behempths rising up fromthe mghty deep. The giant crabs had
arrived!

They were no nore than fifty yards away, their pincers waving in the air as
t hough they were beckoni ng coll eagues still hidden by the sea to follow them
diff began to count. He reached forty, but nore were still appearing. Their
shells were a deep, sandy colour, glinting in the noonlight

Then the watchers saw the faces of the creatures. Wth a cry Pat Benson

cl asped her hands to her face. She had never thought of them as such. To her
crabs had al ways been scuttling shells with | egs. But the expressions on these
faces were al nost human. Evil! Deep-set eyes gl owed, m ssing nothing.

They remmined stationary as if awaiting some command, not even a pincer noving
NOW.

'"Big as sheep!' diff Davenport |aughed hysterically. They're as big as bl oody
cows!'

"Ch, my god!'" Pat clung to him 'They're real. They actually exist!'
"Quiet!" he commanded, hol ding her close to him 'Not a sound!'

They wat ched. Mdre and nore crabs slunk out of the sea. They grouped together
each one renmining notionless as soon as it was on dry | and.

"What's going on?' diff whispered. 'It's bizarre; it's as though they're
wai ting for sonething!’

The crabs remmi ned nptionl ess.

"There!" diff had spotted another novenent anpngst the waves. 'Sonething's .
Oh, ny god! Just | ook at that one!’

"I don't, | can't believe it!' Pat Benson was close to hysteria. 'It's just
not possible! It's a nightmare! Ch, diff, please tell me, please, it isn't
all real!’

"It's real enough,' he said grimy. 'l wish to God it wasn't, though! Just
| ook at the size of that fellow'

Ki ng Crab! Nobody coul d have doubted the latest arrival's right to rule. Half
as big again as the rest of those nightmarish creatures, this one was the very
personification of evil. It waddled slowy to the front of the others, its

pi ncers wavi ng nenaci ngly as though defying any one of themto challenge its
authority. Some of them moved back, huddling together

"They're, even they're frightened of it!' Ciff exclaimed. 'It's got the whole
ot of themjust where it wants them

The horrific |l eader's eyes, the size of saucers, glinted in the bright
nmoonl i ght. By sonme neans it was conmmuni cating with the others, giving orders.
Then it shuffled forwards, turning round two or three tinmes, scuffling the
sand with its claws. It faced them again, one pincer circling, waving. They
began to nove forward, formng into colums and groups.



"Something's up,' diff muttered. 'It's as though it's scented sonet hing!"’

The Professor's mind was uneasy. He gl anced back at the uneven ground which

| ay between them and the main island, the causeway, and safety. The sand was
soft and deep. It would inpede a nman's progress. He wondered how fast the

gi ant crabs would be able to nmove over such terrain, whether he and Pat woul d
be able to outdi stance them

Pat whi spered urgently. 'You don't think they' ve scented us?

"I don't know,' he replied. 'l wouldn't have thought so, but... get ready to
run. Hold on to ne.'

The giant crabs were on the nove. Advancing in a distinct mlitary formation
t hey made sone sort of clicking noise as they noved. They were covering the
ground fairly quickly, but diff Davenport had a naggi ng feeling that they
were nmoving at only hal f-speed.

On and on they cane. He gripped Pat's clamy hand tightly. The crabs were

al nrost level with them now, noving parallel to themand foll owing a course
that would take themto the South End tip of the island. He braced hinself. At
the very first sign that King Crab was ordering his 'troops' to nove inshore,
Adiff would haul Pat to her feet and run as he had never run before. Mentally
he cursed hinmsel f for having brought her in the first place, but he knew in
his heart that nothing woul d have made her remain behind at Ll anbedr

The nonster crab was barely twenty yards in front of them Suddenly it paused.
Adiff's muscles tensed and he was on the point of starting a mad dash for

saf ety when the huge creature increased its pace again, that fearfu
"clickety-click' sound echoing across the dunes.

' They haven't spotted us.' diff breathed a sigh of relief as the waddling
arnmy continued on its parallel course. They're on to sonething, though. Look
t hey' re al nost runni ng!’

It was true. The horrific creatures had broken into a fast shanble, noving
with a precision that spoke of a definite purpose. This was no casual foray on
[ and!

diff and Pat found thenselves unable to take their eyes off the nonstrous
| eader. Its waving pincer directed every novenent of the other crabs. They
obeyed it instantly, veering to left or right, speeding up or slow ng down.

Sonet hi ng el se noved on that moonlit beach some di stance ahead of the crabs.
Sonet hi ng that shanbl ed and | urched with an ungainliness simlar to their own.

"Christ!'" diff Davenport adopted a kneeling posture, a | ook of fear and
hel pl essness on his lean face. 'That's what they're after. Barthol onew He
hasn't seen themeither!’

It was true. Barthol onew, dragging one |eg behind him pausing every few yards
to search anongst piles of seaweed, was barely twenty yards ahead of the
advanci ng cr abs.

"Ch, my god, no!' Pat Benson clung to diff. "Can't we do sonething? At | east
warn hi n?'" He shook his head slowy. 'No,' he breathed. 'There's nothing

what ever we can do. He's deaf. He can't hear. He hasn't even seen them
They're almost on him GCh, ny god!'



The absence of Barthol omew s screamwas the nost horrific factor of all. Ciff
and Pat had an unrestricted view of everything that happened. One nonent the
man was beachconbi ng, the next a mghty pincer had caught himby his gane |eg.
King Crab was claimng himfor his own. The crack of splintering bone was
audi bl e above the clattering of the excited crabs.

For one split second Barthol omew was free. diff and Pat saw himroll over,
away fromhis attacker, his one leg a bloody stunp from which scarlet fluid
punped, glowing |ike best vintage claret in the noonlight.

They had a full view of his face as he saw the crabs for the first time. The
| arge eyes wi dened and the mal formed nouth formed silent curses, perhaps

pl eas, maybe even prayers. He clutched at the place his | eg had been and his
fingers came away scarlet.

King Crab noved in again on his helpless victim The rest of the crabs just
stood back in conplete silence. They made no nove towards the di snenbered man.
Qovi ously such a prize was royal property.

Wth anmazing speed that razor-sharp pincer caught the other leg, amputating it
with even greater ease. Two bl oody stunps. An arm made a token resistance.
Anot her snap. Then anot her.

A helpless pitiful trunk of humanity squirmed on the bl ood-soaked sand. Eyes
that pleaded for death. King Crab was in no hurry. He picked up a leg, held it
al oft, seened fascinated by the dripping blood and then with a nove that was
al nost too fast for the eye to follow, the linb sailed through the air into
the midst of the clustered crabs.

Excited clicking, A sudden rush. They began quarrelling over the tasty norsel
They need not have worried. Another leg and two arnms fell anongst them The
clicking was like rapid nmachi ne-gun fire.

The nonster crab ignored them He had what he wanted. Bartholonew s |ife was
ebbing fromhimfast but unconsciousness still cruelly eluded him

The bl oody pi ncer gouged downwards and then upwards, entrails dangling fromit
bef ore they di sappeared between the cavernous jaws. Again and again.

Only when all the flesh had gone was the crunching of bone audible to the
wat chi ng humans. The giant crabs did not believe in waste.

Chapter 6

SUDDENLY t he clicking and crunchi ng of bone ceased. The silence was even nore
terrible than had been the sounds of carnage. The crabs just squatted on the
sand as though paying homage to their King. H's eyes were on them his

count enance evilly bl oat ed.



O Barthol omew there was no sign. Not even a splinter of bone remained. On the
silver sand there was a | arge, dark patch but even this was fast disappearing
as the tide stretched over it as though thirsting for the last remains of the
beachconber.

"How, how awful.' The words came in a tortured gasp fromPat. She felt as

t hough she was about to faint. She was glad of Ciff Davenport's conforting
arm Together they vomted into the spiky grass of the sand-dunes, all the
time fearful that the sound of their spewi ng would be heard by the nightmare
arny of horrors fromthe deep

"What are they doing?" she whispered at | ength, peering over the top of the
dunes.

"Nothing," diff replied, 'at the nonent, anyway. Maybe they're satisfied now
that they've feasted, or perhaps they'll ... search for nore!’

'Hadn't we better go while we can?' she urged.

He nodded. He knew it was the logical thing to do. Yet sonehow ... it was |like
bei ng hypnotised. He just had to stay and watch.

The clicking began again. Slower this time. King Crab's claw was in the air,
circling, slowing down |ike some pointer of doom seeking another victim
Instinctively Ciff ducked, pulling Pat down with him The pincer canme round,
faltered as it centred on the place where they lay hidden . . . and then
passed on.

The two humans sighed with relief. They had not been singled out as crab-food.

The nonstrous creature's claw came to a halt - pointing out to sea!

I mredi ately the clicking began again. A mass of shanbling, shuffling shells
was on the nove. Quickly the incomng tide covered them as they headed back to
the. deep. Except King Crab. Only he remmined behind after the rest had gone,
al nrost as though he was reluctant to | eave dry | and, perhaps gloatingly
surveying it as a possible future addition to his watery domain.

At last he too slid into the water, alnost gracefully, and di sappeared from
sight. The waves | apped over the spot where he had stood.

"Well,' diff stood up, helping Pat to her feet also, 'they've gone.'

"It was ghastly, revolting, horrible!" She was trenbling violently. 'Ch,
Adiff, what's it all nmean? Have they gone for good do you think? There was
fal se hope in the I ast question

"They'l|l be back,' he said grimy, and began | eading her across the
sand-dunes, picking his way with ease. The full noon was directly above them
and they could see every detail of the |andscape clearly. Tents flapped gently
in the breeze as their occupants slept, totally unaware of what had gone on so
very close to them

"They'll be back,' diff Davenport repeated. 'Nothing' s so goddam certain.

They' ve discovered a taste for human flesh -and bone - and they won't let up

now. So far it's only been unlucky people who have perished. Like Barthol onew

- and lan and Julie. It's only the beginning. Did you see the size and

strength of thenf? | magi ne what they could do if they ventured inland in force
That big fellow wasn't just any other crab

He knew what he was doing. He can think! He's capable of organising theminto



a well-drilled army!'’

'"Ch god!" she gulped. 'It, it doesn't bear thinking about. We can't just
i gnore what we've seen, Ciff. W' ve got to do sonething! Do you hear ne?
W' ve got to do sonething, anything]' There was a w | dness in her voice.

He tried to calmher rising hysteria as they cane in sight of Llanbedr. The
village had an eerie appearance, seeming to proclaimthat it knew. As though
it had known all along and was just waiting.

"Yes,' he nodded. 'I'mfully aware of ny responsibilities. What we've seen
tonight is one of the nost terrible sights ever witnessed by hunan beings. W
still have no proof, but that doesn't matter. |I'mgoing to do ny damedest to

convince the authorities that these creatures actually exist.'

" How?"
"First we nust rest.' He paused in the doorway of their hotel. 'Then, first
thing in the norning | shall make a phone call to London. The Mnistry of
Defence. |1've already called on a friend of mne to get ne out of a scrape
recently. He would help ne again, but I'mafraid he just isn't high enough. |
must go right to the top. | shall be ridiculed to begin with but | nust insist

and insist and insist. ... '
"We,' she rem nded him

' Thank you, Pat.' He squeezed her hand. 'We shall be ridiculed. W have no
actual proof except the evidence of what our own eyes have seen tonight.

Per haps we shall manage to convince themin the end. If not," he smled wyly,
"then we shall at |east have clear consciences when ... when ...’

He | eft the sentence unfini shed.

"You'd better come to nmy room' he whispered as they tiptoed upstairs. '1'd
prefer you not to sleep on your own after what you have seen tonight.'

They stripped off and squeezed into the single bed. Suddenly they realised
just how exhausted they were, physically and nentally. Even the feel of their
naked bodi es agai nst each other did not fully arouse their desires. Wthin

m nutes they had fallen into an uneasy, sleep

Adiff Davenport was downstairs fully dressed and shaved before Ms Jones had
begun cooki ng t he breakfast.

' Goodness ne, Professor!' She | ooked startled as he poked his head round the
kitchen door. 'You're up early. You ...'

I'"d like to use your phone, Mum' His snmile could not hide the gravity in his
eyes.

"Why yes, of course. Carry on. Is anything the natter, Professor?" she asked.
"Urgent business, Mum' he replied. 'A call to London.'

' The phone's through there,' she added as she began cracki ng sone eggs. 'Help
your sel f.'

The tall, grey-haired man had barely entered his office when the tel ephone
rang. He tutted in annoyance. Marjorie should have known better than to have
put the call through. She knew that he didn't like to be disturbed before ten



o' clock at the earliest.
'"Grisedale!'" he snapped as he lifted the receiver

"I"'mterribly sorry to trouble you, sir,' his secretary's voice answered him
"but there's a gentleman on the line who sinply will not be put off. He says
he must speak to you at once on a matter of national urgency.'

'Does he, by jove!' Gisedale' s jaw tightened. 'A crank, no doubt.'

'He gave his nane as Professor Davenport,' she went on. '"He's ringing from
somewhere in Wal es and he said you'd know his nane.'

"Put himthrough,' Gisedal e barked, a puzzled expression replacing the one of
irritation.

"difford!" he booned the nonent they were connected. 'What the devil's the
meani ng of phoning nme at this hour? You what? Oh well, | suppose |I'll have to
listen then. Go ahead. I'Il try not to |laugh.'

For fully ten mnutes Gisedale listened to what Ciff Davenport had to say.
He ummed and aahed and clicked his tongue but he did not |augh. A worried
frown appeared on his face as, one handed, he fished a cigarette out of his
case and lit it.

"Christ!' he exclainmed at last. '"If it was anybody el se but you, diff, 1'd
have themcertified and put away for spreading runmours liable to cause panic
anong the public. | believe you, though, but whether anybody else will is a
different matter. Yes, yes, | know |I'm nunber one up here, but I'mstill only

a servant of the governnent. Everything has to go before a bunch of born
sceptics. Yes, yes, of course | realise the urgency of it. Hold on a nonent.'
He paused, reached a diary out of his desk and began flipping through the

pages. 'I'mflying to Belgiumtonorrow. Top level talks. 1'll send Col one
Goode down. No, no. It's the best | can do. The only thing | can do in fact.
You won't like him He's a sarcastic sod. | hate his guts! But if there's

anything in what you say, he's the man to deal with it. He'll have half the
troops stationed in this country down there by this tine tomorrow. Al right
then, ring ne when | get back on Friday if anything further crops up. Best of
luck, old boy.'

Gisedal e replaced the receiver and |lit another cigarette.

"I hope he's not going off his rocker,' he nuttered.

He dialled a nunber on the internal tel ephone.

It was |ate afternoon when Col onel Goode arrived in Llanbedr. He was a short
t hi ckset nman, a heavy noustache adorning his upper lip, and his ruddy

conpl exi on had not been caused by the sun. Wisky was his only love in life

and it was the uppernost thought in his mnd as he got out of his car

' Col onel Goode, | presune,' He |ooked up to see Ciff Davenport com ng down
the steps, hand outstretched and a smle on his face.

So this is the bl oody nutcase in person, the man fromthe Mnistry of Defence
decided. dd Gizzly seens to think he's sane, too!l

"I could do with a drink.' CGoode w ped his brow. 'Whisky. |I'm parched.’

'"I"'mafraid this place isn't licensed.'" diff was taking an instant dislike to



this pompous individual. 'There's a place ..

"Not licensed!' Colonel Goode interrupted. 'What have | cone to? When | heard
your story from Commander Gisedale | thought maybe they had whi sky on the
house down here!’

diff Davenport clenched his fists and fought to control his tenper. How could
he possibly hope to convince a man like this that there was a race of nonster
crabs |urking somewhere along this coast?

"Wll, I"'mgoing into the village to get a drink.' The Col onel turned back to
his car and lifted out a small overnight case. 'Take this up to ny room 1"l
see you later.'

The Professor stood and watched as Goode drove off in the direction of the
village. He heard Pat Benson come up behind himand then her arm slipped
t hrough hi s.

"I mght as well not have bothered,’ he murrmured. 'Still, we shall have to try
and convince himjust the sane.'

Col onel Goode had obviously found his whisky. That was evident to both Pat
Benson and Ciff Davenport as the man fromthe Mnistry lowered hinself into
an arnchair in the lounge. Al the other guests had retired for the night and
Ms Jones, sensing that something inportant was afoot, had nade sure that they
were left in peace.

The Col onel hiccupped and his eyelids drooped.
"Now,' he said, '"what's all this nonsense about?

"Firstly, Colonel,'" diff began, as he seated hinmself on the edge of the
table, '"it isn't nonsense. Both Ms Benson and | have seen these crabs. Last
ni ght we wat ched them catch and devour a | ocal beachconber by the name of
Bar t hol ormrew. '

' The whi sky,' GCGoode | aughed unpl easantly. 'That's what whi sky does for you.
Does it for me too. |'ve seen those crabs on plenty of occasions. Especially
when |'ve been eating them Don't let it worry you. They won't hurt you.
They' re al ways gone by norning.'

"Colonel!" diff brought his fist down on the table. 'I amnot joking. Human
life is at stake. It m ght even stretch further than that!’

" Ch, rubbish!'" Goode waved a hand in the air and his eyelids began to droop
again. 'All rubbish. Bloody rubbish. I didn't like to tell old Gizzly so.
After all you don't get an expenses paid trip to the coast every day. Cotta
get back tonorrow, though. CGotta be up early and on the road. Miust turn in
now. '

"Colonel!" diff banged the table again in an attenpt to keep the other awake.

"W want you to conme with us tonight. Across to Shell Island. W want to show
you these creatures. Then perhaps you'll believe us!'
"I"mgoing to bed.' Colonel Goode rose unsteadily to his feet. 'If you want to

go and sit on the beach, don't let me stop you.' He staggered to the door and
held on to it as he turned back to ook at them 'Order ne an early breakfast.
Cotta be on the road early.'

Adiff and Pat sat in silence and listened to his footsteps as he went up to



his room

"Well, that's that, then.' diff hung his head and thrust his hands deep down
into his pockets. 'So much for our attenpt to warn the authorities. Now we'll
just have to wait and see what happens next!’

Col onel CGoode, as it transpired, sat down to a | ate breakfast. Bl eary-eyed he
gazed venonpusly at his two conmpani ons who had al ready progressed as far as
the toast and mar mal ade.

'"We've just been listening to the news.' The Professor | eaned across the
table. ' Two nore swi nmers have di sappeared. This time as far north as Rhyl.
What do you say now, Col onel ?'

"Huh!' The Col onel began spooning his porridge into his mouth. 'People want to
learn to swimbefore they start buggering about in the water. Bring back
conscription, | say. Teach '"emall to swin'

Adiff sighed and hel ped hinself to some nore marmnmal ade. Now they were really
up against it. H s warning had gone unheeded. His first reaction was to head
back to London hinsel f. Yet he knew he could not. He would have to see it

t hrough now. And besi des, he wasn't going to | eave Pat Benson on her own,
crabs or no crabs.

Chapt er Seven

THE sentry was bored. N ght duty always bored him It wasn't really as if
there was anything to stand guard over. A few unmanned aircraft which the
boffins Iiked to nmess about with. It was their way of playing at node
aircraft, in this case at the taxpayer's expense! Christ, nobody would want to
pi nch one of those,

Still that chap had been snoopi ng about the other day. As crazy as a coot. He
couldn't understand why they'd et himgo. Particularly as there had been a
bonb-alert earlier in the week.

He yawned and | eaned agai nst the corner of the concrete bl ockhouse. That
dammed rifle was too heavy to hold all night. He leaned it up against the wall
and delved into the top pocket of his tunic for a crushed pack of cigarettes.
He found one, straightened it out and Iit it. He drew deeply. Strictly agai nst
regul ati ons, of course, but a chap would go barny if he didn't have a snoke
bet ween sunset and sunri se.

He coul dn't understand why they wouldn't et himsit in one of the huts.
Probably thought he'd doze off. He m ght do that anyway. His eyelids felt
heavy.

The nmoon was bright again tonight. He | ooked at it and coul dn't understand why
anybody woul d want to go nessing about up there. Bloody crazy. He woul dn't



have gone. Never knew what you m ght find pissing about in space. Al sorts of
wei rd nonsters.

G ckety-click

He straightened up. Wat was that? Sounded |ike sonebody using ol d-fashi oned
nor se code. He picked up his rifle,

Cick, dick. dickety-click

Bl i ney! Those cattle had broken in through the fence. They were al ways rubbing
t hensel ves up against it. Never thought they'd actually manage to get inside.

He sighed. Better go and shoo 'em out again.

Then he saw the first pair of eyes. It rem nded himof a groundhog. Shining
like the CO s Land-Rover headlights. There were nore of them Scores of them

He stopped in his tracks. The nearest was no nore than fifteen feet away.
"What's goin' on?

He gul ped. Christ, fucking crabs.’

Hs rifle came to his shoul der. They woul dn't have nuch answer to that. He
squeezed the trigger. The report was deafening, echoing around the concrete
bui | di ngs and dyi ng away sonewhere far out to sea.

He couldn't believe it. The bastard hadn't budged! Wong. It was com ng
towards him They were all comng towards him Waddling. Not hurrying.

He fired again. Twice. Three tunes. He kept on shooting until the nmagazi ne was
enpty. Run!

He turned. H's heart nearly gave out. He felt his senses reeling. It wasn't
the fact that his retreat was cut off. That woul d have been bad enough. It was
the creature barring his way that caused himto cross over that thin
borderline which separates sanity from nmadness.

He screaned at the top of his voice, wielding his rifle by the barrel. The
stock smashed to matchwood on that arnour-plated pincer. He backed away and
then he started | aughing. He adopted a fighting pose, his fists cl enched.

"AH right!" he yelled. 'Cone on then, you bastards. Let's see how good you are
in a straight fucking fight!'

Mercifully the slashing claw of King Crab caught himdirectly on top of the
head, splitting his skull in twd. He was dead before he hit the ground and
escaped the torture that Barthol omew had suffered as he was di snenbered.

The searchlight was just in tine to reveal the last of the mutilation to the
two horrified gunners in the tower. They did not recognise that |ast joint of
human meat di sappearing into the jaws of the nonster crab as belonging to
their colleague. Al they saw were the crabs. That was enough

"Fucking hell!' the sergeant cried as he brought the Iight machine-gun to bear
on the crawing mass. '\Wat the hell are they? This'll sort themout!'

The clatter of machine-gun fire rent the night air.

Cick, dick. dickety-click



The whol e canp was awake by now. Sonmeone had opened the armoury. Men with
rifles were rushing to every avail abl e vantage point and opening fire.

A battery of gunfire expl oded.
Cick. dick. dickety-click

Hai | stones or bullets. They were all the sane to the giant crabs. They just
bounced off. They did not |ike the sensation of having things vibrating on
their shells, though. It nade themangry. Very angry. They didn't like the
noi se and the flashes either. Above it all, though, they sensed the prospect
of sweet, tender human flesh.

"Christ!' the machi ne-gunner in the tower swore as he paused to reload. "It
hasn't bl oody touched 'eml M ght as well use a peashooter!’

Suddenly he heard a cracking of tinber below and felt hinmself and the
machi ne-gun starting to slide.

' They' ve wecked the fucking tower!' the sergeant screaned, and then they were
sailing through the air, hurtling down to the waiting jaws and pincers.

Two snipers threw down their enpty rifles and made a run for the gate. Beyond
| ay the causeway. They woul d probably have nade it had not the gate been

cl osed. They started to scranble up it. Vicious pincers snapped at them

Legl ess, they fell back.

King Crab waved his claws and clicked loudly. Instantly his mnions becane
silent, looking to himfor orders, not daring to di sobey. Half-eaten humans
were forgotten.

A wave of a great claw pointing to the shore. Retreat Seconds |ater the
seawar ds shanbl e had begun. There were no obstacles in their way. The
barbed-wire fence had been flattened in the attack

A few shots, nore in anger than anything else, followed themand then as the
om nous clicking becanme fainter Shell |sland began to count its |osses. An
energency call to the mainland brought ambul ances speeding to the scene.
Neverthel ess they had to wait half an hour for the tide to uncover the
causeway before they could cross.

Crowds gathered fromthe nearby canping areas. The mpjority were genuine

hel pers bringing their own first-aid kits with them But anong the throng were
al so the ghouls, those who | oved scenes of disaster, those who |oved to gl oat
over the mutil ations.

The | osses were slight in conparison to the ferocity and size of the attack
Five dead. The first sentry, the two machi ne-gunners and the two hapl ess
sni pers who had been foolish enough to try and reach the nainl and.

Police foll owed the anbul ances.

'Good lord!'" The easy-going Sergeant Hughes's features were paler than any of
the I ocals had ever seen. 'What in the nane of heaven were they?

"Crabs!' A serviceman paused to |light a much-needed cigarette. 'Bloody great
crabs as big as horses!'’

It wasn't long before the tel ephone Iines to London were buzzing.



"Imsorry, difford,' Gisedale said as he sipped his whisky in the Victoria

in Ll anbedr and regarded diff Davenport and Pat Benson. 'I'msorry | doubted
you. Believe you nme. They fetched me back fromBelgiumin the early hours of

this nmorning and | canme here post haste. That bl oody fool Goode.'

"Don't blame him' diff drew deeply on his pipe. 'Even if he had believed ne
and we'd gone out on to the sands, we wouldn't have been able to stop the
attack. More than likely we'd have been caught up in the invasion and woul dn't
be here nowto tell the tale.’

"You always did | ook for the better side in people,' the other remarked with a
smle. '"The fact is, this thing's serious now The place is crawing with
police, troops and the press. Every newspaper is carrying the nost far-fetched
yarn i magi nabl e and crowds are pouring in. W've had to evacuate the island.
Consequently every hotel between Rhyl and Borth is bursting at the seans, and
caravans and canpers are everywhere. If there's another of these invasions...'
his voice tailed off.

diff Davenport nodded. In front of himhe had a map of the Wel sh coast spread
out on the table.

"Let's start at the beginning,' he said, 'W first saw these crabs a week ago.
My nephew and his girlfriend di sappeared the week before that, so we can
safely say that these creatures arrived here no nore than a fortnight ago
They're a freak species never before known in history. W can do little nore
than hazard a guess at their origin. Underwater nuclear experinments in another
part of the world causing themto grow to trenendous proportions? That's just
a theory of mne, but at this stage we're not so much concerned with that as
to how we are going to deal with them- if and when we | ocate their underwater
hi deout. It rmust be somewhere on this coast between Rhyl and Borth. But where?
There nust be thousands of caves bel ow the sea which could hide a mllion of
them'

"Personally,' Gisedale interrupted, 'l think they bit off more than they
could chew when they attacked the WD base.' Gisedale lit another cigarette.
' Maybe they won't venture ashore again.'

"Don't you believe it,' the Professor replied. 'They didn't suffer one
casualty. They survived rifle and machine-gun fire. Now, there's a col ossa
crab which leads them [|'ve named himKing Crab. Believe you ne, he thinks.
He's cunning. That attack was nore of an experiment than anything el se.
They' ve found bathers easy prey and now they want to see how they fare on

| and. They' ve di scovered that bullets can't hurt them so next tune they'll be
nore venturesome. The invasion will be on a rmuch bigger scale and they'Il hit
one of the towns.'

They' Il rue the day they do,' Gisedal e qui pped. The arny have got tanks
stationed at every village and town on this coast, plus troops standing by
with nortars and grenades. And if that doesn't put paid to 'emthen the RAF
will give 'emsone stick fromthe air. They've backed a | oser!"’

"I wouldn't be too sure of that,' diff's expression was serious. 'You haven't
seen these nonsters, Gisedale. If you had, you'd know what | mean. |I'd have
to see "emblown to smithereens with my own eyes before |I'd believe they're
not invincible.'

"Well, | take it you won't be going back to London just yet,' the Mnistry of
Def ence man observed lightly as he noted Ciff's hand squeezing Pat's thigh



"No," diff assented. '|I guess we'll be around for a bit yet. |I've no doubt in
nmy m nd what happened to lan and Julie and 1'd like to see this thing through
to the end,’

'Good man.' Gisedale stood up. '"Well, I've got a neeting in Barmouth this
afternoon, so | must push al ong. Keep in touch.'

Shortly after midnight that night Ciff Davenport let hinmself quietly out of
his bedroom As he tiptoed along the corridor in his stockinged feet he hoped
t hat nobody woul d hear him His heart pounded wildly and his mouth was dry.
For once he was not thinking of those horrific crabs. The arny was here to
deal with them now

He paused outside the door of roomfour. He knew that Pat wanted himto cone
to her, yet, since that night in the sand-dunes, nothing had happened between
them Their ninds had been too occupied with the present horrors. O course,
the Il ogical thing would have been for himand Pat to have shared a room But
that sort of thing wasn't possible at Ms Jones's. She knew everything that
went on, and she nobst certainly would not have approved.

H s hand trenbled as it rested on the handl e of the door and then he entered,
closing it quietly behind him

"diff!' Pat's wel cone whisper allayed all his fears. The night was warm and
she was |ying naked on top of the sheets. The silvery light filtering through
the small w ndow, not nearly so bright now that the full nbon was wani ng, was
sufficient for himto see every detail of her body. Her breasts were perfectly
rounded. Her thighs were parted and al most guiltily she snatched her hand from
bet ween them

"I was thinking about you,' she sighed as he seated hinmself on the bed beside
her. He bent and kissed her. Slimfingers felt at the front of his trousers,
perhaps to deternine the purpose of his visit, and she | aughed softly as she
found that everything was to her satisfaction

He began to take off his clothes. Her eyes followed his every novenent. At
| ast he stood before her as Adam had once stood before Eve, tenpting her to
tenmpt him

Her fingers closed over his erection and drew her to him He rolled on to the
bed and then she was draggi ng himon top of her

"You're in an awful hurry!' he gasped as she helped himto attain an i mediate
penetration.

"I"ve been waiting for you to come to me for three nights now,' she breathed.
"I was beginning to think that you had decided upon a platonic friendship
after all!

He thrust madly, unable to hold back any | onger

' Does that answer your question?' he murmured, but her reply was lost in the
moans and the withings of their united bodies as they reached the ultimte
possi bl e peak of pleasure which any man and wonman can cli nb.

Afterwards they just lay quiet, still joined, delighting in their closeness.

"diff.' Pat was the first to speak after sone considerable tinme. 'Wat.
what will happen when the army have cleared up this crab business? | mean,



what about us? There won't be anything to keep us here any longer, wll
there?

"No.' He kissed her again. 'There won't be anything to keep us here. | guess
we'll go back to London then.'

'We?' Her voice trenbled at the very question which had pl agued her since the
first time they had nade | ove.

'"We,' he assured her.

Her fingers went down to himagain in an attenpt to arouse hima second tine.

Chapt er Ei ght

SAM OVEN al ways fished by night. He had done so ever since he was a youth
Experi ence had taught himthat his catches were heavier and there was nore
roomto nove in and about Barnouth harbour wi thout that cursed ferry churning
up the estuary and disturbing the shoals of fish every half-hour. Besides that
he just |iked being afl oat on nmoonlight nights.

He was forty-two, and a strong, silent man. He lived for the sea and his one
wi sh was that he would not die on dry land, Wen his time came he wanted to
pass away peacefully in his little fishing smack out on the open sea. Maybe
he'd drift away for ever and they'd never find him

The warnings of the police and the arnmed forces didn't worry him OK so
somet hi ng had happened on Shell Island. That was their worry. It was ten mles
away up the coast. That was far enough away. And those stupid bathers who got

| ost off the beach? Cranp probably.

Sam Oven was at peace with the world as his boat bobbed just outside the

har bour entrance at the nouth of the estuary. By tonorrow night the noon woul d
be no good for night-fishing. He lit his pipe and relaxed. It had been a good
week.

Hal f an hour |l ater he knew he'd got the catch of his life. There was sonethi ng
big in the net and the boat was listing to stern as a result. Watever it was,
it was threshing madly. He had visions of hauling in another Mby Dick as he
set about trying to land his catch

The water foanmed. The bows were right up in the air now and he struggled to
keep his balance. Hell! There was only one thing for it. He would have to cut
the net free and | ose whatever was in it as well

The nmoonlight flashed on the steel blade of his pocket-knife. He | eaned over
and began to slash at the netting. He could see sonething struggling in the
mesh. Christ! Wat was it?



H s knife was blunt. Had it been sharp he might have cut through the net

qui ckly and escaped. Instead, he had to saw with the bl ade. As he | eant

over board sonething clasped his wist. Sonething that was razor-sharp. Before
he realised it, his bloody hand and the knife had dropped into the sea with a
dull plop. The silvery water had a spreading dull red patch on it.

He staggered back, scream ng. Bl ood spouted into the night air like an oi
strike. In vain he grabbed at the stunp and tried to stemthe floww th an
oily rag. The blood spurted into his face, blinding him

The boat lurched again as a huge cl aw appeared over the stern and two gl owi ng
eyes regarded the man who was now easy prey. The giant crab could snell bl ood.
Humman bl ood. Awkwardly it began to cl anber aboard.

Sam Omen caught a glinpse of the advancing creature through a red haze. Blind
pani c sei2ed him He staggered to the bows, blood still punping fiercely from
his severed wist. He was going to die one way or another. He would either
bleed to death or this nightmarish nmonstrosity fromthe deep would nutilate
himand eat him H s thoughts turned to the sea. He decided that he would die
in the way he had al ways wanted to, with salt water filling his lungs and the
fish which had provided himwith his living feeding off his body.

H s strength ebbing fast, he pulled hinself up over the side of the boat. A
pi ncer fastened over his ankle and he knew his foot was gone. What did it
matter though? The cool ness of the sea seened to revive himtenporarily.
Instinctively he tried to swmbut it was inpossible without the full use of
his linmbs. He felt hinself going down, down, down. He touched the bottom The
red m st was before himagain. Eyes were glowing all around him Sonething
gripped his neck. It was sharp. He'd once read a book about the French
Revolution. It had said that the guillotine was painless. He would soon find
out. Then bl ackness surged over him

At 1.25 a.m the invasion of Barnouth began. The wani ng noonlight was in the
crabs' favour. A few nights ago they woul d have been spotted earlier - not
that the outcone woul d have been any different.

The soldiers in the tank on the quayside were the first to see the creatures,

'Look!' The gunner shook his mate into instant wakeful ness. 'They're here!’

It was a matter of seconds to bring the big gun to bear on the nearest crab
The sights were adjusted - and at that range it was inpossible to mss.

The gun spat out its shell.
The crab keeled over, fragments of shell flying through the air.

'"Got him' the gunner yelled jubilantly. 'lInvincible? Aload of balls! This'l
sort the bastards out!’

As he rel oaded and brought his gun to bear on the craw ing crabs again, a
noverent caught his eye. He paused.

"Shit,' he gasped. 'The bastard's getting up again!’
The creature had indeed struggled upright Wth the help of its conpanions it

had regai ned Us bal ance. Its eyes gl owed venonously and, apart from sone
shards chipped fromits shell, it appeared to be all right.



"It couldn't," the corporal grunted incredul ously. 'Nothing could wthstand
that - not at that range anyway!'

"Well, it has,' the gunner snapped, taking another sighting. 'See that big
sod? The one the size of a fucking house. Well let's see what it does to him

The quaysi de shook with the expl osion

King Crab was t hrown backwards, yet did not roll over. For a few seconds he
just squatted, dazed, and then he advanced. His arny, well in excess of a
hundred crabs, followed him The clicking was deafening, m nd-searing.

The | arge cl aw waved and canme to rest pointing directly at the tank. There was
no m st aki ng his command.

" Shut that hatch!' the gunner yelled. They're com ng at us!'

The hatch cl anged shut. The soldiers felt secure. The eneny was too cl ose for
anot her shot. They would just have to hold out until reinforcements arrived.
The corporal lit a cigarette. Hi s hands were shaking.

"They can't get at us in here.' H's | augh was strained and holl ow inside the
confined space. 'Renenber the time we broke down, Sarge? They couldn't tow us
and had to repair us on the spot. Took 'emtwo days.'

" Shut up!' The sergeant's nerves were stretched to breaking point. He didn't
like the ook of those crabs one little bit.

They heard claws scraping on the steel
' Come on you bastards!' the corporal yelled hysterically. Try and shift us!'

"For Christ's sake shut your bloody trap!' The gunner's fist caught the
corporal in the mouth and his head hit the steel wall with a dull clang. He
sl unped back in his seat.

The gunner felt the tank nove. |nmpossible. He | ooked out. Dozens of crabs were
gat hered around the nobile steel fortress. He felt it nove again. Upwards.

They've, they've lifted it up!' He cast a glance at his compani ons. The
corporal was still unconscious. He shook himroughly.

'"Wake up!' he snarled, panic starting to creep into his voice. 'Wke up
They're carrying us.'

The tank shook and swayed as crabs crawl ed beneath it while others lifted.
Their shells provided an ideal means of transport as they set off in the
direction of the harbour wall.

The sergeant started to scream slapping his comatose mate frantically; but
the corporal's head nerely lolled fromside to side. Then they stopped. The
tank lurched forward and seened to be suspended in mid-air for a split second
before it hurtled downwards. A mighty splash and it was sinking. The murky
waters closed over it A bone-jarring thud followed as it became enbedded in
the deep nud and started to sink. Inside all was silent. Al three nmen were
dead.

The arned forces swung into snmooth action following the first report of the
tank's gun. Hardly had its echoes di ed away before two truckl oads of troops



were speeding to the scene. It took themonly three mnutes to reach the
harbour. It had taken the crabs less than two to deal with the tank

The driver of the first truck was braking the nonment he saw the crabs. They
were everywhere. The road was packed with them And they were advancing
towards the town. He started to reverse but his progress was del ayed by the
driver of the second truck who had difficulty in going backwards at any speed.
There was no hope of evading the colums of advancing horrors.

Sol diers junped to the ground. G enades were hurled. Automatic rifles were
brought into action.

The promenade and har bour shuddered under the explosions. Vivid flashes lit
t he night sky. Smoke billowed out in clouds as a disintegrated sea-front
shelter caught fire

Rel entl essly the giant crabs advanced. Burning debris lay before them but the
fl ames went unheeded. They were inpervious to fire!

Captain Aiver of the Royal Shropshire Light Infantry hol stered his snoking
pistol. Hi s face was snoke-bl ackened and his hat was m ssing. They had fail ed.
That rmuch was obvi ous, and he was not prepared to sacrifice his nmen

needl essly. He shouted above the din for themto retreat.

The trucks were abandoned as the soldiers fell back. Behind themlay a piece
of waste ground on which stood an anusenent arcade, sw ngs, dodgens and coffee
stalls. They headed towards it.

Everywhere people were fleeing in panic. Men in pyjamas and dressi ng- gowns
hustled their fanmlies away fromthe battl eground. Wnen and chil dren
screaned.

Captain diver watched as the two heavy transport trucks shared the sane fate
as the tank. The crabs lifted themw th ease, hurling them over the harbour
wal . The fire began to spread. Rows of buil dings becane a blazing inferno. A
burni ng beam fell across one of the crabs. It brushed it aside and carried it
on its way.

"Not even fire can stop theml' diver nmuttered. 'It's as though they've cone
fromhell itselfl!l’

More soldiers were arriving fromthe north. They set up a nortar and scored a
direct hit with the first shot. The scuttling ranks parted but cane together
again al nost i medi ately. There was not a single casualty!

At 3.30 a.m King Crab sounded the retreat with a clicking and waving of his
pincers. Like a well-disciplined arnmy the creatures headed back to the harbour
and within a few mnutes not a single one was to be seen

The Battle of Barnobuth was over. The fire-engines noved in and the denoralised
t roops began noppi ng-up operations. Those whose homes renai ned returned to
them Many wept over their |osses. And everybody wondered when the crabs woul d
return - as surely they woul d.

Inside the Town Hall it was hot and stuffy. The nen seated on either side of
the I ong table sweated profusely. Qutside they could hear gangs of worknen
attenpting to clear the debris. The streets were crowded with holiday-makers
who were intent only on viewing the results of the invasion. They constantly
i gnored police warnings to keep cl ear



diff Davenport |oosened his tie and | ooked around him The | arge room was
crowded. There nust have been two hundred in there. Mstly they were fromthe
arnmed forces, fromtop brass down as far as mere captains. The Mayor was
present, along with his councillors. Naturally, the Press was not m ssing out
on it, either.

"Centlenen.' Gisedale stood up and addressed the gathering. 'Last night this
town suffered an attack far worse than anything it has ever experienced in its
history. W had anticipated a nove of this sort ever since the invasion of
Shell Island. The precautions taken were, it seenmed beforehand, perfectly
adequate. However we had underestinated the eneny. It now appears that they
are immune to the weapons of warfare; nor, it seens, do they fear fire. There
is, therefore, only one course open to us. W shall take imrediate steps to

| ocate their underwater hideout and once this has been discovered | have no
doubt that they will be unable to survive the charges which we shall expl ode
beneath the surface of the sea.'

"You mean a nucl ear device of some sort?' a reporter asked.
"I said nothing of the kind,' Gisedale retorted.
However he was well aware of the story which the early editions would carry.

"W have anpbng us,' he went on, 'Professor Davenport, the well-known narine
biologist. It was he who first discovered the presence of these creatures on
our shores and he has agreed to collaborate with us in our attenpt to
exterm nate them

"I feel sure that his know edge of the ocean bed will be invaluable to us in
seeking out these terrible creatures. | would add that while for the noment
their reign of terror is confined to this part of the coast it could spread
much further. They will breed if they are not destroyed. Not only this country
but the whole world would be in peril then!'

A murmur ran through the listeners. Heads turned to | ook at Ciff Davenport.
For once in his life he felt slightly enbarrassed. Proud too. The safety of
the human race lay in his hands. He was being asked to deliver themfromthis
peril of the deep. It was one helluva responsibility.

'"But yon don't have to dive down there, do you?" A |ook of dismay spread
across Pat Benson's face when Ciff returned to Llanbedr and told her over
di nner what had transpired at the neeting.

"Well | can't exami ne the sea-bed by sitting safely in a notor |aunch,' he
smi | ed.

"In that case,' she replied, T shall be sitting in the |launch. You' re not
| eaving ne out of this now'

He sighed. Already he was learning that it was futile to argue with Pat once
her m nd was made up



Chapter N ne

THE sea was calm There was barely a swell as the Wel sh Queen chugged out of
Bar nout h harbour. It was hotter than ever that day. The sun bl azed nercilessly
down, but Ciff Davenport knew that before |long he would be down there in the
cool depths where it rarely penetrated. Another world altogether

They were five of themin the |aunch. Pat Benson's face was white and

strai ned. She gazed seawards, preferring not to | ook back at the devastation
on the quayside. The man at the hel mwore a navy blue sweater and slacks. H s
conpl exi on was the col our of tanned |leather froma lifetime spent ferrying

tri ppers between Barnouth and Fairbourne. The other two were fromthe Mnistry
of Defence. Young fell ows who gl anced uneasily at each other. Their job was to
assi st the Professor in his diving.

Behi nd them purred anot her boat, much sl eeker in appearance. A speedboat in
case it was necessary to get away fromthe scene in a hurry. A gunboat kept
level with them grey and forbidding. Occasionally a helicopter flew over,
circling around them and then headi ng back in the direction of Barnouth.

' But supposing you do find them' Pat voiced her thoughts, 'what will you do?
| mean, they might not just be in one place. They could be living in dozens of
caves.'

"Sormehow | don't think so," diff replied. 'You renenber that nonstrosity of a
| eader they have? Well, he's got them organised. At his beck and call night
and day. It's nmy guess that they'll all be together - if |I find them'

'But suppose ...' she had difficulty in getting the words out 'Suppose... they
find you first!’

He shrugged his shoul ders.
' Sormreone's got to look for them' He snmiled and patted her thigh

After half an hour or so he began stripping off and donning his frogman's
suit. The seanen | ooked round at hi mexpectantly.

'Head i nshore towards those tall cliffs,' the Professor shouted above the roar
of the engine. 'W'll nmake a start there.'

The | aunch changed course. The speedboat and the gunboat followed. Twenty
yards fromthe cliff face engi nes were switched off and anchors dropped.

Pat stepped up to diff and their lips met. He | ooked at her. Cad in sweater
and jeans she was the nost desirable thing in his Iife. He thought about what
| ay ahead of himin the nurky fathons. Wiy did it have to be hinf Wiy coul dn't
he and Pat go back to London and | eave the authorities to deal with the giant
crabs? He knew, though, that there was no other answer. He thought again of
Tan and Julie. As soon as the creatures were destroyed he could learn to live
agai n.

"I"ll be careful,' he prom sed.
The two men hel ped himover the side. The last thing he saw was Pat's anxi ous

face and then the dark green waters swallowed himup. It was then that he
realised that he was al one. Everything depended upon him al one. There was



nobody to hel p hi m down here. The gunboat m ght as well have been a mllion
mles away.

Soon he was on the sea-bed feeling his way al ong the base of the cliff. Atiny
crab scuttled away at his approach. He shuddered involuntarily. He pressed on

There were numerous caves. Many were so snall that a gl ance inside was
sufficient to reveal in the beamof his waterproof torch that they housed
not hi ng nore dangerous than sea-anenones. He noved cautiously where the | arger
caves were concerned. It was not, however, just a sinple case of systematic
searching. He was | ooking for signs on the sea-bed that would reveal the
presence of a large nunber of crabs. Caw prints would be washed away by the
currents; rather he was | ooking for marks on boul ders that woul d be caused by
t he constant scratching of hundreds of huge pincers passing regularly to and
fro.

After an hour he surfaced.

' Not hi ng doi ng?" There was relief in Pat's voice as she hel ped hi m aboard and
handed hima mug of tea,

"Not yet,' he chided hunorously. 'I didn't expect it to be that easy but
you've got to make a start somewhere. Two hundred miles of coast will taken an
awful long tine this way.'

"How | ong are you keeping it up for? she asked, noting one of the others
produci ng a fresh cylinder of oxygen

"Ch, 1I'll probably try four or five dives today.' He tried to appear casual
"Then tomorrow we' |l nake an early start.'

She si ghed and began hel ping hi mback into his diving gear.

The rest of that day reveal ed nothing and as they chugged back into the
remai ns of Barnmouth harbour they noted tanks taking up positions on the
wr ecked quayside. The British Arny did not acknow edge def eat.

The followi ng norning they started their search imedi ately after breakfast.
The night had been quiet, and along the Wl sh coast there had been not a
single alert.

' Maybe they' ve given up and gone back where they came from' Pat remarked
hopefully as diff donned his diving suit.

"I very much doubt it,' he replied. '"It's the nmoon. As |'ve said before, it
lures themout. Last night was nmoonl ess. Too nuch cloud and the full noon's
gone anyway. That doesn't nean that they won't attack in the dark. It's just
that the inclination isn't so strong. They might even attack in daytinme if it
conmes to that.'

Then diff Davenport dived, aware that for the rest of that day he woul d spend
many hours deep down in the murky depths. Qther divers were searching as far a
field as Col wn Bay and Borth. He feared, though, that inexperience m ght
cause themto overl ook the slumnbering crabs.

It was during the afternoon of the second day that he di scovered the gigantic
caverns. The bed of the sea in that particular area was conposed of soft sand
with few rocks and boul ders and there was no sign of any crab's novenents. He
didn't even realise when he shone his torch into the first cavern that it was
anything nore than just a large cave with only one entrance. Until he noticed



the circular gap in the far corner. The roof was approximtely fifteen feet
above his head, the walls sliny and covered with underwater grow h.

He crossed to the exit opposite and shone his torch into it. It was a passage,
maybe ten feet wi de by twelve feet high, and he could not see beyond the first
bend. He ventured further. There was anot her bend and the floor was begi nni ng
to sl ope downwards. Bend after bend, and all the time the tunnel was becom ng
| arger.

It was pitch black now and wi thout his torch he would not have been able to
see at all. He noved warily. He tried to estimate how far he had conme. He
judged it nust be about three or four hundred yards at |east

Suddenly the tunnel w dened out into another huge cavern. He could only guess
at its size for the beamof his powerful torch did not reach as far as the
opposite wall.

Then one of his flippers kicked against something. It was too light to be a
rock and too heavy to be an undersea plant. He shone his beam down.

H s stomach muscl es tightened and the shivers running up and down his spine
were not due to the coldness of the water. Before himlay a piece of shell. It
was flesh col oured and roughly the size and shape of a car nudguard. There was
no m staking where it had come from It was a piece off one of the shells of

t he gi ant crabs!

He appeared to be standing on a | edge of sone sort, a protruding shelf of rock
about two or three yards wide with a drop below him He shone his torch over
the edge and then doused it i medi ately. Bel ow hi mslunbered the objects of
his search -hundreds of the giant crabs all clustered together! At |east, he
hoped they were asl eep. They certainly hadn't been novi ng when he had caught
that quick glinpse of themand he prayed that the light fromhis torch had
gone unnoticed. They appeared to have withdrawn into their shells.

He stepped back and rested his back against the rock wall. H s m ssion was
over. Al he had to do now was to nake his way back to the launch, report his
find, and the authorities would do the rest. He wondered if they really had
consi dered a controll ed nucl ear explosion. It wouldn't be necessary here. Al
that woul d be required woul d be a powerful depth charge in that outer tunne
to bring the roof down and seal those freaks of nature in a watery tonmb from
whi ch even they woul d be unable to escape.

Suddenly he sensed a novenent. It canme fromthe tunnel through which he had
entered. Something was stirring, coming in the direction of this massive
cavern. Sonething that caused the water to churn and swirl. He dared not use
his torch. Not that he needed to. He knew what it was. One of the crabs was in
the tunnel! Maybe it was returning froma foray in the open sea or perhaps it
was a sentry which sonehow he had passed by unnoticed. Whatever the creature's
duty in this crab arny one thing was certain. diff Davenport's retreat was
cut of f!

He pressed hinsel f back against the wall. There was absol utely nothing he
could do except wait. He could feel it getting closer and cl oser. Something
brushed against his leg and he flinched. The thing had actually touched him
with its pincer. He braced hinself, alnost praying that the end would cone
qui ckly. Not hi ng happened. He edged back slowy. The creature was stationary
now. Perhaps it was waiting. Just gloating over him Preparing to pounce!

Adiff felt a gap in the wall of the cave behind himand reaching out with his
hand he explored it. It was a narrow crack. A kind of alcove. He eased hinself



into it, having to bend his shoulders to do so. It was silly but he felt a | ot
safer in there.

Not hi ng noved. He didn't know whether or not the giant crab was still in the
entrance to the passage. There was, he reflected, only one way in which he
could find out; it was not a pleasant thought.

Ti me passed. He began to get anxious. He wi shed that he had sone neans of
calculating the time since he had dived. He knew there could not be nmuch
oxygen left in the cylinder now He had a choice. He could either venture
forth and take his chance with the crab on sentry-duty or he could stay where
he was and suffocate.

He straightened up and started to nove back along the | edge towards the
tunnel .

'He shoul d have been back by now,' Pat Benson nuttered anxiously, as she
gl anced at her wristwatch for the hundredth time. She | ooked nervously at the
two Defence nen. 'Wat can have happened to hin?’

"Hi s oxygen nust be running low,' said Stan WIllians, the younger of the two,

smling and trying to allay her fears. 'Maybe, though, he's stopping down the
full limt in order to cover as much ground as possible. | make it he can | ast
anot her twenty mnutes yet.'

The minutes ticked slowy by. Pat felt her frustration building up. Her

i mpul se was to dive overboard, going down as deep as she could and at | east
make sone attenpt to search for the man she |l oved. The fact that she was not
doi ng anything at all made her feel totally hel pless.

"Ten mnutes.' Stan WIllians stood up and noved towards the small cabin. "I
reckon I"Il just put on a small reserve supply but | don't want to | eave it
till the very last mnute.'

When he energed on deck again he was wearing his frogman's outfit Sonehow, to
Pat, he | ooked sinister. Mrre frightening even than the prospect of neeting up
with the giant crabs. It was as though - she tried not to think of it in that
way - he sensed that diff Davenport wouldn't be returning and was nerely
maki ng a token dive to search for him

Bob W I dman, the other diver, helped WIlians adjust the breathing apparatus.
Pat stood as though hypnotised, watching himclanmber over the side and
gradual ly lowering hinself down into the water

"Do you ... do you think . .. ?' She couldn't get the words out
' The Professor will probably bob up any minute,' WIdman replied, taking care
not to let her see the worried look in his eyes. 'Then we'll all be sitting

here for the next hour or so waiting for Stan to cone back. Wuld you care for
a cup of tea while we wait?

Diving was just a job to Stan WIlliams. Like witing out reports or filing

| edgers away. It was sonething one did without actually thinking about it He
wasn't too keen on neeting up with the crabs, but, after all, it was like

| ooking for a needle in a haystack. Probably by now they were nil es away.

He noved al ong the sea-bed nuch faster than Ciff had done. It was not his job
to exam ne this underwater terrain for signs of the crab colony. He was sinply
| ooking for a man. He kept his torch on the whole time. If he didn't spot
diff, then maybe diff would see him



He reached the rock face and noved along it in a southerly direction. That was
the way the man he was | ooking for woul d have gone.

Eventual ly he cane to the big cave. He shone his torch inside and then he
spotted the tunnel. For a minute he debated whether or not it was worthwhile
venturing further. In the end he decided to take a look. It was just the sort
of place the Professor would have explored. Ten to one he had di scovered sone
formof rare plant life and had dallied while he exanined it, oblivious to
everything el se. That was the trouble with his sort..

Just as he reached the first bend he felt a noverment in the water coning
towards him He held up his torch. Professor Davenport had not taken as much
finding as he'd anticipated.

Then his relief turned to horror as the giant crab | ooned up in the black
wat er s.

Chapter Ten

CLI FF DAVENPORT coul d sense that the nmonster was still there. Sone sixth sense
warned himthat it was squatting in the only exit fromthat terrible place.
How great was its vigilance he would discover in the next few seconds.

Still keeping to the wall he edged his way slowy into the tunnel. Hs flipper
brushed agai nst sonething hard and he knew w thout a doubt that it was one of
the crab's claws. He had to fight down his panic. Judging its position he
lifted his I eg as though he was straddling a fence. Again he brushed agai nst
the pincer and then he was past it. He continued to nove slowy. H s instincts
told himto start swi nmm ng back to the sea as fast as he could but he feared

t hat any sudden novenent night draw the creature's attention to his presence.
oviously the crabs felt secure in these caverns and did not anticipate an
attack of any kind. They were all asleep.

He reached the huge outer cavern, still following the walls and declining to
use his torch. He knew that he had escaped the clutches of those that stil

sl unbered behind himbut there was always the chance of neeting up with the
odd one returning froma constitutional on the ocean bed.

The bl ackness of the water was turning to a deep nurky green. Gradually it
becarme lighter and it was with inmense relief that he emerged fromthose cliif
caves.

The tension of the past half-hour (it had seenmed |like five hours!) had nade

hi mignore such basic things as the efficiency of his breathing apparatus. As
he | eaned against a rock for a nmoment to recover he realised with a start that
hi s oxygen was running out. The air he was breathing was thick and stale. He
knew al so that he woul d never be able to nake it back to the Wl sh Queen, not
bel ow t he surface anyway.



He struck upwards. Air was top priority. If he surfaced alongside the cliffs
he woul d then be able to swimout to the |aunch - and Pat.

Never had he gulped in fresh air with such gratitude. He trod water, gasping
in the cool sea breeze and unable to open his eyes fully in the bright
sunlight.

At last refreshed, his eyes finally accustoned to the brightness, he | ooked
out towards the spot where the Wl sh Queen shoul d have been bobbi ng at her
nmoorings. There was no sign of it. The gunboat and the speedboat were not to
be seen either. The sunlight sparkled and danced on an enpty bay.

Stan Wllianms had lightning reflexes. Had this not been the case the first

bl ow fromthat mghty pincer would surely have killed himthere and then. Even
as he gazed horrified at the nmonstrosity which confronted hi mhe was

back- pedal | i ng, treading water fast. The claw grazed his shoul der as he turned
and began to swimin the opposite direction

He was forced to |l eave on the light in his headpiece. Wthout it he woul d nost
certainly have swum straight into the wall at the very next bend. However, not
only did it serve to show himthe way, but it also acted as a guide for the
pur sui ng crab.

The diver had the advantage in the tunnel for he could negotiate the bends
much qui cker than his pursuer. Still, Stan WIIlianms woul d never have believed
that a crab could scuttle along with such speed. Every so often he felt the
striking claws mssing himby inches. He had no alternative other than to swim
as fast as he could. Yet once they were in the open . . . It just didn't bear

t hi nki ng about .

Across the big cavern and then the exit |ooned before him He tried to
i ncrease his speed, but he knew that he was tiring quickly. He dared not | ook
behind him He knew only too well that it was gaining on him

If only he could beat this thing through the entrance and strike upwards

i medi ately he was clear of the cavern he knew that he stood a chance. He felt
the rubber flipper on his left foot being ripped to shreds. But he was stil
unscat hed.

Freedom | ay ahead of him One final spurt. He started to rise. It was that
whi ch was his undoing. The gi ant crab gai ned another couple of feet as its
prey changed course and its one | ast despairing | unge nade contact.

Bl i ndi ng pain surged through Wllians. He knew that his left |eg had gone just
bel ow t he knee. Desperately he tried to put the pain out of his mnd, and then
he was shooting upwards, leaving his .attacker far behind him A dull red
trail followed him

'There!' Pat Benson screanmed as she saw the frogman surface. She had no idea
which of the two men it was. She just prayed that it was Ciff Davenport.

W1 dman was focusing a pair of binoculars on the distant black object. A
puzzl ed | ook appeared on his face.

"It's WIllians,' he snapped. 'He's, he's in trouble. Haul that anchor up
He'll never make it across here!’

But the speedboat beat themto it. By the time the Wl sh Queen reached the
pl ace where Stan WIlianms had surfaced he had al ready been haul ed on board the



other craft. As they drew al ongsi de they could see himlying on the deck
am dst a crowd of helpers, his right leg a ragged stunp from which bl ood was

punpi ng.

The flow of blood was sl owi ng up as they clanbered on to the speedboat. The
frogman's face was deathly white and his eyes were cl osed.

'Crabs,' he stanmered, the words barely audible. "Down ... there... big
cave... tunnel...’

"\Where, man, where?' Gisedale knelt beside him
But the information was not forthcom ng. Stan WIlians was dead.

Gisedale rose to his feet and | ooked at the others, 'They're down there.' H s
voi ce was | ow. 'But where?

"Shall | go down and have a | ook?" WIdnan's question | acked enthusiasm It
was the last thing in the world he wanted to do. But duty made him offer

"No,' Gisedale shook his head. 'W' ve lost two nmen al ready today. Sonething
el se must be done. Submarines perhaps.’

Pat Benson turned away. She didn't cry. That would only have been an outward
show of her enotions. She wi shed she could die. She would willingly have
donned a frogman's suit and gone down bel ow.

"W'l|l head back,' Gisedal e announced. 'There's not nuch nore we can do here
at the nonment'

Mnutes later the tiny convoy was on its way back to Barmouth. Once again the
eneny had triunphed.

Adiff Davenport rested on the rocks until he felt his strength returning. The
cliffs above himwere too steep to clinb. There was only one way back and that
was to swimalong the rocky coastline until he came to somewhere where he
coul d cl amber ashore.

A quarter of an hour later he found the place he sought. A small shingle beach
| eading up to sone sheep fields. As he dragged hinmself on to dry | and he

gl anced down and grinned. Pausing, he renmpoved his flippers and goggl es.

Per haps anyone who saw hi m now woul d take him for an eccentric bather. For one
of the fewtinmes in his [ife he felt ridicul ous.

He foll owed the shoreline until eventually Barnouth cane into view He could
see the wecked pronenade and the small fairground. It cane as a grimren nder
of what he had seen down in those caverns.

He qui ckened his step. There was no tine to be |lost. The sooner he inparted
t he i nformati on whi ch he had gai ned, and sonet hing was done to destroy the
crabs, the better.

Peopl e gazed at himin astoni shment. Children pointed and ran away. As he
passed by the harbour he noticed the Wl sh Queen and the speedboat npored to

t he quayside. He could not understand it He felt angry. Wiy had his col | eagues
abandoned hin? There had to be a reason

He had difficulty in convincing the soldier on the Town Hall steps of his
identity.



"I want to see Commander Gisedale,’ Ciff demanded inpatiently. 'My nane is
Pr of essor Davenport'

" Prof essor Davenport!' The squaddie's eyes widened in surprise. 'Did you say
Pr of essor Davenport, sir?

"That's right,' diff snapped. 'Now...

"But... but...' the unifornmed man stuttered, his eyes wide in disbelief, 'the
crabs got you!'

'"Did they now?' the Professor |aughed hollowy. 'So everybody thought |I'd been
eaten up, did they? That's why they cleared off hone in such a hurry. Wrried
lest they mght be late for tea, | suppose!’

W thout further ado he pushed past the startled sentry and nounted the w de
stairs leading to the first floor. Across the | andi ng behind the cl osed doubl e
doors was Gisedale's tenporary headquarters.

Adiff Davenport did not hesitate. Wthout even knocking, he pushed them open
and entered. The occupants of the roomwhirled round, expressions of annoyance
changing to incredulity.

'MWy God!'" Gisedale's jaw dropped. 'It can't be. But it is!'

' Thought | was a goner, didn't you?' Ciff sneered. 'You didn't waste mnuch
time | ooking for me.'

"W, um we . ' The Mnistry of Defence boss gave up tal king and j ust
gaped. The words he sought eluded him

"Where's Pat?' diff snapped, his words cutting through the air like a
whi pl ash. ' Cone on, answer ne one of you. Were is she?

' She' s been taken back to Llanbedr,’ WIdman answered. 'She's suffering from
shock. "'

"l should bl oody well think she is."'

There were seven or eight men in the room For the nost part they were

hi gh-ranking officials fromthe arned forces. Every man-jack of themjust
stood and stared, unable to believe that Professor difford Davenport stood
before them - alive.

"I think it would be better if we both told our respective stories,' Gisedale
said at length, closing the door. 'Cbviously things are not what we thought
they were.'

Hal f an hour later Gisedale rose to his feet

' Remar kabl e,' he commented. 'Totally renmarkable. O course when we pulled

Wl lians aboard and saw what had happened to himwe naturally presuned that
they had got you too, diff. And, of course, you wouldn't have spotted the

bl ood because your torch was out. It'll be a sinple matter to destroy them
now. A controlled nuclear explosion in those caves. |'mafraid | shall have to
ask you to go bel ow water again to show our chaps the way, though.'

' That won't be necessary,' diff replied. "Alinpet mine will do the trick
Al that's needed is an explosion |arge enough to coll apse the tunnel | eading
to the cave where these horrors are hiding out. Then they'll be sealed in



there for all time. | could nanage it nyself w thout any trouble. It would be
best to leave it until tonorrow though. If we tried it tonight they'd probably
be out feeding during the nocturnal hours and then we'd just be wasting our
time as well as turning themloose on the whole world. Wthout even their hone
to return to there's no knowi ng where they mght go.'

That makes sense,' said Gisedale, turning to the others. Nods and nurnurs of
assent foll owed.

'"Right then.' Gisedale turned to diff. "I'll run you back to Llanbedr in ny
car and you can put Ms Benson's mind at rest. I'd like to make an early start
in the norning, though. The sooner we bl ast these hell-spawned creatures the
better I'Il like it!"'

Pat Benson was sobbing quietly on the bed when diff entered her room At
first she showed no surprise, presuming it to be all part of her dream about
the man she loved. It was only when he sat down besi de her and touched her
that she started up

"diff!' she cried. '"I... you..
"No, I'mnot a ghost.' He squeezed her hand and ki ssed her

Tmreal flesh and blood and nothing really terrible happened to me down
there.'

She clung to himdesperately as though fearful that he m ght vani sh suddenly
li ke sonme sea sprite which had been sent to torment her

'What, what happened?' she sobbed.

He told her the whol e nerve-racking story.

"Ch, diff,' she cried as she flung her arnms around him 'Don't go back down
there, please. Let them plant the bonb. You' ve done nore than your share

al ready."'

They woul dn't be able to find the cave,' he explained. 'Besides, there won't
be any danger this tine. All 1've got to do is to stick a linpet mne in the
tunnel and get away. It'll be timed to go off about an hour later.'

"And that will really be the end of thenf'

"The finish,' diff Davenport assured her. The giant crabs will be no nore!’
Gently his hands began unfastening zips and clasps. Together they slid into
the cool inviting bed. As they cane together they were living for the present
only. That which had gone before and that which awaited them on the norrow was

pushed out of their ninds.

Just one nore day. That was all that stood between themand a life of
happi ness together. Time was running out for the giant crabs.



Chapter El even

A SEA nmi st hung over the bay as the gunboat put out from Barmouth. This tinme
there was no need for the launch or the speedboat. The nission was sinple.
diff Davenport would dive and place the mne. They woul d be back in harbour
by the time it went off. In a way it seened alnost |ike shooting a sitting
rabbit.

Pat Benson had remai ned behi nd at Ll anbedr with Ms Jones. For once her
i nsi stence on acconpanying Ciff had been overrul ed.

There's no point,' the Professor had told her, 'l shall be back here well
before lunch-tine."'

As they dropped anchor diff began donning his frogman's suit.

"You're sure you wouldn't like ne to send Wl dman along with you?' Gisedal e
asked for the unpteenth tine.

"Positive," diff replied. 'There's no point in risking two lives. Not that
there's any real risk. The crabs should be sleeping, but one never knows.'

The di stant nmountains were invisible behind a thick bank of hill-fog. It was
drizzling slightly. diff shuddered. A bit of sunshine would have nade all the
di fference to everybody's spirits.

The water closed over his head. Strapped to his waist was a circul ar object
roughly twice the size of a MIls bonb. Attached to it was a flat rubber
suction pad. Sinple yet deadly.

Adiff Davenport was uneasy as he followed the base of the cliff along to the
entrance to the big cave. It was all too straightforward. In fact it seened

| udi crous that the giant crabs which had w thstood the weapons of nodern
warfare with such invincibility could be destroyed by a device which had been
rarely used since Wrld War |I1. However he could see no way in which they
coul d escape.

He had to summon up every ounce of courage which he possessed to enter that
opening at the base of the cliffs again. Every shadow seenmed to hide a

sl eeping nonster. He fought to control his nerves. The mission had to be
carried out effectively. The bonb had to be placed in exactly the right place
in the tunnel

This time he knew what |ay deep within the caves. Previously it had been
uncertainty, the confort of searching for something which he would probably
never find anyway. He entered the tunnel, breathing a sigh of relief when he
saw that it was devoid of life. His only fear now was that the crabs would see
the reflection of his light in the water and cone to investigate. He knew,
however, that his task would not take nmore than a couple of minutes at the
very nost.

He unstrapped the linpet-m ne and decided on a suitable place to fix it. A
strai ght smooth area of rock on a level with his own head and shoul ders seened
i deal . He pressed the suction pad on to it and tested it for firmess. It

held. Wth trenbling fingers he set the dial of the timng device. One hour.



He began to make his way back to the open sea. The crabs had only a short tine
left. Then the world woul d be safe.

"Well?' Gisedal e wore an anxi ous expression on his face as diff was hel ped
on board the gunboat.

"OK,' said diff and grinned. 'l think that should do it. Now let's get going.
It may only be a linpet mine but 1'd rather not be around when it goes off! It
could start an aval anche."

An hour later Ciff heaved a sigh of relief. O course, they would not hear
t he expl osion, but if everything had gone according to plan it should be al
over by now.

In his office in the Towmn Hall, Gisedale poured out two whiskies. Their
gl asses clinked together. They | ooked at each other and smled. Wrds woul d
have been superfl uous.

"Well,' Pat Benson sighed as she sipped her coffee after dinner that evening,
"I guess it's all over now That's the end of the crabs for all tine, | hope.'

diff Davenport noted the regret in her voice. He understood. It wasn't that
she was in any way synpathetic towards the giant crabs. It was just that there
was no | onger any common bond to hold themin Llanbedr. Now they could drift
apart at any tine they w shed.

' Tel ephone, Professor!' Ms Jones poked her head round the dini ng-room door

"That'll be Gizzly,' diff remarked and rose to his feet, scraping his chair
back. '"He said he'd give me a ring this evening. They've put a couple of
divers down to see what the result of our little explosion was. Be back in a
m nute.'

When he returned to the table a few minutes |ater he was grinning and rubbing
hi s hands together in obvious glee.

'Bang on!' He put two spoonfuls of sugar into his cup. 'Not only has it
brought the roof of the tunnel down but the outer cave has al so coll apsed.
Not hi ng coul d get out of those caverns. It's an even bet that the inner cave
has fallen in too and crushed the crabs beneath millions of tons of rock
Gisedal e's back in London. He went by air.'

"So that really is it!' Pat lit a cigarette and i nhal ed deeply. The case is
cl osed then?

"Alnost.' Slowy and carefully he stuffed tobacco into the bow of his pipe.
' Except for us.'

Her heart | eapt.

"You nean .. . ?

"It's a beautiful evening,' he said, grateful for the opportunity to gl ance
out of the window. 'I was just thinking how pleasant it would be walking. It
won't be dark for another couple of hours yet.'

"Not on the island!' She rested her hand on his.

"No,' he replied. '"I've had quite enough of Shell Island for the tinme being.
Suppose we take the car along the coast road and walk fromthere.'



"I'"d love that,' she said, stubbing her cigarette out in the ashtray. 'Cone
on. What're we waiting for?

"W can't just drift apart, Pat.' Cdiff Davenport spoke the thoughts which had

been troubling himall evening. 'l nmean ... | know it's been rough, neeting in
t hese circunstances, but as the old saying goes, it's an ill w nd that blows
nobody any good. I... er... I.'

"Yes?' She noved closer to himand for sone nonments they stood on the cliff
path admi ring the sunset, the golden rays reflected on the cal mess of the
bay, the sea nmist that had prevailed all day now havi ng di sappeared.

"I think the fine spell's going to continue,' he murmured.

"That isn't what you were going to say.' She squeezed his hand. 'You said
somet hing about an ill wind... '

"Er . . . yes.' He was nervous now, far nmore so than he had been at the
prospect of nmeeting up with the giant crabs again earlier that day. 'There is
somet hing positively terrifying in asking a woman straight out if she wll
marry you,' he went on. 'Right now ny knees are knocking and | feel as if I'm
going to faint'

' How soon?' She kissed him 'Don't make ne wait too long, diff!’

'"As soon as we get back to London,' he pronised, expelling a | ong sigh of
relief. "I was thinking that nmaybe we night start back the day after
t onmorrow. '

"I can't get back quick enough,' she sighed and then surrendered to a | ong
enbr ace.

They wal ked on. They felt as though they just wanted to keep on wal ki ng
forever. Their course took themalong the cliff tops until in the gathering
dusk they could spy the lights of Bar-nmouth in the distance.

' Maybe we'd better be getting back,' Ciff said as they stood watching a
colony of rabbits playing on a grassy part of the cliffs.

"I could stay here forever,' Pat murnured dreamily. 'Couldn't we just sit down
awhil e and rel ax? W haven't rel axed once since we've been together.'

They sat down with their backs against a | arge rock beneath a grassy knoll
The rabbits kept on playing. Either they were unaware of themor el se they had
no cause to fear them

Suddenly, as if at a given signal, a dozen or nore white tails bobbed in the
air and then the rabbits were disappearing down the entrances to a nearby
warr en.

' Goodness!' Pat frowned. 'What on earth's up with then? W' ve been here for
nearly half an hour. We didn't frighten them'

Adiff Davenport's eyes were scanning the sky. Maybe a sparrowhawk ... A couple

of seagulls lazily flew over their heads on their way out to roost on the
mudfl ats. Otherwi se the sky was enpty of bird life. Perhaps a stoat or a fox

As his sharp eyes searched the sloping ground in front of them down as far as



the holl ow a hundred yards away and then upwards to the rocky peaks on the
skyline, he caught a novenent. It was becom ng dark by now and whatever it

was, it was hidden by the shadows of the towering crags. Just a patch of
deeper darkness. He watched it carefully. It definitely moved. O course, the
nearby farners took advantage of this type of hilly ground to graze a few
extra sheep. This was bigger than a sheep though. Maybe a pony that had broken
its tetherings and frolicked forth in search of freedom

It noved on to some |ighter ground and then he could see it clearly.
"My god!" he hissed. '"What in the nane of... Pat! It's one of the crabs!’

"Ch, no!'" She followed his gaze. It was true enough. A giant crab squatted
am dst a patch of rough nmountain grass and bracken. Suddenly it was joined by
a second. Then a third appeared behind and above the first two.

"Were the hell are they coming fron?' diff breathed. 'They can't have scal ed
the cliffs. Not even they could do that. There's nowhere el se though. It's as
if they're just appearing out of the ground!'’

"It's inpossible!" Pat wailed, hoping agai nst hope that she woul d wake up and
di scover that they had fallen asleep in the grass and dreant it all. 'They
couldn't. You said yourself they couldn't get out of that cave!

diff Davenport was silent. He just could not accept that these creatures were
free ... even that they were alive

But it was true enough. Mrre and nore crabs were appearing on the hillside
opposite. They just seened to materialise out of the ground, grouping
toget her, hardly noving. Waiting. For what?

"King Crab!' the Professor cursed. 'See the devil? Twice as big as any of the
others. He's more cunning than any human bei ng. Sonehow he's got them out of
there. But how?

"What do we do now?' Pat Benson whispered. 'l mean, we were just
congratul ati ng oursel ves on having cleared it all up and then, bang, we're
back where we started!’

diff Davenport glanced at his watch. He could just determ ne the position of
the two hands in the deep dusk. It was nine o'clock

'"Grisedale will be back in his London flat.' H s whisper incorporated
everything that his strai ned nerves had experienced during the past three
weeks. "I guess I'lIl just have to phone himand tell himto get back here as
quick as he can. It's back to square one |'mafraid. The troops noved out this
afternoon as well. Just a few stayed behind to help with the clearing up
Everybody will have to be recalled. Let's just watch these horrors. They can't
stop here forever. | want to see which way they go.'

The crabs seenmed quite content to remain bunched together on that stretch of
hillside. Mre and nore of them appeared out of the darkness, squatting
toget her. Sone even withdrew into .their shells. They were in no hurry to go
anywher e.

Then darkness cast its cloak over them and the watchers were unabl e even to
di scern the shapes of the foe which had returned fromthe dead.

"Come on,' said diff, helping Pat to her feet. 'W'd better be | eaving.
don't like the idea of stunbling about in the dark with those creatures



craw i ng around!"’
"Are you sure, man?' Gisedale's voice was strained with the fatigue of his
long journey and the fact that all their efforts now appeared to have been in

vai n.

"OF course |'msure,' diff expostulated. 'l wouldn't have rung you if |
wasn't. We saw themw th our own eyes!'’

' But how?"

"I can only hazard a guess. Beyond the big cave where they lived there nust
have been anot her tunnel |eading upwards. They're out in the open now. Christ

knows where they'll go! They just squatted there until it got too dark for us
to see themany nore. They'll have to get back to salt water eventually,

t hough. Maybe they'll just go back to the sea and | eave us in peace.'

' Maybe,' Gisedal e groaned, 'and maybe not. 'I'll cone back first thing in the
morning. In the nmeantime 1'I1 notify the Mnistry of Defence. God knows what

we're going to do now, though. Short of dropping a nuclear bonmb on them
haven't a clue. Maybe they'd even survive that!'

Pat stooped and kissed diff as he replaced the receiver and sunk his head
into his hands.

' You' ve done everything you could possibly have done,' she consoled him 'It's
not your fault Can't we just go away and |l eave themto it?" He shook his head.

"No,' he sighed. 'I've got to see it through. I'mafraid we'll have to
post pone that wedding. Maybe it'll only take a few days. Perhaps sonebody will
cone up with something.'

"I understand.' Her voice trenbled and he sensed that she was very close to
tears. 'I'mstopping on with you though. \Watever crops up we'll see it
t hrough toget her. Make no nistake about that.'

He nodded. He had not got the heart to tell her that he felt that it was just
begi nning all over again.

Chapter Twel ve

"Not a sign of them Not a bl oody sign!'

diff Davenport and Pat Benson paused on the top of the hillside where they
had sat and viewed the giant crabs the previous evening.

Soon after first light the two of them had set out from Ll anbedr, using the
bi nocul ars frequently in an attenpt to locate the crab arnmy. The hills were
deserted except for some rabbits - probably those they had seen - peacefully
grazing the tough wiry grass.



"Let's see if we can find out where they canme up,' diff suggested. He began
wal ki ng towards the opposite slope. 'If there is a tunnel it shouldn't be too
hard to find.'

It wasn't. Amidst a clunp of gorse and bracken they di scovered the overgrown
mout h of a shaft some twelve feet in circunference. The undergrowth whi ch had
hidden it was flattened and in a patch of soft earth they discovered those
only too famliar claw prints.

"It slopes down fairly gradually,' diff remarked as he peered down into the
gl oony opening. 'No doubt pothol ers have been having a whale of a time here
for years. Why ever didn't | think of something like this?

' Nobody woul d have done,' Pat exclainmed consolingly. "Al the brains of the
Civil Service and the Mnistry of Defence studied your plan at |ength. They
even had a map of the area in front of them It's just one of those things!'

'"One of those things that could prove costly,' diff retorted as he
straightened up. 'Well, we'd better get back and have sonme breakfast. W can't
do any nore at the noment. Al the same, |'d |l ove to know where the crabs are
at this very noment.'

After breakfast they had a visitor. As they left the dining-room diff
recogni sed a car which had just pulled to a standstill in the drive outside.

' Col onel Matthews,' he nuttered to Pat. 'Push along, darling, and anuse
yourself for half an hour. No doubt Gizzly's been giving his tel ephone bill a
bashi ng al ready."

Col onel Matthews was a short, stocky, self-inmportant individual. At
forty-seven it was his considered opinion that he should have risen nuch

hi gher hi the British Arny than he had al ready. The giant crabs had presented
a challenge to him Hs resentnment towards the Professor had been only too
evi dent the previous day when the linpet mne had been planted. Now he was
bol stered by fresh hope of glory.

"It didn't work then!' he boonmed, his eyes betraying his gloating. 'W'll get
"emthis time though.'

"If you can find '"em' diff countered, as he ushered the other into the
deserted | ounge. 'At the nonment they seemto have vani shed off the face of the
earth.’

' Ch, nonsense!' the Colonel retorted. 'I only wish they'd sent ne here in the
first place. What happened in Barnouth was totally unnecessary. The troops
were badly placed. One tank. A nmortar which was brought on the scene too
late.’

' Tanks and nortars are worse than usel ess against this type of eneny,' diff
replied. 'That has already been proved.'

' Rubbi sh!' Col onel Matthews went red in the face. "It was the fools who were
in charge of themwho were responsible for the failure. If the weaponry had
been used effectively those creatures woul d never have got further than the
harbour.' 'Have it your own way,' Cdiff sighed. 'I take it Comrander
Gisedal e has been liasing with the services, and we've got to get together
again.'

That's about the size of it,' Mitthews grunted. Too nany cooks are liable to



spoil the broth, though. Priority nunber one is to | ocate the eneny. Cbviously
t hey' ve gone back to the sea, so ny first nmove will be to reinforce the troops
in Barmouth. It's just a question of waiting for themto cone to us then.

t hought that in the nmeantime it would be beneficial to search the renaining
underwat er caves along this stretch of coastline. | reckon that's where we'll
find "em Mght save ourselves a lot of tinme and trouble.’

'Please yourself,' said diff Davenport with resignation. He shook his head

slowy. "If you want to send divers down that's up to you. Quite frankly,
t hough, | think we've |earnt our |esson regardi ng undersea warfare agai nst
them'

'So you're not going to dive again.' Colonel Matthews's bottomlip twisted in
a sneer. That's all right by nme, Professor. | can get plenty of nmen who'll go
down. Though what you're going to do in the meantine beats ne!'’

"Finding themis only half the battle,' diff observed, trying not to show his
annoyance. 'Exterminating themis quite another matter, Colonel. That you will
di scover in due course!’

A week passed. The inhabitants of the Wl sh coast from Colwn Bay to Borth
began to relax. Public opinion held that the crabs had left for good. Maybe
they could crop up el sewhere in a far |and across the mghty ocean. If so,
then that was not their worry.

The heatwave broke on the foll owi ng Wednesday with one of the nost viol ent
t hunderstorns on record. The skies darkened. Thunder crashed and forked
lightning flashed. Then the rain fell in torrents. The streets of Barmouth
were awash within an hour

"Strewth!' diff Davenport hustled Pat Benson into the wel cone shelter of Davy
Jones's Locker. 'l reckon this could be what we've been waiting for.'

"Why's that?' she asked as she shrugged herself out of her sodden raincoat and
spooned sugar into her coffee.

'"Crabs are instinctively governed by the elenents,' diff explained as he
began to fill his pipe. 'Deep down on the ocean bed they are fully aware what
i s happeni ng above. The habits of our friendly little conmon crab can be
conpared with these horrors, of that | feel sure. The crab fishermen know that
after a storny night his catches will be increased tenfold. They will seek
shelter in the rock pools and on the beaches of sheltered bays. That's why I
feel that this larger species will develop a sudden desire to be on the nove
agai n. \Werever they have been resting up, they'll decide that it's time for
action once norel!l’

"Well, ny love,' said Pat, reaching under the table and squeezi ng his hand,
"if it neans that our wedding date will be brought forward, then I'mall for
it!

They bot h | aughed. Uneasily.

The sun broke through the | ow clouds |later that afternoon. The nountai ns,
however, remained screened by a, thick hill mist. It was warm and sultry, and
t he at nosphere was pregnant with nenace, as though still charged with the
tension fromthe electric storns earlier. It was a time of waiting. A lull

The evening was hot and stifling. Ciff and Pat used the car after dinner in
preference for enbarking upon a constitutional which would have been not hi ng
better than an obstacle course of puddles and thick mud. They drove



sout hwar ds, parking on a headl and which offered thema view of the coastline
as far as Barmouth. Yet with the coming of dusk their thoughts turned to
matters other than the ever present threat of the giant crabs!

The norni ng dawned dull and foggy. During the night hours a sea m st had crept
in, reducing visibility to less than twenty yards.

Atrain-driver's job is at its nost hazardous at such times. Dai Peters was
due to retire at the end of the month. He had been | ooking forward to the day
when he would no | onger have to drive the early norning train to Barnmouth from
Dol gelly in those thick pea-soupers which were liable to start any time after
Septenber. And now this! Just like a winter's norning, bang in the mddl e of
August! He cursed as the train halted at the whistle-stop station of Arthog.

"Morning, Dai,' the porter called as he threw a parcel into the guard's van
and then approached the engine. "What's it |ike back there?

"Bl oody awful ,' Dai grinaced. 'The speed we've conme, you could ve wal ked it
qui cker.'

The train nmoved on even nore slowy. Dai Peters had never |iked the estuary
crossing. It was a silly feeling, and he would never have dared let his fears
be known anongst his fellow drivers but... well, he didn't trust the old
bridge. It was | ooked after regularly and the experts said it was good for
anot her century but that did not prevent him having nightmares about it. He
had | ost count of the nunber of tines that he'd woken up in the niddle of the
night in a cold sweat shouting in abject terror. Hs wife was used to it and
it was she who always calmed his fears... al nost!

The dream was al ways the sanme. High tide. The water nuddy and deep in the
estuary below. Swirling |like a whirlpool gone berserk. The train going at a
snail's pace in spite of the fact that he was giving it full throttle. Sl ow ng
to a craw for sone unaccountabl e reason. Then the creaking of over |aden
tinmbers as the engine finally came to a halt. A splintering and cracking
beneat h. The bridge saggi ng and then snapping in the mddle. A lurching. The
train hurtling down towards the estuary. The scream ng, his |oudest of all The
wat er cl osing over his head. That was when he usually woke up

On a nmorning like this norning his dreans did not seemto be altogether the
fignments of a fevered, slunbering brain. They could so easily becone reality.

He hated the crossing. Less than five nminutes on a clear norning. It mght
have been five hours on one such as this. Five hours of bloody torture. He
eased the throttle right dowmn. Ten miles an hour. He | ooked down. Through the
grey drifting vapour he could see the estuary below, grim and forbidding. He
shi ver ed.

He forced his gaze on to the track ahead, the parapet of steel girders on
ei ther side. They | ooked strong enough anyway. All the sanme he woul d be gl ad
when it was all over, and they drew into Barnouth station

Suddenly a shape materialised out of the fog ahead of the train. Automatically
he started to brake. Wth an agoni sed shriek the wheel s began sl ow ng down.
Whatever it was, it was still on the line. Right in their path and refusing to
budge an inch. It | ooked as though sonebody's cow had wandered on to the

bri dge when nobody was | ooking. If it didn't nobve soon it was bound to be run
over. Stupid bloody aninmal. Trains can't just stop dead in their tracks!

He could see it nore clearly now. Christ! That was no cow. It was too big.
W ong shape.



"Fucking hell!' he cursed aloud. 'It's one of those bastard crabs!’

The train was nearly at a standstill. He could see the crab. Every detail. Its
face. Its eyes. The thing knew. Knew he would stop. Well, he'd showit. His
hand | eft the brake and returned to the throttle. Full speed ahead. Mbore of
themon the Iine up in front Bloody crowds of 'em Show 'emall. Crush "emto

pul p!

The engi ne had picked up to 20 nph when it made contact with King Crab
Anot her screech of anguished nmetal. A jolt that threw all the passengers
forward. Dai Peters sprawl ed on the floor of his cab

For a split second everything seened to stop. Tune stood still. Then the
engi ne was rearing upwards, its wheels spinning uselessly in the air.
Carriages buckled into one another, overturning, rolling sideways against the
steel girders. People were screaning

Dai Peters tried to grab the controls. Brake, throttle, anything. The engine
was lurching at a crazy angle, alnmpbst as if it was running on a nodel railway
and the owner was picking his toys up. The driver just clung on for his very
life.

He could see the water bel ow himagain, the current swirling as though ready
to receive him Another crash. Steel girders flying through the air. Hurtling,
spi nning, still hangi ng on

That same dream He started to yell. 'Enmma! Emma! Wake ne up! The bridge
the water ... for CGod's sake wake ne up!'’

Amid a pile of falling debris the train slid into the water like Iinks of
sausage being carelessly tossed into a pan. A mghty splash, the nurky waters
foam ng, and then a sudden sil ence.

Not hi ng noved. Except the crabs. Scuttling down the bent and broken supports
t hey dropped back into the water, hastening to claimthe prize that was
theirs. Tender human flesh

"Fucking hell! It's getting thicker!' The man in the bows of the |eading
i feboat peered through the gloom 'Can't see anything. Wait! There's the
bridge. Christ Al nmighty!

The second boat drew al ongside. Debris was floating everywhere. Not a sign of
the train or its occupants. It was inpossible to see down into the nuddy
dept hs.

"Can't see a bloody thing!'" the second |ifeboat skipper called. 'Hey, what's
rocki ng the boat?

The lifeboat lurched to one side, its occupants being thrown together in an
ungai nly heap on the deck

"Bl oody hell! Wat's going on?

The first lifeboat had its bows clear of the water. Men tunbl ed everywhere.
Two were flung overboard. Mre screans and yells.

"It's, it's the bloody crabs!' The skipper lost his precarious hold and was
just in tine to see the vicious claws before they clainmed him



Everybody was in the water. Panic reigned. Men were being dragged down, sone
managi ng to avoid the fate of their conrades for a few mnutes - but their
escape was only tenporary. The end was inevitable.

The capsized |ifeboats began to float with the current. Here and there the
brown water was tinged with red. A row of seagulls perching on a nmudbank rose
into the air, circled, and headed seawards. Some strange sense had warned them
that this was no place for them

Chapter Thirteen

'"THEY were in the estuary all the tine!' Gisedale banged his fist on the
table. 'While we've been scanning the shore with troops and havi ng heavy
artillery placed along the coast, they' ve been lying low in the estuary!

He | ooked at diff Davenport and shook his head.

"This fog isn't helping any either,' he groaned. 'O all the tines to choose,
a sea m st has to descend upon us now

That's what King Crab was waiting for,' the Professor commented. 'He's the
nost cunning eneny the world has ever met. And he doesn't intend to confine
hinself to the Wl sh coast alone. |I'd stake nmy bank bal ance on that.'

"What can we do?' There was despair in Gisedale' s voice now as he gazed out
of the wi ndow of his hotel roomon to the pronmenade. The swirling nist hid the
sea fromhis view 'There's an emergency neeting at hal f-past two. Al the top
brass. The troops and nmunitions are already on the way. But are they going to
be any good agai nst these bl oody crabs?'

"I"'mafraid not," Ciff drummed on the desk with his fingers. 'Sonmehow,
somewhere, there nust be an answer. They just can't be totally invincible.
They rmust have an Achilles heel. It's just a question of finding it.'

"This meeting's going to be awkward,' Gisedale put in. 'I've worked night and
day, collaborated with all the arned forces, but everybody's saying "Gizzly
isn't doing anything". Quite frankly, | just can't think of anything except a
nucl ear bonb, and that just isn't on!

Their raids are commando style,' the Professor mused. 'A quick attack and back
to the sea. |'ve been asking nyself why they don't venture further a field. It
isn'"t the fear of counterattacks which makes themretreat. It's sinply that
they can't exist out of salt water for nore than a limted period. Take an
ordinary crab. He can survive on a beach between tides. Say twelve hours.
These nonsters, it appears, can't |ast nmuch | onger. Maybe not as |ong. Perhaps
their resistance out of water is not as great in that respect. They can stand
up to heavy artillery but... Well, take the Battle of Barmouth, or the Shel

I sl and invasion. They weren't ashore for nore than a few hours on either
occasion."'



"I can't even see how that helps us,' Gisedale conmented. 'All it nmeans is
that if you live far enough inland, you' re safe. That being the case, apart
fromair travel, we'll all be prisoners on this island. Once they start
breedi ng not even the big ships will be safe. They'll increase in nunbers,
rule the oceans and spread a reign of terror along every stretch of coast
around the globe.' 'Nevertheless,' diff Davenport said deterninedly as he
stood up, 'I"'mgoing to work on this. Sonmehow there nust be a way. There nust
be sonething so sinple that we haven't even thought of it!"’

Towar ds m d-afternoon the sea m st began to di sperse as a freshening breeze
sprang up fromthe sea. Wak sunlight filtered through the |ow cl oud.

The village of Arthog was a hive of activity. Detachnents of troops passed

t hrough on their way down to the beach at Fairbourne. Cranes and ot her heavy
machi nery arrived so that repairs to the bridge could be started with the

m ni mum of del ay.

The villagers could not resist clustering on the platformof the tiny station
Fromthere they could see right across the estuary, Barmouth now appearing on
t he opposite side through the thinning mst. Men were clanbering over the
skel eton of the wecked bridge, shouting and cursing.

The tide began to ebb. G adually at first, so that it al nost went unnoticed.
Then t he nudbanks canme into view, nmore and nore of them beconing visible every
m nut e.

The wat chi ng peopl e noved cl oser. Sonething was sticking up above the surface
of the receding water. A carriage. Buckled and tw sted al nost beyond
recogni tion. Then they saw the engine, its nose buried deep mthe sucking mud.

Rowi ng boats were being dragged down to the water's edge. A gasp of horror ran
t hrough the crowd. Brave nen. \Were had the crabs gone? Nervously they | ooked
about them Everywhere was peaceful. Even the rushing current had been reduced
to a gentle trickle.

The boats reached the weckage. Men clanbered on to the remants of the train.
They w enched open carriage doors and smashed wi ndows. Sone went inside.

M nutes | ater they enmerged shaking their heads and clinbed back into the
bobbi ng rowi ng-boats.

They had found no bodi es.

The ni ght passed peacefully except for the runble of tanks and troops arriving
to reinforce those already there. Nobody in Arthog slept. They just lay and
listened to the noises, feeling nore secure at the sound of each new arrival

of either soldiers or artillery.

A destroyer was stationed at the mouth of the estuary. Two nore patrolled the
open sea. Aircraft were passing to and fro all the tinme. This time the people
were confident that the crabs were finished. Certainly the horrific creatures
were trapped in the estuary. The choice was theirs. They could either stay
there or die, or try to escape and be blasted off the face of the earth.
Either way it spelt disaster for King Crab and his terrible arny.

Two days passed. The heatwave returned. Work on the bridge was progressing
wel . New girders were replacing the old. Heavy cranes had retri eved nost of
the wrecked train. Twenty-four people, including the crew of the two
lifeboats, were reported mssing. Not a single body had been recovered.



And still the arned forces waited. Everybody waited.

The weat her becane still hotter. The open sea sparkled a deep blue. Even the
muddy estuary seened | ess form dable. Al bathing had been curtail ed but stil
t he holi day-makers poured in with the sanme eagerness with which they woul d
have gat hered around a horrific road accident.

Troops and police formed a wi de cordon to keep the people away fromthe
beaches altogether. Tents appeared on the slopes of the hills in the
background addi ng a bizarre carnival atnosphere to the whole situation. Roads
were bl ocked by ten-mile traffic jans. Only the conplete and utter destruction
of the giant crabs would bring a permanent aura of peace back to that part of
t he Wel sh coast agai n.

' The bastards have got to nake a nove sonetine,' Col onel Matthews stated,
puffing his chest out as he addressed his senior officers in their tenporary
billet in Fairbourne. 'They can't stay in the estuary forever!'

"Unless they aren't in there at all,' a young captain spoke up. 'Maybe they
went back to the sea after they wecked the lifeboats.'

' Nonsense!' Col onel Matthews snapped and turned back to his wall map. 'If they
don't show up in twenty-four hours we're going to start dragging for them'

Whi |l e Col onel Matthews tal ked on, sonething was happening in the estuary. It
was |low tide, the |l owest for weeks, |eaving only a narrow channel of sluggish
flowi ng water between the |arge sl oping nudbanks. Those repairing the bridge
t ook advantage of the brief period when the supports would be nore easily
accessi bl e.

Suddenly the current began to increase its pace. Those working with the water
up to their waists had to grasp at the steel struts above themto prevent
t hemsel ves bei ng swept away.

'Hey!' one gasped as he clung desperately to a rusty girder. 'There's a bl oody
tidal wave starting.'

' Look!"'

Heads turned. A | arge wave envel oped the nmen | eaving them gasping for breath.
Anot her was following in its wake. In conparison the Severn Bore woul d have
seened a ripple in a woodl and stream Sonething was churning the water into a
f oam ng caul dron.

Soneone up on the bridge was shouting. Those on the bridge began runni ng back
along the structure to safety. The nmen in the water were | ess fortunate. The
next wave swept them away. There was no hope of being able to swim The
poundi ng waves tossed them up and then dragged them down into the deep mud,

' The crabs! The crabs are comng!'’

The fearful cries of the terrified workers carried across the estuary.
Sol di ers who had waited patiently throughout the long period of inactivity
reached for their weapons. This was it!

Li ke a never-ending colum of soldier-ants the crabs marched out of the
estuary in single file. In fact only in such formati on could they have

remai ned hidden for so long during the low tides. Their nethod of conceal nment
was a nmystery no |onger.



On and on they cane. A hundred. Two. Three. Four... It was inpossible to count
t hem

Cickety-click. Cickety-click

The five nen on the bridge ran for their lives. Wth luck they would be on
terra firma ahead of the advanci ng crabs which waddl ed wi th astoundi ng speed
across the nmud beneath them

They m ght have made it had not one of them stunbled and the other four
stopped to help him As they pulled the fallen man to his feet they realised
that their |ast hope had gone. Two of the crabs had turned back and cone up to
the bridge after them The rest of the ever-increasing colum continued its
advance on Art hog,

The nmen ran back the way they had cone. Their pursuers seemed to be in no
hurry. Possibly they realised that there was no escape whatsoever for the
humans.

"What do we do now?' The nen in overalls pulled up abruptly on the brink of
the jagged gap in the bridge. It was too wide to | eap across. He | ooked back
A steady click-clicking filled the air as the crabs deliberately slowed their
pace. Two pairs of evil eyes glinted in the bright sunlight.

"Junmp!’ It was the man with the twi sted ankl e who spoke. 'Into the water. Swim
for it!’
As one they leapt into space. Acconplished swinmers all, they nade a perfect

| andi ng. Perhaps they woul d have nmade it had not it been for the three massive
crabs, perfectly canoufl aged agai nst the background of nud, which slid towards
t hem

In the distance the first shot rang out.

diff Davenport and Pat Benson strolled down to Barnmouth harbour. There was
little else to do until sonething happened. Wthout each other's conpany life
coul d have becone considerably boring.

diff bought a paper froma stall and they sat on a bench overl ooking the
harbour. Restoration work was in full swi ng and al ready evi dence of the

i nvasi on of the crabs was becom ng erased except fromthe nenories of those
who had witnessed it.

Idly diff opened his newspaper. Naturally the Wel sh coast was stil
conmandi ng front page space on nost of the London dailies.

VWHERE ARE THE G ANT CRABS NOW? t he | eadi ng Headl i ne ran. He ski nmed through
the article rapidly. The whereabouts of the crabs was certainly not going to
be pinpointed by Fleet Street.

Pat was readi ng over his shoul der.

' Poor kiddy!' she muttered.

"What's that?' he grunted, being nore concerned with the ridicul ous views of
some reporter who surm sed that the crabs mght be hiding out in the

nount ai ns.

"There,' she said, pointing with her finger to a small paragraph at the foot
of the page.



CHI LD DRI NKS WEEDKI LLER AND DI ES, he read. 'An eight-year-old girl who drank a
solution of paraquat weedkiller |ast week in her parents' garden in Surrey,
died this norning. There is no known antidote. Parents are warned ... '

He broke off and suddenly his hand gripped Pat's until she gasped in pain.

"Quch!' She snatched her hand away. 'Watever's up. diff? '"It's a terrible
thing to happen, | know, but there's no need to...'

"Paraquat!' He banged his fist into the pal mof his other hand. 'Paraquat
weedkiller. Deadly to all forms of life. Kills through the pores. Rots the
lungs. | wonder... '

"\What ever are you getting at?" she asked. 'Have you taken | eave of your senses
or sonet hi ng?

"No.' He rose to his feet and smled. 'I've only just cone to them Come on
let's go and see Gisedale at once. W've no tinme to | ose!

"You could be right,' Gisedale observed after he had listened eagerly to
diff Davenport's theory. 'It's worth a try anyway.'

Gisedal e consulted a well-thunbed tel ephone directory and then, picking up
the receiver, he dialled a nunber. After sone delay he succeeded in being put
through to the departnment he requested. The person at the other end of the
line |istened while the Professor's theory was repeated.

'Good. Good!' Gisedal e sounded well pleased. 'How soon can you have it down
here? Today? Excellent Yes, we shall required the sprays as well. Thank you.'
He repl aced the receiver

' The Farm Supplies are delivering it at once ... '
phone jangl ed agai n.

He was interrupted as the

'Grisedale,’ he barked, an expression of irritation on his face, an expression
whi ch quickly turned to one of amazement and horror. 'Good grief! Right, we'll
depl oy all available troops. Ri ght away.'

"That,' he said, turning to diff and Pat, his face ashen, 'was Col one

Matt hews. The crabs are nmaking a daylight raid on Arthog. Not only have they
wi t hstood close range fire froma Centurion tank but they have also rolled it
down into the estuary. They are forcing the troops back!'

He crossed to the wi ndow and opened it. Across the estuary they could hear the
firing.

"There's only one hope left now,' Cdiff murnured, slipping an arm around Pat.
"I just hope that Farm Supplies truck gets here before it's too late!’

Chapt er Fourteen



THE toppling of the Centurion tank was the signal for the troops to w thdraw,
forsaking their positions along the banks of the estuary. If the Centurion
could not repel the invaders, nothing could!

Rei nforcements began to arrive. Just as quickly they fell back. The crabs were
al nost at the station. Mwving slowy. The firing ceased as abruptly as it had
begun. It was just a waste of ammunition

Bet ween the station and the first houses lay several acres of waste ground.
Mostly it was covered with long grass, tinder-dry fromthe scorching of the
recent heat wave.

"Set fire to that grass!' Colonel Matthews roared. ' Quickly, before they reach
it!

"Fire doesn't affect them' an officer replied. '"At Barnouth ..

"Set fire to it!' the Colonel snarled, 'or else you'll find yourself on a
charge!"’

A match flared. The flanmes |licked hungrily at the dry grass. The slight breeze
fanned it. Wthin mnutes a wall of fire sprung up in the path of the
advanci ng cr abs.

"That'll stop 'em ' Matthews's |aughter was al nbst nmaniacal. That'll..."'
King Crab hinmself was the first to enter the blazing area.

Snoke billowed as he nmoved. He did not even hasten his waddle. Gthers began to
follow him

"I nmpossi bl e!" Col onel Matthews drew his revolver. Hi s hand was shaki ng as he
took aimand the pistol bucked. Six tines he fired, and then the hamer was
clicking on an enpty chanmber. Only then did he order his nen to fall back to
the road. His earlier confidence had abandoned hi m

The driver of the Farm Supplies lorry from Dol gelly cursed as he caught up
with the traffic jam He could see the hundreds of cars, bunper to bunper,
snaking in front of himuntil they disappeared over the brow of the next hill
Three hundred yards further on lay the toll bridge. It was closed. Two
soldiers in khaki uniformcarrying rifles stood at the entrance.

Then he saw the blue flashing lights. Mtorcycle police. Two of them coning
towards him slow ng when they saw the lettering on the front of his vehicle.

'K sir," they shouted, not even bothering to dismount. 'Just follow us
against the line of oncoming traffic. W'll take the toll bridge road.'

He scratched his head as he let in the clutch. God, it must be bl oody urgent.
Sonebody was really getting in a panic over their weeds! The man at his side
said nothing. He was only too well aware what |ay ahead of them

"Here it is now' The relief was evident in Gisedale' s voice as he saw the
lorry with its police escort turning into the small field where the helicopter
stood. The pilot was | eaning against it snoking a cigarette. 'Let's get
cracki ng. W haven't got rmuch tine.'



Two nen began to unload the lorry, carrying netal cannisters across to the
heli copter. A crop-sprayer had already been fitted. It was only a question of
connecting everything up.

The pilot dropped his cigarette on to the ground and put his foot on it.
"Wll,' Gisedale said, 'I guess we're all set. Just the four of us. W two,
the pilot and this feller here from Farm Supplies to work the spray. Look out
crabs, here we cone! '

Two minutes later they were airborne and headi ng out towards the estuary.

Col onel Matthews realised that the road was only their first line of retreat.

The crabs were still advancing, ignoring the village itself. This tine the
creatures were not bent solely on destruction. They practically ignored the
houses. All they wanted was to kill. Their taste for human fl esh overrul ed

everyt hi ng el se.

The col onel gave another order to retreat. This time the troops-nmoved inland.
To have gone down to the beaches at Fairbourne would only have been to invite
di saster, taking the battle to the crabs' own donain.

"Christ!' the Col onel ejacul ated when he saw t he packed |ine of cars which
jamred the road beyond the first mlitary barrier. 'The stupid bl oody fools!’

He realised i medi ately how conplicated the situati on had becone. Their
retreat woul d be hanpered by the civilians. Al ready people were abandoni ng
their cars and novi ng back up the road.

' Abandon all equi pnent!' he ordered. 'Move on foot only fromnow on. Get a
nmove on!'

The crabs had reached the road now They were barely a quarter of a nile
behi nd the troops and they were turning inland'. This tine they gave no
i ndi cation that they would be returning to the sea after a quick sortie.

Peopl e began to panic. Sone tried to turn their cars, but finding it an
i mpossibility left themand fled on foot. Soldiers threaded their way between
the vehicles, in some cases clanbering over them

The crabs reached the cars. There was no hesitation. Metal crunched as they
crushed the vehicles beneath their advance, flattening the various nodel s out
of all recognition. The shooting had stopped. Even the rawest recruit realised
that he was sinply wasting anmunition and | osing ground by pausing to fire.

"Look!' Col onel Matthews pointed to a distant speck in the sky. 'They've sent
a bl oody helicopter to see what's going on!'

The helicopter was flying | ow, barely skinmm ng the tops of trees and houses.
'"Great Scott,' Gisedal e gasped as he saw what was happeni ng bel ow t hem
"W're only just in time. Those crabs are barely two hundred yards behind the
sol diers. Another ten minutes and ...’

"G inlow' diff Davenport shouted in the pilot's ear and then turned to
give his instructions to the agricultural engineer who sat patiently at the

controls of the spraying equi prent

'"Let 'em have it. Now'



A fine filmof spray gushed fromthe nozzle of the spray-gun. For a few
seconds a cloud of vapour hung in the air and it began to drift slowy
downwards. The nman increased the pressure. The vapour becane thicker, nore
condensed.

"That's the stuff!' diff Davenport cried enthusiastically, gripping his seat
until his knuckles showed white. ' Go down | ower. Make sure the big feller gets
it!

King Crab, previously unperturbed by any attacks fromland, sea or air, sensed
that this was no ordinary, puny human assault. The spray caught himin the
face, stinging and al nost blinding him The machi ne hovered only a few feet
above him H's pincers waved wildly. It was alnost as if there was sonethi ng
personal in the way he was being attacked. Even he sensed that. He squatted
down, all his instincts telling himto withdraw into his shell. Yet he knew he
woul d be finished if he did. They had to return to the ocean bed as quickly as
possi bl e.

The advance of the crabs was halted. Blindly they huddl ed together for
protection. It was as if all their resistance had suddenly been destroyed.

Per haps without their |eader they would have stayed and di ed where they were.

Wth a suprene effort King Crab turned back and shanbl ed anmongst his
denoralised followers. Viciously his pincers struck out, striking shell after
shel . The crabs were shaken out of their lethargy. Like robots they followed
in the wake of the one whomthey believed to be the suprene being.

Slow y the colum headed back the way it had cone. C aws dragged, gouging
great scars in the tarmac surface of the road. They scarcely gave Arthog a
gl ance as they passed by. Their instincts no | onger craved for plunder and
carnage. Survival was all that mattered

"Keep at 'em' diff Davenport shouted above the noise of the helicopter
'Keep spraying 'emuntil they're in the water!'

The npst bizarre retreat in the history of warfare. Shanbling, clicking crabs,
the helicopter keeping pace with them barely ten feet above them spraying
themw th paraquat weedkiller the whole tune. Past Arthog, veering to avoid
the bridge, and then, as the nonsters sensed the presence of salt water, they
i ncreased their speed. A last desperate effort so that they mght die in their
own domai n?

King Crab remmi ned notionl ess squatting al one on the bank as his subjects
entered the nuddy water, still in single file, and di sappeared fromview Even
then he did not nove. Only his glinting eyes gave any sign that he was stil
alive.

"Go in on the bastard!" diff shouted. 'G ve himeverything you ve got!"’

The helicopter went still |ower, paraquat gushing fromthe spray. The
sandy- col oured nonster crab became covered in foam He rolled over. Then he
righted hinself again, his evil eyes raised towards the nen and t he machine
responsi ble for his final overthrow.

A claw was raised. A gesture of defiance. An expression of unbelievable

mal i gnance. He m ght be thwarted but he refused to concede. He noved, scarcely
able to drag hinself down to the edge of the | apping water. Then he was gone
with scarcely a ripple to show that he had ever been.



Adiff Davenport turned to the pilot. The Professor's face was lined and
haggard. But he was smling.

"W can go hone now,' he said.

Two evenings later diff Davenport, Pat Benson and Gisedal e di ned together at
Ms Jones's hotel in Llanbedr. On the norrow they would all be returning to
London.

"Wll,' Gisedale started, beaming with pleasure as he sipped his coffee and
it a cigarette. 'It seens that paraquat was the answer after all. |I'd have
preferred to have seen "emall lying dead in the roadway but it was not to be.
The stuff isn't an instant killer. | just wish | knew where they'd gone to
die. Just to satisfy myself that they're really finished. W' ve had divers
down but there isn't a trace of them Not a single corpse!’

"You' ve heard of the | egendary el ephants' burial ground in Africa? diff
asked, a thoughtful expression on his face. 'People have been searching for it
for centuries. Nobody's ever found it. One never conmes across a dead el ephant
either, out in the bush. There's a place sonmewhere where they go to die when
they know their time is up. It's the same with these crabs, | reckon. God
knows where they came fromin the first place. Maybe they' ve gone back there
to die.'

"I sincerely hope so,' Gisedale asserted. 'W certainly don't want a second
crab war.'

Pat yawned.

"Can't say I'Il be sorry to be |leaving,' she said, resting her hand on
Adiff's. '"It's had its conpensations though.

"I"d better be getting back,' Gisedale said tactfully. He | ooked at his
watch. '"I've got to be on the road early. I'mflying back to Bel gi um again
t omor r ow evening. '

"Don't forget to be back in time for the wedding,' Pat rem nded him

"I won't mss that' He laughed. 'So long as there are no crab sandw ches at
the reception afterwards.'

"No fear of that!' Pat grinmaced. '|I never want to see another crab again as
long as | livel Ugh!'

Next nmorning, as Ciff and Pat headed back al ong the coast road, the sea was a
deep blue. Scarcely a wave rippled its surface.

"I wonder,' Pat mused, 'l wonder just what lies out there deep down on the
sea- bed."

Adiff dropped his left hand on to her thigh and squeezed it gently.

"Perhaps it's better not to know,' he replied. 'The secrets of the deep are
better left undisturbed.’



