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1 

Prologue 
 

 

 Billions died in less than twenty-four hours. 

 Wil liam Price was one of the first. 

 

 'Ìɀd been out of bed for less than a minute when it began. 

Heɀd been halfway down the stairs ÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯÍÌÓÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÈÐÕÚȭɯ

!àɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÏÌɀËɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÙÖÖÔɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

breathe. 

 The virus caused the lining of his throat to dry and then to 

swell at a remarkable rate. Less than forty seconds after initial 

infection the swelling had blocked his windpipe. As he fought 

for air the swellings began to split and bleed. He began to choke 

on the blood running d own the inside of his trachea. 

 /ÙÐÊÌɀÚɯÞÐÍÌɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÏÐÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÈÓÓɯÚÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯËÖɯÞÈÚɯÊÈÛÊÏɯ

him when he fell to the ground. For a fraction of a second she 

was aware of his body beginning to spasm but by that point she 

had also been infected.  

 

 Less thaÕɯÍÖÜÙɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ/ÙÐÊÌɀÚɯÐÕÐÛÐÈÓɯÐÕÍÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯËÌÈËȭɯ

Thirty seconds later and his wife was dead too. A further minute and 

the entire street was silent. 
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1 
Carl Henshawe 

 

 

I was almost home by the time I knew it had happened.  

 It was still early ɬ about half -eight I think ɬ ÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÜÛɯ

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÍÖÜÙȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÎÓÈËɯ(ɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯat 

home. It was bad enough seeing Sarah and Gemma lying there 

ÈÍÛÌÙɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÊÖ×ÌËɯ

seeing it get them both. I jusÛɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÛÖÖËɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯ

ÉÖÛÏɯÚÜÍÍÌÙɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯto help. It 

hurts too much to think about it. Better that they were gone and 

it was over by the time I got home.  

 (ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÈɯÔÈÐÕÛÌÕÈÕÊÌɯÊÈÓÓɯÈÛɯ"ÈÙÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯ)ÈÔÌÚÖÕɀÚɯ

factory five miles north of Billhampton. I usually ended up g o-

ing there once or twice a month, and usually in the middle of the 

night. The bastard that was in charge of the place was too tight to 

pay for new machinery and too bloody smart to get his ow n men 

repairing the system when he knew that he could call us out. 

#ÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌÕÛɯÞÙÖÕÎɯÖÙɯÞÏÌÕȮɯÏÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÎÖÛɯÜÚɯÖÜÛȭɯ

He knew the terms of the maintenance contract better than I did. 

 I was six miles short of Northwich when I realised something 

wÈÚɯÞÙÖÕÎȭɯ(ɀËɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÙÝÐÊÌÚɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÊÜ×ɯÖÍɯÊÖÍÍÌÌɯÈÕËɯ

something to eat and I was just coming off the motorway when 

the radio started playing up. Nothing unusual about that ɬ the 

electrics in the van had a mind of their own ɬ but this was diffe r-

ent. One minute there was the usual music and talking, the next 

nothing but silence. Not even static. Just silence. I tried to tune in 

ÛÖɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭ 

 Like an idiot I kept driving and trying to sort out the radio at 

the same time. I only had one eye on the road, and the sun kept 

flashing through the tops of the trees. The sky was clear and blue 

and the morning sun was huge and blinding. I wanted to get 

ÉÈÊÒɯÏÖÔÌɯÚÖɯ(ɯÒÌ×ÛɯÔàɯÍÖÖÛɯËÖÞÕȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÕËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ
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ÙÖÈËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÏÈÓÍɯÞÈàɯÙÖÜÕËɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÊÈÙɯ

until it was too late.  I slammed my foot hard on the brake when I 

saw it. It was a small mustard -yellow coloured car and its driver 

was obviously as distracted as I was. He was coming straight at 

me, and I had to swerve hard to the right to avoid hitting him. I 

only missed him by a couple of feet. 

 There was something about the way the car was moving that 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɯÚÓÖÞÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯÞÈÛÊÏÌËɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÔàɯÔÐÙÙÖÙȭɯ

Instead of following the bend  that I had just come round, it just 

kept going forward in a straight line, still moving at speed. It 

clattered up the kerb and left the road. The car stopped dead 

when it  smashed into the base of the trunk of an oak tree. 

 There was no-one else about. I stopped and turned the van 

around in the road and drove back towards the crash. All I could 

think was that the driver was going to blame the way I was dri v-

ing and it would be his word against mine and if he took me to 

cÖÜÙÛɯÏÌɀËɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÊÈÚÌȭɯ( kept thinking that I was 

ÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÓÖÚÌɯÔàɯÑÖÉɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÌß×ÓÈÐÕɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈp-

pened to the boss andȱ ÈÕËɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÏÌÓÓȮɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÚÛÖ×ɯÛÖɯ

think he might be injured until I saw that he was slumped for-

ward over the steering wheel. 

 I stopped the van a few feet behind the crash and got out to 

help. My legs felt heavy ɬ (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯ

had to. As I got closer I could see the full extent of the damage to 

the car. It had hit the tree at such speed that the bonnet was al-

most wrapped right around it.  

 (ɯÖ×ÌÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯËÖÖÙ. He looked about thirty -five, and I 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÏÐÔɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚɯËÌÈËȭɯ'ÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÏÈËɯ

been slammed hard against the steering wheel, crushing his 

nose. His dead eyes stared up at me as if he was blaming me for 

what had just happened. Blood was pouring from what was left 

ÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÕÖÚÌɯÈÕËɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÜÕÎɯÞÐËÌɯÖ×ÌÕȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

dripping; the thick crimson blood was literally pouring from his 

wounds  and pooling on the floor around his feet. 
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 (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÊÓÜÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÚÌÊÖÕËÚɯ(ɯ

just stood there like a bloody fool, first looking up and down the 

silent road and then staring at the jet of steam which was spitting 

into the cold morning air  from the front of the car . I felt sick to 

my stomach, and when the hissing eventually stopped all I could 

hear was the drip, drip, drip of blood. It had only been a couple 

ÖÍɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ(ɀËɯÌÈÛÌÕȭɯ(ɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËàɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯ

lost control of my stomach. I dropped to my knees and threw up 

in the grass at the side of the road. 

 Once the nausea had passed I dragged myself back onto my 

feet and walked over to the van. I reached inside for the phone, 

realising that although there was nothing I could do for the poor 

bastard in the car, I had to do something. In a strange way it was 

easier knowing that he was dead. I could just tell the police that 

(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÈÕËɯ(ɀËɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÙɯÊÙÈÚÏÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

tree. No-ÖÕÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÈc-

cident had happened. 

 3ÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎȭ (ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÌÕÚÌȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÓÌÚÚɯ

than two miles outside ÈɯÔÈÑÖÙɯÛÖÞÕɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÚÐÎÕÈÓȭɯ(ɯ

shook the phone, waved it in the air and even banged it against 

ÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÝÈÕɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÙÐËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯȿ-Öɯ2ÌÙÝÐÊÌɀɯÔes-

ÚÈÎÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÐÚ×ÓÈàȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɯÛÙÐÌËɯËÐÈÓÓÐÕÎɯƝƝƝɯ

ÛÏÙÌÌɯÖÙɯÍÖÜÙɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯ

ÙÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȭɯ3ÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÒÌ×ÛɯÉÓÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯȿÜÕÖÉÛÈÐÕÈÉÓÌɀɯÐÕɯÔàɯÌÈÙȭ 

 So if no-ÖÕÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÈÚÏȮɯ( found 

myself thinking, no -ÖÕÌɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÌɯ

who found it. It sickens me now when I think back and reme m-

ber that the next thing I did was climb back into the van with the 

ÐÕÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÖÍɯËÙÐÝÐÕÎɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ(ɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÊÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯor 

ÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÚÌÌÕɯÈÕɯÈÉÈÕËÖÕÌËɯÊÈÙɯ

ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÈËȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯ

ÉÖËàȭɯ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÐÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÊÒȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÜÚÜÈÓÓàɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯ

spineless bastard. 
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 I was in a daze, almost a trance. I climbed back into the van, 

started the engine and began to drive. I stared at the crashed car 

in the rear view mirror until it was out of sight, then I shoved my 

foot down hard on the accelerator. 

 There were a couple more bends in the road before it 

straightened and stretched out for a clear mile ahead of me. I 

spotted another car in the near distance and seeing it increased 

my feelings of guilt . I changed my plan. (ɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÚÛÖ×ɯ

ÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯÚÌÌÕȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÚÈÍÌÛàɯÐÕɯÕÜm-

bers, (ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȭɯ(ɀËɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÈÚÏɯ

ÈÕËɯÞÌɀËɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÓÐÊÌɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ

okay. 

 I was wrong. As I got closer I realised the car had stopped. I 

slowed down and pulled up alongside  itȭɯ3ÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÚÌÈÛɯÞÈÚɯ

empty. There were three other people in the car and they were 

all dead ɬ a mother in the front and her two dead children in the 

back. Their faces were screwed up in frozen expressions of ag-

ony and panic. Their skin was pale grey and I could see on the 

body of  the child nearest to me that there was a trickle of blood 

running from between its lips and down the side of its face. I 

kept the van moving slowly forward and saw that a couple of 

metres further down the road the body of the missing driver lay 

sprawled across the tarmac. I had to drive up onto the grass 

verge to avoid driving over him.  

 I was so scared. I cried like a baby as I drove back home. 

 (ɯÔÜÚÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÍÖÙÛàɯÖÙɯÍÐÍÛàɯÉÖËÐÌÚɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɀËɯ

made it back to Northwich. The streets were litt ered with the 

dead. It was bizarre ɬ people just seemed to have fallen where 

ÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȭɯ6ÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯËÖÐÕÎȮɯÞÏÌÙÌÝÌÙɯ

ÛÏÌàɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÎÖÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÑÜÚÛɯËÙÖ××ÌË to the ground . 

 The situation was so bizarre and unexpected that it was only 

then that I thought about the safety of my family. I drove home 

as quickly as I could. I jumped out of the van and ran to the 

ËÖÖÙȭɯ,àɯÏÈÕËÚɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÏÈÒÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÒÌàɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ
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lock. Eventually I opened it and I shouted out to Sarah. The 

house was silent.  2ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÉÈÊÒȭ 

 (ɯÙÈÕɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÌËÙÖÖÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌÔɯÉÖÛÏȭɯ

2ÈÙÈÏɯÈÕËɯÖÜÙɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÎÐÙÓɯÉÖÛÏɯËÌÈËȭɯ&ÌÔÔÈɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÞÈÚɯ

frozen in the middle of a silent scream and there was blood all 

ÈÙÖÜÕËɯÏÌÙɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÈÕËɯÖÕɯ2ÈÙÈÏɀÚɯÞÏÐÛe night dress and the 

sheets. I shook them and screamed at them and begged them to 

wake up and talk to me. Sarah looked terrified. I tried to close 

her frightened eyes to make believe she was just sleeping but I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÈàɯÚÏÜÛȭ 

 I couldnɀÛɯÚÛÈÕËɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÕËɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯ

there either. I had to get out. I put Gemma into bed with her 

mum, kissed them both goodbye and pulled the sheets over 

them. I left the house, locked the door behind me and then 

walked.  

 I spent hours stepping through the bodies , shouting out for 

help.
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2 
Michael Collins 

 

 

So there I was, standing at the front of a class of thirty-three six-

teen year olds, tongue-tied and terrified. The boss had volu n-

ÛÌÌÙÌËɯÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÖÚÌɯȿ(ÕËÜÚÛÙàɯÐÕÛÖɯ2ÊÏÖÖÓÚɀɯËÈàÚȭɯ.ne of 

those days where instead of sitting listening to their teacher 

drone on for hours, kids were made to listen to sacrificial lambs 

like me telling them how wonderful the job they really despised 

was. I hated it. I hated speaking in public. I hated comp romising 

ÔàÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯÕÖÛɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÏÖÕÌÚÛȭɯ(ɯÏÈÛÌËɯÒÕÖÞÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯ

ÛÏÐÚɯÈÕËɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯËÖɯÐÛɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÔàɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÔÖÕÛÏɯÉÖÕÜÚɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯ

reduced. My boss believed that his middle -managers were the 

figureheads of his company. In reality we were just there for  him 

to hide behind.  

 ,àɯÛÈÓÒɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÓÈÚÛɯÓÖÕÎȭ 

 (ɀËɯÔÈËÌɯÚÖÔÌɯÕÖÛÌÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ(ɯÏÌÓËɯÐÕɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÖÍɯÔÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÚÏÐÌÓËȭɯ

The way my papers shook let the class know that I was para-

lysed with nerves. The sadistic sixteen year olds quickly seized 

on my weakness. 

 ȿ3ÏÌ work we do at Caradine Computers is extremely varied 

ÈÕËɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎȮɀɯ(ɯÉÌÎÈÕȮɯÓàÐÕÎɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÔàɯÛÌÌÛÏȭɯȿ6ÌɀÙÌɯÙÌÚ×Ön-

sible forȱɀ 

 ȿ2ÐÙȮɀɯÈɯÓÈËɯÚÈÐËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔȭɯ'ÌɯÞÈÚɯÞÈÝÐÕÎɯ

his hand in the air.  

 ȿ6ÏÈÛȳɀ 

 ȿ6ÏàɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÎÐÝÌɯÜ×ɯÕÖÞȮɀ ÏÌɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯȿNo-ÖÕÌɀÚɯÓÐs-

teningȭɀ 

 3ÏÈÛɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÔÌɯËÌÈËȭɯ(ɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÏÈÝÌɯËÈÙÌËɯÚ×ÌÈÒɯÖÜÛɯÓÐÒÌɯ

that at school. I looked to the teacher at the back of the class for 

support but as soon as I made eye contact she looked away. 

 ȿ Úɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɀɯ(ɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯȿÞe look after a wide range of 

clients, from small one-man firms to multinational corporations. 
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We advise them on the software to use, the systems to buy 

andȱɀ 

 Another interruption, this one more physical. A fight had 

broken out in the corner of the room. One boy had another in a 

headlock. 

 ȿ)ÈÔÌÚɯ"ÓàËÌȮ cut it out,ɀɯÛÏÌɯÛÌÈÊÏÌÙɯàÌÓÓÌËȭɯȿAnyone would 

ÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÓÐÚÛÌÕɯÛÖɯ,Ùɯ"ÖÓÓÐÕÚȭɀ 

  ÚɯÐÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÏÈÝÐÖÜÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÜËÌÕÛÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÈËɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÕÖÞɯ

even the teacher was being sarcastic. Suddenly there was stifled 

laughter coming from all sides, hidden by hands over mouths 

ÈÕËɯ×ÐÌÙÊÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÖÊÊÈÚÐÖÕÈÓɯÚ×ÓÜÛÛÌÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

keep themselves in check. Within seconds the whole room was 

out of control.  

 I was about to give up and walk out when it  happened. A girl 

in the far right corner of the room was coughing. Far more than 

any ordinary splutter, this was a foul, rasping and hacking 

scream of a cough which sounded as if it was tearing the very 

insides of her throat apart with each painful convul sion. I took a 

few steps towards the girl and then stopped. Other than her 

choking the rest of the room had become silent. I watched as her 

head dropped down and thick sticky strings of blood and spit 

dripped and trailed into her cupped hands and over her desk. 

For a second she looked up at me with huge terrified eyes. She 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÙÌÈÛÏe. She was suffocating. 

 I looked towards the teacher again. This time she stared 

straight back at me, fear and confusion clear on her face. 

 On the other side of the room a boy began to cough. He too 

was gripped with sudden fear and excruciating pain. He too 

couldÕɀÛɯbreathe. 

 A girl just behind and to the right of me began to cry and 

then to cough. The teacher tried to stand up and walk towards 

me but then stopped as she also began to cough and splutter. 

Within thirty seconds of the first girl starting to struggle  every 
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single person in the room was tearing at their throats and figh t-

ing to breathe. Every single person, that was, except me. 

 (ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯËÖɯÖÙɯÞÏÌÙÌ to go to get help. Numb 

with shock, I staggered back towards the classroom door. I 

stumbled and tripped over a school bag and grabbed hold of the 

ÕÌÈÙÌÚÛɯËÌÚÒɯÛÖɯÚÛÌÈËàɯÔàÚÌÓÍȭɯ ɯÎÐÙÓɀÚɯÏÈÕËɯÚÓÈÔÔÌËɯËÖÞÕɯÖÕɯ

mine. I stared into her face. She was deathly white save for crim-

son trickles of blood which spilled down her chin and dripped 

onto her desk. I wrenched my hand away and threw the door 

open. The noise inside the room was appalling but out in the 

hallway it was even worse. Horrific, agonised screams rang 

through the entire school. From places as remote as assembly 

halls, gymnasiums, workshops, kitchens and offices, the cold 

morning air was filled with the terrified noise of hundreds of 

desperate children and adults, all of them suffocating and cho k-

ing to death. 

 !àɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɀËɯÙÌÈÊÏÌËɯÛÏÌɯÌÕËɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÙÐËÖÙɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÝÌÙȭɯ

The school was silent. 

 I walked down the stairs towards the main entrance doors. 

Sprawled on the ground at the foot of the staircase was the body 

of a boy, no more than eleven or twelve years old. I crouched 

down next to him and cautiously reached out to touch him. I 

pulled my hand away as soon as it made contact with his dead 

flesh. It felt clammy and unnatural, almost like wet leather. For c-

ing myself to overcome my fear I pushed his shoulder down and 

rolled him over onto his back. Like the others I had seen his face 

was ghostly white and was smeared with blood and spittle. I 

leant down as close as I dared and put my ear next to his mouth. 

I held my breath and waited to hear even the slig htest sounds of 

breathing. I wished that the suddenly silent world would b e-

come quieter still so that I could hear something. It was  no use. 

There was nothing. 

 I walked out into the cool September sunlight and crossed the 

empty playground. Just one glance at the devastated world  out-
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side the school gates was enough for me to see that whatever it 

was that had happened inside the building had happened ou t-

side too. Random bodies littered the streets for as far as I could 

see. 

 

 (ÛɀÚ seven hours since it happened and (ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÕÖ-one else. 

,àɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÐÚɯÊÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÍÌÌÓɯÚÈÍÌȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÛÈàɯ

ÏÌÙÌȭɯ(ɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯÓÌÍÛȭ 

 3ÏÌɯ×ÏÖÕÌÚɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒÐÕÎ ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÞÌÙɀÚɯÎÖÕÌ. 

 3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÚÛÈÛÐÊɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈËÐÖȭ 

(ɀÔɯÛÖÖɯscared to move. 

 



 

 

 

 

11 

3 
Emma Mitchell  

 

 

Sick, cold and tired. 

 I felt bad. I decided to skip classes and stay home. I had one 

of those fevers where I was too hot to stay in bed and too cold to 

get up. I felt too sick to do anything but too guilty to sit still and 

do nothing. I tried to do some studying for a while  but gave up 

ÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌËɯ(ɀËɯÏÈËɯÍÐÝÌɯÈÛÛÌÔ×ÛÚɯÈÛɯÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ×ÈÙa-

graph but hadÕɀÛ made it past the third line.  

3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÕÖɯÍÖÖËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÈÛȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯ

knew that I had to.  Wrapped up in my warmest coat I dragged 

myself to the shop at the end of Maple Street feeling sorry for 

myself. 

 3ÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÛÏÙÌÌɯÊÜÚÛÖÔÌÙÚɯȹÐÕÊÓÜËÐÕÎɯÔÌȺɯÐÕɯ,Ùɯ1ÈÚÏÐËɀÚɯ

ÚÏÖ×ȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÈàɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕàɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÛÖÖËɯ

there haggling wit h myself, trying to justify spending a few 

pence more on my favourite brand of spaghetti sauce, when an 

old bloke lunged  at me. He grabbed hold of my arm. He was 

fighting for breath. It looked like he was having an asthma attack 

or something. IɀÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÑÜÚt started my medical studies and I 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯÊÓÜÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÐÔȭ 

 His face was grey-white and the grip he had on my sleeve 

tightened. I started to try and squirm away from him but I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÍÙÌÌȭɯ(ɯËÙÖ××ÌËɯÔàɯÚÏÖ××ÐÕÎɯÉÈÚÒÌÛɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÌËɯto 

prise his bony fingers off my arm.  

 There was a sudden noise behind me and I looked back over 

my shoulder to see that the other shopper had collapsed into a 

display rack, sending jars, tins and packets of food crashing to 

the ground. He lay on his back amongst them, coughing, holding 

his throat and writhing around in agony.  

 I felt the grip on my arm loosen and I turned back to look at 

the old man. Tears of inexplicable pain and fear ran freely down 
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his cheeks as he struggled to breathe. My brain slowly began to 

click into gear and I started thinking about loosening his collar 

and laying him down. Before I could do anything he opened his 

wide, toothless mouth and I saw that there was blood inside. It 

trickled down his chin and began to drip on the floor i n front of 

me. He dropped to the ground at my feet and his body began to 

convulse and shake. 

 I turned back to look at the other man who also lay on the 

floor, thrashing his arms and legs desperately around him.  I ran 

to the back of the shop to try and fin d Mr Rashid. By the time I 

found him and his wife they were both dead. Mrs Rashid had 

collapsed in the kitchen. The tap was still running. The sink had 

overfilled and water was spilling down the units and collecting 

ÐÕɯÈɯ×ÖÖÓɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯËÌÈËɯÓÈËàɀÚɯÓÌÎÚȭɯ,r Rashid lay face down 

in the middle of the living room. His face was twisted with ag-

ony. He looked terrified.  

 I ran back through to the front of the shop. Both of the men 

(ɀËɯÓÌÍÛɯthere were dead. I stumbled back outside. The sun was 

bright and I had to cover my eyes and look down . There were 

ÉÖËÐÌÚɯÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌȭɯ6ÏÐÓÌɯ(ɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖ×ɯÏundreds of peo-

ple had suddenly died. I looked at those that had fallen closest to 

me. Whatever it was that had killed the people inside the shop 

had killed everyone outs ide too. They had all suffocated. Every 

face I looked into was ashen, their lips  bloodied and red.  

 I looked up towards where Maple Street crosses the high 

street. Three cars had crashed in the middle of the junction. No-

one was moving. Everything was stil l. The only thing that 

changed was the colour of the traffic lights as they steadily 

worked their way through red, amber and green.  

 There were hundreds, maybe even thousands of bodies 

around me. I walked home  slowly , picking my way through the 

corpses as if they were just litter that had been dropped on the 

ÚÛÙÌÌÛÚȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÓÓÖÞɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȭɯ
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I guess I already ÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÈÕàɯÈn-

swers. There was no-one left to ask. 

 I let myself into the flat and locked the door behind me. I 

went into my room, drew the curtains and climbed back into 

bed. I lay there, curled up as tightly as I could, until it was dark.  
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4 
 

 

!àɯÌÓÌÝÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÖÕɯÈɯÊÖÓËȮɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÕËɯÖÛÏÌÙÞÐÚÌɯÖÙËÐÕÈÙàɯ3ÜÌs-

day morning in September over ninety -five percent of the popu-

lation were dead. 

 Stuart Jeffries had been on his way home from a work  confer-

ÌÕÊÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÏÈËɯÉÌÎÜÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ2ÊÖÛÛÐÚÏɯÉÖr-

ders at first light with the intention of being home by mid -

afternoon. He had the next three days off and had been looking 

forward to sitting on his backside doing as little as possible for 

as long as he could. 

 Driving virtually the full length of the country meant sto p-

ping to fill up the car with petrol on more than one occasion. 

Having passed several service stations on the motorway he de-

cided that he would wait until he reached the next town to get 

fuel. A smart man, Jeffries knew the cheaper he could buy his 

×ÌÛÙÖÓȮɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯ×ÙÖÍÐÛɯÏÌɀËɯÔÈÒÌɯÞÏÌÕɯhe claimed back his ex-

penses. Northwich was the nearest town, and it was there that a 

relatively normal morning became extraordinary in seconds. The 

busy but fairly well ordered lines of traffic were thrown into 

chaos and disarray as the infection tore through the air. Desper-

ate to avoid being hit, as the first few cars around him lost con-

trol he panicked and took the first  turning off the main road , 

then an immediate right into a virtually  empty car park. He 

stopped his car, got out and ran up the side of a muddy bank. 

Through metal railings he helpl essly watched the world around 

him fall apart in minutes. He saw countless people drop to the 

ground without warning and die the most hideous choking 

death imaginable. 

 Jeffries spent the following  hours sitting terrified in his car 

with the windows shut a nd the doors locked. The car had only 

been delivered to his hotel late the previous evening but in the 
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sudden disorientation it immediately became the safest place in 

the world.  

 The radio was dead and his phone was useless. The petrol 

tank was empty and he was two hundred and fifty miles away 

from home. Alone and p aralysed with fear and uncertainty, in 

ÛÏÖÚÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÍÌÞɯÏÖÜÙÚɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÚÊÈÙÌËɯÛÏÈÕɯÈÛɯÈÕàɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

point in the forty -two years of his life so far. What he had wi t-

nessed was terrifying and inexplicable. 

 After  sitting for hours in the car he could stand it no longer . 

He stumbled out into the car park and was immediately struck 

by the bitter cold of the late September day. Had it really ha p-

pened? He silently walked back towards the main road and  sur-

veyed the devastation around him. Nothing mov ed. The remains 

of wrecked and twisted cars were strewn all around. The dirty 

pavements were littered with lifeless bodies and the only sound 

came from the biting autumn wind as it ripped through the trees 

and chilled him to the bone. Other than the corpses that were 

trapped in the mangled wrecks of ÛÏÌÐÙɯÊÈÙÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯ

any immediately obvious reason for any of the deaths. The clos-

est body to Jeffries was that of an elderly woman. She had sim-

ply dropp ÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÕËɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȭɯ2ÏÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯ

had the handle of her shopping trolley gripped tightly in one of 

her gloved hands. 

 Stuart thought about shouting out for help. He raised his 

hands up to his mouth but then stopped. The world was so ee-

rily ÚÐÓÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÍÌÓÛɯÚÖɯÌß×ÖÚÌËɯÈÕËɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

dare make any noise. In the back of his mind was the very real 

fear that, if he was to call out, his voice might draw attention to 

ÏÐÚɯÓÖÊÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ ÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌÙÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯleft to 

hear him, in his vulnerable and increasingly nervous state he 

began to convince himself that making a noise might bring 

whatever it was that had destroyed the rest of the population 

back to destroy him. Paranoid perhaps, but what had happened 

today ÞÈÚɯÚÖɯÐÓÓÖÎÐÊÈÓɯÈÕËɯÜÕÌß×ÌÊÛÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÌËɯÛÖɯ
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take any chances. Frustrated and afraid, he turned around and 

walked back towards the car. 

 At the far end of the car park, hidden from view at first by 

overhanging trees, stood the Whitchurch Com munity Hall. 

Named after a long forgotten local dignitary it was a dull, d i-

lapidated building which had been built (and, it seemed, last 

ÔÈÐÕÛÈÐÕÌËȺɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÛÌɯƕƝƙƔɀÚȭɯ)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɯÊÈÜÛÐÖÜÚÓàɯÞÈÓÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯ

the front of the hall and peered in thr ough the half -open door. 

Nervously he pushed the door fully open and took a few tent a-

tive steps inside. This time he did call out, quietly at first, but 

there was no reply. 

 The cold and draughty building took only a minute or two to 

explore because it consisted of only a few rooms, most of which 

led off a main hall. There was a very basic kitchen, two store-

rooms and male and female toilets. At the far end of the main 

hall was a second, much smaller hall, off which led the second 

storeroom. This room had obviously been added as an extension 

to the original building. Its paint work and decoration, although 

still faded and peeling, was slightly less faded and peeling than 

that of the rest of the rooms. 

 Other than two bodies in the main hall the building was 

empty. Jeffries forced himself to drag  the two corpses outside. In 

the hand of a grey-haired man who looked to have been in his 

early sixties he found a bunch of keys which, he discovered, fit-

ted the building locks. This, he decided, must have been the care-

taker. And the equally grey -haired lady who had died next to 

him was probably a prospective tenant, looking to hire the hall 

ÍÖÙɯÈɯ6ÖÔÌÕɀÚɯ(ÕÚÛÐÛÜÛÌɯÔÌÌÛÐÕÎɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÐÔÐÓÈÙȭɯ'Ìɯ

heaved the stiff and awkward bodies through the doorway and 

placed them carefully in the undergrowth at the side of the 

building.  

 It was while he was outside that he decided he would shelter 

in the hall until morning. It seemed to be as safe a place as any in 

which to hide. It was isolated and although not in the best of r e-
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pair, it looked str ong enough and seemed warmer than the car. 

)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕàɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÕɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯ

to get anywhere else. The only place he wanted to be was back 

home, but that was a few hours drive away. He quickly co n-

vinced himself that it would  be safer to stay put for now and 

ÛÏÌÕɯÛÖɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯ×ÌÛÙÖÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÚÐ×ÏÖÕɯÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ

one of the wrecked cars outside if he had to. 

 As the light began to fade he discovered that the power was 

off . A quick run to the end of the car park revealed  ÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

just the hall that was without electricity . The entire city for as far 

as he could see was rapidly darkening. Other than a few flicker-

ÐÕÎɯÍÐÙÌÚɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÈÕàɯÓÐÎÏÛɯɬ not even a single street lamp. 

The world around him was being steadi ly eaten up by the dark-

ness. He went back inside and shut the door. It made him feel 

marginally safer and less exposed. With the door shut and 

locked he could at least pretend for a while that nothing had 

happened. 

 

 )ÜÚÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÕÐÕÌɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯ)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɀɯÚÖÓÐtary confinement was 

ended. He was sitting on an uncomfortable plastic chair in the 

kitchen of the centre listening to the silence of the dead world 

around him and trying desperately to think about anything other 

than what had happened today and what might  happen tomor-

row. A sudden crash from outside caused him to jump to his feet 

and run to the front door. He waited for a second or two, almost 

too afraid to see what it was that had made the noise. Sensing 

that help and explanations might be at hand he took  a deep 

breath, opened the door and ran out into the car park. To his left 

he could see movement. Someone was walking along the main 

road. Desperate not to let them go, he sprinted up the bank to 

the railings and yelled out. The shadowy figure stopped, tur ned 

around and ran back to where Jeffries stood. Jeffries reached out 

and grabbed hold of Jack Baynham ɬ a thirty -six year old brick-

layer. Neither man said a word.  
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*** 

 The arrival of the second survivor b rought sudden hope and 

energy. They had no answers as to what had happened earlier, 

but for the first time they did at least dare to consider what they 

should do next. If there were two survivors it followed that there 

might be a hundred and two, maybe more. They had to let other 

people know where they wer e. 

 Using rubbish from three dustbins at the side of the hall and 

the remains of a smashed up wooden table they built a bonfire in 

the centre of the car park, well away from the hall, 2ÛÜÈÙÛɀÚɯcar 

and any overhanging trees. Petrol from the wreck of a sports car 

was used as fuel. Baynham set the fire burning by flicking a 

smouldering cigarette butt through the cold night air  and within 

seconds the car park was filled with welcome light and warmth. 

Jeffries found a CD in another car and put it into the player  in 

his. He turned the key in the ignition and started it playing . The 

air was filled with classical music. Sweeping, soaring strings 

shattered the oppressive silence that had been so prevalent all 

day. 

 The fire had been burning and the music playing for less than 

an hour when the third and fourth survivors arrived at the hall. 

!àɯÍÖÜÙɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÓÓÖÞÐÕÎɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯmore than twenty dazed 

and confused individuals had reached the Whitchurch Comm u-

nity Hall.  

 

 Emma Mitchell had spent almost the entire day curl ed up in 

ÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÕÌÙɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÉÌËȭɯ2ÏÌɀËɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯ

ÛÌÕɯÖɀÊÓÖÊÒɯÉÜÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÞÏÐÓÌɯÏÈËɯÊÖÕÝÐÕÊÌËɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚɯ

hearing things. It was only when she finally plucked up the 

courage to get out of bed and opened her bedroom window tha t 

it became clear that someone really was playing music. Desper-

ate to see and to speak to someone else, she threw a few belong-

ings into a rucksack and locked and left her home. She ran along 

the silent streets using the feeble illumination from a dying tor ch 
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to guide her safely and quickly through the bloody mass of 

fallen bodies, terrified that the music might stop and leave her 

stranded before she could find where it was coming from . 

 Thirty -five minutes later she arrived at the Community Hall.  

 

 Carl Henshawe was the twenty-fourth survivor to arrive.  

 Having left the bodies of his family behind, he had spent 

much ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÈàɯÏÐËÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÍɯÈɯÉÜÐÓËÌÙɀÚɯÝÈÕȭɯ ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÍÌÞɯ

ÏÖÜÙÚɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÍÐÕËɯÏÌÓ×ȭɯ'ÌɀËɯËÙÐÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÈÕɯ

around aimlessly un til it had run out of fuel and spluttered and 

died. Rather than try and refuel the van he decided to simply 

take another vehicle. It was while he was changing cars that he 

heard the music. 

 Having quickly disposed of its dead driver, Carl arrived at 

the hall at day break in a luxury company car.  

 

 Michael Collins had just about given up. Too afraid to go 

back home or to go anywhere he recognised, he sat himself 

down in the freezing cold in the middle of a park. He decided 

that it was easier to be alone and deny what had happened than 

to face returning to familiar surroundings and risk seeing the 

ÉÖËÐÌÚɯÖÍɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÌɀËɯÒÕÖÞÕȭɯ'ÌɯÓÈàɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÛɯ

grass and listened to the gentle babbling of a nearby brook. He 

was cold, wet, uncomfortable and terrified , but the noise of the 

running water disguised the deathly silence of the rest of the 

world and , for a while,  made it fractionally easier to forget.  

 The wind blew across the field where he lay, rustling through 

the grass and bushes and causing the tops of trees to thrash 

about almost constantly. Soaked through and shivering, Michael 

eventually clambered to his feet. Without any real plan or dire c-

tion, he slowly walked away from the stream and towards the 

edge of the park. As the sound of running water fade d into the 

distance, so the unexpected strains of the music from the car 

park drifted towards him. Marginally interested, but too cold, 
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numb and afraid to really care, he began to walk towards the 

sound. 

 Michael was the final survivor to reach the hall.
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5 

 

 

Michael Collins was the last to arrive at the hall but one of the 

first to get his head together. More than his head, perhaps, it was 

his stomach that forced him into action. Just before midday, after 

a long, slow and painful morning, he decided it was time to eat. 

In the main storeroom he found tables, chairs and a collection of 

camping equipment labelled up as belonging to the 4th 

Whitchurch Scout Group. In a large metal chest he found two 

gas burners and, next to the chest itself, four half-full gas bottles. 

(ÕɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÏÌɀËɯÚÌÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÙÕÌÙÚɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÈɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯ

himself busy by heating up a catering -size can of vegetable soup 

ÈÕËɯÈɯÚÐÔÐÓÈÙɯÚÐáÌËɯÊÈÕɯÖÍɯÉÈÒÌËɯÉÌÈÕÚɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÏÌɀËɯÍÖÜÕËȭɯ.ÉÝi-

ously left over from camps held in the summer just gone, the  

food was an unexpected and welcome discovery. More than that, 

preparing the food was a distraction ; something to take his mind 

off the nightmare  outside the flimsy walls of the Whitchurch 

Community Hall.  

 The rest of the survivors sat in silence in the main hall. Some 

lay flat on the cold brown linoleum floor while others sat on 

chairs with their heads held in their hands. No -one spoke. Other 

than Michael no-one moved. No-one even dared to make eye 

contact with anyone else. Twenty-six people who may as well 

have been in twenty-six different rooms. Twenty -six people who 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈËɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌÔɯ

ÈÕËɯÞÏÖɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕɯÕÌßÛȭɯ

In the last day each one of them had experienced ÈɯÓÐÍÌÛÐÔÌɀÚɯ

worth of  pain, confusion and loss and what made their  emotions 

even more unbearable was the complete lack of explanation or 

reason. Each lonely and frightened person knew as little as the 

lonely and frightened person next to them.  

 Michael sensed that he was being watched. Out of the corner 

of his eye he saw that a girl sitting nearby was staring at him. 
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She was rocking on a blue plastic chair and watching him i n-

tently. It made him feel uncomfortable. Much as he wanted 

someone to break the silence and talk to him, deep down he 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ'ÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÔÐÓÓÐÖÕɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕÚɯÛÖɯ

ÈÚÒȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ

most sensible option was to stay silent. 

 The girl got up out of her chair and tentatively walked t o-

wards him. She stood there for a moment, about a metre and a 

half away, before taking a final step closer and clearing her 

throat.  

 ȿ(ɀÔɯ$ÔÔÈȮɀɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯØÜÐÌÛÓàȮɯȿ$ÔÔÈɯ,ÐÛÊÏÌÓÓȭɀ 

 He looked up, caught her eye, then looked down again wit h-

out responding.  

 ȿAnything I can dÖȳɀɯÚÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

 Michael shook his head and stared into the soup he was stir-

ring. He watched the chunks of vegetable spinning around and 

ÞÐÚÏÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀËɯÎÖɯÈÞÈàȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

want to start a conversation because a conversation would inevi-

tably mean talking about what had happened to the rest of the 

world outside , and at that moment in time that was the last thing 

he wanted to think about. Problem was that was all he could 

think about.  

 ȿ2ÏÈÓÓɯ(ɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÍÐÕËɯÚÖÔÌɯÔÜÎÚȳɀɯ$ÔÔÈɯÔÜÔÉÓÌËȭɯ2Ïe was 

damn sure that he was going to talk. He was the only person in 

the room who had done anything all morning and her logic and 

reason dictated that he was the person it would be most worth 

trying to start a conversation with. Emma found the silence and 

the lack of communication stifling, so much so that a short while 

ÈÎÖɯÚÏÌɀËɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÎÖÛɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÓÌÍÛɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÓÓȭ 

 2ÌÕÚÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÈÞÈàȮɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÜ×ɯ

again. 

 ȿ(ɯÍÖÜÕËɯÚÖÔÌɯÔÜÎÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙÌÚȮɀɯÏÌɯÔÜÛÛÌÙÌËȭɯȿ3ÏÈÕÒÚɯÈÕy-

ÞÈàȭɀ 

 ȿ-Öɯ×ÙÖÉÓÌÔȮɀɯÚÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭ 
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 After another silent pause, Michael spoke again. 

 ȿ(ɀÔɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯȿ+ÖÖÒȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàɯÉÜÛȱɀ 

 'ÌɯÚÛÖ××ÌËɯÚ×ÌÈÒÐÕÎɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯwas 

trying to say. Emma understood, nodded dejectedly and was 

about to turn and walk away. The thought of the stunted conver-

sation ending before it had really started was enough to force 

him  to make an effort. He began trying to think of things to say 

that would keep her at the table with him. Michael realised that 

he wanted her to stay. 

 ȿ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯȿ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɀÚȱ I 

ÔÌÈÕɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯ(ȱɀ 

 ȿ(ɯÏÈÛÌɯÚÖÜ×Ȯɀɯ$ÔÔÈɯÎÙÜÕÛÌËȮɯËÌÓÐÉÌÙÈÛÌÓàɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯ

ÚÛÌÌÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÚÈÍÌÙȮɯÕÌÜÛÙÈÓɯÞÈÛÌÙÚȭɯȿ$Ú×ÌÊÐÈÓÓàɯ

ÝÌÎÌÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÕËɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÝÌÎÌÛÈÉÓÌɯÚÖÜ×ȭɀ 

 ȿ-ÖÙɯÔÌȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÈËÔÐÛÛÌËȭɯȿ'Ö×ÌɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÓÐÒÌÚɯÐÛɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɯ

3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÍÖÜÙɯÛÐÕÚɯÖÍɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɀ 

 As quickly as it had began the brief dialogue ended  and the 

awkward silence returned ȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÈàȭɯ

Small talk seemed unnecessary and inappropriate. Neither of 

them wanted to talk about what had happened but both knew 

ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÝÖÐËɯÐÛȭɯ$ÔÔÈɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯËÌÌ×ɯÉÙÌÈÛÏɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÌËɯ

again. 

 ȿ6ÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÍÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛȱɀ 

 Michael shook his head. 

 ȿ ɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÔÐÓÌÚȭɯ(ɯÚ×ÌÕÛɯÔÖÚÛɯÖf yesterday wandering 

around. (ɯÖÕÓàɯÓÐÝÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÔÐÕÜÛÌÚɯÈÞÈàɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÓÓɯ

over townȭɀɯ'ÌɯÚÛÐÙÙÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÖÜ×ɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÍÌÓÛɯÖÉÓÐÎÌËɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯ

her the same question back. 

 ȿ,àɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÐÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÒȭɀɯ2ÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȭɯȿ(ɯ

spent yesteÙËÈàɯÐÕɯÉÌËȭɀ 

 ȿ(ÕɯÉÌËȳɀ 

 She nodded and leant against the wall. 
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 ȿ#ÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÌÓÚÌɯÛÖɯËÖȭɯ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯ×ÜÛɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯÜÕËÌÙɯ

the covers and pretended that nothing had happened. Until I 

ÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚȭɀ 

 ȿStroke of genius ×ÓÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÜÚÐÊȭɀ 

 Michael ladled a generous serving of soup into a mug and 

handed it to Emma. She picked up a plastic spoon from the table 

and poked at the hot food for a second before tentatively tasting 

ÈɯÔÖÜÛÏÍÜÓȭɯ2ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯfeel like eating but she knew that she 

should . 2ÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÍÖÖËɯÚÐÕÊÌɯÏÌÙɯÈÉÖÙÛÌËɯ

shopping trip yesterday morning.  

 A couple of the other survivors were looking their way. M i-

ÊÏÈÌÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÖËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÈÛÛÙÈÊÛÐÕÎɯ

their attention or the fact that he and Emma wer e talking. Before 

ÚÏÌɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÏÌɀËɯÚÈÐËɯÓÌÚÚɯÛÏÈÕɯÛÞÌÕÛàɯÞÖÙËÚɯÈÓÓɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ

It seemed that the two of them communicating had acted like a 

release valve of sorts. As he watched more and more of the shell-

like survivors began to show signs of life.  

 

 Half an hour later and the food had been eaten. There were 

now two or three conversations taking place around the hall. 

Small groups of survivors huddled together while others r e-

mained alone. Some people talked (and the relief on their faces 

was obvious) wh ile others cried. The sound of sobbing could 

clearly be heard over the muted discussions. 

 Emma and Michael stayed together. They talked sporadically 

and learnt a little about each other. Michael learnt that Emma 

was a medical student and Emma learnt that Michael worked 

with computers. Michael, she discovered, lived alone. His pa r-

ents had recently moved to Edinburgh with his two younger 

ÉÙÖÛÏÌÙÚȭɯ2ÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀËɯÊÏÖÚÌÕɯÛÖɯÚÛÜËàɯÐÕɯ-ÖÙÛÏÞÐÊÏɯ

and that her family lived in a small village on the east co ast. Nei-

ther of them could bring themselves to talk about their families 

in any detail . Neither knew if any of the people they loved were 

still alive.  
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 ȿ6ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯÛÏÐÚȳɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÈÚÒɯÛÏÌɯØÜÌÚÛÐÖÕɯ

ÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÉÜÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌ managed to force the 

ÞÖÙËÚɯÖÜÛȭɯ'ÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ$ÔÔÈɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯ

just to have asked. 

 She shrugged her shoulders. 

 ȿ#ÖÕɅÛɯÒÕÖÞȮɯÚÖÔÌɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÝÐÙÜÚɯ×ÌÙÏÈ×Úȳɀ 

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÏÖÞɯÊÖÜÓËɯÐÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÚÖɯÔÈÕàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȳɯ ÕËɯÚÖɯ

ØÜÐÊÒÓàȳɀ 

 ȿNo idea.ɀ 

 ȿ"ÏÙÐst, I watched thirty kids die in front of me , how could 

anythingȱɀ 

 She was staring at him. He stopped talking. 

 ȿ2ÖÙÙàȮɀɯÏÌɯÔÜÔÉÓÌËȭ 

 ȿ(ÛɀÚɯÖÒÈàȮɀɯÚÏÌɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭ 

 Another awkward, pregnant pause followed.  

 ȿ8ÖÜɯÞÈÙÔɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȳɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

 Emma nodded. 

 ȿ(ɀÔɯÖÒÈàȭɀ 

 ȿ(ɀÔɯÍÙÌÌáÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÏÖÓÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÓÓÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯ

place. I stood in one corner this morning and I push ed the 

ÉÓÖÖËàɯÞÈÓÓÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛȵɯ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯ

ËÖÞÕȭɀ 

 ȿ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÚÚÜÙÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÈÕÒÚȭɀ 

 Michael shut up quickly, regretting his clumsy words. The 

last thing anyone wanted to hear was how vulnerable they were 

in the hall. Shabby, ramshackle and draughty it might have been, 

but today it was all they had. There were countless stronger and 

safer buildings out side, but no-one wanted to take a single step 

outside the front door for fear of what they might find there.  

 Michael watched as Stuart Jeffries and another man (whose 

name he thought was Carl) sat in deep conversation in the far 

corner of the room with a third figure who was hidden from 

view.  He watched them intently. He sensed that frustrations 

were beginning to boil to the surface. The volume of the ir  voices 
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was increasing. Less than five minutes earlier they had been 

mumbling quietly and privately. Now every survivor could hear 

every word of what was being said.  

 ȿ-ÖɯÞÈàȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎ out there yetȮɀɯ)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɯÚÕÈ××ÌËȮɯÏÐÚɯ

ÝÖÐÊÌɯÚÛÙÈÐÕÌËɯÈÕËɯÛÐÙÌËȭɯȿ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÐÕÛȳɯ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌȳɀ 

 The man hidden in the shadows replied.  

 ȿ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɯÌÓÚÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÞÌɯËÖɯÛÏÌn? How long can we stay 

ÏÌÙÌȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÊÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÜÕÊÖÔÍÖÙÛÈÉÓÌɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÕÖɯÍÖÖËɯÈÕËɯ

ÕÖɯÚÜ××ÓÐÌÚɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÌȭɯ

!ÌÚÐËÌÚȮɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÈ××ÌÕÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ%ÖÙɯÈÓÓɯÞÌɯ

know we could be shut away in here with help just around the 

cornerȱɀ 

 ȿ6ÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÈÕàɯÏÌÓ×Ȯɀɯ)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɯÈÙÎÜÌËȭ 

 ȿ'ÖÞɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞȳɀɯ"ÈÙÓɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯ'ÐÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÈÓÔɯÉÜÛɯ

ÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÐÙÙÐÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÈÕËɯÍÙÜÚÛÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÕÌȭɯȿ'ÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ

ÏÌÓÓɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖ-ÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÜÚȳɯ6ÌɯÞÖÕɀt know u n-

til we go and lookȭɀ 

 ȿ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȭɀ 

 ȿ8ÌÚȮɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯÌÚÛÈÉÓÐÚÏÌËɯÛÏÈÛȮɀɯÛÏÌɯÏÐËËÌÕɯÔÈÕɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯ

ȿ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÜÕÛÐÓɯàÖÜɯÚÛÈÙÝÌɯÛÖɯËÌÈÛÏȱɀ 

 ȿ#ÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÚÔÈÙÛȮɀɯ)ÌÍÍÙÐÌÚɯÚ×ÈÛȭɯȿ#ÖÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÚÔÈÙÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȭɀ 

 Michael sensed that the friction in the corner might be about 

to turn violen tȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÐÕÝÖÓÝÌËɯÖÙɯkeep 

out of the way.  

 ȿ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎȮɯ2ÛÜÈÙÛȮɀɯ"ÈÙÓɯÚÈÐËɯÊÈÜÛÐÖÜÚÓàȮɯȿÉÜÛɯ

ÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ6ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÐÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÞÈÐÛɯÐÕËÌÍi-

nitelyȭɀ 

 Jeffries looked as if he was trying desperately to think of 

something to say. He was struggling to respond. Unable to find 

the words to express how he was feeling he began to cry, and the 

fact that he was unable to contain his emotions seemed to make 

him even angrier. He wiped away his tears with the back of his 

hand, hoping  ÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌËȮ but knowing full 

well that everyone had.  
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 ȿ(ɯÑÜÚÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɀɯÏÌɯÊÙÐÌËȮɯÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÏÖn-

est and forcing his words out between gasps ÈÕËɯÚÖÉÚȭɯȿ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

ÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàɯÏÌÙÌȭɀ 

 With that he got up and left the room, shoving his chair back 

across the floor. It clattered against the radiator and the sudden 

noise caused everyone to look up. 

 ȿ3ÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÞÖÙÓËɯÐÚɯÍÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÈ×ÈÙÛȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÚÈÐËɯÜÕËÌÙɯÏÐÚɯ

breath as he watched. 

 ȿ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÔÌÈÕɯÍÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÈ×ÈÙÛȳɀɯ$ÔÔÈɯÈÚÒÌËɯØÜÐÌÛÓàȭɯȿ(ÛɀÚɯ

already happenedȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÓÌÍÛȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÐÛȭɀ 

 He looked around at his claustrophobic surroundings and 

glanced at each one of the empty shells of people scattered about 

the place. He knew she was right.
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Dead, cold and empty inside. 

 Henshawe sat alone in a dark corner of a storeroom with his 

ÏÌÈËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËÚȮɯÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÍÌɯÈÕËɯËÈÜÎÏÛÌÙɯÏÌɀËɯÓÖÚÛȭ 

They had been the very reÈÚÖÕɯÏÌɯÌßÐÚÛÌËȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÎÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÛÖɯ

ÌÈÙÕɯÔÖÕÌàɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÕËɯ×ÙÖÝÐËÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯ

ÏÖÔÌɯÌÝÌÙàɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯËÌÝÖÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÕɯ

ÈɯÞÈàɯÏÌɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÏÌɀËɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÌɯÈÕËɯ2ÈÙÈÏɯ

had got together. And now, without a ny reason, warning or ex-

planation, they were gone. Taken from him in the blinking of an 

ÌàÌȭɯ ÕËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÛÏÌÔɯÖÙɯÏÖÓËɯÛÏÌÔ 

ÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɀËɯËÐÌË. When ÛÏÌàɀËɯÕÌÌËÌËɯÏÐÔɯÔÖÚÛɯÏÌɀd been 

miles away. 

 Outside in the main hall he could hear the moans and cries of 

other people who had lost everything. He could smell and taste 

the anger, frustration and complete bewilderment of the other 

survivors which hung like the stench of rotting flesh in the cold, 

grey air. He could hear fighting, arguing  and screaming. He 

could hear raw pain tearing each one of the twenty or so desper-

ate people apart. 

 When the noise became too much to stand he dragged him-

self up onto his feet with the intention of leaving. He was ready 

to walk and leave the rest of the survivors behind when his mind 

quickly filled with images of millions of lifeless bodies lying in 

ÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛÚɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÖȭɯ3ÏÌɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯ

was beginning to fade. The day was almost over. The thought of 

being out in the open was bad enough, but to be out there in the 

dark , alone and wandering aimlessly , was too much to even con-

sider. 

The brilliant orange sunlight of dusk poured into the buil d-

ing from above his head, illuminating everything with vibrant, 

almost fluorescent colour. Curious  as to the source of the light, 
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he took a few steps out of the room and turned back around. In 

the sloping ceiling just above the door was a narrow skylight. 

The storeroom he was hiding  in had been added as an extension 

to the original building and it had a flat roof. He climbed onto a 

wooden table, stretched up and forced the skylight open. He 

dragged himself through and scrambled out onto the asphalt 

roof. 

 A bitter wind buffeted and blew him as he stood exposed on 

the ten foot square area of roof. From the furthest edge he could 

see out over the main road into the dead city beyond. Moving 

only his eyes he followed the route of the road as it forked away 

to the left heading in the general direction of Hadley, the small 

suburb where he had lived and where the bodies of his partner 

and child lay together in bed. In his mind he could still picture 

them both, frozen still and lifeless, their faces stained with dark, 

drying blood, and suddenly the icy wind seemed to blow even 

colder. For a while he considered driving back to them. The very 

least they deserved was a proper burial and some dignity. The 

pain he felt inside was unbearable. He dropped to his knees and 

held his head in his hands. 

 Parts of the city in the distance were burning. Huge thick 

palls of dirt y black smoke stretched up into the orange evening 

sky from unchecked fires. As he watched the smoke climb relent-

lessly his wandering mind came up with countless explanations 

as to how those fires could have started ɬ a fractured gas main 

perhaps? Or a crashed petrol tanker? A body lying too close to a 

heater? He knew that it was a pointless exercise but he had noth-

ing else to do, and thinking about such insignificancies helped 

him to forget about Gemma and Sarah for a while.  

 He was about to go back inside when one of the bodies in the 

ÙÖÈËɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌȭɯ'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯit was unre-

markable in the midst of the confusion and carnage. The corpse 

was that of a teenage boy who had fallen and smashed his head 

against a kerb stone. His neck was twisted round almost one 
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hundred and eighty degrees so that whilst he was lying on his 

front , his glazed eyes were looking up into the sky. It was as if he 

was searching for explanations. Carl felt almost as if he was 

looking to him to tell him what had happened  and why it had 

happened to him. The poor kid looked so frightened and alone. 

"ÈÙÓɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÚÛÈÕËɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÐÕÌËɯÍÈÊÌɯÍÖÙɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÈɯ

couple of seconds. 

 He went back inside, and the cold and uncomfortable com-

munity hall suddenly seemed the safest and warmest place in 

the world.
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Carl found the other survivors sitting in a group in one corner of 

the dark main hall. Some sat on chairs and benches whilst others 

were crouched down on the hard linoleum floor. The group was 

gathered around a single dull gas lamp and a quick count of the 

heads he could see revealed that he seemed to be the only absen-

tee. A few of the poor bewildered souls glanced up at him as he 

approached. Feeling suddenly self-conscious (but knowing that 

he had no reason to care) he sat down at the nearest edge of the 

group  ÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÛÞÖɯÞÖÔÌÕȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ

ÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÛÏÌÔɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÈɯËÈàɯÈÕËɯàÌÛɯÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯ

know their names. He knew very little about anyone and they 

knew very little about him. As much as  he needed their closeness 

and contact, he found the distance between individual survivors 

strangely welcome. 

 A man called Ralph was trying to address the group. From 

his manner and the precise, thoughtful way that he spoke Carl 

aÚÚÜÔÌËɯÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÈɯÉÈÙÙÐÚter or a solicitor until the world had 

been turned upside down yesterday morning.  

 ȿ6ÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÔÜÚÛɯËÖȮɀɯ1ÈÓ×ÏɯÚÈÐËȮɯÊÓÌÈÙÓàȮɯÊÈÙÌÍÜÓÓàɯÈÕËɯÚÓÖÞÓàɯ

ÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯ×ÖÕËÌÙÖÜÚɯÊÖÕÚÐËÌÙÈÛÐÖÕȮɯȿÐÚɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÐÕÛÖɯ

some sort of order here before we even think about exploring 

ÖÜÛÚÐËÌȭɀ 

 ȿ6ÏàȳɀɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÈÚÒÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜ×ȭɯ

ȿ6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÐÕɯÖÙËÌÙȳɀ 

 ȿ6ÌɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÏÌÙÌȭɀ 

 ȿ6ÏàȳɀɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯȿ6Ìɯcan get everything 

ÞÌɯÕÌÌËɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌȭɯ6ÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÈÚÛe our time in here, we just 

need to ÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÎÌÛɯÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛȭɀ 

 1ÈÓ×ÏɀÚɯÊÖÕÍÐËÌÕÊÌɯÞÈÚɯÊÓÌÈÙÓàɯÈɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚÐÖÕÈÓɯÍÈÊÈËÌɯÈÕËȮɯÈÛɯ

the first sign of any resistance, he squirmed. He pushed his 
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heavy-rimmed glasses back up the bridge of his nose with the tip 

of his finger and took a deep breath. 

 ȿ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÐËÌÈȭɯ+ÖÖÒȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÖÜÙɯ

personal safety and security our prime concern and thenȱɀ 

 ȿ(ɯÈÎÙÌÌȮɀɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÐÕÛÌÙÙÜ×ÛÌËɯÈÎÈÐÕȭɯȿ!ÜÛɯÞÏàɯÚÛÖ×ɯÏÌÙÌȳɯ

There are a thousand and one better places to go, why stay here? 

What makes you any safer here than if you were lying on the 

ËÖÛÛÌËɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÓÐÕÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2ÛÈÕÏÖ×Ìɯ1ÖÈËȳɀ 

 Carl shuffled around so that he could see through the mass of 

heads and bodies and identify the speaker. It was Michael, the 

bloke who had cooked the soup earlier. 

 ȿ6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌȱɀɯ1ÈÓ×ÏɯÉÌÎÈÕȭ 

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÌÝÌÕÛÜÈÓÓàȮɯàÖÜɯÈÊÊÌ×ÛɯÛÏÈÛȳɀ 

 He stammered and fiddled with his glasses again. 

 ȿ8ÌÚȮɯÉÜÛȱɀ 

 ȿ+ÖÖÒȮɯ1ÈÓ×ÏȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÔÈÒe this any more difficult 

than it already is.  6ÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÈÐÕɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯÚÐÛÛÐÕÎɯ

here.ɀ 

 1ÈÓ×ÏɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÉÝÐÖÜÚɯÛÖɯ"ÈÙÓɯthat he ËÐËÕɀÛɯ

want to go outside for the same reason Stuart Jeffries had admit-

ted to earlier. They were both scared. 

 ȿ6ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÛÙàɯÈÕËɯÍÐÕËɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÌÓÚÌȮɀɯÏÌɯÉÌÎÈÕɯÏÌÚÐÛÈÕÛÓàȮɯ

ȿÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÈɯÚÏÌÓÛÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÐÚɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯÈÕËȱɀ 

 ȿ ÕËɯÊÖÓËɯÈÕËɯËÐÙÛàɯÈÕËɯÜÕÊÖÔÍÖÙÛÈÉÓÌȮɀɯ"ÈÙÓɯÚÈÐËɯØÜÐÊÒÓàȭ 

 ȿ.ÒÈàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÐËÌÈÓɯÉÜÛȱɀ 

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÞÏÈÛȳɀɯ×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓȭɯȿ(ÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯÛÖɯÔÌ we can have our 

×ÐÊÒɯÖÍɯÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɀ 

 The room fell ominously silent. Ralph suddenly sat up 

straight and pushed his glasses back up his nose again. He 

thought h eɀË found a reason to justify staying put.  

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÌȳɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÔÜÊÏɯÔÖÙÌɯ

ÈÕÐÔÈÛÌËȭɯȿ2ÛÜÈÙÛɯÈÕËɯ)ÈÊÒɯÔÈÕÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÉÙÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÈÓÓɯÏÌÙÌɯÉàɯÓÐÎÏt-

ing the fire and playing music. If we did it again we might find 
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more survivors. There might already be people on their way to 

ÜÚȭɀ 

 ȿ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÚÖȮɀɯÚÈÐËɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓȭɯȿ-Ö-ÖÕÌɀÚɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÏÌÙÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ

ÔÌȭɯ(ÍɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÏÈËɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÉàɯ

ÕÖÞȭɯ(ɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÈÛɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÉÜÛɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÞÏàɯÏÌÙÌȳɯ6Ïàɯ

not find somewhere better to stop, get ourselves organised there 

and light a bloody huge bonfire right in the middle of the road 

ÖÜÛÚÐËÌȳɀ 

 Carl agreed. 

 ȿ'ÌɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ6ÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÉÌÈÊÖÕɯÖÙɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÖÙÛÌËȮɯÉÜÛɯ

ÓÌÛɀÚɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚɯÚÈÍÌɯÈÕËɯÚÌÊÜÙÌɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɀ 

 ȿ ɯÕÌÞɯÉÌÈÊÖÕɯÚÖÔÌÞÏÌÙÌɯÌÓÚÌɯÐÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÉàɯÔÖÙÌɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɀɯÈÚÒÌËɯ2Èndra Goodwin, a fifty year -old house-

ÞÐÍÌȭɯȿ ÕËɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÞÈÕÛȳɀ 

 ȿ!ÖÛÛÖÔɯÓÐÕÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÚÈÐËȮɯÊÏÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÈÕËɯÙÈÐs-

ing his voice slightly so that everyone suddenly turned and gave 

ÏÐÔɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÍÜÓÓɯÈÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕȮɯȿÐÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÍÛÌr ourselves 

first of all and then start to think about anyone else who might 

ÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÓÐÝÌȭɀ 

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÖÙÚɯÕÖÞȳɀɯ

someone else asked. 

 ȿ(ɯËÖÕɅÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËȮɀɯÏÌɯÙÌ×ÓÐÌËȮɯȿ(ɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯ

get a beacon or somÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÎÖÐÕÎȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÕɯÞÈÚÛÐÕÎɯ

time actively looking for other people yet. If there are others 

ÛÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÊÏÈÕÊÌɯÖÍɯÍÐÕËÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÛÏÈÕɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÍÐÕd-

ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔȭɀ 

 ȿ6ÏàɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛȳɀɯ2ÈÕËÙÈɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

 ȿ2ÛÈÕËÚɯÛÖɯÙÌÈÚÖÕȮɀɯÏÌɯÎÙÜÕÛÌËȭɯȿ#ÖÌÚɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÔÈÕàɯ

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÐÛàȳɀ 

 ȿ ÉÖÜÛɯÈɯØÜÈÙÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÈɯÔÐÓÓÐÖÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ3ÞÖɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯthousand 

or something like that,ɀ someone answered. 

 ȿ ÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÙÌɯÛÞÌÕÛà-ÚÐßɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌȭɀ 

 ȿ2Öȳɀɯ×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯÈÕɯÜÕÊÖÔÍÖÙÛÈÉÓÌɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯ1ÈÓ×ÏȮɯÛrying desper-

ately to regain control of the conversation. 
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 ȿ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÈàɯÛÖɯàÖÜȳɀ 

 Ralph shrugged his shoulders. 

 ȿ(ÛɯÚÈàÚɯÛÖɯÔÌȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȮɯȿÛÏÈÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯ

ÌÓÚÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÕÌÌËÓÌɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÈàÚÛÈÊÒȭɀ 

 Carl nodded in agreement and picked up where Michael had 

left off.  

 ȿ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɀɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎ from left to right 

at the faces gathered around him. He glanced across the room 

and made eye contact with Michael. ȿ3ÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯ

moving since all  of this began are sitting here. 6ÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

ÏÖÞɯÞÐËÌÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚȭɯ6ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÓÌÍÛȱɀ 

 Ralph interrupted.  

 ȿ"ÖÔÌɯÖÕȮɀɯÏÌɯ×ÙÖÛÌÚÛÌËȮɯȿÚÛÖ×ɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯ

doing anyone any good talking like that ȱɀ 

 Michael spoke again. 

 ȿ2ÐÕÊÌɯÛhis started have any of you heard a plane or helicopter 

×ÈÚÚɯÖÝÌÙÏÌÈËȳɀ 

 No response. 

 ȿ3ÏÌɯÈÐÙ×ÖÙÛɀÚɯÍÐÝÌɯÔÐÓÌÚɯÚÖÜÛÏɯÖÍɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÐÍɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈÕàɯ

×ÓÈÕÌÚɯÍÓàÐÕÎɯÞÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÚÛÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ

links the city to the airport and the track r uns along the other 

side of the Stanhope Road. Anyone heard any train sȳɀ 

 Silence. 

 ȿ(ÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÎÐÖÕɯÈÍÍÌÊÛÌËȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯcontinued , 

ȿÓÖÎÐÊɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÉàɯÕÖÞȭɀ 

 ȿ6ÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÈàÐÕÎȳɀɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ3ÐÔɯÈÚÒÌËɯØÜÐÌÛÓàȭ 

 Michael shrugged his shoulders. 

 ȿ(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɀÔɯÚÈàÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈɯÕÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯËÐÚÈÚÛÌÙɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙàɯ

least. The lack of air traffic makes me think that it could be worse 

ÛÏÈÕɯÛÏÈÛȭɀ 

 An awkward murmur of stark realisation rippled across the 

group.  

 ȿ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɀɯ$ÔÔÈɯÚÈÐËȭɯȿ3ÏÐÚɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÚÖɯØÜÐÊÒÓà. 

TÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÞÈàɯÖÍɯÒÕÖÞÐÕÎɯÞÏÈÛɯÒÐÕËɯÖÍɯÈÙÌÈɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÈÍÍÌÊÛÌËȭɯ(Ûɯ
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happened so fast I doubt whether anything could have been 

done to stop ÐÛɯÚ×ÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÖÖɯÓÈÛÌȭɀ 

 ȿ!ÜÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÈÙÌÈɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯÛÖÖɯÐÕÍÌÊÛÌËɯÛÖɯÛÙÈÝÌÓɯÛÖȮɀɯ3ÐÔɯÚÈÐËȮɯÏÐÚɯ

ÝÖÐÊÌɯÚÛÙÈÐÕÌËɯÈÕËɯÍÙÐÎÏÛÌÕÌËȭɯȿ3ÏÌàɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÌÈÓÌËɯ-ÖÙÛh-

ÞÐÊÏɯÖÍÍȭɀ 

 ȿ3ÏÌàɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÏÈÝÌȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÈÎÙÌÌËȭɯȿ!ÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ

very likely, do you?  6ÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȭɀ 

 Tim said nothing.  

 ȿ2ÖɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖɯÞÌɯËÖȳɀɯÈÕɯÜÕsure female voice asked from the 

middle of the group.  

 ȿ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÎÌÛɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÌÙÌȮɀɯ,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯȿ+ÖÖÒȮɯ

(ɀÔɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÚÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖuld 

ÔÈÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÖÞÕɯÔÐÕËÚɯÜ×ȭɯ(ɀÔ just not prepared to sit here and 

wait for help w ÏÌÕɯ(ɀÔɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯcome. 

(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÐÛɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÐÕɯÏÌÙÌɯfor days surrounded by tho u-

ÚÈÕËÚɯÖÍɯÉÖËÐÌÚȭɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÛàȭɀ



 

 

 

 

36 

8 

 

 

,ÐÊÏÈÌÓɯÞÈÚɯÌßÏÈÜÚÛÌËɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛ sleep. When he did f i-

nally manage to lose consciousness he only slept for  a few min-

ÜÛÌÚɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÞÈÒÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÞÖÙÚÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÌÝÌÙȭɯ'ÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÓàÐÕÎɯ

on the cold hard floor and every bone in his tired body ached. 

'ÌɯÞÐÚÏÌËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÖÛÏÌÙÌËȭ 

 The community centre was freezing cold. He was fully 

clothed and had a thick winter jacket wrapped around him but 

the air was still bitter. He hated everything at the moment, but 

he quickly decided that he hated this time of day most of all. It 

was still dark and in the early morning shadows he thought he 

could see a thousand shuffling shapes where there were none. 

His head was spinning. HÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

than what had happened to the world outside . Everything had 

ÉÌÌÕɯÈÍÍÌÊÛÌËȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌÈÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÔÐÓàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ

ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÈÓÐÝÌȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

ÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯÊÈÙÌÌÙɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÌßÐÚÛɯÈÕàÔÖÙÌȭɯ'Ìɯ

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÌÌÒÌÕËɯ

because those friends were most probably dead too, lying face 

down on a street corner somewhere. He ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÏÐÚɯ

favourite television programme because there were no television 

ÊÏÈÕÕÌÓÚɯÉÙÖÈËÊÈÚÛÐÕÎɯÈÕËɯÕÖɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÊÐÛàȭɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÏÜÔɯ

the tune to his favourite songs because it made him remember. It 

hurt too much to think about memories a nd emotions that, al-

though only gone for a couple of days, now seemed to be lost 

forever. In desperation he simply stared into the darkness and 

tried hard to concentrate on listening to the silence. He thought 

that by deliberately filling his head with not hing the pain might  

ÎÖɯÈÞÈàȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÒȭɯ(ÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÞÏÐÊÏɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÏÌɯ

stared in, all that he could see were the faces of other equally 

desperate survivors staring back at him through the darkness. 

Everyone was suffering with the same painful ins omnia. 
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 The first few rays of morning sun light  were beginning to 

edge cautiously into the room. The light trickled in slowly 

through a series of small rectangular windows which were pos i-

tioned at equal distances along the longest wall of the main hall. 

Each one of the windows was protected on the outside by a layer 

of heavy-duty wire mesh and each window had also been cov-

ered in random layers of spray paint by countless vandals 

through the years. Michael found it strange and unnerving to 

think that every si ngle one of those vandals was almost certainly  

dead now. 

 'ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕt to move but he knew that he had to. He was 

desperate to use the toilet but had to summon up the courage 

and energy to actually get up and go there. It was too cold and 

ÏÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯto wake any of the fortunate  few survivors who 

had actually managed to sleep. The hall was so quiet that no 

matter how careful he was every single footstep he took would 

probably be heard by everyone. The state of the toilets them-

ÚÌÓÝÌÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ȭɯThey dÐËÕɀÛɯÍÓÜÚÏɯÈÕàÔÖÙÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙɯ

supply had dried up. The group had been forced to use a small 

chemical toilet which  someone had found in the Scoutsɀ sup-

plies. Even though it had been in use for less than a day it al-

ready stank. A noxious combination of strong chemical deter-

gent and stagnating human waste. 

 'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÜÛɯÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÈÕàɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȮɯÏÌɯÏÈËɯÛÖɯÎÖȭɯ'ÌɯÛÙÐÌËɯÜn-

successfully to make the short journey seem a little easier by 

convincing himself that the sooner he was up the sooner it 

would be done and he would be back. Strange that in the face of 

the enormity of the disaster outside, even the easiest everyday 

task suddenly seemed an impossible mountain to climb.  

 Grabbing hold of a nearby wooden bench with his ou t-

stretched right hand, he hauled himsel f up onto his unsteady 

feet. For a few seconds he did nothing except stand still and try 

to get his balance. He shivered in the cold and then took a few 

tentative stumbling steps through the half -light towards the to i-




