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1
The Coning of the Dust

The dust cane first.

Donald Maitland noticed it as he rode back in the taxi from London Airport, after waiting
a fruitless 48 hours for his PanAnerican flight to Montreal. For three days not a single aircraft
bad got off the ground. Wather conditions were freak and persistent--ten-tenths cloud and a
ceiling of 700 feet, coupled with unusual surface turbul ence, savage crossw nds of al npst
hurricane force that whi pped across the runways and had al ready groundl ooped two 707's on their
take-of f runs. The great passenger terninus building and the clutter of steel huts behind it were
cl ogged with thousands of prospective passengers, slunped on their baggage in |Iong straggling
queues, trying to nake sense of the continuous crossfire of announcenents and counter-
announcenents.

Sonet hi ng about the build-up of confusion at the airport warned Maitland that it m ght be
anot her two or three days before he actually took his seat in an aircraft. He was well back in a
queue of about 300 people, and many of these were husbands standing in for their wives as well.
Finally, fed up and longing for a bath and a soft bed, he had picked up his two suitcases,
shoul dered hi s way-through the nel ee of passengers and airport police to the car foyer, and
clinmbed into a taxi.

The ride back to London depressed him It took half an hour to get out of the airport, and
then the Great West Road was a chain of jans. H s departure from Engl and, |ong pondered and
pl anned, cul mnation of endless heart-searching (not to speak of the professional difficulties
involved in switching his research fellowship at the Mddlesex to the State Hospital at Vancouver)
had conme to a dismal anticlimax, all the nore irritating as he had given in to the rather
adol escent whi m of wal ki ng out without telling Susan.

Not that she woul d have been particularly upset. At the beach house down at Wrthi ng where
she was spending the sunmer, the news woul d probably have been nothing nore than an excuse for
anot her party or another sports coupé, whichever seened the nost interesting. Still, Mitland
_had_ hoped that the final quiet letter of resignation with its Vancouver postnmark m ght have
pronpted at |least a nomentary feeling of pique, a few seconds of annoyance, on Susan's part. He
had hoped that even the nost obtuse of her boy friends would detect it, and it would make them
realize that he was sonmething nore than her private joke figure

Now, however, the pleasure of such a letter would have to be deferred. Anyway, Mitl and
reflected, it was only a small part of the great feeling of release he had experienced since his
final decision to | eave England. As the taxi edged through the Hounslow traffic, he | ooked out at
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the drab shopfronts and griny areaways, the congested skyline against the dark |ow cloud like a
sil houette of hell. It was only 4 o' clock but already dusk was conming in, and nost of the cars had
their lights on. The people on the pavenents had turned up their collars against the hard gritty
wi nd whi ch nmade the | ate June day seemnore |ike early autumm.

Chin in one hand, Mitland | eaned agai nst the wi ndow, reading the flapping headlines on
t he newspaper stands.

QUEEN MARY AGROUND NEAR CHERBOURG
H gh W nds Hanper Rescue Launches

A good nunber of woul d-be passengers who shoul d have picked up the Iiner at Southanpton
had been at the airport, Mitland renmenbered, but she had been over a week |ate on her |ive-day
crossing of the Atlantic, having net trenendous seas headwinds like a wall of steel. If they were
actually trying to take off passengers, it looked as if the great ship was in serious trouble.

The taxi w ndow was slightly open at the top. In the angle between the pillar and the
| edge Maitland noticed that a pile of fine brown dust had collected, alnbst a quarter of an inch
thick at its deepest point. Idly, he picked up a few grains and rubbed them between his fingers.
Unli ke the usual gray detritus of netropolitan London, the grains were sharp and crystalline, with
a distinctive red-brown coloring.

They reached Notting Hill, where the traffic stream slowed to nove around a gang of
wor kmen di snmenbering a large elmthat had come down in the wind. The dust lay thickly against the
curb stones, silting into the crevices in the lowwalls in front of the houses, so that the street
resenmbl ed the sandy bed of some dried-up nountain torrent.

At Lancaster Gate they turned into Hyde Park and drove siowy through the wi ndswept trees
toward Kni ghtsbridge. As they crossed the Serpentine he noticed that breakwaters had been erected
at the far end of the |ake; white-topped waves a foot hi gh broke agai nst the wooden pali sades,
throwi ng up the weckage of one or two snmashed rowi ng boats torn fromthe boathouse noborings on
t he northside.

Maitland slid back the partition between hinmself and the driver when they passed through
the Duke of Edi nburgh Gate. The wind rammed into his face, forcing himto shout.

"29 Lowndes Square! Looks as if you've been having sone pretty rough weather here."

“"Rough, 1'Ill say!" the driver yelled back. "Just heard ITV's gone off the air. Crysta
Pal ace tower canme down this norning. Supposed to be good for two hundred niles an hour."

Frowni ng synpat hetically, Mitland paid himoff when they stopped, and hurried across the
deserted pavenent into the foyer of the apartnent block

The apartnment had been Susan's before their marriage seven years earlier, and she stil
paid the rent, finding it useful as a pied a terre whenever she canme up to London on a surprise
visit. To Maitland it was a godsend; his fellowship would have provided himwith little nore than
a cheap hotel room (Research on petroleumdistillates or a new insecticide would have brought
him at 35, a senior executive's salary, but research into virus genetics--the basic nechani snms of
life itself--apparently nerited little nore than an undergraduate grant.) Sonetinmes, indeed, he
counted hinmself lucky that he was married to a rich neurotic--in a way, he had the best of both
worlds. Indirectly she and her circle of pleasure seekers made a bigger contribution to the
advancenent of pure science than they realized.

"Good trip, Dr. Maitland?" the hall porter asked as he wal ked in. He was working away with
a | ong- handl ed broom sweeping together the drifts of red dust that had blown in fromthe street
and clung to the walls below the radiator grilles.

"Fine, thanks,"” Miitland told him He slid his suitcases into the elevator and dial ed the
tenth floor, hoping that the porter would fail to notice the discrepancy on the indicator pane
over the arch. H's apartnment was on the ninth, but on his way to the airport he had optinistically
assuned that he woul d never see it again. He had sealed his two keys into an envel ope and sli pped
it through the mail slot for the weekly cleaner to find.

At the tenth floor he stepped out, and carried his suitcases along the narrow corridor
around the el evator shaft to a small service unit by the rear stairway. A window |let out onto the
fire escape which crisscrossed down the rear wall of the building, at each angle giving access to
the kitchen door of one of the apartnents.

Swi ngi ng out, Maitland pulled hinmself through the railings and made his way down to his
own | anding. Like all fire escapes, this one was principally designed to prevent burglars from
gai ning access up it, and only secondarily to facilitate occupants from escaping down it. Heavy
gates six feet high had been erected at each | anding and by now had rusted solidly into their
casings. Miitland hunched hinmself against the harsh wind driving across the dark face of the
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bl ock, watching the lights in the apartnents above him westling with the ancient spring bolt.
Ni ne floors below, the mews in the cobbled yard behind the bl ock was deserted. Gusts of dustl aden
air were billowi ng past the single | anp.

Finally dislodging the bolt, he stepped through and cl osed the gate behind him A narrow
concrete bal cony ringed the rear section of his apartnment, and he wal ked past the darkened w ndows
to the I ounge doors at its far end. A light coating of dust grated on the tiles below his feet,
and his face smarted fromthe inpact of the countless mnute crystals.

He had cl osed everything up before he left, but one of the French wi ndows had never | ocked
securely since Bobby de Vet, an enornmous South African footbalier who had doggedly trailed after
Susan during a tour live years earlier, had collapsed against it after a party.

Bl essing de Vet for his foresight, Mitland bent down and slowy |evered the bottom end of
the wi ndow off its broken hinge, then swung the whole frane out sufficiently to withdraw the catch
fromits socket.

Openi ng the wi ndow, he stepped through into the |ounge.

Bef ore he had noved three paces, someone seized himtightly by the collar and pulled him
backward of f bal ance. He dropped to his knees, and at the sane tine the |lights went on, revealing
Susan with her hand on the wall switch by the door

He tried to pull hinself away fromthe figure behind him craned up to see a broadly built
young man in a dinner jacket, with a wide grin on his face, squeezing his collar for all he was
wor t h.

Grunting painfully, Mitland sat down on the carpet. Susan canme over to him her black off-
t he-shoul der dress rustling as she noved.

"Boo," she said loudly, her nouth forming a vivid red bud.

Annoyed for appearing so foolish, Mitland knocked away the hand still on his collar and
clinbed to his feet.

"Why, if it isn't the prof!" the young man exclai ned. Mitland recogni zed himas Peter
Syl vester, a woul d-be racing driver. "Hope |I didn't hurt you, Don."

Mai tl and straightened his jacket and tried to | oosen his tie. The knot had shrunk
i movably to the size of a pea.

"Sorry to break ny way in, Susan,
afraid."

Susan snmiled, then reached over to the phonograph and pi cked up the envel ope that Miitland
had dropped through the mail slot.

"Ch, we found themfor you, darling. Wen you started rattling the wi ndow we wondered who
it was, and you | ooked so huge and dangerous that Peter thought we'd better take no chances."

Syl vester sauntered past themand lay down in an arnchair, chuckling to hinself. Mitland
noticed a half-full decanter on the bar, half a dozen dirty gl asses distributed around the room
It Iooked as if Susan had been here only that day, at the nost.

He had | ast seen her three weeks ago, when she had left her car to be cleaned in the
basenent garage and had cone up to the apartnment to use the phone. As al ways she | ooked bright and
happy, undeterred by the nonotony of the Iife she had chosen for herself. The only child of the
closing years of a wealthy shipping magnate, she had remained a schoolgirl until her niddle
twenti es.

Mai tl and had net her in the zone of transit between then and her present phase. At |east,
he al ways conplinented hinmself, he had |lasted | onger than any ot her of her beaux. Mst of them
were tossed aside after a few weeks. For two or three years they had been reasonably happy, Susan
doi ng her best to understand sonmething of Maitland' s work. But gradually she discovered that the
trust fund provided by her father supplied her with a nore interesting alternative, an unending
succession of parties, and R viera week ends. Gradually he had seen | ess and | ess of her, and by
the tine she went down to Wirthing the rift had been conpl ete.

Now she was thirty-two, and he had recently noticed a | ess pleasant note intruding into
her personality. Dark-haired and petite, her skin was still as clear and white as it had been ten
years earlier, but the angles of her face had begun to show, her eyes were now nore sonbre. She
was | ess confident, a little sharper, the boy friend of the noment was kept nore on his toes,
thrown out just those few days sooner. What Maitland really feared was that she m ght suddenly
decide to return to himand set up again the ghastly nénage of the nmonths before she had finally
left him-a period of endl ess bickering and pain.

"Good to see you again, Susan," he said, kissing her on the cheek. "I thought you were
stayi ng down at Worthing."

"W were," Susan said, "but it's getting so windy. The sea's comng in right over the
beach and it's a bore listening to that din all the time." She wandered around the | ounge, | ooking

he said. "Must have startled you. Lost ny keys, |I'm
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at the bookshelves. Uneasily, Mitland realized that she might notice the gaps in the shelves
where he had pulled down his reference books and packed t hem away. The phonograph was Susan's and
he had left that, but nost of his own records he had sent on by sea. Luckily, these she never
pl ayed.

"Trenendous seas along the front," Sylvester chinmed in. "All the big hotels are shut.
Sandbags in the wi ndows. Reninds ne of the Dieppe raid."

Mai t | and nodded, thinking to himself: | bet you were never at Dieppe. Then again, maybe
you were. | suppose it takes nerve of some sort even to be a bad racing driver

He was wondering how to nmake his exit when Susan turned around, a sheet of typewitten
paper in her hand. He had just identified the famliar red-printed headi ng when she said:

"What about you, Donal d? Where have you been?"

Mai tl and gestured lightly with one hand. "Nothing very interesting. Short conference
read a paper to."

Susan nodded. "In Canada?" she asked quietly.

Syl vester stood up and anbl ed over to the door, picking the decanter off the bar on his
way. "I'll leave you two to get to know each other better." He w nked broadly at Mitland.

Susan waited until he had gone. "I found this in the kitchen. It appears to be from
Canadi an Pacific. Seven pieces of unacconpani ed baggage en route to Vancouver." She gl anced at
Mai tl and. "Fol | owed, presumably, by an unacconpani ed husband?"

She sat down on an armof the sofa. "I gather this is a one-way trip, Donald."
"Do you really mnd?" Mitland asked.
"No, I"'mjust curious. | suppose all this was planned with a great deal of care? You

didn't just resign fromthe Mddl esex and go and buy yourself a ticket. There's a job for you in
Vancouver ?"

Mai tl and nodded. "At the State Hospital. |'ve transferred ny fell owship. Believe ne,
Susan, |'ve thought it over pretty carefully. Anyway, forgive ny saying so, but the decision
doesn't affect you very much, does it?"

"Not an iota. Don't worry, I'mnot trying to stop you. | couldn't give a damm, frankly.
It's you I'mthinking about, Donald, not ne. | feel responsible for you, crazy as that sounds. |I'm
wondering whether | should let you go. You see, Donald, you're letting ne get in the way of your
work, aren't you?"

Mai tl and shrugged. "In a sense, yes. Wiat of it, though?"

Suddenly there was a sl am of smashing glass and the French w ndow burst open. A violent
gust of wind ballooned the curtains back to the ceiling, knocking over a standard |anp and
throwing a brilliant whirl of light along the walls. The force drove Miitland across the carpet.
Qutside there was the clatter and rattle of a score of dustbins, the banging of wi ndows and doors.
Mai t | and stepped forward, pushed back the curtains, and wested the wi ndow shut. The wi nd | eaned
on it heavily, apparently conming fromdue east with alnost gale force, bending the | ower half of
the frame clear of the hinges. He noved the sideboard across the doors, then set the standard | anp
back on its base

Susan was standi ng near the alcove by the bookcase, her face tense, anxiously fingering
one of the enpty gl asses.

“I't was like this at Wrthing," she said quietly. "Sonme of the panes in the sun deck over
the beach blew in and the wind just expl oded. What do you think it neans?"

"Nothing. It's the sort Of freak weather you find in nmid-Atlantic six nonths of the year."
He renmenbered the sun | ounge over the beach, a bubble of glass panes that fornmed one end of the
|arge twin-leveled roomthat was virtually the entire villa. "You're lucky you weren't hit by
flying glass. What did you do about the broken panes?"

Susan shrugged. "W didn't do anything. That was the trouble. Two bl ew out, and then
suddenly about ten nore. Before we could nove the wind was bl owi ng straight through like a
t ornado. "

"What about Syl vester?" Miitland asked sardonically. "Couldn't he punp up his broad
shoul ders and shield you fromthe tenpest?"

“"Donal d, you don't understand." Susan wal ked over to him She seened to have forgotten
their previous dialogue. "It was absolutely terrifying. It's not as bad up here in town, but along
the coast-- the seas are coning right over the front, the beach road out to the villa isn't there
any nore. That's why we couldn't get anyone to come and help us. There are pieces of concrete the
size of this roomnmoving in and out on the tide. Peter had to get one of the farnmers to tow us
across, the field with his tractor."

Mai tland | ooked at his watch. It was 6 o'clock, time for himto be on his way if he were
to find a hotel for the night--though it |ooked as if npbst London hotels would be filled up
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"Strange," he conmented. He started to nmove for the door but Susan intercepted him her
face strained and flat, her long dark hair pushed back off her forehead, showi ng her narrow tenple
bones. "Donal d, please. Don't go yet. I'mworried about it. And there's all this dust.”

Maitl and watched it settling toward the carpet, filtering through the yellow light |ike
mst in a cloud chanber. "I wouldn't worry, Susan," he said. "It'll blow over." He gave her a weak

smile and wal ked to the door. She followed himfor a nmonent and then stopped, watching him
silently. As he turned the handl e he realized that be bad al ready begun to forget her, his mnd
wi thdrawi ng all contact with hers, erasing all nenories.

"See you sone tinme," he managed to say. Then he waved and stepped into the corridor
closing the door on a last glinpse of her stroking back her long hair, her eyes turning to the
bar.

Col l ecting his suitcases fromthe service roomon the floor above, be took the el evator
down to the foyer and asked the porter to order a taxi. The streets outside were enpty, the red
dust lying thickly on the grass in the square, a foot deep against the walls at the far end. The
trees switched and qui vered under the inpact of the wind, and snmall twi gs and branches littered
the roadway. Wiile the taxi was coning he phoned London Airport, and after a long wait was told
that all flights had been indefinitely suspended. Tickets were being refunded at booking offices
and new booki ngs could only be made from a date to be announced | ater.

Mai tl and had changed all but a few pound notes into Canadi an dollars. Rather than go to
the trouble of changing it back again, he arranged to spend the next day or two until he could
book a passage on one of the transatlantic liners with a close friend called Andrew Syni ngton, an
el ectroni cs engi neer who worked for the Air Mnistry.

Symington and his wife lived in a small house in Swiss Cottage. As the taxi nade its way
slowy through the traffic in Park Lane-- the east wind had turned the side streets into corridors
of highpressure air that ranmed agai nst the streamof cars, forcing themdown to a cautious
fifteen or twenty mles an hour--Mitland pictured the siy ribbing the Sym ngtons would give him
when they di scovered that his | ong-expected departure for Canada had been abruptly postponed.

Andr ew had warned hi mnot to abandon his years of work at the M ddl esex sinply to escape
from Susan and his sense of failure in having become involved with her. Miitland lay back in his
seat, looking at the reflection of hinself in the plate glass behind the driver, trying to decide
how far Andrew had been right. Physiognonmically he certainly appeared to be the exact opposite of
the enotionally-notivated cycloid personality. Tall, and slightly stooped, his face was thin and
firm with steady eyes and a strong jaw. |If anything he was probably overresolute, too inflexible,
a victimof his own rational tenperament, viewing hinmself with the logic he applied in his own
| aboratory. How far this had made hi m happy was hard to deci de.

Horns sounded ahead of them and cars were slowi ng down in both traffic | anes. A nonent
later a brilliant catherine wheel of ffickering light fell directly out of the air into the
roadway in front of them

Braking sharply, the driver pulled up without warning, and Maitland pitched forward
agai nst the gl ass pane, bruising his jaw viciously. As he stunbled back into the seat, face
clasped in his hands, a vivid cascade of sparks played over the hood of the taxi. A line of power
cabl es had come down in the wind and were arcing onto the vehicle, the gusts venting from one of
the side streets tossing theminto the air and then flinging them back onto the hood.

Pani cki ng, the driver opened his door. Before he could steady hinself the wi nd caught the
door and wenched it back, dragging himout onto the road. He stunbled to his feet by the front
wheel , tripping over the long flaps of his overcoat. The sparking cabl es whi pped down onto the
hood and flailed across himlike an enornous phosphorescent |ash

Still holding his face, Maitland | eaped out of the cabin and junped back onto the
pavenent, watching the cables flick backward and forward across the vehicle. The traffic had
stopped, and a small crowd gat hered anong the stalled cars, watching at a safe distance as the
t housands of sparks cataracted across the roadway and showered down over the twi tching body of the
driver.

An hour | ater, when he reached the Sym ngtons', the bruise on Miitland' s jaw had
conpletely stiffened the left side of his face. Soothing it with an icebag, he sat in an arnthair
in the | ounge, sipping whiskey and listening to the steady drumming of the wind on the wooden
shutters across the w ndows.

"Poor devil. God knows if |'m supposed to attend the inquest. | should be on a boat within
a coupl e of days."
"Doubt if you will,"” Sym ngton said. "There's nothing on the Atlantic at present. The
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_Queen Elizabeth_and the _United States_ both turned back for New York today when they were only
fifty mles out. This norning a big supertanker went down in the channel and we couldn't get a
single rescue ship or plane to it."

"How | ong has the wi nd kept up now?" Dora Sym ngton asked. She was a plunp, dark-haired
girl, expecting her first baby.

"About a fortnight," Symington said. He sniled warmly at his wife. "Don't worry, though
it won't go on forever."

"Well, | hope not," his wife said. "I can't even get out for a walk, Donald. And
everything seenms so dirty."

"This dust, yes," Miitland agreed. "It's all rather curious."

Symi ngt on nodded, watching the wi ndows pensively. He was ten years older than Maitland, a
smal | bal ding man with a wide round craniumand intelligent eyes.

When they had chatted together for about half an hour he helped his wife up to bed and
then came down to Maitland, closing the doors and wedging themw th pieces of felt.

"Dora's getting near her tine," he told Maitland. "It's a pity all this excitenment has
cone up."

Wth Dora gone, Maitland realized how bare the room seened, and noticed that all the
Sym ngtons' gl assware and ornanents, as well as an entire wall of books, had been packed away.

"You two novi ng house?" he asked, pointing to the enpty shel ves.

Symi ngton shook his head. "No, just taking a few precautions. Dora |left the bedroom w ndow
slightly open this nmorning and a flying mirror damm near guillotined her. If the wind gets much
stronger sone really big things are going to start noving."

Sonet hi ng about Symi ngton's tone caught Maitland's attention

"Do they expect it to get nuch stronger?" he asked.

"Well, as a matter of interest it's increasing by about five nmiles an hour each day. O
course it won't go on increasing indefinitely at that rate or we'll all be blown off the face of
the earth--quite literally--but one can't be certain it'll begin to subside just when our

particul ar patience has been exhausted.” He filled his glass with whiskey, tipped in sone water
and then sat down facing Maitland, exam ning the bruise on his jaw. The dark swelling reached from
his chin cleft up past the cheekbone to his tenple.

Mai t | and nodded, listening to the rhythm c batter of the shutters above the steady drone
of the wind. He realized that he had been too preoccupied with his abortive attenpt to escape from
Engl and to nore than notice the existence of the wind. At the airport he had regarded it as nerely
one facet of the weather, waiting, with the typical inpatient optimsmof every traveler, for it
to die down and let himget on with the inmportant business of boarding his aircraft.

"What do the weat her experts think has caused it?" he asked.

"None of them seens to know. It certainly has some unusual features. | don't know whet her
you've noticed, but it doesn't let up, even nonentarily." He tilted his head toward the w ndow
behi nd himand Maitland |istened to the steady unvaryi ng whi ne passing through the maze of
roof t ops and chi meys.

He nodded to Symington. "Wat's its speed now?"

"About fifty-five. Quite brisk, really. It's amazing that these old places can hold
together even at that. | wouldn't like to be in Tokyo or Bangkok, though."

Mai tl and | ooked up. "Do you mean they're having the sane trouble?"

Symi ngt on nodded. "Sane trouble, sane wind. That's another curious thing about it. As far
as we can make out, the wind force is increasing at the sanme rate all over the world. It's at its
hi ghest-- about sixty mles an hour--at the equator, and dimnishing gradually with latitude. In
other words, it's alnost as if a conplete shell of solid air, with its axis at the poles, were
revol ving around the gl obe. There nay be one or two minor variations where |ocal prevailing w nds
overlay the global system but its direction is constantly westward." He | ooked at his watch
"Let's catch the ten o' clock news. Should be on now. "

He switched on a portable radio, waited until the chinmes had ended and then turned up the
vol ure.

" wi despread havoc is reported frommmany parts of the world, particularly in the Far
East and the Pacific, where tens of thousands are honel ess. Wnds of up to hurricane force have
flattened entire towns and villages, causing heavy floodi ng and hanmpering the efforts of rescue
wor kers. Qur correspondent in New Del hi has stated that the Indian government is to introduce a
nunber of relief neasures. . . . For the fourth day in succession shipping has been at a
standstill. . . . No news has yet been received of any survivors of the 65,000-ton tanker _Onassis
Flyer , which capsized in heavy seas in the channel ear'y this norning. . . ."

Synmi ngton switched the set off, drunmed his fingers lightly on the table "Hurricane is a
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slight exaggeration. A hundred nmiles an hour is a devastating speed. No relief work at all is
possi bl e; peopie are too busy trying to find a hole in the ground.™
Maitland cl osed his eyes, listened to the drumm ng of the shutters. Away in the distance

sonewhere a car horn sounded. London seened nmassive and secure, a vast immovable citadel of brick
and nortar conpared with the flinsy banboo cities of the Pacific seaboard.

Symington went off into his study, came back a few noments later with a rack of testtubes.
He put it down on the table and Maitland sat forward to exam ne the tubes. There were half a dozen
in all, neatly |abeled and annotated. They each contai ned the sane red-brown dust that Mitland
had seen everywhere for the past few days. In the first tube there was a quarter of an inch, in
the others progressively nore, until the last tube held al nost three inches.

Reading the | abels, Maitland saw that they were dated. "I|'ve been neasuring the daily dust
fall," Symington explained. "There's a rain meter in the garden.”

Mai tland held up the tube on the right. "Nearly ten cc.'s," he remarked. "Pretty heavy."
He raised the tube up to the light, shook the crystals fromside to side. "Wat are they? Looks
al rost |i ke sand, but where the hell's it come fronf"

Symi ngton smled sonberly. "Not fromthe south coast, anyway. Quite a long way off. Qut of
curiosity | asked one of the soil chemsts at the Mnistry to analyze a sanple. Apparently this is
| oess, the fine crystalline topsoil found on the alluvial plains of Tibet and Northern China. W
haven't heard any news fromthere recently, and |'mnot surprised. |If the sane concentrations of
dust are falling all over the northern hem sphere, it neans that something like fifty mllion tons
of soil has been carted all the way across the M ddle East and Europe and dunped on the British
Isles alone, equal to the top two feet of our country's entire surface.”

Sym ngton paced over to the w ndow, then swung around on Maitland, his face tired and
drawn. "Donald, | have to admit it; |I'mworried. Do you realize what the inertial drag is of such
a mass? It should have stopped the wind in its tracks. God, if it can nove the whol e of Ti bet
wi t hout even a shrug, it can nove anything."

The tel ephone in the hall rang. Excusing hinself, Sym ngton stepped out of the |ounge. He
cl osed the door behind himw thout bothering to replace the strips of felt, and the constant
pressure pul ses caused by the wind striking the shutters finally jolted the door off its catch

Through the narrow opening Muitland caught:

"“. . . | thought we were supposed to be taking over the old RAP field at Tern Hill. The H
bonb bays there are over fifteen feet thick, and connected by underground bunkers. Wat? Wl
tell the Mnister that the mninum acconmodation required for one person for a period | onger than
a nonth is three thousand cubic feet. |If he crans thousands of people into those underground
platforns they'll soon go nmad--"

Symi ngton cane back and cl osed the door, then stared pensively at the floor

“I"'mafraid | couldn't help overhearing sone of that," Miitland said. "Surely the
governnent isn't taking emergency measures already?"

Symi ngton eyed Maitland thoughtfully for a few seconds before he replied. "No, not
exactly. Just a few precautionary noves. There are people in the War O fice whose job is to stay
permanently three junps ahead of the politicians. If the wind goes on increasing, say to hurricane
force, there'll be a trenendous outcry in the House of Commons if we haven't prepared at |east a
handf ul of deep shelters. As long as one tenth of one per cent of the population are catered for
everybody's happy." He paused bleakly for a nmonent. "But God help the other 99.9."

W ndbor ne, the sound of engines nurmured below the hill crest.

For a nonent they echoed and reverberated in the air-streamnoving rapidly across the cold
earth, then abruptly, 200 yards away, the horizon rose into the sky as the long lines of vehicles
| umbered forward. Like gigantic robots assenbling for sone futuristic |land battle, the vast
graders and tournadozers, wal ki ng draglines and supertractors edged slowy toward each other. They
moved in two opposing |ines, each conmposed of 50 vehicles, wheels as tall as houses, their broad
tracks ten feet wide.

H gh above them behind the hydraulic ranms and netal grabs, their drivers sat al nost
notionl ess at their controls, swaying in their seats as the vehicles rolled through dips in the
green turf. douds of exhaust poured fromthe vehicles' stacks, swept away by the dark wi nd, the
throb of their engines filling the air with nenacing thunder.

When t he opposing |lines were 200 yards from each other their flanks turned at right angles
to forma huge square, and the entire assenbly ground to a halt.

As the mnutes passed only the wind could be heard, rolling and whining through the sharp
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nmetal angl es of the machines. Then a snall broad figure in a dark coat strode rapidly fromthe

wi ndward |ine of vehicles toward the center of the arena. Here he paused, his head bared,
reveal i ng a nmassive donmed forehead, snmall hard eyes and callous nmouth. He turned his face to the
wi nd, raising his head slightly, so that his heavy jaw pointed into it like the iron-clad prow of
an anci ent dreadnought.

Surrounded by the long lines of machines, he stood | ooking beyond them the w nd dragging
at the flaps of his coat, his eyes questing through the |low stormclouds that fled past as if
trying to escape his gaze.

d ancing at his watch, he raised his arm clenched his fist above his head and then
dropped it sharply.

Wth a roar of racing clutches and exhausts, the huge vehicles snapped into notion. Tracks
skating in the soft earth, wheels spinning, they plunged and jostled, the long Iines breaking into
a mass of slanmming netal.

As they noved away to their tasks the iron-faced man stood silently, ignoring them his
eyes still searching the w nd.

2
From t he Subnmari ne Pens

FROM ADM RAL HAM LTON, CIC U.S. SI XTH FLEET,
USS EI SENHOAER, TUNI'S. TO COMVANDER LAN-

YON, USS TERRAPI N, GENCA: GENERAL VAN DAMM
NOWIN U.S. MLITARY HOSPI TAL, NI CE. MJLTI PLE
SPI NAL FRACTURES. COLLECT TROOP CARRI ER

FROM NATO TRANSPORT POOL, GENCA. EXPECTED

W ND SPEED: 85 KNOTS.

Crouched down in the well of the conning tower, Lanyon scanned the nessage, then nodded to
the sailor, who saluted and di sappeared bel ow.

Twenty feet above himthe concrete roof of the submarine pen was slick with nmoisture which
dripped steadily into the choppy water below. The steel gates of the pen had been cl osed, but the
sea outsi de pounded agai nst the heavy grilles. It drove high swells along the 300-foot |ength of
the pen which rode the _Terrapin_ up and down on its noorings and then sl apped agai nst the far
wal |, sending clouds of spray into the air over the submarine's stern

Lanyon waited until the last of the mporings had been conpleted, then waved briefly to the
portmaster, a blond-haired lieutenant in the concrete control cage jutting out fromthe wall ten
feet ahead. Lowering hinself through the hatch, he clinbed down the conpanionway into the contro
room swung around the periscope well and nade his way to his cabin.

He sat down on his bunk and slowy | oosened his collar, adjusting hinmself to the rhythmc
rise and fall of the subnmarine. After the three-day crossing of the Mediterranean, at a steady,
confortable 20 fathons, the surface felt |like a switchback. His instructions were to nake one
trial surfacing en route, in a sheltered cove off the west coast of Sicily. But even before the
conni ng tower broke surface the _Terrapin_ took on a 30-degree yaw and was hit by trenendous seas
that al nbst stood it on its stern. They had stayed down until reaching the conparatively sheltered
wat ers of the submarine base at Genoa, but even there had a difficult job negotiating the
wreckstrewn |inbs of the doubl e breakwater

What it was |ike topside Lanyon hated to imagine. Tunis, where all that was left of the
Sixth Fleet was bottled up, had been a conpl ete shanbl es. Vast seas were breaking over the harbor
area, sending two-foot waves down streets 300 yards inshore, slamring at the big 95,000 ton
carrier _Eisenhower and the two cruisers noored agai nst the piers. Wen he had | ast seen the
_Ei senhower _ she had taken on a 25-degree list and the constant 50-foot rise and fail had begun to
rip huge pieces of concrete fromthe sides of the pier

Genoa, sheltered a little by the hills and the I and mass of the peninsula, seemed to be
qui eter. Wth luck, Lanyon hoped, the mlitary here would have their pants on, instead of running
around like a lot of startled baboons, frightening thenselves with their own noise.

Lanyon tossed his cap onto the desk and stretched out on the bunk. As a submariner he felt
(irrationally, he knew) that the wind was everybody else's problem At thirty-eight he had served
in submarines for over fifteen years, ever since he left Annapolis, and the traditional self-
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suf ficiency of the service was now part of him A sparse, |ean six-footer, to strangers he
appeared wi thdrawn and noody, but he had | ong ago found that a detached viewpoint left himwth
nmore freedomto naneuver

So Van Dammwas still alive. The captain who had laid on the Terrapin_ had told Lanyon
confidentially that the general would alnbst certainly be dead by the tine they reached Genoa, but
whether this was the truth or nmerely an astute piece of psychol ogy--everybody else in the crew
seened to have been fed the same story--Lanyon had no neans of finding out. Certainly Van Danm had
been severely injured in the plane smash at Oly Airport, but at |east he was |ucky enough to be
alive. The five-man crew of the Constellation_ and two of the general's aides had been killed
outright.

Now Van Damm had been brought south to Nice and the _Terrapin_ would have another shot at
rescuing him Lanyon wondered whether it was worth it. Up to the time of his accident Van Danm had
been expected to declare hinmself the Denocratic candidate in the coming election, but he woul dn't
be of much interest nowto the party chiefs. However, presumably some debt of honor was being paid
off. After three years as NATO Suprene Conmander, Van Damm was due anyway for retirenent, and
probably the Pentagon was living up to its bargain with hi mwhen he had signed on

There was a knock on the door and Lieutenant Matheson, Lanyon's nunmber two, stuck his head
in.

"O K., Steve?"

Lanyon swung his legs off the bunk. "Sure, come in."

Mat heson | ooked slightly anxious, his plunp face tense and uneven

"I hear Van Dammis still holding on? Thought he was supposed to peg out by now. "

Lanyon shrugged. The _Terrapin_ was a small J-class sub, and apart from hinself Matheson
was the only officer aboard. What frightened hi mwas that he m ght have to take on the job of
driving up to Nice and collecting Van Damm

Lanyon sniled to hinself. He |liked Matheson, a pleasant boy with a rel axed sense of hunor
that Lanyon appreci ated. But Mat heson was no hero.

"What's the programme now?" Matheson pressed. "It's a 250-mile run round the coast to
Ni ce, and God knows what it might be like. Don't you think it's worth trying to get inalittle
closer? There's a deep anchorage at Monte Carlo."

Lanyon shook his head. "It's full of smashed-up yachts. | can't take the risk. Don't
worry, w nd speed's only about ninety. It'll probably start slacking off today."

Mat heson snorted unhappily. "That's what they've been saying for the last three weeks.
think we'd be crazy to lose two or three nmen trying to rescue a stiff.”

Lanyon let this pass, but in a quiet voice he said: "Van Dammisn't dead yet. He's done
his job, so | think we ought to do ours."

He stood up and pulled a heavy | eather w ndbreaker froma hook on the bul khead over the
desk, then buckled on a service .45 and gl anced at hinself in the mirror, straightening his
uni form

After putting on his cap, he opened the door. "Let's go and see what's happeni ng on deck."

They nade their way up to the conning tower, crossed the gangway onto the narrow jetty on
the wall of the sub-pen. A stairway took them over the workshops into the control deck at the far
end of the pens.

There were a dozen pens in all, each with roomfor four submarines, but only three ships
were at their berths, fitting out for rescue nmissions sinlar to the _Terrapin's_.

All the wi ndows they passed were bricked in, but even through three feet of concrete they
could hear the steady unvarying drone of the storm w nd.

A sailor guided themto one of the offices in Conbined Personnel H Q where Major Hendri x,
the liaison officer, greeted themand pulled up chairs.

The of fice was snug and confortable, but something about Hendrix, the fatigue showing in
his face, the two buttons mssing fromhis uniformjacket, warned Lanyon that he could expect to
find conditions | ess equabl e outside.

"Good to see you, Commander," Hendrix said hurriedly. A coupie of map wallets and a packet
of currency were on his desk and he pushed them forward. "Forgive ne if | cone straight to the
point, but the arny is pulling out of Genoa today and |'ve got a nmillion things to do." He gl anced
up at the wall clock for a nmonent, then flipped on the intercom "Sergeant, what are the |atest
readi ngs we' ve got ?"

"A hundred fifteen and 265 degrees nmagnetic, sir."

Hendri x | ooked up at Lanyon. "A hundred fifteen mles an hour and virtually due east,
Conmander. The troop carrier is waiting for you out in the transport bay. There are a navy driver
and a couple of orderlies fromthe sick bay here." He stood up and noved around his desk. "The
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coast road is still open, apparently, but watch out for collapsing buildings through the towns."
He | ooked at Matheson. "I take it the lieutenant will be going to pick up Van Danm Commander."

Lanyon shook his head. "No, as a matter of fact |I will be, Captain.”

"WAit a mnute, sir," Matheson started to cut in, but Lanyon waved hi m back

"I't's OK, Paul. I'd like to have a | ook at the scenery."

Mat heson nmade a further token protest, then said no nore.

They nmade their way out to the transport bay, the sounds of the wind growi ng steadily
| ouder as they passed down the corridors. Revolving doors had been built into the exits, each
operated by a couple of nmen with powerful w nches.

They picked up the driver and Lanyon turned to Matheson. "I'Il call you in six hours
time, when we nake the border. Check with Hendrix here and I et nme know if anything cones in from
Tunis. "

Zipping his jacket, he nodded to the driver and stepped through into the entry section of
the door. The nen on the winch cranked it around and Lanyon stepped out into sharp daylight and a
vi cious tornado of air that whirled past him jockeying himacross a narrow yard between two high
concrete buildings. Stinging clouds Of grit and sand sang through the air, lashing at his face and
| egs. Before he could grab it, his peaked cap sailed up into the air and shot away on a trenendous
updr aught .

Holding tight to the map wallets, he lurched across to the troop carrier, a squat 12-
wheel er with sandbags strapped to the hood and over the wi ndshield, and heavy steel shutters
wel ded to the wi ndow grilles.

Inside, two orderlies squatted down silently on a nmattress. They were weari ng one-pi ece
plastic suits fitted with hoods roped tightly around their faces, so that only their eyes and
nmout hs showed. Bul ky goggl es hung fromtheir necks. Lanyon clinbed over into the co-driver's seat
and waited for the driver to bolt up the doors. It was dimand cold inside the carrier, the sole
light conming fromthe w de periscope mrror nmounted over the dashboard. The doors and contro
pedal s were taped with cotton waddi ng, but a steady stream of air whistled through the clutch and
brake housings, chilling Lanyon's | egs.

He peered through the periscope. Directly ahead, straight into the wind, he could see down
a narrow asphalt roadway past a |ine of high buildings, the rear walls of the sub-pens. A quarter
of a nmile away was what | ooked |ike the remains of a boundary fence, tilting posts from which
straggl ed a few strands of barbed wire. Beyond the boundary was a thick gray haze, blurred and
shi mering, a tremendous surface duststormtwo or three hundred feet high, which headed straight
toward them and then passed overhead. Look ing up, he saw that it contai ned thousands of
m scel | aneous objects--bits of paper and refuse, rooftiles, |eaves, and fragnents of gl ass--al
borne al oft on a huge sweeping tide of dust.

The driver took his seat, switched on the radio and spoke to Traffic Control. Receiving
his cl earance, he gunned the engine and edged forward into the w nd.

The carrier ground along at a steady ten miles an hour, passed the sub-pens and then
turned al ong the boundary road. As it pivoted, the whole vehicle tilted sideways, caught and held
by the trenendous power of the wind. No |onger shielded by the sandbags, there was a conti nuous
clatter and rattle as scores of hard objects bounced off the sloping sides of the carrier, each
report as loud as a ricocheting bullet.

"Feel s li ke a space ship going through a neteor shower," Lanyon commrent ed.

The driver, a tough young Brookiyner called CGol dnan, nodded. "Yeah, there's sone really
bi g stuff nmoving now, Commander."

Lanyon | ooked out through the periscope. This had a 90-degree traverse and afforded a
satisfactorily wi de sweep of the road ahead. A quarter of a mle away were the gates into the base
and a cluster of single-story guard houses, half obscured by the lowlying dust cloud. On the
right were big two- and three-story bl ocks, fuel depots, with their underground tanks, w ndows
sand- bagged, exposed service plant swathed in canvas.

CGenoa lay behind themto the south, hidden in the haze. They swung out through the gateway
and took the coast road that ran about half a nmle inland, a wide concrete notorway cut into the
| eeward side of the low hills reaching toward the nountain shield at Alassio. Al the crops in the
adj acent fields had | ong been flattened, but the heavy stone farmhouses nestling in saddl es
between the hills were still intact, their roofs weighed down with tiers of flagstones.

They passed through a succession of drab villages, w ndows boarded up agai nst the storm
all eyways jamed with the wecks of old cars and farminplenents. In the nmain square of Larghetto
a bus lay on its side, and headl ess statues stood over the enpty fountains. The roof of the 14th-
century town hall had gone, but nobst of the buildings and houses they saw, despite their
superficially decrepit appearance, were well able to withstand the hurricane-force w nds. They
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were probably stronger than the mass-produced modem split levels and ranch honmes of the big
housi ng devel oprments back in the States.

"Can you pick up any news on this rig?" Lanyon asked Gol dman, pointing to the radio.

The driver switched on and swung the dials, avoiding the arny and navy channels.

"For once the air force got nothing to say," he commented with a short | augh. "AFN Minich
shoul d still be on the air."

A rain of pebbles against the side of the carrier drowned out a newscaster's voice, but
turning up the volume Lanyon heard:

" no news avail able on the Pacific area, but heavy flooding and wi nds of hurricane
force are believed to have caused thousands of casualties in islands as far apart as ki nawa and
the Sol omons. Indian Prinme Mnister Pandit Nehru has outlined full-scale relief neasures, and Iraq
and Persia are to collaborate in organi zing essential supplies to stricken towns and villages. In
the UN Assenbly the Afro-Asian bloc has tabled a resolution calling on the United Nations to
I aunch a global relief mssion. Wdespread fl oodi ng has brought unprecedented damage to the M ddle
West. Danmage is estimated at four hundred nmillion dollars, but so far few |ives have been taken

That's one good thing, Lanyon thought. The fl ooding m ght bring the danger of typhoid and
cholera, but so far, at least, even in the Pacific area, loss of life had been low. A hurricane
like the one he had seen down at the base at Key West two years earlier had swooped in fromthe
Cari bbean wi thout any warning, and just about the whole Atlantic seaboard had been caught without
war ni ng. Scores of people had been killed driving their cars honme. This time, though, the gradua
buil d-up in speed, the steady five mles an hour daily increase, had given everyone a chance to
nail the roof down, dig a deep shelter in the garden or basenent, lay in food stocks.

They passed through San Reno, the lines of hotels shuddering as the wind thrashed across
the hundreds of shuttered bal conies. Below, the sea withed and flickered with nountai nous waves,
and spray dropped the visibility down to little nore than a nile.

One or two vehicles passed them crawing along under |oads of sandbags. Mst of themwere
Italian mlitary or police trucks, patrolling the wi ndswept enpty streets.

Lanyon dozed off in the cold greasy air inside the carrier. He woke just as they crossed
the main square of a small town and heard a heavy poundi ng on the steel plates behind his head.

The bl ows repeated thenselves at rapid intervals, and through the thick arnor plating
Lanyon heard the di m sounds of soneone shouti ng.

He sat up and peered into the periscope, but the cobbled street ahead was enpty.

"What' s goi ng on?" he asked the driver.

CGol dman flipped away the butt of his cigarette. "Sone sort of runpus back there,
Commander. Coul dn't make it out exactly."

He leaned a little harder on the accelerator, pushed the carrier's speed up to 15 miles an
hour. The poundi ng stopped, then took up again nore insistently, the voice hoarser above the w nd.
Lanyon tapped the steering wheel. "Slow down for a second. |I'll go back and check."

Gol dman started to protest, but Lanyon straddl ed the back of his seat, stepped past the
two orderlies sitting on the mattress, and got to the rear doors. He slipped back the shutters,
peered out through the grille. A small group of people clustered around the porch of a gray-walled
church on the north side of the square. There were several wonmen anong them all wearing bl ack
shawl s over their heads, backing into the recessed entranceway. A |oose heap of rubble lay in the
square at their feet and clouds of dust and nortar were failing around them

The church tower was mssing. A single spur of brickwork, all that was | eft of one corner
stood up 15 feet above the apex of the roof. The wind was tearing at the raw nmasonry, stripping
away whol e pi eces of brick.

One of the orderlies crawl ed across the mattress and crouched next to Lanyon.

"The tower's just collapsed,"” Lanyon told him He indicated the stack of cartons. "Wat
have you got inside there?"

"Pl asnma, oxygen, penicillin." The orderly peered at Lanyon. "W can't use it on them
Commander. This stuff's reserved for the general."
“"Don't worry, they'll have nore supplies at N ce."

"But Commander, they nay have run out. Casualties are probably pouring in there. It's a
smal | hospital--just a dysentery unit for overtired weekenders on the Paris nmill."

Just then a figure appeared around the end of the carrier and pressed his face to the
grille, jabbering in Italian. It was a big gaunt nman with bul ky shoul ders, and bl ack hair |ow over
a tough face.

The orderly backed away but Lanyon started to open the doors. Over his shoul der he shouted
at Gol dman.
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"Reverse up toward the church! |1'll see if we can lend a hand."

"Commander, once we start hel ping these people we'll never get to Nice. They've got their
own rescue units working."

"Not right here, anyway. Cone one, you heard me, back in!"

As he slipped the catch the big Italian outside wenched the door out of his hands. He
| ooked angry and exhausted, and pulled Lanyon out of the truck, yelling at himand pointing at the
church. Goldman was reversing the carrier out of the street into the square, the orderlies junping
down and bolting the door behind them

As they reached the church, brickwork and plaster shattered down onto the pavenent around
them The Italian shoul dered his way through the people in the entranceway, and | ed Lanyon through
into the nave

I nside the church, a bonb appeared to have exploded in the niddle of a crowded
congregation. A group of wormen and ol der nmen and chil dren crouched around the altar while the
priest and five or six younger nmen pulled away the nounds of masonry that had fallen through the
roof when the tower had collapsed, taking with it one of the |ongitudinal support beans. This |ay
across the pews. Belowit, through the piles of white dust and nmasonry, Lanyon coul d see tags of
bl ack fabric, twi sted shoes, the hunched forns of crouching bodies.

Above them the wind racing across the surface of the roof was stripping away t he ragged
edge of tiles around the ten-foot-w de hole, hanpering the nen tearing away the rubble over the
pews. Lanyon joined the big Italian at one end of the roof beam but they failed to nove it.

Lanyon turned to | eave the nave and the big Italian ran after him and seized his shoul der
his face contorted with anger and fatigue.

"Not go!" he bellowed. He pointed to the pile of rubble. "My wife, ny wife! You stay!"

Lanyon tried to pacify him indicated the truck that had backed into the entranceway, its
doors open, one of the orderlies crouched inside. He tore hinself fromthe Italian and ran Qut to
the truck, shouting: "CGoldman, get the wi nch running. Were's the cabl e?"

They pulled it out of the | ocker under the end board, clipped it into the winch and then
carried the free end through into the nave. Lanyon and the Italian lashed it to the main beam
then Gol dnan gunned up the great 550-hp engi ne and tautened the cable, slowy sw nging the beam
si deways off the pewinto the center of the aisle. Inmediately two or three people trapped bel ow
the pews began to stir. One of them a young wonan wearing the remains of a black dress that was
now as white as a bridal gown, managed to stand up weakly and pulled herself out. Between her feet
Lanyon coul d see several notionless figures, and the big Italian was digging frantically with his
hands at the masonry, hurling it away with i nsane force.

More figures pressed into the nave behind him and Lanyon turned to see that a squad of
uni formed troops, with a couple of police carabineri, had arrived, carrying in stretchers and
pl asma Kits.

"Every thanks, Captain," the sergeant told him "W are all grateful to your nen." He
shook his head sadly, glancing around at the church. "The people were praying for the stop of the
wind."

Lanyon and the orderlies clinbed back into the carrier, sealed the doors and noved off.

Massagi ng his brui sed hands and trying to regain his breath, Lanyon turned to the
orderlies slunped down on the mattress. "Did either of you see whether that big fellow got his
wi fe out?"

They shook their heads doubtfully. "Don't think so, Corn-. nander."

Col dman accel erated the engi ne and strai ghtened the periscope. "Wnd speed's up

Commander. One ten now. W'Ill have to keep noving if we're going to nake N ce by dark."
Lanyon studied the driver for a few nonents, watching the cigarette butt rotate nastily
around his nouth. "Don't worry, sailor,"” he said, "I'Il concentrate on the general fromnow on."

They crossed the border at Vintemlle at 7 P.M and cleared through by radio with Nice and
Genoa. The flinsy custons sheds and wooden turnpi kes had di sappeared; the frontier guards on both
sides were dug into sandbagged enpl acenents bel ow ground surface.

They reached Nice within a couple of hours, taking the Corniche road through the hills.
The hospital conmpound was packed with hundreds of trucks and jeeps, their drivers huddled in the
entrances to the | oading bays. A couple of MPs steered the carrier over to one of the rear wi ngs,
where Lanyon and the orderlies clinbed out and battled their way inside.

"You're |l ater than expected, Commander," a burly red-faced major in reception greeted
Lanyon. "I gather it's really blowi ng up outside.

He | ed Lanyon into a side office where there were coffee and hot rolls on a table.

Lanyon pulled off his |eather jacket and hel ped hinself to coffee, then sat down
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thankfully on a teak chest resting on a | ow tabl e against the wall.

Putting out his cigarette, the major hurriedly pushed across a canvas chair

"Sorry, Commander, but perhaps you'd better sit on this. Don't want to show any di srespect
to the general, do we?"

Lanyon pulled hinself to his feet. "Wat are you tal king about?" he asked, puzzled. "Which
general ?"

The nmajor smiled. "Van Damm " He pointed to the teak box. "You were sitting on him"

Lanyon put down his coffee. "Do you nean that Van Danm s dead?" Wen the maj or nodded he
stared down at the coffin, shaking his head slowy. It was ringed with heavy steel tape, and there
was a Graves Conmi ssion seal franked with a Paris novenent order

The naj or began to | augh noiselessly to hinself, |ooking Lanyon's wi nd-torn uniformup and
down and shaking his head in dry anusenment. Lanyon waited for himto finish

"Now tell me what's really inside," he asked. "An atom bonb, or sonebody's favorite
spani el ?"

Still chuckling, the najor took out a silver hip flask, plucked a paper cup fromthe water
di spenser in the corner and passed them across the table to Lanyon

"No, it's Van Dammall right. It may seema hell of a tinme to take himhone, but he's
booked into Arlington Cenetery and if be doesn't go now there's a good chance he never will. There
just won't be room™

Lanyon hel ped hinself to a shot of whiskey. "So he _was_ dead after the crash?"

"He was dead _bhefore_ the crash. Van Danm was killed two weeks ago in a car snmash in
Spain. He was on sone private visit to Franco, which they had hushed up for political reasons, in
case it hurt his canpaign. H's body was bei ng shipped hone on the plane. Nobody survived the crack-
up at Oly. The Connie went straight into the deck on her back before she nade 300 feet. Flipped
right over like a paper dart. They fished out Van Dammis bits and pi eces and decided to mail 'em
collect to Nice." He replaced the flask, then went over to the coffin and patted it gently. "Well
have a quiet trip back to the States, General. You' re the only one who will."

Lanyon spent the night at the Hotel Europe, a big three-story pile about five bl ocks back
fromthe beach. The high clustering buildings in the hotel district made the streets just
negoti abl e. Mdst of the hoteliers, with the aid of |ocal shopkeepers, had built narrow roofed
corridors of sandbags against the walls of the streets, and a maze of these dingy tunnels
crisscrossed the city. A good nunber of bars and bistros were still open, and at the Hotel Europe
40 or 50 people sat up nost of the night in the bar, listening to the news reports and specul ating
about possi bl e escape routes.

Lanyon gathered that the wind showed no signs yet of abating; its rate of increase was
still a steady five nph a day, by the latest estimates 117. After the initial period of inaction
at | ast sonme organized attenpt to preserve order was bei ng made. Governnments Were requi sitioning
coal mnes and deep shelters, stockpiling food and nedical supplies. News reports were
conflicting, but apparently nost of Europe and America were still little nore than inconvenienced,
whil e South Anerica, Africa and the East had suffered conplete dislocation, and the first signs of
fam ne and epidenic were revealing thensel ves.

They set off back for Genoa at seven the next norning, the teak coffin, sealed into a
canvas shroud, stowed in the cabin under the nmattress. Gol dnman had nout hed some bitter cynicism
and he obviously regarded Lanyon as the representative of the worst perfidies of the officer
caste. Lanyon hinmself felt mldly disgusted with Hanilton for wasting the _Terrapin's_ potenti al
but the admiral mght hinself have been ignorant of Van Dammi s deat h.

Five miles fromMnte Carlo they passed through a small village, nestling belowa cliff
topped by big white hotels. The road narrowed, high walls on either side, and suddenly Gol dman
swore and braked the carrier. Lanyon peered into the periscope and saw two wi ndswept figures in
oi l skins standing in the center of the roadway, waving their arns in wide circles. Wen they
neared the people Lanyon noticed a stack of pastel suitcases on the pavenent, the gaudy airline
stickers clearly visible.

"Hold it," Lanyon snapped at Gol dnan. "They're Americans. Mist have been stranded here."

They stopped the carrier and the orderlies unbolted the rear doors. Leaning out, Lanyon
waved the two figures over, caught a glinpse of faces at the wi ndow of a house behi nd them

One of the nen clinbed up onto the tail board and sat panting in |ong painful gasps.

"Thanks a million for stopping," he said, touching Lanyon's shoul der gratefully. "W'd
just about given up." He was about forty-five, a slinmy-built man with graying hair and small neat
features.
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"How many of you are there?" Lanyon asked, pulling the door shut to shield themfromthe
savage gusts that drove into the carrier and swept out every vestige of warnth.

"Just four. My nane's Charlesby, U S. consul at Menton. There's WIson, my deputy, his
wife, and a girl fromNBC. W were supposed to be covering the evacuation of Anerican nationals to
Paris, but everything's gone to hell. Qur car cracked up, and we've been stuck here for a couple
of days."

The other man in oilskins ran across the road to the carrier, shielding a red-haired woman
in white raincoat and plastic bootees. They pulled her up into the carrier, hel ped her back onto
the mattress. Lanyon and the orderly junped down into the road and ran over to the suitcases, just
as the other wonan, wearing a tightlybelted blue coat, her blonde hair swirling around her head,
ran out of the house and stepped ninbly across the pavenent in long strides to the carrier. She
tried to pick up one of the suitcases, but Lanyon pulled it fromher hands, put his arm around her
shoul ders and steered her over to the open doors.

As the carrier got under way again Lanyon clinbed forward and squatted down behind his
seat. The two wonmen were sitting back on the mattress, while Charl esby and WI son crouched anobng
the suitcases

"We're naking for Genoa," Lanyon told Charlesby. "Were are you people supposed to be
headi ng for?"

Char | esby unbuttoned his oil skin.

"Paris, theoretically, or in an enmergency the air force base near Toulon. | take it this
rates as an energency, but how that gets us to Toulon I haven't worked out yet."

"I'"d take you back to the hospital at N ce," Lanyon said, "but we can't spare the tine.
I"'mafraid you'll have to ride back to Genoa with us and then see if you can pick up sonething
goi ng the other way." He watched WIson, a young nman of about twenty-five, warm ng the chapped
hands of his wife, a pale tired-1ooking girl who | ooked a few years younger. "O K., there?" Lanyon
asked. When W1 son nodded, he turned to the girl in the blue coat sitting on the mattress beside
hi m

"What about you? Genoa suit you?"

"Uh- huh. Thanks a | ot, Conmander." She pinned back her hair, |ooking Lanyon up and down.
Her face was strong and full-lipped, with wide intelligent eyes that exan ned the conmmander with
frank interest.

"Charl esby said you were with NBC. News reporter?"

She nodded, took a cigarette fromthe pack Lanyon offered her. As the carrier swing around
a corner she rolled slightly against him and Lanyon felt warm strong shoul ders through her
tightlyfitting coat.

She steadi ed herself with one hand on his arm blew out a |ong straight stream of blue
snoke.

"Patricia O sen," she introduced herself. "On the Paris bureau. Canme down here |ast week
to get sone shots for the fol ks back hone of Monte Carlo being flattened." She tapped the tape
recorder next to her with one finger. "All |'ve managed to get on this thing is the sound of ny
own screamng."

Lanyon | aughed and clinbed into his seat. The carrier slowed dowm to a crawl and Col dman
stabbed a finger at the periscope. They were noving straight into the wind, up a | ong narrow
sl ope. Twenty yards ahead of them caught by its bunpers between the walls of two houses, was a
| ong bl ack Buick, swung up onto one side by the force of the wind. Slowy it worked itself free,
then rolled onto its back and slithered down the street toward them Goldman accel erated sharply,
and the Buick | ocked for a nonent against the heavy nose arnor, then lifted sharply into the air
and careened over the sandbagged hood with a trenendous clatter, rolling off the roof of the
carrier. For a noment the periscope was darkened. Then it cleared and they all turned to watch
through the rear-door grilles as the Buick, its body hol ed and dented, slithered down the street,

demol i shing a iow wall, fromwhich clouds of dust took off in the air |ike supercharged steam
"Bad driver," Patricia O sen conmented dryly.
They quieted, listening to the hol ocaust hammering past outside. They were traveling due

east, straight into the wind face, and the turbul ence around the rear doors expl oded periodically
with sharp pressure boons. The streets outside thudded with the sounds of falling masonry, the
eerie piercing screamof tinplate and gal vani zed iron being stripped fromrooftops, the explosive
shatter of snapping gl ass.

For hours they sat bunched together silently, swaying in unison with the notion of the
carrier, trying to nassage a little warnth into thensel ves.
"How | ong do you think nmost of the buildings can stand up to this w nd?" Patricia 4 sen
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asked Lanyon quietly.

Lanyon shrugged. "If they're well built, they're probably O K up to about 150 nph. After
that it looks as if we'll really have to hold onto our hats. How are you getting back to Paris?
Most heavy transport has been requisitioned by the military."

"I don't know whether | want to get back to Paris. Too nmany ol d chi meypots there."

Lanyon gl anced at his watch. It was 4:05. They had crossed the border and with | uck woul d
make Genoa in a couple of hours. Soon he'd be safely inside the _Terrapin_ and away fromthis
madness. Qddly, though, however little he ultimately cared about the people hiding in basenents in
the towns through which they had passed, he found hinsel f wonderi ng what woul d happen to the girl
next to him He listened to the strong | ow sounds of her breathing; she | ooked highly adaptable
and resourcef ul

"Commander!" Gol dman shout ed, al nbst standing up at the wheel, his eyes fixed on the
peri scope. They were about ten miles from Genoa, noving down an exposed section of road that
curved toward the dam at Sestra, two nmiles away. The broad hunp of the concrete barrier was
obscured by the spray whi pped up fromthe deep torrent of water swirling down the road 50 yards
away fromthem Just ahead it left the roadway and spilled down into the valley, carrying with it
a foamfl ecked jetsam of snashed sheds and chi cken coops.

"The dam s gone, Conmander!" Gol dman bel |l owed. Frantically he reversed the engi ne, sent
the carrier backing obliquely across the road. Lanyon pressed his eyes to the periscope, then
wr enched at Gol dman's shoul der. Hi gh waves were cascadi ng down into the valley, but as far as he
could see the dam s outline was intact.

"CGol dman, snap out of it! The damis still O K !" He pounded CGol dman's shoul der. "Get the
engine forward again! The water's only a couple of feet deep."

Carried by the wind, the carrier was reversing rapidly. Before Goldman could pull hinself
together the of f-side rear wheels left the road, and the vehicle swung around sharply and rolled
over onto its side.

Wth a savage jolt the occupants were hurled off bal ance agai nst the roof. Lanyon pulled
hi msel f away from CGol dman, struggled painfully through the dimlight past Patricia dsen, who was
rubbi ng her knees. Charlesby and the WIlsons were getting to their feet anong the nel ee of
sui tcases and nedical cartons. One of the orderlies opened the doors and ki cked themoutward. A
whirl of dust and gravel whipped off the surface of the road and flashed past themin a white
blur, while ten yards away to their left a deep streamof icy water surged past down the valley,
spreadi ng out across the vineyards.

The carrier lay imovably on its side, wheels spinning in the wind. Lanyon | ooked around
for Goldman, trying to decide whether to clap the nman under arrest, then decided the gesture would
prove not hi ng.

Half a mile away was a group of |low two-story brick buildings, grouped in a | oose
rectangl e, a concrete tower standing above themon the far side. The remains of a rough fence
ringed the conpound, and there appeared to be a notor pool between two of the buildings, a
col l ection of trucks huddl ed together agai nst the storm

"Looks |ike a barracks," Lanyon decided. The intervening country consisted of narrow farm
strips divided by heavy hedges, ten-foothigh bocage that woul d provide themw th enough shelter to
reach the buil di ngs.

Charl esby wearily pulled hinself over to the doorway. "There's a good chance nothing will
come along here for hours," Lanyon told him "The road over the damis probably cl osed by now and
my guess is that they' Il have radi oed across to the units on this side to take another route
further inland. W could be stranded here for days." He pointed to the buildings in the distance
"Just about our only hope is to head for the barracks over there."

Lanyon | eadi ng, followed by Charlesby and the WIlsons, with Patricia O sen and then
Gol dman and the two orderlies bringing up the rear, they dived out of the carrier and plunged down
the slope toward the hedge running parallel to the road 50 yards away.

As he left the carrier the wi nd caught Lanyon and gunned hi m al ong, tossing himhel pl essly
across the lunpy soil. Over his shoulder he caught a glinpse of the others stepping tentatively
out of the carrier and being whirled away on the slipstream Charlesby stunbled and fell onto his
knees, and then was swept upright again, his legs racing nmadly. The Wlsons, armin arm were
being buffeted fromleft to right |ike drunken circus clowns. Abruptly Lanyon lost his own
footing, fell heavily onto his knees and was tossed sideways like a child rolling down a hill

Regai ni ng his bal ance, he reached the hedge, crawl ed along to a narrow gateway and sl i pped
through it into the slightly sheltered | ee of the hedge. Away in the distance Gol dman was bowed
down with his back to the wind, being carried along the verge of the roadway. Charl eshby, oilskin
ripped off his back and billowi ng over his head, only attached by the tapes under his arnpits,
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foll owed ten yards behind.

Zi gzaggi ng along the hedges in the general direction of the barracks, Lanyon kept what
| ookout he could for the others. Once or tw ce he thought he saw one of them noving al ong an
adj acent field, but he was unable to cross the intervening open ground.

He reached the boundary of the barracks within half an hour, and lay in a ditch on the
i nner side of the fence--nothing nore now than a series of tilting support posts--scanning the
open surface of the conpound. The barracks was the airnen's quarters of a snall airfield. Beyond
the buil dings were the control tower and two or three wi de concrete runways extending off into the
haze. Between the barracks he could see the upright steel skeletons of two |arge hangars. In the
nearer hangar was the tail section of a Dakota that had been tethered by a steel hawser. It
sl amed and swiveled in the driving wind, its identification nunerals still visible.

He was lying waiting in the ditch for any of the others to appear, when he noticed
sonething rolling toward the boundary |ine about 50 yards away. It nmoved in sudden jerks,
occasionally throwing up a narrow white |inmb that Lanyon recogni zed as an arm Wthin a few
seconds it reached the boundary line, crossed it and then rolled down into the ditch, a | unpy
bundl e of gray-and-black rags. Lanyon crawled along to it.

When he was a few feet away he recogni zed the tattered strips of Charlesby's oilskin, the
shreds of his gray suit.

He reached Charl esby and strai ghtened himout, then nassaged his pallid face, heavily
brui sed and barely recogni zabl e after being dragged across the rough farm and. For a few fruitless
monent s Lanyon punped the man's lungs, trying to inject some novenent into him Finally he gave
up, wapped Charlesby's head in the skirt of the oilskin, and |lashed it around his neck with his
trouser belt. Soon the wind would let up and all the field rats and scavengers sheltering in their
burrows woul d cone out, searching a barren world for food. It might be sonme while before the body
was found, and better the scavengers should start on Charl esby's hands than on his face.

As he backed away he saw sonmeone approachi ng himal ong the ditch.

" Commander Lanyon!"

It was Patricia Asen. She still wore the belted blue coat, scratched and nuddi ed, and her
bl onde hair trailed around her head in a tangled nat.

He hurried along to her, took her armand steadied her into a sitting position. She rolled
her head weakly against his shoul der and gl anced at the body.

"Charl esby?" When Lanyon nodded, she cl osed her eyes. "Poor devil. Were are the others?"

"You're the only one |I've seen." Lanyon peered up at the sky. He felt exhausted and nuscle
weary, and he was sure that the wind was stronger than when they left the carrier an hour earlier
The air was full of large pieces of grit that flicked and stung at their faces |like angry insects.

"We'd better get inside the barracks. Are you strong enough to make it?"

She nodded weakly. After a nonent's rest they darted forward across the clipped turf to
the building 50 yards away. Lanyon held her arm and she was al nost flung out of his grasp, but
toget her they lurched over to the far end of the barracks and pull ed thensel ves around the corner
into the doorway.

At the rear of the entrance hall a stairway |ed below into the basenent. They hurried
down, tripping over the litter-strewn steps, and with luck found a nore or less airtight room of f
the central corridor

Patricia sat down weakly on an ol d bedstead and brushed her hair wearily off her face,
drawi ng her coat over her long | egs. Lanyon checked the wi ndow. Below ground level, it |ooked out
onto the narrow well which ringed the building, but its shutters still held, though enough Iight
filtered through for himto see around the room There were a couple of bunks, two enpty wal
cupboards, and underfoot a collection of old novie nagazi nes, discarded webbing and cigarette
butts. Lanyon sat down on the bed next to her

"Pat, |'mgoing upstairs in case there's anyone else here. May even be a tel ephone |line
still working."

She nodded, curling up into the corner. She | ooked al nbst dead and Lanyon wondered whet her
the WIlsons had survived.

The barracks was enpty. Upstairs, the wind raced through the broken wi ndows |ike a
tornado, ripping the cupboards fromthe walls and piling the bedsteads into tangled heaps. He
found an internal phone in one of the offices, but the line was dead. The station had obviously
been abandoned days earlier.

"Any | uck?" Pat asked when he went down to the basenent.

He shook his head. "Looks as if we're stuck here. There are some wecked trucks in a bay
on the other side of the parade square. If the wind dies down a little tonorrow | nay be able to
sal vage sonething that'll get us to Genoa."
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"Do you think it wll_ die down?"
"Everybody keeps asking ne that." Lanyon hung his head for a monent. "It's curious, but
until 1 saw Charlesby lying in that ditch I didn't feel all that concerned. In a way | was al npst

glad. So nmuch of life in the States--and over here for that matter--could use a strong breath of
fresh air. But | realize now that a garbage-di sposal job of this size rakes away too nuch of the
good along with the bad."

He grinned at her suddenly. She sniled back, eying himwith a | ong steady gaze, one he
felt no hesitation in returning. Wth her blue coat and clear white skin against the drab
background of the basement wall, she rem nded himof the nadonna in the gilt frame over the
altarpiece in the wecked church. The wonan's hair had been bl ack, but her robes had glowed with
the sane | umi nescent quality as Pat's ash-bl onde hair.

Qutside, the wind hurled itself across the dark swell of the |and.

The hill had gone, obliterated beneath the gigantic jaws of the fleets of bulldozers, its
matri x scooped out like the pulp of a fruit and carried away on the endl ess |lines of trucks.

Bel ow t he sweepi ng beans of powerful spotlights, their arcs cutting through the whirling
dust, huge pylons were rooted into the black earth, then braced back by hundreds of steel hawsers.
In the intervals between them vast steel sheets were erected, wel ded together to forma continuous
wi ndshi el d a hundred feet high.

Even before the screen was conplete the first graders were noving into the sheltered zone
behind it, sinking their metal teeth into the bruised earth, leveling out a giant rectangle. Stee
forms were shackled into place and scores of bl ack-suited workers noved rapidly like frantic ants,
pouring in thousands of gallons of concrete.

As each | ayer anneal ed, the forns were unshackl ed and replaced further up the sloping
flanks of the structure. First 10 feet, then 20 and 30 feet high, it rose steadily into the dark
ni ght .

3
Vortex over London

Deborah Mason took the bundl e of tel etype di spatches off Andrew Symington's desk, glanced
qui ckly through them and asked, "Any hopeful news?"

Sym ngton shook his head slowy. Behind himthe banks of teletypes--1abel ed Ankara,
Bangkok, Copenhagen and so on through the al phabet--chattered away, churning out endl ess tapes.
They alnmost filled the small newsroom cranming the desks of the threenman staff over into a
corner.

"Still | ooks bad, Deborah. Up to 175 now and shows no signs of breaking." He scrutinized
her carefully, noting the lines of tension that webbed the corners of her eyes, gave her snooth,
intelligent face a | ook of precocious nmaturity, although she was only twenty-five. Unlike nost of
the girls working at Central Operations Executive, she still kept herself trimand well-grooned.
He refl ected that the ascendancy of wonman in the twentieth century nmade the possibility of an
abrupt end to civilization seeminfinitely renote; it was difficult to visualize a sleek young
executive |ike Deborah Mason taking her place in the doonmed |ifeboats. She was much nore the sort
of girl who heard the faint SOS signals and organi zed the rescue operation

Wi ch, of course, was exactly what she was doing at Central Operations Executive. Wth the
slight difference that this tinme the whole world was in the last |ifeboat. But with people |like
Deborah and Si non Marshall, the COE intelligence chief, working the punps, there was a good chance
of success.

The unit, directly responsible to the Prine Mnister, had been forned only two weeks
previously. Staffed largely by War O fice personnel, with a few conmuni cations specialists such as
Symington recruited fromthe Air Mnistry and industry, its job was to act as an intelligence

section handling and sorting all incomng information, and also to serve as the executive agency
of the Conbined Chiefs of Staff and the Home Office. Its headquarters were situated in the old
Admiralty buildings in Witehall, a ranbling network of stately boardroons and tiny offices in the

under ground bunkers deep bel ow Hor seguards Parade. Here Sym ngton spent nost of the day and night,
only getting back to his w fe--who was expecting her baby within a fortnight at the outside--
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usual ly after she was asleep. Along with the wives and fanilies of the other CCE personnel, she
was housed in the Park Lane Hotel, which had been taken over by the governnment. Sym ngton saw her
daily, and as one of the few enployees not resident at the Admralty he was able to verify
personal ly the reports he spent all day preparing.

TOKYOQ 174 mph. 99% of the city down. Explosive fires from
M t subashi steel works spreadi ng over western suburbs.
Casualties estimated at 15,000. Food and water adequate for
three days. Governnment action confined to police patrols.

ROVE: 176 nph. Minicipal and office buildings still intact,
but Vatican roofl ess, donme of St. Peter's destroyed.
Casual ties: 2,000. Suburbs largely derelict. Refugees from
rural areas flooding into city, cataconbs requisitioned
by governnment for relief and dormtories.

NEW YORK: 175 nph. Al skyscrapers in Manhattan w ndow ess and
abandoned. TV aerial and tower of Enpire State Buil ding down.
Statue of Liberty mnus head and torch. Torrential seas
breaki ng i nshore as far as Central Park. Cty at standstill.
Casual ties: 500.

VENI CE: 176 nph. City abandoned. Casualties: 2,000. Heavy seas
have denolished Grand Canal pal azzos. St. Mark's Square
under water, canpanile down. All inhabitants on mainl and.

ARCHANGEL: 68 nph. No casualties. Intact. Airfield and
har bor cl osed.

CAPE TOWN: 74 nph. 4 casualties. Intact.

SI NGAPORE: 178 nph. City abandoned. Government contro
nonexi stent. Casual ties: 25, 000.

Simon Marshall read carefully through the reports, chewed his lip for a noment and then
gave themto Deborah to file.

"Not so good, but not so bad either. Tokyo and Si ngapore, of course, are gone, but one
can't expect those cardboard jungles to stand up to wi nds above hurricane force. Pity about
Veni ce. "

A large powerful man of fifty, with a tough handsome face, strong arns and shoul ders,
Marshall filled the big office, sitting massively at his desk like an intelligent bear. He had
built up COEin little nore than two weeks, hiring and firing the necessary personnel single-
handed, organi zing a worl d-wi de coverage of reporters, seizing the services of top neteorol ogi cal
conmuni cations and el ectroni cs experts. COE now was one of the Western Hem sphere's key nerve
centers, keeping the Conbined Chiefs of Staffs and the governnment as well informed as they could
be.

"Get hone all right last night?" he asked Deborah

"Yes, thanks." She glanced at her wist watch. It was 10:57, three mnutes before Marshal
was to give his daily report to the Conbi ned Chiefs, but he had already mastered the entire
intelligence picture, was conpletely rel axed.

As the minute hand of the clock noved on to 10:59, Marshall stood up and | eft his desk.
The nmeeting took place in the cabinet roomat the end of the corridor. As Deborah picked up
Marshal l's briefcase, he took it fromher with a snile, his hand pressing over hers as he held the
handl e. The ot her hand touched her waist, pushed her gently toward the door.

"Time for our téte a téte,” he said. "Let's see if we can give them sonething today to
keep them happy. "

The ot her menbers of the COE cabinet were taking their seats as they entered. There were
five menbers, who reported to the Prime Mnister through Sir Charles Gort, Pernanent Secretary at
the Hone O fice. Atrimneat figure in pin-striped trousers and dark jacket, he was a professiona
civil servant, quiet but firmy spoken, never appearing to volunteer an opinion of his own but
adept at reconciling contrary viewpoints.

He waited for the others to settle down, and then turned to Dr. Lovatt Dickinson, Director
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of the Meteorological Ofice, a sandyhaired Scot in a brown tweed suit, who sat on his left.

"Doctor, perhaps you'd be good enough to I et us have the | atest news on the weat her
front."

Di ckinson sat forward, reading froma pad of blue Meteorol ogical Ofice tabular nenos.

"Well, Sir Charles, | can't say that |'ve anything very hopeful to report. The w nd speed
is now 175 miles per hour, an increase of 4.89 miles per hour over the speed recorded at 10 A M
yesterday, maintaining the average daily increase of five miles per hour that we've seen over the
| ast three weeks. The humi dity shows a slight increase, to be accounted for by the passage of
these enornous air vol umes over the disturbed ocean surfaces. W' ve done our best to make high-
altitude observations, but you'll appreciate that launching a balloon in this wind, |et alone
keeping track of it, is well nigh inpossible. However, the weather ship Northern Survey_ off the
coast of Greenland, where the wind speed is down to a nere 85 nph, has reported data indicating,
as one woul d expect, that the velocity of the global air stream declines with decreasing density,
and that at 45,000 feet the air speed is approximately 45 nph at the equator and 30 nph over this
| atitude."

Di ckinson monentarily lost his sequence, and while he shuffled the nenbs Gort cut in
snoot hl y.

"Thank you, Doctor. But boiling it all down, what prospects are there of the wind systens
actual |l y subsi di ng?"

Di cki nson shook his head dourly. "lI'd like to be optimistic, Sir Charles, but |'ve every
suspicion that it's got sone way to go yet before it spends itself. W're witnessing a
met eor ol ogi cal phenomenon of unprecedented nagnitude, a gl obal cyclone accelerating at a uniform
rate, exhibiting all the signs distinguishing highly stable aerodynam ¢ systens. The wi nd nass now
has trenendous nmonentum and the inertial forces alone will prevent a sudden abatenent.

"Theoretically there are no reasons why it should not continue to revolve at high speeds
indefinitely, and become the prevailing planetary systemsimlar to the revol ving cl ouds of gas
that produce the rings of Saturn. To date the weather systens on this planet have al ways been
dictated by the oceanic drifts, but it's obvious now that far stronger influences are at work.
Exactly what, any of you are free to specul ate.

"Recently our nonitors have detected unusually high | evels of cosmic radiation. A
el ectronagneti c wave fornms have nmass--perhaps a vast tangential streamof cosnic radiation
expl oded fromthe sun during the solar eclipse a month ago, struck the earth on one exposed
hem sphere, and its gravitational drag m ght have set in notion the huge cycl one revol ving round
the earth's axis at this nonent.

Di cki nson | ooked around the table and smled sonberly. "Or again, naybe it's the
del i berate act of an outraged Provi dence, determned to sweep nman and his pestilence fromthe
surface of this once green earth. Who can say?"

Cort pursed his lips, eying Dickinson with dry anmusenent. "Well, let's sincerely hope not,
Doctor. W sinply haven't got a big enough budget for that sort of enmergency. Sunmng up, then, it
|l ooks as if we were optimstic a week ago when we assuned, quite naturally, that the wi nd would
exhaust itself once it reached hurricane force. W can expect it to continue, if not indefinitely,
at least for a considerable period, perhaps another nonth. Could we now have a report of the
present position as assessed by the intelligence section?"

Marshal | sat forward, the eyes of the other men at the table turning toward him

"Recapping for a nonent, Sir Charles, it's exactly eight days since London first began to
experience wi nds of over 120 miles an hour, greater than any previously recorded, and certainly
wel | beyond anything the architects of this city designed for. Bearing that in mnd, |'msure
you'll be proud to hear that our great capital city is holding together with remarkable tenacity."
Marshal | gl anced around the table, letting the inpact of this homily sink in, then continued in a
slightly nore factual tone:

"Taki ng London first, although alnmpst all activity in the conmercial and industrial sense
has ceased for the tine being, the majority of people are getting by wi thout too nmuch difficulty.
Most of them have managed to board up their houses, secure their roofs, and lay in adequate stocks
of food and water. Casualties have been | ow-2,000--and nany of these were elderly people who were
probably frightened to death, quite literally, rather than injured by falling masonry."

Marshal | gl anced through his notes. "Abroad, in Europe and North America, the picture is
pretty much the sanme. They've all battened down the hatches and are ready to ride out the storm
Scandi navia and northern Russia, of course, are outside the main wind belt and |ife seens to be
goi ng on nuch as usual. They're equi pped for hurricane-force winds as a nmatter of course.”
Marshall smiled his big craggy smle. "I think we can probably stand another 20 or 30 nph without
any real danmage."
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Maj or - General Harris, a snmall nman in a spic-and-span uniform nodded briskly.

"Good to hear you say that, Marshall. Mrale isn't as high as it could be. Too nuch
negative talk around.”

Vi ce- Adnmiral Saunders, sitting next to him nodded agreenent.

"I hope your information is right, though, Marshall. One of the Anericans told ne this
nmorni ng that Venice was a conplete witeoff."

"Exaggeration," Mrshall said easily. "My latest report a few m nutes ago was that there
had been heavy floodi ng, but no serious damage."

The admiral nodded, glad to be reassured. Marshall continued with his survey. Deborah sat
just behind him listening to the steady confident tone. Wth the exception of Gort, who remained
neutral, the three other nenbers of the conmmttee were inclined to be pessinistic and depressed,
expecting the worst and misinterpreting the news to serve their unconsci ous acceptance of
di saster. Ceneral Harris and Vice-Admiral Saunders were typical of the sort of serviceman in the
saddl e at the beginning of a war. They had the Dunkirk nmentality, had al ready been defeated and
were getting ready to nmake a triunmph out of it, counting up the endless casualty lists, the
cat al ogues of disaster and destruction, as if these were a neasure of their courage and
conpet ence.

Marshal |, Deborah realized, was the necessary counterforce on the team Al though he mni ght
be overoptimistic, this was deliberate, the sort of Churchillian policy that woul d keep peopl e
head-up into the wind, doing everything to defend thensel ves, rather than running hel pl essly
before it. She listened half consciously to Mar shall, feeling his confidence surge through her

On the way back to Marshall's office after the neeting closed, they nmet Sym ngton
carrying a teletype neno in his hand.

"Bad news, |I'mafraid, sir. The old Russell Square Hotel collapsed suddenly about half an
hour ago. Sone of the piles drove straight through the sub-soil into the Piccadilly Line platforns
directly below. First estinmates are that about two hundred were killed in the Russell basenent and
about tw ce that nunmber again in the station.”

Marshal |l took the tape and stared at it blindly for several nonents, bunching his fist and
drumming it against his forehead.

"Deborah, get this out to all casualty units straight away! About four hundred were down
in the station, you say, Andrew? For God's sake, what were they doing there? Don't tell nme they
were waiting for a train."

Symi ngton gestured with one hand. "I suppose they were sheltering there, the way they did
in Wrld War I1."

In a burst of exasperation, Marshall shouted: "But that's just what we don't want themto
do! They shoul d have been above ground, strengthening their own honmes, not just abandoning them
and cowering away |ike a |ot of sheep.”

Symington smiled wanly. "Properties in the Bl oonsbury and Russell Square area are pretty
decrepit. High Victorian terraced houses ready for denolition. People there Iive in single roomns--

"I don't care where they livel" Marshall cut in. "There are eight mllion people in this
city and they've got to stand up and face this wind together. Once they start thinking of
t hemsel ves and a warm hole to hide in the whole damm place will blow away."

He swung through into his office. "Call transport," he snapped at Deborah. "Tell themto
get a car ready. W'll go out and have a | ook at this ourselves."

He pulled a heavy trench coat off the door, clinbed into it while Deborah hurried over to
the phone. As he strode off down the corridor she followed, slipping into her own coat.

The operations deck was on the second floor of the Admiralty building, a honeyconb of
smal | partitioned offices off the narrow high-ceilinged corridors. They passed the overseas news
section, made their way through into a wide office which was the UK news reception unit. There
were a dozen tel etypes taping down an endl ess stream of information fromthe major provincial
capitals, TV screens flickering with pictures broadcast fromnobile transmtter Units all over
London, and a trio of operators in direct touch with the Met. Ofice.

"What are the |latest casualties at Russell Square?" Marshall asked a young |i eutenant
sitting at a desk in front of a TV set, watching the screen as he talked rapidly into a boom m ke
jutting from his shoul der.

"Heavy, |I'mafraid, sir. At least four hundred dead. The station access platforns are in
pitch darkness, and they're waiting for the RASC unit at Liverpool Street Station to nove their
gener at or down. "

The screen was blurred and indistinct, but Marshall could nmake out the stabbing beans of
searchlights playing over the ragged sil houette of the collapsed hotel. Its ten stories had
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concertinaed to the equivalent of three; many of the w ndows and bal coni es were apparently intact,
but closer inspection revealed that the floors were separated by an interval of only three or four
feet instead of the usual 12.

Marshal | took Deborah's armand |l ed her out of the roominto the corridor. They wal ked
down the stairs to the ground floor. The buil ding was equi pped with its own generator but its
power was inadequate to nove the heavy el evator.

Al'l the wi ndows they passed were securely boarded. Qutside, ten-foot-thick walls of
sandbags had been stacked up to the roof, roped into an i npenetrable wall. As they neared the
ground floor, however, Deborah felt the building shudder slightly as a nassive draught of air
struck it, stirring the foundations in their clay beds. The novenent stabbed at her heart, and she
stopped for a nonent and | eaned agai nst Marshall. He put an arm around her shoul ders, sniled
reassuringly.

"All right, Deborah?" H's hand cupped the round swell of her shoul der through the jacket.

"Just about. I"'mafraid it startled nme."

They noved down the steps, Marshall slowing his pace for her. The trenor continued as the
building settled itself into new foundations.

"Sonet hing big nust have cone down," Marshall said. "Probably the Pal ace, or No. 10
Downi ng Street." He gave a |ight |augh

At the bottom of the steps there was a revol ving door; heavy rubber flaps making the sea
airtight. Inside the building the air was filtered, the suites of offices and the operations deck
contained in a warm noi seless world. Beyond the revolving doors, however, in the corridors
leading to the transport bay and the service units, the air seeped in through the casing of
sandbags, driven by the trenmendous pressure of the wind outside, and through the gl ass panels of
the revol ving doors they could see the floor, thick with dust and grine, chilled by sudden gusts
of air bursting through pressure points.

Marshall put up his collar, led thembriskly down the corridor to an orderly room by the
rear exit, where he collected their driver. Five or six exhausted nen in dirty khaki uniforns sat
around a table drinking tea. Their faces | ooked pinched and sall ow. For three weeks now no one had
seen the sun; the dust clouds dinmed the streets, turned noon into a wi nter evening.

Marshall's driver, a small wiry corporal called Misgrave, unlocked a narrow panel door in
the steel blast-proof bulkhead at the end of the corridor. Deborah and Marshall followed himinto
a |l owceilinged garage where three arnored cars were parked. They were M3-pattern Bethl ehens,
square ten-ton vehicles with canted arnored sides designed originally to deflect high-velocity
shells and now ideal shielding for surface units noving about in the wind. Their 85 mm guns had
been renoved, and in place of the original nounting six-inch-thick perspex w ndow pi eces had been
f ast ened.

After hel ping Deborah into the truck, Marshall followed, swi nging hinself up in two easy
power ful nmovenents. Misgrave tested the hatch, then clinbed into the driver's seat beside the
engi ne and pulled the hatch over hinself.

He drove the car forward across the garage floor, and edged it up onto the w de stee
plate of a hydraulically operated el evator shaft. Renbte controlled fromthe car's radio, the
el evator rose slowy into the air on its single pylon, carrying the car upward into a narrow wel |
in the roof of the garage. As it neared the top the roof retracted sideways, and the Bethl ehem
emerged into the rear courtyard, between Admiralty House and the Foreign Ofice Annex.

I nside the cabin, Marshall sat on the edge of the padded netal seat, craning forward into
the circul ar wi ndow. Deborah crouched behind him sw tching on the radio channel to the Operations
Room

They nmade their way into Trafal gar Square, turned up the west side toward the Nationa
Gallery. It was one o'clock but the air was dark and gray, the sky overcast. Only the continuously
flickering tracerlike striations across the air gave any indication of the air streanis enornous
speed. They reached Canada House and the Cunard buil ding on the west side of the square, and the
wal | s of sandbags and the exposed cornices above flickered with the violent inpact of the dust
cl ouds.

Nel son's Col um was down. Two weeks earlier, when the wind had reached 95 nph, a crack
whi ch had passed unnoticed for 75 years suddenly revealed itself a third of the way up the shaft.
The next day the upper section had toppled, the shattered cylindrical segments still |ying where
they had fallen anong the four bronze lions.

The square was deserted. Along the north side a tunnel of sandbags ran fromthe Haynarket
and turned up into Charing Cross Road. Only military personnel and police used these covered
runways; everyone el se was indoors, refusing to venture out until the wind abated. The new office
bl ocks along the Strand and the clubs along Pall Mll were heavily sandbagged and | ooked as if
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t hey had been abandoned by their occupants to sustain alone the terrors of some apocalyptic air
raid. Most of the smaller office buildings had been left unprotected, however, and their w ndows
had been stripped away, their floors and ceilings gutted.

As they turned into Charing Cross Road Marshall noted that the Garrick Theatre had
col | apsed. The unsupported auditoriumwalls had caved in conpletely, and the arcs of the dress and
upper circles now | ooked down onto a wi ndswept pile of rubble. The lines of seats were being
stripped away |i ke domi noes. Marshall watched them expl ode off their mporings and cannonade out
into the street, as if jerked away on the end of enornous hawsers, disintegrating as they flew

As they noved up Shaftesbury Avenue toward Hol born, Marshall waved Deborah forward and she
joined himand rested her el bows on the traverse. In the dimlight of the cabin she could see the
strong edge of Marshall's jaw and forehead illumnated in profile. For sone reason he was
undeterred by the i nmense force of the w nd.

He put his hand over hers. "Frightened, Deborah?"

She noved her fingers, held his hand tightly. "I'mnot just frightened, Sinobn. Staring out
here--it's like looking onto a city of hell. Everything's so totally uncertain, and |'msure this
isn't the end."

Sear chl i ghts played across Kingsway as they crossed the road, shone into the observation
wi ndow and nonentarily dazzled them The Bethlehemhalted at the intersection while Misgrave spoke
to the conmand post dug into the mouth of Hol born Underground Station. Ahead, al ong Sout hanpton
Row, was a group of vehicles--three Centurion tanks, each pulling a steel trailer

Musgrave joined them and together the colum noved slowy up toward Russell Square. Mre
vehi cl es were drawn up by the collapsed hotel, others were noving about in the square, their
tracks flattening the tattered remains of the few bushes and shreds of wire fencing that stil
protruded fromthe beaten ground. Two Bethl ehens with RN insignia were up on the edge of the
pavenent in front of the hotel, playing their searchlights onto the junble of tel escoped floors.

They noved around the block to the windward side. Here a |line of Centurion tanks was drawn
up, sandbags pil ed between them steel hoods mounted on their track guards | ocked end to end to
forma w ndshield, giving the rescue squads digging their way into the basenment sufficient
protection to nove around. Their success was hard to assess, but Marshall realized that few
survivors coul d be expected. The heavy rescue rigs--all originally designed and built for Wrld
War 111 and now pul l ed out of their nothballs-- needed nore freedom of novenent. There were huge
draglines, nounted on tracks as high as a man, fitted with hinged boonms that could reach between
two tel escoped floors. One of themwas feeling its way tentatively bel ow the buckled lintels of
the second floor like a giant hand reaching into a deep pocket, but the wind sent it slanming from
side to side, and the crewin their arnored cab found it inpossible to control

Musgrave drove the Bethl ehem up onto the opposite pavenent, and they edged past the line
of vehicles to where a massive tractor, alnost as big as a house, 60-foot-1ong steel booms jutting
up fromits front like the twin jibs of a sailing ship, was edging a circular steel escape shaft
into position. The shaft pivoted between the boons. The | ower end drove through a narrow w ndow
bel ow t he edge of the pavenent, then powerful hydraulic rams extended it downward into the matrix
of the ruin. Inside the shaft, rescue teans equi pped with steel props would spread out across the
basenment, crawling along the foot-high space that was probably all that was |left of the floor

Next to it were two nore tracked vehicles, fitted with conveyor belts that carried an
endl ess stream of rubble away fromthe ruin and dunped them onto the roadway behi nd. Sone of the
fragments of masonry were six feet |ong--massive bl ocks of fractured concrete that weighed half a
ton.

"I'f there's anyone alive in there they'll find them" Mrshall said to Deborah. Just then
the Bethlehemslid into reverse and backed suddenly, throw ng them agai nst the traverse. Marshal
swore, holding his left el bow, the arm paralyzed for a nonent. Deborah had struck her forehead
agai nst the steel rim She pushed herself away and Marshall was about to go to her aid when he
heard Musgrave jabber excitedly over the intercom

"Look out, sir! The conveyor's going over!"

Marshal | | eaped to the wi ndow. The wi nd had caught one of the two conveyors, swung the 30-
foot-high escalator around |like a bal sawood dummy. The huge vehicle swiveled helplessly. Its
tracks tautened as the twin diesels pulled, and the driver backed the whole unit away fromthe
ruin, trying to regain its balance. Mwving in a sharp arc, it backed straight toward the opposite
paverment, where the Bethl ehem had stalled with its rear wheel s jamed agai nst the steps of one of
t he houses.

Before they collided the conveyor driver saw the Bethlehemin his rear mrror and
retroversed the tracks, the great steel cleats stabbing through the surface of the roadway,
| ocking in a sudden spasm |Imediately the 20 grab buckets swung back and inverted, tipping their
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contents into the roadway bel ow

A fragnent of masonry 15 feet long, a virtually intact section of balcony, fell straight
onto the hood of the Bethlehem The car slamred down onto its front axle, rear wheels bouncing off
the paverment. Arnms shielding his head, Marshall was hurl ed around the cabin. Deborah knocked off
her feet. Wen the car finally steadi ed he bent down over Deborah and hel ped her off the floor
onto the seat.

The front suspension of the Bethlehem had collapsed and the floor tilted downward.

Marshal | | eaned over, peered through the wi ndow, and saw the |ong slab of concrete which straddl ed
the hood, its |ower edge penetrating the driver's hatchway.

"Musgrave!" Marshall bellowed into the intercom "Misgrave! Are you all right, nman?"

He dropped the mi ke, bent down under the traverse and wenched back the radi o set,
hamering on the hinged panel that sealed off the cabin fromthe driver's conpartnent. Misgrave
bad locked it fromhis side. Marshall tore at the edges of the panel, managed to pull the one-
ei ghth inch plate back off its louvers. Through the crack he could see the hunched form of the
driver. He bad slipped off his seat, was stuffed head down into the narrow i nterval bel ow the
driving col ums.

Marshall pulled hinmself to his feet, clinbed up onto the edge of the traverse and unl ocked
the hatch bars. Deborah junped up and tried to hold himback, but he shoul dered her off and
punched the hatch sections up into the air. Air whirled into the cabin, gusts of stinging dust
carried down fromthe ruined hotel. Hesitating for a monment, Marshall heaved hinself up into the
air, head and trunk out of the hatch

| medi ately the wi nd caught himand jackknifed himover the edge of the turret. For a few
seconds he hung there, pinned by the wind stream then pulled hinmself dowward and spilled onto
the ground, driven back agai nst the underside of the chassis. The wind drove under his coat,
splitting it down his back and then stripping the two sections off his arnms |ike a piece of rotten
cotton ripped in tw. He watched them bl ow away, then dragged hinmsel f along the side of the car
hand over hand, by the campuBage-netting hasps riveted al ong the bottom of the chassis.

A conti nuous shower of stones drove over him slashing red welts across his hands and
neck. The tall houses facing the hotel deflected the wind slightly and he nanaged to reach the
hood of the Bethlehem Anchoring hinself between the tire and hood, he stretched out painfully to
the concrete beam bunching every nuscle as he strained against its massive weight. Through the
swirling half light the huge rescue vehicles | ooned over the hotel |ike arinored nastodons feeding
on an enor nbus cor pse.

He pressed agai nst the beam hopelessly trying to lift it, his eyes blacking out
monentarily, then slunped down against the tire just as two Centurions approached the Bethl ehem
their steel shutters extended. They swung around the car, |ocked shields and drove in together
imedi ately lifting the wind streamoff Marshall. Athird tractor, an arnored bull dozer, backed up
to the Bethl ehem and swung its ram over the cabin and down onto the hood. Expertly retroversing
his tracks, the driver flipped the concrete beam off the Bethlehem then drove off.

Marshall tried to clinmb up onto the hood, but his | eg and back nuscles were usel ess. Two
men in vinyl uniforns | eaped down fromthe Centurions. One swarned up onto the car, opened the
driver's hatch and slid inside. The other took Marshall by the arm helped himup onto the turret
and into the cabin.

Wil e Marshall sat back |inply against the radio, the man ran expert fingers over him
Wi ping the welts across his face with an antiseptic sponge he pulled fromhis first-aid kit.
Finally he propped Marshall's swollen hands on his knees and turned to Deborah, who knelt beside
Marshall, trying to clean his face with her handkerchi ef.

"Rel ax, he's in one piece." He pointed to the radio. "Get ne channel four, wll you? W'l
give you a tow back. One of the front tires is flat."

Wi | e Deborah funbl ed at the consol e he | ooked down at Marshall, lolling against the cabin
wall, his great head |like a weathered rock, shoulders flexing as he gasped for air. A network of
fine blue veins webbed his cheeks and forehead, giving the powerful lines of his face a steelly
sheen.

Deborah sel ected the channel, passed the m ke across.

“"Maitland here. Marshall is OK [I'Il ride back with himjust in case he tries to clinb
out again. How s the driver? Sorry about him . . . Can you get himout? Al right, then, seal him

in and they can cut himloose later."
Mai tl and reached up and secured the hatch, then sat back against the traverse and pulled

off his helnet and goggles. Marshall | eaned forward weakly, el bows on his knees, feeling the
swol I en veins across his face.
"Air bruises," Miitland told him "M nute haenorrhages. They'll be all over your back and
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chest. Take a few days to clear."
He smiled at them as Deborah crouched down beside Marshall, putting her armaround his
shoul ders, and snoothed his hair back with her small hands.

They reached Marshall's house in Park Lane in half an hour, towed by one of the
Centurions. High steel gates let theminto a snmall covered courtyard where two of Marshall's
guards di sconnected the tank and then rolled the Bethl ehem down a long ranp into the basenent.
Mai t |l and hel ped Marshall out of the turret. The big man had begun to recover. He linped slowy
across the concrete floor, the sole of one of his shoes flapping, holding the remmants of his suit
around him his hand taking Deborah's arm

As they waited for the elevator he turned to Maitland, gave hima craggy smle.

"Thanks, Doctor. It was stupid of me, but the poor devil was dying only a couple of feet
away, and | couldn't do a dam thing to help him"

One of the guards opened the doors and they stepped through and were carried up to
Marshal l's suite on the first floor. Al the wi ndows had been bricked in. Fromthe street
Marshal | ' s house appeared to be initation Georgian, slender lintels over high narrow w ndows, but
the facade was skin deep, slung on a heavy steel superstructure that carried the wind easily. The
air in the suite was quiet and filtered, hanging notionlessly over the purple carpeting-- one of
the few private oases that still existed in London

They entered Marshall's drawing room a two-level roomwth a circular black glass
staircase. Below, an open log fire burned in a nassive fireplace, throwing a soft flickering glow
onto the senmicircular couch in front of it, reflecting off the black tiles and the lines of silver
trophies in their cases against the wall. The room was expensively and carefully furnished, with a
strong masculine taste. There were abstract statuettes; heavy sporting rifles clipped to the
walls, their black barrels glinting; a small w nged bull rearing froma dark corner, its hooded
eyes blind and nenacing. Altogether the effect was powerful, a perfect imge of Marshall's own
personality, intense and sonehow di sturbing.

Mar shal | sl unped down onto the sofa, leaving the |ights off. Deborah watched himfor a
nmoment, then slipped out of her coat and went over to the cocktail cabinet. She poured whiskey
into a glass, then splashed in soda and brought the drink over to Marshall, sitting down on the
sofa next to him

He took it from her, then reached out and put his hand on her thigh. Tucking her |egs
under her, she noved close to himand began to stroke his cheek and forehead with her fingertips,
feeling the fine tracery of contused veins.

“I'"'msorry about Miusgrave," she said. Marshall's hand rested in her [ap, warm and strong
She took the glass fromhimand sipped at it, feeling the hot fiery liquid burn down her throat,
brilliant and stimul ating.

"Poor devil," Marshall commented. "Those Bethl ehens are useless; the arnor is too thin to
hold a falling building." To hinmself he added: "Hardoon will want sonething tougher."

"Who?" Deborah asked. She had come across the name sonewhere el se before. "Wo's Hardoon?"

Marshal | waved airily. "Just one of the people I'"'mdealing with." He took his eyes off the
fire and | ooked up at Deborah. Her face was only a few inches fromhis own, her eyes w de and
steady, an expectant snmile on her full lips.

"You were saying sonething about the Bethl ehens,
with the knuckl e of her forefinger.

Marshall smiled admiringly. Cool passionate |over, he thought. | nust try to renenber to
take you with ne.

"Yes, we need sonething heavier. The wind's going to blow a [ot harder."

As he spoke Deborah noved her face against his, then brushed her lips softly across his
forehead, murmuring to herself.

Refl ectively, Marshall finished his drink, then put it down and took her in both arns.

she said quietly, massaging his cheeks

Mai t | and wat ched as the acetylene torch cut neatly through the steel buttress over the
driving cabin. The whole section slipped slightly, and he hel ped the two nechanics raise it over
the hood and put it down on the floor of the garage. Misgrave's body was still |ying bunched up
bel ow t he dashboard. He | eaned over the wheel and felt for the pul se, then signaled the other two
tolift it out.

They carried the driver over to a bench, stretched himout. A guard came out of the radio-
control booth and wal ked over to Maitland. He was a tough, hard-faced man of indeterm nate
background, wearing the same black uniformas all Marshall's personnel. Mitland wondered how
large his private army was. The three nmenbers he had seen were obviously recruited i ndependently;

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (24 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

there were no service or rank tags on their shoulders and they treated the Bethl ehem and hinsel f
as intruders.

"There's a big navy crawler on its way down from Hanpstead," the guard told Mitland
curtly. "They'll tow you back to the G een Park base."

Mai t| and nodded. He felt suddenly tired and | ooked around for somewhere to sit. The one
bench was occupi ed by Musgrave's body, so he squatted down on the floor against a ventilator
shaft, listening to the wind drunming in the street outside. Now and then the bl ades of the fan
stopped and reversed as a pressure pul se drove down the shaft, then picked up and sped on again.

Apart fromthe Bethl ehemthere was only one other vehicle in the basenent, a |ong doubl e-
tracked arnored trailer being | oaded by two guards froma freight lift. They brought up an endl ess
successi on of wooden crates, sone |loaded into the lift so rapidly that their lids were stil
wai ting to be nailed down.

Qut of curiosity, Miitland wandered over to the carrier when the guards had gone down in
the Iift. He assuned the crates would be full of expensive furniture and tabl eware, and | ooked
under one of the | oose lids.

Packed into the crates were six 3 1/2" trench nortars, their wide green barrels thick with
protective grease.

The nortars were War Departnent issues, but there was no cl earance seal on the sides of
the crate listing their destination and authority. Turning the lid over, Maitland saw that it had
been stanped in black dye: "Breathing apparatus. Hardoon Tower."

Most of the other cases were seal ed, stanped variously with markings that identified them
as oxyacetylene cylinders, trenching equipnment, flares and pit props. Another open case, narked
"Deni ns. Hardoon Tower." contained a neatly stowed collection of the black uniforns he had seen
Marshal | 's men wearing. Hardoon Tower, Mitland pondered. He repeated the nanme to himself, trying
to identify it, then renenbered a newspaper profile he had read years earlier about the eccentric
multinmi|lionaire who owned vast construction interests and had built an el aborate underground
bunker city on his estate near London at the height of the cold war.

"O K., Doctor?"

He swung round to see the big tough-faced guard who had arranged his transport step slowy
across the floor, arns swinging |oosely at his sides. Wether he was arnmed was hard to tell, but
his battledress jacket could have hidden a weapon

Maitland tapped the case full of trench nortars. "Just |ooking at this--breathing
appar at us. Unusual design."

The guard scow ed. "That's a useful piece of equipnent, Doctor. Very versatile. Let's go,
then." As Maitland wal ked back across the basenent the guard pivoted on one heel and foll owed
cl ose to his shoul der

"What's Marshall trying to do?" Mitland asked amiably. "Start a war?"

The guard watched Maitland thoughtfully. "Don't know what we might start. But let's not
get too worried about it, Doctor. Sit down over there and take your pul se or sonething."

They wrapped Musgrave in a polythene shroud and lowered himinto the turret of the
Bet hl ehem Maitland clinbed in and wedged the body bel ow the traverse, belting it dowmn with the
seat straps

When he tried to get out he found that someone was sitting on the hatch, his feet
obscuring the plexiglass window. For a nmonment he wondered whether to force it, then decided to
take the hint. A few minutes |later the navy crawl er arrived and backed down the ranp. He felt it
hook up to the Bethl ehem then nove forward up into the street.

Power ful gusts of wind drove at the car, kicking it around. He gripped the traverse,
swayi ng fromside to side as the cabin plunged and bucked.

Al'l around him in the streets outside, he could hear the sounds of falling masonry.

4
The Corridors of Pain

Three tinmes, on the way hack to the Green Park depot, the car |eft the roadway. Caught by
tremendous crosswi nds that swung it about behind the Centurion Iike a hapless tail, the Bethlehem
pl unged across the pavenent, alnost tipping over onto its side.

The streets were full of rubble and pieces of masonry, fragnents of ornamented cornices
fromthe ol der buildings, the remains of roof tinbers strewn across the pavenent, everywhere a
heavy autumli ke fall of gray tiles.
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They reached the depot at Green Park which housed Conbi ned Rescue Operations, and entered
the I ong tunnel of concrete sandbags that |led theminto the covered transport pool. A dozen other
vehi cl es, Centurions and Bethl ehems with a couple of huge Mb Titan personnel carriers, were
unl oadi ng and refueling. Three of them had RN insignia; the navy, to whom Maitland was attached,
shared the depot, but all the personnel in the pool wore the sane drab uniforns. They | ooked tired
and dispirited, and Maitland found hinself sharing their despair. As he clinbed out of the
Bet hl ehem he | eaned for a few m nutes against the car, trying to free hinself of the nuscle and
m nd nunbi ng weari ness fromthe buffeting he had received all day.

He de-briefed hinself quickly, then nade his way toward the officers' quarters where he
shared a small cubicle with a navy surgeon called Avery. Eager for a full role in the energency,
particularly with the RAF playing no part, the navy had put together a scratch operations unit.
Wth Andrew Sym ngton's help, Miifland had been assimlated with a mninmumof fornmality. He had
stayed with Andrew and his wife for a week, uselessly waiting for the wind to subside, and had
been glad to be given a chance to do sonething positive.

Maitl and cl osed the door and sat down wearily on his bed, grunting to Avery, who was
stretched out full length, his black wind suit Unzipped.

"Hell o, Donald. What's it |ike outside?"

Mai tl and shrugged. "A slight east wind blowing up." He took a cigarette fromthe silver
case Avery passed to him "I've been over at the Russell npbst of today. Not too pleasant. Looks
like a foretaste of things to cone. | hope everybody knows what they're doing."

Avery grunted. "O course they don't. Remi nds nme of Mark Twain's crack about the weather--
everyone tal ks about it, but no one does anything." He rolled over and switched on the portable
radi o standing on the floor below his bed. A fuzzy crackle sounded out eventually, alnbst drowned
in the noise of people continually tranmping up and down the corri dor

Maitland | ay back, listening to phrases fromthe news bulletins. The BBC was stil
transmitting on the Hone Service, half-hourly news sunmaries interspersed with |light nmusic and an
apparently endl ess stream of War Office orders and recommendati ons. So far the government appeared
to be tacitly assuming that the wind woul d soon spend itself and that nost people possessed
sufficient food and water to survive unaided in their own honmes. The mpjority of the troops were
engaged in laying communi cations tunnels, repairing electricity lines and reinforcing their own
i nstallations.

Avery switched the set off and sat up on one el bow for a noment, staring pensively at his
wrist watch

"What's the latest?" Miitland asked.

Avery smiled somberly. "London Bridge is falling down," he said quietly. "Wnd speed's up
to 180. Listening between the lines, it sounds as if things are getting pretty bad. Col ossa
flooding al ong the south coast--npbst of Brighton sounds as if its been washed away. General chaos
bui | di ng up everywhere. What | want to know is, when are they going to start doi ng sonethi ng?"

"What can they do?"

Avery gestured inpatiently. "For God's sake, you know what | nean, Donald. They're going
about this whole thing the wong way, just telling people to stay indoors and hide under the
staircase. What do they think this is--a zeppelin raid? They're going to have the nost fantastic
casual ties soon. Let alone a couple of typhoid and chol era epidemcs."

Mai t | and nodded. He agreed with Avery but felt too tired to offer any comment.

There was a familiar tattoo on the door, and Andrew Symington put his head in. He was off
duty at eight, and cane over in the conmunications tunnel across St. Janes's Park to take his
meals in the civilian nmess at the depot before going over to the Park Lane Hotel. H s w fe's baby
had still not arrived, at least a fortnight overdue. Dora was unconsciously holding the child to
hersel f.

"W were just cursing these damm silly bulletins you people are putting out," Avery said.
"Are you trying to convince yourselves it's a calmsumer's day?"

"What's the real news, Andrew?" Muitland pressed. "I got in half an hour ago and it
sounded as if the Russell wasn't the only place coning down."

"It isn't,"” Symington told him H's face | ooked drawn and tired. He lit a cigarette,

i nhal ed quickly. "Everything |I've heard indicates that we can expect the wind strength to go on
increasing for several days nore at | east. Apparently localized areas of turbul ence have to appear
first, while the over-all wind strength continues to increase, and they' ve shown no signs of doing
so. \Wat ever happens, it's bound to go up another fifty at least."

Avery whistled. "Over 230! God Almighty." He tapped the wooden wall partition which was

springi ng backward and forward as air pressed its way past. "Do you think this place will stand
it?"
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"This building probably will, even if it |oses the roof, but already nost of the donestic
houses in the British Isles are starting to cone down. Roofs are flying off, walls caving in--not
all that many nodern houses are fitted with basenents. People are running out of food, trying to
| eave their homes to reach the aid stations. They're being sucked out of their doorways before
they know what's hit them carried half a nile within ten seconds.” Sym ngton paused. "W aren't
getting much news in now fromthe States and western Europe, but you can inmagi ne what the Far East
| ooks |ike. Governnental control no |onger exists. Mdst of the radio stations are just putting out
weak | ocal identification signals."

For half an hour they tal ked, then Symington left themand Maitland slipped off to sleep
still wearing his wind suit. He was vaguely aware of Avery's getting up to go out on duty, then
sank into a heavy restless sleep.

Six hours later, as they |listened to their briefing in one of the lecture roons at the far
end of the depot, the sounds of collapsing nasonry thudded dimy in the distance. The walls
shifted uneasily, as if one end of the depot were seized in the nandi bl es of some enornobus insect.
An outside wall carrying the stairway up to the roof at the wi ndward end of the barracks had
col  apsed, dropping the stairway like a pile of plates. Luckily the internal walls that divided
the stairway fromthe remai nder of the barracks held | ong enough for themto extricate thensel ves
and nost of their luggage, but five mnutes after they retreated to the adjacent building the
barracks toppled in a whirling cloud of dust and expl odi ng bri ckwork.

The captain up on the dais raised his voice above the approaching runble. "I'Il keep this
short so we can get out before the place cones down on our necks. Wnd speed's up to 180, and
frankly the overall situationis grim The big job nowis to nove as many people as we can to
underground shelters, and we're pulling out of central London and setting up ten major command
posts around the outer circular road. Qurs is the U S. Air Force base at Brandon Hall, near
Ki ngston. The deep bunkers there should give us enough roomto get a sick bay with about three
hundred beds going. There'll be a navy transport and rescue unit, and they'll try to nove people
into all the deep shelters--railway tunnels, factory basenents and so on--in the inmedi ate area.
It's going to be pretty difficult. Some big new transports conming in from Wolw ch are supposed to

stand up to five-hundred-mnile-an-hour gales, but even so we'll only be able to nove a snall
proportion of the people we find, and we'll have to pick those who have food with them Qur own
supplies are only good for about three weeks."

He paused and | ooked down at the rows of sonber faces. "I hate to say it, but it |ooks as

if casualties are going to be as high as fifty per cent."

Mai tl and repeated the figure to hinself, trying to digest it. |npossible, he thought.
Twenty-five nmillion people? Surely they would cling to life somewhere, at the bottom of deep
ditches, chewing old | eaves and grass roots. He listened vaguely as the briefing continued,
wondering if these preparations would soon prove as inadequate as the first had been.

They shuffled out and took their places in one of the queues w nding down the corridors to
the transport pool, listening to the nounting runble fromthe streets outside. Gusts of filthy air
drove through, and the floorboards below Maitland' s feet were thick with dirt. The entire topsoil
of the gl obe was being systematically | oosened and wi ndborne. The sky was black with dust.

Fromthe talk near himhe filled in his inpressions of the crisis. The governnent,
centered in the War Ofice, were dug into their Witehall bunkers, communicating by radio with the
ring of command stations around London and with simlar posts in the provinces. An estimated 1
, 000, 000 nen--the three arned services, national guard, civil defense and police--were directly
controll ed by the governnment and a good proportion of these were involved in organizing and
prepari ng deep shelters wherever they existed. Only a small fraction, perhaps 200, 000, were
actual ly enpl oyed in rescue work.

Mai t | and specul ated shrewdly that preparations were now in band for a final retreat of the
CCE i nner core--governnment and service chiefs, with a few people such as Marshall--to sone secret
bastion where survival could be assured for a good deal longer. He had tried to report his
di scovery at Marshall's Park Lane house, but the senior officers at the depot were too busy to
listen to him and anyway had no authority outside the unit. Besides, Hardoon, with his arny of
construction workers and fleets of equipnent, night well be working for the governnent.

When he finally slung his suitcase up into one of the half-tracked personnel carriers and
climbed in after it, there were only a dozen nen left in the depot.

The troop carrier was shunted up agai nst one of the Centurions, the two jibs | ocked
together. Both vehicles were | oaded with concrete slabs three feet [ong and 18 inches thick
canted to exaggerate the original slope of the arnmor plate and provide the m ni nrum w nd
resi stance.

Maitl and settled hinmself anpong the kitbags and suitcases and peered out through the narrow
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gl ass wi ndow, an inch-high slit just behind his head. Only two others were with him an RAF flight
sergeant and a young signal s corporal

After a long wait the engines roared out and they edged forward up the exit ranp. As they
neared the end of the ranp the horizontal door was retracted and the 180 nph airstream noving
across the flat parade ground lifted the carrier out |like an enornobus hand, slewing it around
under a hail of fist-sized stones. The driver gunned the engine and pulled them back on course,
and with the Centurion pulling ahead they noved toward the gateway and then through into G een
Park. Maitland | ooked out at the darkened sl opes. Stunps of trees stuck up through the turfless
soil, littered with stones, gravel and m scell aneous debris that piled up agai nst the enbanknent
walls |ike refuse in an abandoned nuni ci pal dunp.

They stopped just past Hyde Park Corner in the entrance to Kni ghtsbridge. Mitland pressed
his face to the window slit, |ooked out at the dimoutlines of the office blocks and apartnment
buil dings in the darkness. All of them were shaking perceptibly, heavy trenors jolting the roadway
under the carrier. The roofs had been stripped away and Maitland could see the sky through the
open top-floor wi ndows. Many of the upper floors had fallen in. Al the small shops and bouti ques
had been conmpletely gutted, their plate glass smashed, interiors cleaned out to the |last hatpin
and hair curler.

Swinging to the right of the roadway, on the way dislodging the shell of a Jaguar that had
trapped itself in a shopfront and now skittered off ahead of them they avoided the debris piled
across their path and pressed on toward the Bronpton Road. As they passed Lowndes Square Mitl and
craned to | ook up at his apartnment house, counting the floors to his own apartnent. The building
was still intact, but all its lights were out. As they noved on he wondered what had happened to
Susan.

Harrod's departnment store lay in ruins, brownstone facing tiles Iying thickly across the
roadway, the wind picking like a thousand vultures at the tangle of girders and masonry, detaching
fragments of furniture and tattered drapery and carrying themaway in its fleeting clasp

Shaki ng his head ruefully, Mitland left the wi ndow and searched for his cigarettes. He
was taking out the pack when the half-track braked sharply. For a noment it hesitated and then
began to tip backward and rolled slowy down a shallow incline that had opened in the roadway
under the rear section of the vehicle.

Above the din of the wind Maitland could hear the driver shouting into his radio. He felt
the Centurion throwits engine into a |lower gear, trying to pull themout of the subsidence. The
wei ght of the carrier had apparently caved in a shallow sewer traversing the road. Tilting at a
ten-degree angle, the carrier's tracks raced and skated. Gradually it slid hel plessly down the
incline, pulling the Centurion after it. Finally it rooted itself imovably. The driver raced his
engi ne, flogging the gears like a maniac, while the Centurion jerked and thrust hel plessly. Then
both engi nes stopped, and for a few mnutes the drivers bellowed into their mcrophones.

Thr ough the wi ndow Maitland could see the sides of a six-footdeep ditch. Behind was the
ragged edge of the asphalt roadway, ahead the nassive outline of the tank, its rear track wheels
still on the road.

The driver opened his comruni cati ng door and came swarning aft, furious with what had
happened, waving his arnms and shouting: "Of, off, offl Don't sit here like a |ot of helpless
sheep. "

The flight sergeant bridl ed, wondering whether to pull his rank on the corporal, then
t hought better of it.

"What do we do now, nmte?" he asked.

The driver kicked the suitcases out of the way, shouted scornfully, "Walk, what else? I'm
bl oody well not going to carry you back!"

He unl ocked the rear doors, pushed them open. The Centurion switched on its rear lights,
flooding the interior of the carrier. To the left on the pavenent above, Miitland could see the
gray hunped back of a pedestrian tunnel. Part of it had collapsed into the ditch, affording a
conveni ent access point. The driver pointed to it.

"Take that back to Knightsbridge Underground,"” he barked at them "Follow the Piccadilly
Line to Hammersnith and you'll be picked up there. CGot it?"

Mai tl and hesitated, then began to crawl along the bottomof the ditch toward the aperture
in the tunnel. The wind drove overhead |i ke an express train, sucking at the | ow pressure space in

the road, and he clung to the danp soil like a linpet. Reaching the tunnel, he pulled hinself in,
then hel ped the others who canme after him
When they were all inside they saw the Centurion roar into life and nove sharply away from

the ditch, its lights flashing, then swing round and drive off down the street.
The tunnel had originally been six feet high, but the wind pres.. sure and the successive
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shells of reinforcing materials added during the past week had |l owered the ceiling to little nore
than five feet off the ground. Here and there, at 50-yard intervals, a stormlantern cast a fitfu
gl ow over the dripping bags.

Crouchi ng down, they noved forward, Maitland in the lead. it was only half a nile back to
Kni ght sbri dge, and luckily the tunnel was unbreached at any other point. A few people lay about in
mekeshi ft sl eeping bags by the stormlights--claustrophobes, Mitland assunmed, who were nore
terrified of their basenents and the Underground than of the wind, and who preferred the surface
tunnels with their long corridors and spaced |lights. Tripping over abandoned cl ot hing and cooking
utensils, they reached the station in five mnutes. The entranceway had been heavily fortified
with reinforced concrete by the arny. Two armed policenmen in black wind suits checked their
passes, then directed themto the signals unit set up in the ticket booth.

After the deserted, darkened streets, the station was a blaze of lights, packed with
t housands of people huddl ed about on the upper level with their bundles of |uggage, walling off
crude cubicles with blankets and rai ncoats, cooking over prinus stoves, queuing endlessly at the
latrines. Sleeping figures and parcels of |uggage crowded the floor. They picked their way over
the outstretched linbs, trying not to disturb the fretfully sleeping children and ol der peopl e,
till they |located the two signalers operating the radio transmtter

After five mnutes they contacted the Hanmersmith control point and confirned the driver's
arrangenent that a carrier fromBrandon Hall would pick themup in a couple of hours' tine.

Peopl e were sitting all the way down the stationary escal ators, huddl ed agai nst each
other's knees, blankets wapped around them plastic bags at their feet containing gnawed | oaves
of bread, a few nmeagre cans and battered thernoses. Stepping past them Mitland s group nmade
their way down to the |lower platfornms, where sone senbl ance of order had been enforced. Wnen and
children had been allocated the westbound platform while the nen and service units occupied the
east bound. Wboden partitions had been erected and police patrolled the exits and entrances.

They were steered onto the platform junped down between the rails and began to wal k al ong
to the next station, South Kensington. Electric bulbs strung along the tunnel shone down onto the
track. On the platform above thema throng of soldiers and other nmen lay in their sleeping packs,
nmost of them asl eep, a few watching inpassively, their eyes dull

They had nearly reached the end of the platformwhen soneone ahead sat up and waved to
Mai tl and. He turned around, recognized the hall porter fromthe apartnment block

“"Dr. Maitland! Spare a minute, will you, Doctor?"

He was sitting back against a | arge expensive suitcase to which Maitland guessed he had
hel ped himself in one of the deserted apartnents.

"Doctor, | wanted to tell you. Ms. Maitland' s still up there."

Maitland stiffened. "What? Are you sure?" Wen the porter nodded, he clenched his fists
involuntarily. He had overesti mated Susan's resourceful ness. "Crazy fool! Couldn't you nake her
cone down here?"

“I told her, Doctor, believe ne. She was there only yesterday. Said she wanted to stay and
wat ch the houses falling."

" Watch_ thenP Where is she? In the basenent?"

The porter shook his head. "Up in your flat, Doctor. The wi ndows are all smashed and she's
living inthe lift now It's stuck on the sixth floor."

Mai tl and hesitated, |ooking over his shoulder. His two conpani ons were just disappearing
around the first bend in the tunnel. They would reach Harmersnith in 45 minutes, probably have
nore than an hour to wait before Brandon Hall got around to picking them up

"Can | still get to Lowndes Square?" he asked the porter. "The tunnels are standi ng?"

The porter nodded. "Follow the one down Sl oane Street, then cut through the Pakistan
Enbassy garage. Takes you straight into the block. Watch it though, Doctor. There's big stuff
com ng down all the tine."

Maitland junped onto the platformand retraced his steps up the escalator. He reached the
entranceway and pressed through the late arrivals pushing in fromthe tunnel, even |less well
equi pped than those already there. Many of them were without bedding or food, holding a mlk
bottle full of water as their sole rations for the next few weeks. Mitland checked each one of
themcarefully in case Susan had decided to take shelter, then crouched down and entered the
t unnel

Crude signposts had been put up at junction points within the tunnel system Turning right
into Sloane Street, he ran with his head down, feeling his way along the irregular corridor of
bursting sandbags. A few cracks of light added to the scanty illunination provided by the storm
lanterns. Qusts of air poured in, spumng white cenment dust |ike escape valves bl owi ng off steam

Two hundred yards down Sl oane Street the tunnel ended in a short flight of steps into a
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smal | fortified basenent bel ow one of the office blocks. This had recently been used as a
tenporary first-aid post. Two or three cubicles stood agai nst one wall, behind a boiler. There was
atindesk littered with forms and enpty dried-m |k cartons.

Crossing the basenent, he kicked back a door into the garbagedi sposal unit and clinbed
anot her staircase into a fortified passageway, where pit props were placed at two-yard intervals.
This branched left and right when it reached Lowndes Square. The | efthand section ended abruptly
in a heap of rubble where one of the ol der houses had coll apsed into the road. The other ran in
the direction of the apartnment house, and Maitland clinbed through a breach in the wall into the
basenment garage of the Pakistan Enbassy.

In the ranp outside, a long black Cadillac |inpusine sagged back on a broken rear axle,
tires flat, windows shattered, a collection of half-packed suitcases abandoned by the open trunk
Protecting his face fromthe stones and tiles ricocheting between the high walls, Mitland dived
through into the service doorway of the apartnent house.

Al the apartnments had been abandoned, and air whirled around the stairway, changing its
direction every few seconds, driving clouds of dust and rubble up and down the steps.

Maitland pulled hinmself up to the sixth floor and | ooked into the elevator. A snal
| eather arnthair stood inside it, two dirty cushions and a screwed-up bl anket revealing the
outline of some small figure.

Maitland raced up the next three floors to his own apartment, pushed back the door. The
hall was in darkness; air swirled through fromthe | ounge, dragging at the litter of old
newspapers and magazi nes. He ran through, steadying hinself as he reached the door. The French
wi nhdows had been torn out and the steel frames quivered as the wind rushed past the end of the
bui |l di ng, an enornous turbul ent vortex bursting explosively around the ragged stonework. The
out si de bal cony had been ripped off and all the furniture in the room had been sucked out by the
vortex and carried away over the roof of the Enbassy bel ow.

For a monent he felt that he was standing over the propellors of some gigantic aircraft
carrier, gazing out at the withing wake as the vessel plunged through boiling seas, shielded from
the sky by the overhanging flight deck. He was | ooking westward across the city, the stormdriven
rooftops stretching to the horizon |ike huge ragged waves, obscured by a spray of dust and grit.

"Quite a view, isn't it, Donal d?" he heard sonmeone say quietly at his shoul der. He turned
to see Susan in the doorway behind him

"Susan! What are you doi ng here?" He reached out to her. "Get your things together and
come down to the Underground Station. Everyone's sheltering there."

Susan shook her head and stepped past himinto the | ounge, swaying as the w nd caught her
Her hair clung in a matted net around her face, gray with dust and dirt. She still wore the
cocktail dress he had |ast seen her in. The full skirt was torn and stained, the net underskirt
trailing at her heels. One of the shoul der straps had gone and the front of the dress hung down
| oosely, revealing her scratched dirty skin.

He caught her as she rode a gust of air that swept out through the bal cony, pulled her
agai nst hi nsel f.

"Susan, for God's sake, what are you playing at? This is no tinme for putting on an act."

She | eaned against him snmiling wanly. "I'mnot, Donald," she said mldly, "believe ne. |
just like to watch the wind. The whol e of London's starting to fall down. Soon it'll all be bl own
away, Peter and you and everybody."

She | ooked tired and hungry. Mitland wondered whet her she had eaten. Perhaps the porter
had bartered a little food for a decanter of whiskey, tried to keep her going.

Maitland put his arm around her shoul ders, began to draw her into the corridor. "Conme on,
darling. This whole building will be com ng down too in a few hours. You' ve got to get out of
here. The Underground's the only place."”

She twi sted away fromhim revealing a sudden unexpected strength.

"Not for me, Donald," she said evenly, stepping backward into the |Iounge. "You go, if you
want to. |I'mstaying here.” \Wen he reached out to her again she stepped back quickly, only nine
or ten feet fromthe inferno raging outside the bal cony, and poised there, her hair swept back off
her head.

When he hesitated, she glanced at himpityingly for a nonent, then turned and | ooked over
the rooftops. "I've been frightened for too |ong, Donald. O Daddy, and you and nyself. Now I'm
not any longer. You go and dig a hole in the ground sonewhere if you want to--"

Her eyes were away from himand Mitland dived forward and sei zed her arm d enching her
teeth, she kicked out at him her slimbody uncoiling Iike a frantic spring. They struggled
silently, then Susan wrenched away and stepped back

"Susan!" Mitland shouted at her. For a nonent she stared wildly at him then noved away.
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She was only a few feet fromthe open wi ndow. Suddenly the wind caught her. Before he could nove
it whirled her back off her feet against the door frame; then spun her head over heels into the
open air.

Down on his knees, Maitland saw her for an instant, catapulted through the updraught
rising fromthe street, bounce off the roof of the Enbassy building and then spin away |ike a
smashed doll into the maze of rooftops beyond. A few feet fromhimthe air pounded at the door
frame, ripping away the masonry fromthe exposed edge

For five minutes he lay on the floor, head pressed to the dull parquet, the pain and
vi ol ence of Susan's death stunning his nmind. Then, slowy, he pulled hinself backward to the door
and got to his feet.

The strength of the wind had increased significantly as he retraced his steps through the
Paki st an Enmbassy and along the tunnel to the first-aid post. Somewhere the system of energency
tunnel s had been badly breached. As he stepped through the aid post sonething struck the ceiling
above his head, splitting the concrete and sending down a shower of dust. The buil ding began to
qui ver restlessly, indicating that the roof had been breached. Soon heavy sections of masonry
woul d cone toppling through the floors, knock out the central transverse supports and allow the
wind to push the walls in Iike cardboard hoardi ngs.

Maitland clinbed into the Sloane Street tunnel. A hundred yards away a single | anp
flickered dismally, illunminating the narrow corridor of |eaking sandbags, the noisture exuded from
the wet cement making it resenbl e an abandoned sewer. Head down, he hurried along to the station
entrance.

He ran down the steps, then pitched forward on his knees, banging his head against the far
wal | . Picking up his torch, he shone it around the floor, feeling for the steps with his hands.

Hal fway down the staircase, heavy steel shutters had been sealed into place, an i movable
lid of three-inch plate that cut himoff fromthe sanctuary bel ow

Trying not to lose his self-control, he clinbed out of the staircase and re-entered the
tunnel. He switched the torch off to conserve the battery and groped along the walls, his only
hope to get out of the tunnel before it collapsed and find a deep basement in one of the buildings
off the street that would remain intact when its upper floors gave way.

Above him apparently far away to the left, a dimrunbling had started. He stopped and
waited as it grew nearer, flicking on the torch. Then, ten yards away, in a cataract of dust and
noi se, an enornous section of masonry plunged straight through the roof of the tunnel, letting in
a tornado of exploding brickwork that drove Maitland backward off his feet. As he pulled hinself
upright the entire roof of the tunnel bulged inward, then collapsed in a vast aval anche of debris
that poured in around him shutting out the light that had burst through the first aperture.

Mai tl and stunbl ed back, shielding his head fromthe falling rubble. Massive trenors struck
the walls of the tunnel, and its floor began to tilt in awkward jerks.

Maitl and waited, ready to retreat back into the entranceway, watching the dust swrl
around himin the thin beamof the torch. After a few nminutes he edged forward carefully. The
quake had ended, the building that had coll apsed across the tunnel --Harvey N chols, one of the big
department stores--had settled itself.

A few yards ahead the tunnel ended abruptly. An entire floor section had sliced through it
like a guillotine, sealing it off as cleanly and absolutely as the bul khead ten yards behind him
Maitland started to kick away the debris around the slab, then gave up and backed away fromthe
acrid dust.

He was trapped neatly, like a rat in a pain corridor, except that here there would be no
further signals. He had a runway about ten feet |ong, bounded at either end by inpassable walls.
Di sturbed for half a minute, the air quickly settled, soon was conpletely still.

Suddenly he felt weak, and dropped to his knees. Putting his hand up to his head, he felt
bl ood eddying froma wi de wound across the back of his scalp. He sat down and started to take out
his first-aid kit, then realized he was | osing consciousness. He managed to switch off the torch
just as his mind began to spin and fall, plunging through the surface of a deep inky well.

Around him the rubble began to shift again.

By now the pyranid was al nbost conplete. Its apex overtopped the steel w ndshields, and a
subsidiary line of shields, staked to the upper slopes of the pyranmid, protected the nmen scaling
t he peak. They noved slowy, strung together by long cables, form ng the Iast cornices and
I ynchst ones, dragged and buffeted together |ike blind slaves.

Bel ow, nost of the huge graders and m xers had turned away, were laying and form ng the
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I ong ranparts which led into the wind fromthe base of the pyramid. Ten feet thick and tw ce as
high at their deepest point, they rose fromthe black earth, stretching fromthe body of the
pyram d |ike the recunbent forelinbs of sonme headl ess sphinx.

Watching themfromhis eyrie in the pyramd, the iron-faced man christened the ranparts in
his mnd, calling themthe gateways of the whirlw nd.

5

The Scavengers

“Pat."
The girl stirred, murmured sonmething as she lay half asleep in his arnms on the old
mattress against the wall, then nestled closer to him

Wth his free hand Lanyon stroked her blonde hair, sweeping it back gently over her small
neat ears, then kissed her carefully on the forehead, trying to keep his four-day stubble away
fromher skin. Pressed against him she felt warmand confortable, wearing his |eather jacket
around her shoul ders while her own coat covered their |egs, buttoned up around t hem

Lanyon | ooked down and wat ched her face, her eyelids noving occasionally as she reached
toward the surface of consciousness, her full lips slightly parted in a relaxed snile, w de snooth
cheekbones still unbl enmi shed by the duststorms. She breathed steadily, then slowy rai sed her head
and slipped his left armfrombeneath it.

"Steve?" She stirred, opened her eyes sleepily as he disengaged his |l egs fromthe coat.

He bent down and ki ssed her nouth gently. "It's O K, darling. You sleep. |I'mjust going
to smell the air."

He covered her carefully, then stood up and stepped across her to the other end of the
pi | | box, head stooped to avoid the roof. Qutside, the air whistled past interninably, the

turbul ence around the hill face making it difficult to assess its velocity.
Lanyon searched his pockets, found a packet of Caporals he had discovered in a cupboard at
the airfield, lit one carefully and went over to the gun slit. They had bl ocked it with a heap of

bricks and stones. Pulling a few of them away, Lanyon carefully dislodged a brick in the center of
the pile and slowy slid it back

From his watch he noted it was 7:35 A M Qutside, through the narrow gun slit, he could
see across the ruined dam down the valley to Genoa and the sea. O ouds of dust and vapor | owered
the ceiling to little nore than two or three hundred yards, and visibility to half a mle.

The pillbox had been built into the mouth of one of the caves in the cliff face
overl ooki ng the east side of the dam Shielded by the 300-foot bluff above and recessed ten feet
back into the cave nouth, it provided an excellent vantage point fromwhich to survey the valley
bel ow. Lanyon noticed that the dam had al nost conpletely vani shed by now, a thin ragged rim of
concrete four or five feet high all that remained of the original 1 oo-foot wall. The reservoir
behind it had been drai ned, the bed eaten snooth by the air passing overhead, strewn now with
count | ess boul ders and rock fragnents blown in fromthe hills.

Lanyon wondered if nost of the world' s great rivers had been simlarly drained. Was the
Amazon a dry mile-wide ribbon of sand, the M ssissippi a 2,000-nile-1ong inland beach?

Three miles away the coastline and the sea were a blur, but the port of Genoa appeared to
be sealed by a ring of wecks. Alnpbst certainly the _Terrapin_ would still be at its berth in the
sub-pen, unless he had been abandoned and the ship recruited for sone other special mssion, in
which case it was probably lying on the bottom of the ocean. The chances of reaching the sub-pens
seermed slim but over the past days they had nanaged to get fromthe airfield to their present
retreat, and with luck they woul d keep novi ng.

Lanyon pulled on the cigarette, watching a | arge wooden shed sail through the air 50 feet
of f the ground about half a mile away. It was still intact, rotating slowy, apparently just
di sl odged from sone protected site. Suddenly it struck the shoulder of one of the hills |eaning
into the valley, and imedi ately disintegrated |like a bursting shell into a nomentary cloud of
pi eces each no bigger than a mat chbox.

He replaced the brick and packed the wi ndow slit carefully. Patricia was still asleep
apparently exhausted. They had arrived at the pillbox two days ago, after a frantic 90-m | e-an-
hour ride in a renovated staff car. Here they had enough food for a few nore days--two or three
cans of salt pork they had found in the basenment, a basket of rotting peaches and half a dozen
bottl es of coarse w ne.
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Lanyon slipped out through the doorway into the rear of the cave. Ten yards fromthe
pilibox the floor dipped downward and expanded into a wide gallery which had been used as a mess
room by the troops guarding the dam Tiers of bunks lined the walls, and two [ong rough tables
were in the center, strewn with unwashed cutlery and bits of bread. Water dripped froma score of
cracks in the ceiling, formng in pools on the floor or running away into the other caves |eading
off fromthe gallery.

Lanyon picked up a clean jerrican, scooped up sone of the water and then put it on the
tabl e. Treadi ng through the debris of sodden nagazi nes and cigarette packets, he nade his way to
the rear of the gallery, took one of the | ower passageways that had been fitted with a sinple
railing. It curved downward slightly, and appeared to be the energency exit out into the ravine
behind the cliff. A side road had led into the ravine, but Lanyon had been unable to steer the car
into it when they arrived, and they had been carried into the lee of the cliff and left to craw
out of the weck and clinb up the face to the pillbox 50 feet above.

At several points the cave broke through the side of the cliff and through the apertures
Lanyon coul d see across to the sheer brownstone face twenty yards away. Air gusted into the
ravine, but small firs and thornbushes still clung to rocky | edges. He and Patricia would probably
be able to use the route if it led in the right direction

He stepped out of the nouth at the bottom and | ooked around him The cliffs on either side
went up 300 feet and a continuous cascade of stones and rocks fell fromtheir tops, spitting at
the ground around Lanyon's feet. Bracing hinself against the wall of the ravine, he slid al ong
t hrough the downdraught of air, trying to see where the narrow corridor |ed. Overhangi ng shel ves
of rock shielded himoccasionally fromthe hail. The high gulleys ran away at oblique angles into
the hills, and the whol e system appeared to nmove southwest, in the direction of Genoa and the sea.

One hundred yards out, he turned back and re-entered the cave.

Patricia was sitting up when he reached the pillbox, conbing her hair in the mrror of her
conpact. She had | ost her handbag and nmake-up but her lips were full and red, her skin a honey
cream and she | ooked fresh and vital, even though she had been through the last five days with
little to eat and a mini num of rest.

"Hell o, Steve." She smiled up at him "Anything happeni ng?"

"Still blowing hard,” he told her. "Looks as if it's nearing the twohundred-m | e-an-hour
mar k. How do you feel ?"

"Wonderful. This is the life that really does a girl good." She reached out to take his
hand, the |apels of the wi ndbreaker sw ngi ng back.

"Whoops, " she said. She pulled Lanyon down to her. "Anyone el se around?" she asked.

Lanyon shook his head, grinned affectionately at her.

"No. Go ahead, though, I'mwatching."

Patricia put her finger on his nose, pushed hi mback. "Now, now, Conmander, just put away
that naughty periscope. And you haven't shaved."

Lanyon took her in his arns and they westled playfully on the mattress. He ki ssed her
hard on the nouth, then sat up and | ooked at his watch. "Pat, | hate to break up a party, but if
we're going to get out of here we'd better start noving soon. Do you feel strong enough?”

Lyi ng back, she nodded and put her hand on his arm

"Just about. What do we have to do?"

"There's a ravine that |leads off toward the city. Wth luck we nmay be able to reach the
outskirts, then pick up sone nilitary transport." He |ooked at his watch. "I'mfrightened that if
we don't get back soon Matheson may accidentally scuttle the ship. O else that it'|ll be detailed
of f on sonme other wild-goose chase."

He stood up and pulled a can out of the Italian arny haversack hung bel ow the gun slit.
Clipping open the lid, he carried it and the jerrican across to Patricia.

“"It's probably worth trying to eat sonme nore of this stuff, even though it doesn't | ook
it. Anyway, if it's any consolation it's not nuch worse than the chow aboard the _Terrapin_."

Forking some of the pork into her nmouth, Patricia pulled a face. "Crunbs, | don't know
whether I'Il conme with you after all." She paused, her face worried. "Steve, do you really think
they'll let nme on? | know you're the captain and all that, but after the admirals' w ves have nade

t hensel ves confortable there just nay not be enough roomfor a working gal from NBC. "

Lanyon sniled at her. "Relax. There aren't any admrals' wives in the neighborhood, |et
alone any adnirals. You'll be on board even if | have to marry you."

" Bven?_ " Patricia said in a playful tone. "Well, thanks."

A vortex of air whirling down the face of the cliff pulled at the pillbox, shifting the
stones heaped into the window slit, spitting dust over their heads. Lanyon took her hand and
steadi ed her, then lifted her to her feet. His hands felt her shoul ders under the w ndbreaker, her
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ash-bl onde hair billowi ng across his face as her head tipped back under the pressure of his nouth
on her Iips.

Entering the ravine, they noved cautiously along the east wall, sheltering under the
over hangi ng shel ves whil e showers of stones drove down fromthe roof, darting forward during the
clear periods. Air swirled around them exploding with vicious snaps as vortices span off the lips
of the ravine and burst against the floor 300 feet bel ow. Hi gher up, just under the roof, they
could see a few forlorn firs clinging to their footholds in the sides of the rock face, their
outlines blurring as they quivered in the duststorm

They reached the point to which Lanyon had expl ored previously, where the ravine divided,
the | arger space, on the northern side, gradually opening out into a wi de-walled valley, across
which the air stream noved |ike a huge wave front over a rockpool, sucking away every | oose
fragment of rock, every vestige of vegetation. Lanyon realized that if they ventured into the
val l ey the negativepressure field woul d probably suck them straight up into the air and whirl them
away toward the hills in the west.

The southern division was little nore than a narrow fissure in the rock face, shelving
away toward the southeast at a gradually tilting angle. Once a snall stream had spl ashed down it,
and the stones were smooth and polished, still danp in the sandy bed.

They clinbed along it, a narrow ribbon of daylight w ndi ng sonewhere above themto the
left. Lanyon held Patricia' s hand, steered her over heavy boul ders and spurs, pulling her across
snoot h polished slabs that fell across their pathway |ike eroded tonbstones.

For half an hour they nade steady progress eastward, noving, Lanyon estinated, at |east a
mle nearer the city, alnpbst in sight of the farthest suburbs. The ravine opened into a narrow
flat-bottonmed canyon, the sheer face on its eastern side sheltering the treecovered sl opes
stretching away fromthem

Patricia pulled Lanyon's arm

"Steve, | ook. Over there. Is that a farmhouse?"

Lanyon foll owed her pointing finger, saw the | ow ragged outline of what had once been a
castellated wall curving away al ong a road which crossed the end of the canyon

"May be part of an old castle or chateau,” Lanyon comrented. "Wth luck we'll find sonmeone
el se there. Cone on."

On their right the ground shelved steeply to the crest of the cliff 150 feet above them
Built onto the supporting shoul ders was what bad once been a nonastery, a long two-storied conpl ex
of nmassive stone walls and buttresses five or six hundred years old. The top story and roof had
been stripped away but the |ower section, just under the crest, was still intact, rooted into the
sl opi ng rock face bel ow.

The ruined wall enclosed what was | eft of the garden and vi neyards. Hal fway al ong, an
arched doorway let into a yard between | ow outbuil dings. Lanyon took Patricia's arm and they bent
down and noved slowy along the wall toward the entrance. They paused in one of the doorways, and
Lanyon pounded on the heavy wooden shutters.

"No one here!" he yelled to Patricia. "Let's see if we can get inside." They noved around
the yard, trying the windows and shutters. Al the entrances had been carefully seal ed, the doors
into the main building braced with padl ocked crossbars. Lanyon pointed to the circular stone |id
of the grain chute recessed into the cobbl es.

"There's a good chance we'll be able to get in through here." He pulled out his jack
kni fe, snapped the blade open and pried it in under the lip of the lid, tearing his nails as he
wrestl ed the heavy disc out of its socket. Finally he freed it, dragged it to one side and peered
down into the chute. Fifteen feet below the polished netal slide angled down into one of the
storage silos, wooden stalls half filled with grain. Lanyon took Patricia's hands, watched her
di sappear down into the dimhalf |ight.

He foll owed her quickly, trying to brace hinmself but ending up to his waist in the soft
rustling grain. They shook their clothes free, Patricia |eaning on Lanyon's shoul der, and thoved
bel ow the arched ceiling toward a | ow flight of steps that led into another storeroom Here and
there light filtered in through narrow grilles, revealing the dimoutlines of corridors w nding
bet ween nassive pillars and vaul ted ceilings.

The next storeroomwas enpty. They crossed it, wal ked down a short flight of ancient steps
into the basenent of the nonastery itself.

"Looks as if this nonastery's been disused for sone while," Lanyon commented to Patricia.
"The local farmers probably work the and and store their grain here."

They reached heavy wooden doors at the end of the corridor. Lanyon turned the circul ar
hasp in the | ock and peered through into total darkness. Taking out his flashlight, he flashed it
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on, then whistled sharply.

"Wait a minute, Pat. |I think I"'mwong."
They were looking into a | arge storeroom about 30 yards long, floor and far wall cut into
the cliff itself, roof carried by nmassive buttresses. Stacked in lines down the full length of the

room wer e hundreds of huge crates and cartons, their contents glinting in the torch beam

"The nmonks nust have stored everything away here before they left," Lanyon nuttered. They
moved forward down one of the aisles. He brushed agai nst a square waist-high object that gonged
metallically, then shone the torch on a |arge white washi ng nachi ne.

He tapped it to attract Patricia s attention. "Up to date, aren't they?" Myving the torch
he then saw that there were half a dozen other machines next to it, all of themtaped with the
manuf acturer's protective w appers.

Pausing, he started to exam ne the stacks of cases nore carefully.

"These haven't even been used," Patricia conmented.

Lanyon nodded. "I know. Something curious about all this. Look at those." He swung the
flashlight against the wall, where the bl ank eyes of 20 or 30 TV receivers stared back at them
like a display in a darkened shop wi ndow. Next to the TV sets were two big red-and-yell ow pl astic-
fronted jukeboxes, and beyond these a pile of radios, vacuum cl eaners and electric stoves, heaped
with snmaller cartons containing irons, hair driers and other domestic appliances.

Fl ashi ng the torch, Lanyon wal ked slowy down the aisle. On the left, down the center of
the storeroom was a solid wall of what appeared to be machine tools--lathes, circular saws, jig-
cutting equi pnment--the steel bearings and drives pasted over with brown tape.

"One of the stores nust be using this place as its warehouse,” Patricia remarked. "Strange
sel ection of itens, though.”

Lanyon nodded. "How did they get all this stuff up here?" They bad reached the far end of
the room and he turned the handle of the double oak doors. "Looks to me--"

As he opened the door, lights noved at the far end of the corridor beyond, and he had a
brief inpression of four or five men shifting some bul ky object on a small trolley. He pushed the
door to and snapped off the torch, just as a shout of recognition went up

"Steve, they've seen us!" Lanyon held Patricia's arm

"Listen, Pat, |I'mnot sure who these people are. They look like looters to ne. W'd better
get out of here.”

He switched on the torch again and they ran quickly down the aisle past the stacks of
radi os and washi ng machi nes. As they reached the doorway Lanyon saw a | arge bl ack-garbed figure
moving silently bel ow the vaulted arches of the adjacent storeroom The man noticed the beam of
Lanyon's torch and imredi ately slid back into the darkness behind one of the pillars.

Lanyon pulled Patricia back into an al cove between the door and the stack of TV sets. He
slipped his .45 automatic out of its holster, eased up the safety catch

"WAait here, Pat," he whispered. "Try not to nove. Soneone cane in after us through the
grain store. 1'll see if | can get behind him" He felt her hand hold his tightly, her face tense.
He dived through the doorway and crouched down behind one of the pillars, just as the doors on the
far side of the storeroom swing back and torches flared across the piles of merchandi se.

Lanyon began to edge forward to a central pillar that fanned out in the niddle of the
chanber. Ahead of him he could hear soneone noving al ong the stonework.

He was hal fway across when |lights flooded on in the storeroombehind him a string of
bul bs around the walls filling the chanber with hard white light. Voices shouted out again, feet
hanmered across the stone floor.

Spi nni ng around, he ran back to the storeroom reached the door just as Patricia, hiding
in the alcove a few feet fromhim screaned.

Dazzled for a nonent by the light, Lanyon's eyes raced around the room He caught a
fleeting glinpse of two swarthy-faced nmen in black trousers and w ndbreakers swarmni ng between the
crates, then saw a third noving ninbly hal fway down the aisle, a heavy Mauser in one hand, the
Il ong barrel pointed at Patricia.

The shot roared out into the confined air, slammng against the tiers of netal cabinets,
the flame flashing off the TV screens. One next to Patricia shattered in a burst of glass. The man
with the Mauser stopped, feet placed wi de apart, then raised the gun again.

Dropping to one knee, Lanyon straightened his arm steadied his elbowwith his |eft hand,
then fired quickly. The power of the .45 stunned the air for a noment, and the two nmen on the far
side of the room ducked down. The gunnman with the Mauser had been kicked back onto the floor by
the heavy bullet passing through his chest, and lay inertly on his face, blood | eaking slowy
across the cobbl es.

Lanyon knelt down to see if Patricia was all right, but out of the side of his eye was
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awar e of someone bendi ng over him He managed to duck just as the bl ow caught his ear, rode onto
thefloor with it. As he started to get up the man kicked himviciously in the chest and Lanyon
staggered back, ribs tearing with pain, trying to level his automatic.

Then the other two nen were on him westling himdow onto the floor again, their fists
slamm ng at his face. A heavy boot stanped onto his hand, knocking the gun away, and then he was
pul | ed back on his feet and propped up agai nst one of the packing cases. He had a confused i mage
of Patricia down on her knees; then a big man with a red vicious face cl ubbed hi m savagely across
the forehead with the barrel of the .45. Lanyon sagged over and smashed on the floor. The big nman
snapped the gun butt into his hand and leveled it at Lanyon, his eyes narrowing |like an insane
pig's.

The two other nmen stood waiting expectantly, one of themwith his knee in the small of
Patricia's back, holding her down on the floor. Lanyon rolled wearily against the case, trying to
clear his eyes of the blood running fromthe wound across his tenple, barely aware of the gun
barrel a few inches fromhis head.

Suddenly the big nman paused, |owered the gun, then stepped forward and ri pped open
Lanyon's w ndbreaker, grabbing the lapels of his drill jacket, fingering the gold USN tabs. He
stuffed the automatic into his belt and cuffed Lanyon's head back, running his strong thick
fingers over Lanyon's bruised cheeks.

He tapped Lanyon's face softly, and a grimsnile broke across his huge features. He took
Lanyon by the shoul ders, shook himtwice in his strong arms.

"Eh, Capitano!" he called out. "You OK , boy?"

When Lanyon steadied hinmself and | ooked at him he stepped back and gestured to his nen to
hel p Patricia to her feet. Then he grinned at Lanyon, pulled one of the men over to himby the
shoul der, and spoke to himrapidly in Italian, jerking his thunb at Lanyon

The man nodded, then spoke to Lanyon

“You help Luigi at Viamllia," he told Lanyon nmatter-of-factly. "He ask how you feeling?"

Lanyon | ooked across at Luigi, massaging his painful neck with one hand. Dinmy he
remenbered the huge distraught Italian in the damaged church, hurling the debris off the pews Ilike
a nmaddened bul | .

Patricia stunbl ed across to himand he put his armaround her, pressed her head into his
shoul der.

"Steve, are you all right?" she gasped. "Wo are they? Wat are they going to do with us?"

Lanyon pulled hinself together, managed to snile back at Luigi. He spoke to the
interpreter, a small thin-faced man with a striped shirt.

"Sure, | remenber him Tell himIl'mjust about in one piece, but |I could use sone water."
While the thin-faced man interpreted, Lanyon patted Patricia' s shoulder. "W ran into himin a
small town on the way out of Genoa. His family were trapped in a church. W hel ped get themout."

Lui gi nodded to the interpreter, gestured themall across the storeroomto the door
Slowy they nade their way out, avoiding the body of the gunman lying on the floor in a w dening
pool of blood. Luigi picked up the Mauser, ramred it into his belt next to Lanyon's .45. They
entered the corridor, then turned off through a small doorway into a narrow | owceilinged room
where a single Iight burned | ow over a bare wooden table. Inset into the Walls were four bunks,

t he beddi ng runpled and filthy.

One of the men snapped off the corridor lights and cl osed the door behind them but Lanyon
noticed a small printing press on the trolley outside.

Luigi pulled up a chair by the table and Lanyon | owered hinself siowiy into it, Patricia
sitting down on the edge of the bed behind him Luigi barked at the two nen; one slipped outside
and returned a nonment later with a jug full of water, and the little interpreter rooted al ong the
shel f over the fireplace and produced a griny glass. Luigi took it, pulled the cork out of a
bottle of chianti, poured sonme into the glass and passed it across to Patricia, then pushed the
bottl e over to Lanyon.

Lanyon swabbed down his face and neck, then tore one pocket off his shirt and pasted it
over the wound on his forehead. Slightly refreshed, he sat back and put his hand reassuringly on
Patricia's knee, squeezed her thigh

First tipping the neck of the bottle toward Luigi, he filled his nouth with the harsh
bitter wine, then passed it back across the table.

Luigi pulled up a chair and sat down. He jerked a thumb over his shoulder. "Ship? You?" He
spoke to the interpreter, who was clearing the jug of water

"Luigi asks if you go back for your ship?"

Lanyon nodded. "Trying to. How can we get there--the subnmari ne base? You know any covered
roads?"
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The interpreter translated this for Luigi, and the two nmen | ooked at each other silently
for a noment. Then Luigi frowned and mnuttered sonet hing.

"Very strong wind," the interpreter explained. "Can't nove on the streets now. Big hotels,
he snapped his fingers "--all goi ng bang!

Lanyon gl anced at his watch. It was 2:35. Soon it would be dark; novenent woul d be
i mpossible until the next norning.

"What about everything in the storeroon?" he asked curtly. "How did you get it up here?
You were carrying sonething big in just now"

There was a | engthy consultation, during which the interpreter shrugged repeatedly and
Lui gi appeared to be trying to make up his mnd

Lanyon spoke to Patricia over his shoulder. "They nmust be looting the warehouses and

houses- -

stores around here. Presumably |looting is now puni shabl e by death. | suppose he's afraid we'l]l
report himto the mlitary governor."
The other man, older, with a dry wi zened face and a cropped skull, joined in the

conversation, throwi ng sharp rem nders across the table at Luigi, who was fingering his gun belt
uneasily. Finally he appeared to cone to a decision. He rapped sonething out and they all fel
silent.

Luigi smiled slowy at Lanyon, relaxing perceptibly, then | eaned forward and pulled a
crunpl ed bundl e of paper out of his hip pocket. Carefully his big workman's fingers pried the
pages open, and he spread out a battered map of the city, streets ringed crudely with penciled
circles, marked into a series of zones.

The interpreter pulled up a chair and pointed to the map. "W take you," he said to Lanyon
after he and Luigi had nuttered softly to each other. "But, er, you know-" he nade a gesture
around the eyes, placing the tips of his fingers together over the bridge of his nose.

"Bl i ndf ol d?" Lanyon suggest ed.

"Si, blindfold." The interpreter smled, then el aborated slowy. "And blindfold afterward,
you understand? Al blindfold."

Lanyon nodded. Luigi was watching narrowy, sizing himup

"Looks as if they're happy," Lanyon said to Patricia.

"How can they take us, though?" she asked.

Lanyon shrugged. "Cellars, basenents, underground tunnels. An old city |ike Genoa nust be
honeyconbed with secret passageways. | suppose this nonastery had one down to the city for the
benefit of the nmonks on Saturday night in the bad old days. They've been noving sone pretty big
stuff in so | should think we're in luck. The only problemis howto get into the base itself once
we reach the downtown section of the city. We'll just have to pray we'll be able to pick up
transport sonewhere. There isn't a hope of our covering even five yards out in the open on our
own. "

He watched the big Italian tracing a route on the map, then spoke to the interpreter

"Tell me, is his wife OK ? She was in the church.”

When the interpreter nodded, he added: "Tell Luigi |I'msorry about the shooting in here."

The interpreter grinned, began to chuckle to hinself.

"That's O K. ," he said. "Mre for us, eh?"

Single file, Luigi leading with the interpreter, followed by Lanyon and Patricia, the
third man in the rear, they entered the passageway runni ng down fromthe nonastery.

Thi s had been cut straight through the soft chalk of the cliff, and ran for about a nile
Iinking together three churches with the nonastery. Six feet high and about a yard across, it was
just wi de enough for the trolley, but the effort of noving it uphill must have been enornous. How
far below the surface they were Lanyon found it difficult to estimate. They emerged into the crypt
of the nearest church and for the first time could hear the wind drumri ng past overhead, its deep
al | - pervadi ng whi ne singing through the angles in the shattered ruins. Then the tunnel sank
bel owgr ound agai n and the sounds were | ost.

G adual | y Lanyon noticed that the air had begun to conme to life in the passageway. Odd
shifts of wind edged past, periodically sudden gusts of grit billowed into their faces, and Luigi
woul d stop and switch off his torch. However, it was obvious he was nore afraid of the nmilitary
authorities than of the w nd.

"What speed is it now?" Lanyon asked the interpreter as they crouched down during one of
the pauses, waiting for Luigi to return fromreconnoitering ahead.

"Three hundred kilonmeters," the nman replied. "Maybe nore."

Lanyon jerked a finger upward. "What about Genoa? People all right?"

The interpreter |aughed shortly. He spread his hands out sideways in a quick novenent.

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (37 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

"Al'l phht," he said. "Gone with the wind. Everything bl own down. Luigi save things--radios,
j ukeboxes, you know, TV's. All for tonorrow. "

Lanyon sniled to hinself at the man's naiveté and superoptimsmin assum ng that when the
wi nd subsided their stock of TV sets and washi ng nachi nes woul d nake easily negotiabl e currency.
About the only thing that woul d be of any i nmedi ate use was the printing press. After this
hol ocaust the reassenbling bureaucracies of the world woul d have their presses working night and
day churning out paper to fill the vacuumleft by the w nd.

The second church had collapsed into its crypt and a detour supported by small girders had
been driven through the piles of masonry. Now the wind filled the tunnel, blow ng straight through
at a steady 10 or 15 miles per hour. They had reached the m dtown section of the city and the
passageway took advantage of the old city wall, running along beside it for half a nmile as it
curved down into the center of nodern Genoa toward the harbor. The floor was slick with noisture
and twice he and Patricia slipped onto their hands.

The passageway opened out into the middle of a maze of tonblike vaults, abandoned w ne
cellars somewhere off the main square. Ancient stairways, deep dips worn down their centers,
spiral ed away to upper galleries. Luigi pulled out his map and he and the interpreter began to
confer, pointing in various directions around them

Lanyon went over to them He indicated the vaulted ceiling, and said: "Wy don't we get up
to the street, see if we can spot a nilitary transport?"

Lui gi shook his head siowly with a grimsnmle, and spoke to the interpreter, who took
Lanyon's armand led himup a ranp to the gallery above. They clinbed a further staircase, |eaving
Patricia and two nmen in a small circle of light far below, then noved along a | edge across the
massi ve bl ocks of the city wall. Ahead of themwas a foot-wide arrow slit. The interpreter
gestured Lanyon over to it and he craned up and saw that a thick piece of perspex had been fitted
into the hole, affording a view over the entire city.

Directly bel ow were the ragged renmai ns of sone buil ding which had col | apsed, exposing this
section of the city wail. The rectangul ar outlines of the foundations suggested that it had been a
mul tistoried office block, but alnbst nothing of it was |eft.

Beyond it Genoa stretched toward the sea a mle away.

To Lanyon it appeared to be undergoing a nassive artillery bonbardment. On all sides the
remai ns of houses and shops were coll apsing, exploding in clouds of debris and rubbl e that
vani shed in a few seconds, swept out toward the sea on the endl ess conveyor of the air stream The
scene rem nded Lanyon of World War Il Berlin, a vast desert of gutted ruins, isolated walls that
ran up five or six stories, buildings stripped to their steel superstructures, streets that had
vani shed under the piles of nmasonry, |leaving a dead | and as shapel ess and anorphous as a sl ag
heap.

To the southwest, half a mile away, an enornous blur of spray hung over the port area, for
once obscuring the ceiling of red-brown dust that had covered them for the |ast week. Lanyon could
just make out the square roofs of the naval base, reveal ed now that the intervening buildings had
come down, but the pens thenselves were too |low to be visible.

The interpreter called to him and |l eft the wi ndow and nade his way down to the others
bel ow. Suddenly Lanyon began to doubt whether they could possibly reach the pens. It was plain
that no surface transport was novi ng around, and the tunnels would never extend as far as the dock
area, |let alone below the boundary of the base.

Patricia was watchi ng hi manxi ously and he gave her an encouraging snile. Together they
moved after Luigi as he clinbed dowmn a narrow spiral stairway that |ed off one of the side
tunnels. Here the stonework was of nore recent origin. The steps were | ess worn, and a hand rai
of extruded pi ping had been fitted. Lanyon was wonderi ng where the stairway |ed when Luigi reached
a door at the bottom and wrenched it back

I mredi ately a gust of foul air drove up into their faces.

They had entered the sewers. Hands shielding their nouths, they stepped out of the
stairway into a narrow stone | anding that overl ooked the sewer, a long cavern 15 feet in dianeter
that wound away fromthem It had alnost run dry, but a narrow streamof fluid a few i nches deep
trickled al ong the bottomof the course, its surface rippled by the air driving across it.

Fl ashing his torch, Luigi exam ned the roof and the arching semcircle of danp brickwork,
dented here and there by the inpact of the buildings collapsing above. They began to nove al ong
the | edge. A hundred yards ahead they crossed a snmall bridge that took themthrough a narrow
archway into a parallel sewer, which divided and curved westward toward the harbor. Smaller branch
sewers joined it, but nost of the way they were able to stay on the | edge, only twice having to
get down into the course itself to surnmount an obstruction

The sewer was widening al nost the size of a subway tunnel. Trying to guess where they were
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being | ed, Lanyon suddenly noticed a second odor, sharp and tangy, overlaying that of the sewer.
Bri nel They were nearing the sea. Then he renenbered that, as he berthed the _Terrapin_, he had
seen the vents of half a dozen sewer pipes just below the harbor wall some two hundred yards from
the sub-pens. A long concrete breakwater, topped with double wave barriers and guard towers, had
reached out into the harbor, separating the pens fromthe rest of the basin. He racked his brains
wondering how they could surnount it.

"Steve! Look out!"”

He stopped and gl anced back at Patricia, who was pointing into the tunnel ahead. Luigi and
the others had halted, watching a powerful torrent of water sweep through the tunnel, sluicing in
fromthe sea outside. It swilled past, ten feet deep, only a few inches fromthe | edge on which
they were standing, and then slowy slacked off and was sucked out again.

"Looks as if sonething just caved in and |l et the sea back for a nonment," Lanyon told
Patricia. "These sewers are slightly below water level, but with luck the wind will have | owered
the surface enough for us to get out."

The speed of the air noving past themincreased sharply. They rounded a bend and suddenly
saw dayl i ght 50 yards ahead, the ragged end of the sewer nouth. Beyond, the sea rose up like a
range of massive gray nountains, flecked with huge whitecaps, driving offshore into the distant
bl ur of spray.

Cautiously they edged toward the sewer's mouth, Luigi waving themon. Ten yards or so of
bri ckwork had col | apsed, recessing the nouth bel ow t he overhangi ng | edge of the jetty above. The
heavy cai ssons of the concrete pier rooted down through the now exposed nmud flats. Luigi pointed
to the right toward the sub-pens, and Lanyon saw that the breakwater had been smashed and | ay on
its side in huge battered sections a hundred yards out in the harbor

"W | eave you here," the interpreter told him "To the right, one hundred neters, you get
into the dock. Then O K"

Lanyon nodded, took Patricia' s arm Leaning over the edge of the sewer, where the |ast of
the seawater was dripping out, he Iowered her down to the nud flat ten feet below, l|etting her
drop when she was a few feet off the ground. She sank to her knees in the sliny ooze, paddled
slowy through the nud toward the firner ground under the sewer, supporting herself against the
concrete pillars.

Lanyon turned to Luigi, held his square hand firmy and patted his shoul der

The big man sniled back then pulled the .45 out of his belt and passed it to Lanyon

Lanyon turned to the interpreter. "Tell himlI'll vote for himif he'll run as next nmayor
of Cenoa."

Lui gi roared, slapped Lanyon on the shoul der and hel ped hi m down over the edge of the

sewer.
Lanyon dropped up to his thighs in the soft black nud, waved to the figures above for the
last tinme and waded siowy between the pillars to where Patricia was sheltering on a narrow fl at

against the rear wall of the pier. He took her armand they edged along the wall, straddling the
tangle of twisted girders that were all that remai ned of the breakwater. Inside the submarine base
they were still sheltered by the overhang of the pier, but the air roaring past sucked at them

like a giant vacuum

They clung to the tangl ed seaweed fronds and barnacl es encrusted to the pillars, and
Lanyon pointed out the jutting roof of the first sub-pen 50 yards away. Wth a jolt of fear he
realized that the receding sea had exposed the floor of the pen, and that although this would
enable themto get into the pens it nmeant that there mght be insufficient water to float out the
_Terrapin_. Fortunately the sub was berthed in the farthest of the senmicircle of pens, and the
wi nd woul d be driving the sea across it.

They reached the first pen and pulled thenselves around the lip into the gateway, their
feet gripping the concrete floor. Ahead of themthe steel shutters towered up to the roof. They
ran over to the grille, and through the slits Lanyon could see the stranded hull of one of the K-
class subs, lying on its side in the dimgray light.

The vanes of the grille were open, |eaving two-foot gaps. Lanyon lifted Patricia up onto
the | owest gap, and she cl anbered through into the great hall of the pen. Lanyon foll owed her and
they ran under the towering underbelly of the stranded submarine, its noorings snapped and hangi ng
| oose, conning tower tilted at a 450 angl e.

They reached the stairway to the cargo pier, clinbed up past the submarine, and then
turned into the corridor that led to the control deck at the far end of the pen

"Well, Pat, we've got this far," Lanyon said, as they paused in the corridor to regain
their breath. He pulled the torch fromhis jacket, switched it on

"Doesn't look as if there's anyone around, Steve. Do you think the _Terrapin_ will stil

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (39 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

be here?"

"God knows. If not, we'll come back and sit the stormout in the big K-boat."

They reached the control deck, peered into the abandoned of fices. The heavy concrete walls
of the base were still holding without any difficulty, but sonmewhere a ventilator had coll apsed

and air poured through the vents, blowi ng the papers off the desks and shelves. Litter |ay
everywhere, drawers pulled out, water dispensers snashed, broken suitcases strewn about the fl oor

"Left in a hurry," Lanyon commented. "Seens to nme that this is a pretty good place to sit
tight. Were the hell have they all gone?"

They hurried along the dark comruni cations corridor, crossing the control decks of the
next three pens. As they passed the fifth the fl oor suddenly shifted slightly, and Lanyon tri pped
and collided with the wall.

"Good Cod, don't tell me it can nove even this place! The sea nust be breaking over the
entrance to the pen, driving the whole unit back into the shore."

"Come on, Steve, let's hurry,"” Patricia said. She held onto his armas they ran down the
corridor. They stunmbled into the last control deck, dived down the stairway into the cargo depot.
As they reached the bottomthe door out into the jetty opened, lights flooded on and two sailors
peered round. They gaped at Lanyon and Patricia, clothes ripped to shreds, covered with thick nud
up to their waists, Lanyon's bruised face barely recogni zabl e under his beard. Their hands noved
to the revolvers in their holsters, and then one of themjunped to attention and snapped out a
sal ute.

He swung his head through the doorway, shouted out:

"Attention there! Commander Lanyon to come aboard!"”

Lanyon put a hand out and squeezed the man's shoul der gratefully, then stepped through
onto the narrow pier

Deep water boiled and swirled into the sub-pen through the open gates, surging down to the
far wall 200 yards away.

Ri ding high on it, deckwork trim periscopes aligned, was the _Terrapin! _

Paul Mat heson waited while Lanyon towel ed hinself down after the shower and clinbed into a
cl ean uni form

"W're all set to nove off, Steve. W've had a | ast check around the base; there's no one
here. ™

Lanyon nodded. "Fine, Paul. By the way, how s the girl who cane aboard with ne?"

"Mss Osen? She's OK., alittle shocked but she'll come to. Looks as if you had quite a
job getting back here. She's sharing a cabin with the three WAC nurses. Tight squeeze. W've got
about sixty extra passengers."”

"Sorry to bring another, Paul. Still, she can have Van Danm s vacancy. If it's any
consol ation, she's with NBC, she's probably taking all this down in cinemascope. Renenber, it's
not enough to nmake history--you' ve got to arrange for someone to record it for you."

Lanyon buttoned his shirt up, glancing at the novenent signal from Tunis lying on the
tabl e.

"Portsmout h, England, eh? Do you think they've got any nore corpses for us to collect?"

Mat heson shook his head. "No, | gather they're top air force and enbassy VIP' s. May even
be the anmbassador and his famly. Wiere we'll put themI| don't know "

He | aughed easily, and Lanyon noticed that NMatheson seened to have filled out considerably
over the past few days. There was an air of authority and confidence about himthat suggested he
had been through his own private ordeal

Lanyon fingered the novenent order. "Paul, this came through three days ago. Strictly
speaki ng, you shoul d have got under way imredi ately."

Mat heson shrugged. "Well, |1 couldn't |eave the skipper behind, could |, Steve?" He
hesitated. "As a matter of fact, two nore orders cane through when we didn't clear back, followed
up by a couple of troubleshooters fromthe Provost Marshal's unit here. Slight problemthere. They
could see we were all ready to blow, so | had to, er, use a little bit of old-fashioned
per suasi on. "

He grinned at Lanyon, and tapped the butt of the .45 stuck in his belt.

Lanyon nodded. "I wondered what that was for. Thought perhaps you were trying to inpress
the WAC' s. Pretty good, Paul. Well, let's go topside and get this rig under way."

They clinbed up into the conning tower, crouched down under the awning stretched across to
keep out the spray thrown up off the sides of the pen. At the far end Lanyon coul d see heavy seas
smashi ng agai nst the open doors, hear the deafening unrelenting roar of the wind scream ng past
Iike a dozen express trains.

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (40 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

The entire pen was shifting sideways under the inpact of the seas breaking across it, and
| arge cracks split the roof and walls. The _Terrapin_ was nmoored well back in the pen, double
lines of truck tires lashed to her hull to protect her fromthe pier

The last lines were cast off, and they began to edge ahead under the big diesels, churning
a boiling wake of foam and bl ack water behind the twin screws.

They swung out into the center of the pen, 50 yards fromthe entrance, bows breaki ng out
of the water as swells rode in fromthe sea, lifting the sub alnost to the roof.

Lanyon was checking the forward el evator trimwhen Mat heson suddenly punched hi mon the
shoul der. He | ooked up quickly as the hel nenan shouted and pointed forward to the entrance.

A huge section of the roof, the full width of the pen and 40 feet across, was tipping
sl ow y downward crushing the two steel gates |like chicken wire. Through the wi de crack nobuntai nous
seas burst |ike floodwater through a collapsing dam splashing across the bows of the _Terrapin_.

"Full astern! Full astern!" Lanyon roared into the nouth tube, hanging onto the edge of
the well as the diesels reversed and wenched the sub back into its wake. They noved 50 yards, and
then Lanyon held the _Terrapin_ and watched as the coll apsing roof section anchored itself in the
jaws of the entrance, hanging vertically fromthe reinforcing roof girders, wedged firmy by the
driving seas.

Mat heson pounded on the edge of the well, frustration and anger overriding his hysteria.
"W're trapped, Steve, for Cod's sake! We'll never nove it!"

Lanyon ignored him picked up the mouth tube. "Starboard torpedo station! Alert! Charge
No. 2 tube with main HE heads."

Waiting for the ready signal, he turned to Matheson. "W'I| blast our way out, Paul. That
roof section is at least fifteen feet thick, must weigh about five hundred tons. It's our only
chance. "

At the ready signal he backed the _Terrapin_ astern right up against the rear wall, so
that 150 yards of clear water separated them fromthe entrance. Then, lining the bows carefully on
target, he rapped into the tube, "Conpressors sealed. D scharge vent open." He paused as the bows
swerved slightly, then realigned on the target. "Fire!"

The torpedo burst fromits vent in a rush of bubbles, burrowed rapidly through the water
three feet below the surface, nmoving |ike an enornous shark. Lanyon watched it until it was 20
yards fromthe bl ocked entrance, then crouched down, shouting to the others.

They hit the floor, and he seized the nmouth tube and yelled, "Full ahead! Full ahead!"

As the screws thrashed and bit in, kicking the _Terrapin_ forward, the torpedo expl oded
against its target. There was a vivid white flash that filled the pen, followed by a col ossa
erupti on of exploding concrete and water which burst out of its nouth |ike a cork froma chanpagne
bottle. Sinultaneously a 15-foot-high wave swept down the I ength of the pen, a massive breaker
that carried with it a foaming jetsamof concrete and netal. Full ahead, the _Terrapin_ was noving
at 15 knots as they net hal fway down the pen. It slowed briefly under the inpact of the wave, its
conning tower glancing off the walls and carrying away a section of the pier. Then it surged
forward agai n, headi ng snoothly through the gaping nouth of the entrance into the harbor. For a
nmonent its bow rose up steeply under the withing swells, then sank cleanly into the deep basin
its tower and stern quickly vanishing in a roar of escaping air.

At last the pyranid was conpl ete.

Sliding painfully down its snooth slopes, the few remaining workers disnmantled the
battered fornms, letting their equipnent lie where it fell at the foot of the pyram d. One by one,
peering up briefly at the gray apex shining above theminto the black reeling air, they nmade their
way over to a single trap door sunk into a shaft between the two ranparts. Quickly they
di sappeared fromview, until only a single figure remained, in the shadow of the buckling
wi ndshi el ds. For a nonment he stood in the shower of dust carried over the shields a hundred feet
above, his body swaying in the air exploding around him Then he too turned and stepped through
the trap door, sealing it behind him

The wi nd nmounted. Raging into the shields, it tore at the plates, snapping the hawsers one
by one, cracking the concrete pylons at their bases, driving through the great rents.

Suddenly the pressure becane too great. Wth a gargantuan paroxysmthe shattered screen
expl oded and the splitting plates careened away into the air, bouncing off the sides of the
pyram d, dragging with themthe frayed remmants of the tangl ed hawsers, the roots of the pylons
and buttresses. No |onger protected, the lines of vehicles parked in the | ee of the screens
dragged' and crashed into each other, and finally broke |loose, rolling end over end across the
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| ower slopes of the pyramid, rapidly picking up speed, and then spinning away into the darkness
with the flying sky.
Now only the pyram d remai ned.

6
Death in a Bunker

Pausing in the doorway to allow the shower of plaster falling fromthe ceiling to spend
itself, Marshall stepped through into the Intelligence Unit. A skeleton staff of three--Andrew
Symi ngton, a corporal and one of the navy typists--sat in the dimlight of the energency bunker
surrounded by the junble of teletypes, radio consoles and TV screens. The scene reni nded Marshall
of the last hours in Hitler's fuhrerbunker. Discarded bulletins and typed nenos |ay around
everywhere, a clutter of unwashed teacups stood on the lid of a forgotten suitcase, cigarette ash
spilled across the desks.

Above the chatter of the teletypes and the nuted cross-talk of the R'T he could hear the
sounds of the wind echoing through the ventilator shaft that reached up to the Mall 60 feet above.
Al nost everyone had gone now. The last War O fice and COE personnel had left in their Centurions
early that norning for the peripheral conmand posts. Admiralty Arch had col |l apsed hal f an hour
later, pulling down with it the conplex of offices that had housed COE for the previous three
weeks. Intelligence was by now a |uxury that woul d soon be di spensed with.

The wi nd had reached 250 nph and the organi zed resistance left was nore interested in
securing the mniml survival necessities--food, warnth and 50 feet of concrete overhead--than in
finding out what the rest of the world was doing, knowing full well that everywhere people were
doi ng exactly the same thing. Cvilization was hiding. The earth itself was being stripped to its
seans, alnost literally--six feet of topsoil were now traveling through the air.

He sat down on the desk behind Symi ngton, patted the plunp bald man on his shoul der, then
waved at the other two. The girl wore headphones over her straggling hair, and was too harassed
answering the calls conming in endlessly fromnobile cars and units trapped in basenents and deep
shelters to have had any tinme to | ook after her appearance, attractive as she had once been
(Marshal | had deliberately kept her on at COE as a noral e booster) but when she saw him she ran a
hand over her hair and gave hima brave snile

"How s it goi ng, Andrew?"

Sym ngton sat back, massaged his eyes for a nonment before replying. He | ooked exhausted
and ashen faced, but managed a thin snile.

"Well, chief, | guess we can start getting ready to surrender. Looks to ne as if the war's
over."

Marshal | |aughed. "I was just thinking the place feels as if the Russians are two hundred
yards away. How are the PM and the Chief of Staff?"

"They reached Leytonheath a couple of hours ago. The nmine at Sutton Col dfield had been
fl ooded by underground springs--water nust have driven through a fault leading in fromthe North
Sea--so they've been forced to dig into the shelters at the airfield. They're O K there for three
weeks, but after that there'll have to be a general election.”

A wy snile crossed Marshall's face. For a nonment he | ooked reflectively at Sym ngton
then said: "What's the latest fromthe Met people? Any hope of a breakthrough on the weat her
front?"

Sym ngton shrugged. "They went off the air about an hour ago. Pulled out to Duiw ch. |
don't think they've known any nore for the |ast week than you or |. Just about all they've done is
lick their fingers and hold them over their heads. The | atest wind speed is 255. That's an
increase of 4.7 over 11 A°M yesterday."

"An effective drop, though," Mrshall said hopefully.

"Yes, but it's accounted for by the trenendous nass of soil particles being carried. The
sky's jet black now "

"What about overseas?"

"Had a signal in froma USAF field in New Jersey. Apparently New York is a total wite-
of f. Manhattan's under hundred-foot waves, nobst of the big skyscrapers and office bl ocks are down.
Empire State Building toppled like a falling chi mey stack. Same story everywhere el se. Casualty
lists inthe mllions. Paris, Berlin, Rome--nothing but rubble, people hanging on in cellars.”

The bunker shuddered under the inpact of a building falling above, |ike a depth charge

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (42 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

shaki ng a submarine. The |ight bulbs danced on the ends of their flexes. Dust filtered down from
the ceiling. Involuntarily Marshall's eyes noved to the nmouth of the ventilator shaft, his mnd
crossing the interval of conpacted clay up to the garage in the basenent above where the big
supertractor waited to take himto safety.

The corporal by the TV screens spoke up. "Wien do we pack this lot in, sir?" he asked
anxiously. "Seens to ne we're cutting it a bit fine."

"Don't worry," Marshall told him "W'IIl get out safely enough. Let's try to hang on here
as long as we can. You three are just about the only intact intelligence outfit still operating in
t he whol e of Europe." There was a hint of pride in Marshall's voice, the pride of a nan who has
created a perfect teamand hates to see it di sbanded even after it's outlived its purpose. He gave
themall a w de encouraging grin. "You never know, Crighton; you may be the first person to see
the wind reach its peak and slack off."

Synmington shifted a stack of teletype nenos, spread them out on his desk, anchoring them
fromthe draught with a stack of pennies.

"This is the provincial set-up. Birnm ngham an estinmated 300,000 people are sheltering in
the coal mines around the city. N nety-nine per cent of the city is down. Trenmendous fires from
the refineries at West Bromn ch swept across the ruins yesterday, finished off what little the
wind had left. Estimted casualties: 200, 000."

"Sounds | ow," Marshall comrented dourly.

"Probably is. Honb sapiens is pretty tenacious, but if London is any guide nost people
went down into their basenents with -one packet of sandwi ches and a thernops of cocoa." He went on
"Manchester: heavy casualties were caused yesterday when the roof of London Road station caved in.
For sonme reason the authorities have been concentrating people there, there were sonething |ike
20, 000 packed between the platforns.”

Mar shal | nodded while Sym ngton continued in a | ow steady voice. There seened to be a
depressing uniformty about the reports. Wen he had heard one he had heard themall. The sane
picture emerged; the entire population of one of the world' s nmost highly industrialized nations,
equi pped with an el aborate conmuni cations and transport system huge stores of fuel and food,
| arge arned services, yet caught conpletely unprepared by a conparatively slight increase in one
of the ol dest constants of its natural environnent.

On the whol e, people had shown | ess resourceful ness and flexibility, |less foresight, than
a wild bird or aninal would. Their basic survival instincts had been so dulled, so overlaid by
mechani sns desi gned to serve secondary appetites, that they were totally unable to protect
t hensel ves. As Symi ngton had inplied, they were the helpless victinms of a deep-rooted optinsm
about their right to survival, their dom nance of the natural order which woul d guarantee them
agai nst everything but their own folly, that they had made gross assunptions about their own
superiority.

Now t hey were paying the price for this, in truth reaping the whirlw nd!

He Iistened to Symi ngton conplete the picture.

"A few navy units are operating bases around the Portsnouth and Plynouth areas--the
def enses and arsenals there are tunnel ed deep underground, but in general nilitary control is
breaki ng down. Rescue operations are virtually over. There are a few arny patrols with the crowds
in the London Underground system but how |l ong they can keep command i s anybody's guess."

Marshal | nodded. He noved across to the bank of TV receivers. There were six of them
relaying pictures transnitted fromautomati c caneras nmounted in sealed concrete towers that
Marshal | had had built at points all over London. The sets were |abeled: Canmden Hill, Westminster,
Hanpstead, Mle End Road, Battersea, Waterl oo. The pictures flickered and were | ashed with
interference patterns, but the scenes they reveal ed were plain enough. The right-hand screen
| abel ed M| e End Road, was bl ank, and the corporal was adjusting the controls in an effort to get
a picture.

Mar shal | studi ed one of the other screens, then tapped Crighton on the shoul der

"I shouldn't bother." He indicated the Hanpstead screen, pointed through the blur of dust
swept off the shattered rooftops. The canera was traversing automatically fromleft to right in
three-second sweeps; as it neared its leftward stop Marshall put his finger on the screen
pointing to a stub of gray concrete sticking up above the desol ation several niles away on the
hori zon. As the duststormcleared for a nonent, revealing the rectangular outlines of the Mle End
tower, they could see that a pile of debris lay across its waist, the remains of a ten-story
buil di ng that had been carried bodily across the ground. The tower was still standing, but the
camera turret, 50 feet above ground, had been snapped off.

Marshall switched off the set, then sat down in front of the screen covering the
Westmi nster area. Its transmitting tower was mounted on a traffic island at the bottom of
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Whitehall only a few hundred yards from where they were sitting. It had been fitted with a 180°
traverse, and was pointing up Wiitehall toward Trafal gar Square. The road had di sappeared bel ow
enor nous nmounds of rubble driven across the pavenent fromthe shells of the ninistries on the
eastern side. The War Office and Mnistry of Agriculture were down. Beyond them the spires of
Whi tehal | Court had vani shed; only spurs of masonry were sticking up agai nst the backdrop of the
bl ackened sky.

The canera swung, followi ng the battered renmains of a doubl edecker bus rolling across the
rubbl e. Tossed over the ruins of the Foreign Ofice and Downing Street, it bounced off the remains
of the Hone Office portico and then was carried away across St. Janes's Park. Al ong the horizon
were the | ow ragged outlines of the National Gallery and the clubs down Pall Mall, with here and
there the gaunt rectangular outline of a hotel or office block

Marshal | watched the | ast nonents of the Piccadilly Hotel. The intervening area, Haynarket
and the south side of the Grcus, was down, and the hotel was standi ng out al one above the

tenpest. The col onnade between the wings was still intact, but just as the canera noved across it
two of the columms buckl ed and crashed back into the face of the hotel, driving trenendous rents
through the wall. Instantly, before the canmera had tine to nove away, the entire front of the

hotel collapsed in an expl osion of dust and masonry. One of the wi ngs tipped over and then crashed
to the ground, carrying with it the remains of a snall office block that had sheltered behind it.
The other w ng rode hi gh above the chaos |like the bows of a greater liner breasting a vast sea,
and then slipped and cascaded to the ground in a soundl ess aval anche.

As the canera swung full left onto the House of Parlianent, Marshall saw heavy waves
breaki ng anong the ruins of the Lords. Driven into the estuary by the w nd, powerful seas were
flooding into the Thames and being carried up as far as Wndsor, sweeping away the | ocks and
spilling over the banks, where they conpleted the task of destruction started by the wind. The
tinme-famliar river facade of Westninster had vani shed, and hi gh seas washed across the ragged
Iines of foundation stones, spilling over the supine renains of Big Ben, stripping the clock faces
as they lay anong the rubble in Pal ace Yard.

Suddenly the corporal junped forward, pointing to the set receiving the Hamrersnith
pi cture.

"Sir! Qickly! They're trying to cone out!"

They crowded around the set, watching the screen. The canera was nounted over Hammersmth
Broadway. Directly belowin the street, a hundred feet away fromthem was the entrance to
Hamrer snmith Underground. The tall office buildings in the street were down to their first stories,
wal | s poking up through piles of rubble, but the entrance to the station had been fortified with a
heavy concrete breastwork that jutted out into the roadway, three circul ar doors fitted into its
domed roof .

These were open now, and energing fromthemwas a press of struggling people, fighting and
pul ling past each other in a frantic effort to escape fromthe station. The doorways were packed
with them sone peering out hesitantly when they reached the entrance, then being propelled out
into the open street by the pressure of the nmob behind them

Li ke petals torn froma w nd-blown flower they detached thensel ves fromthe doorways, took
a few hel pless steps out into the street and were whi pped off their feet and hurled across the
road, bouncing head over heels |like sacks of feathers that burst and disintegrated as they ri pped
into the ragged teeth of reinforcing bars protruding fromthe debris.

The canera swung away fromthe scene and pointed eastward into the face of the storm the
panor ama obscured by the clouds of, flying stones that poured into the face of the canera like
countl ess machi ne-gun tracers in a heavy bonbardnent.

Symington was sitting linply in his chair, grimy watching the screen. On the other side
of the table Crighton and the Wen typist watched silently, their faces gray and pinched. Above
themthe |ight bul bs shook spasnodically as the bunker trenbled, illumnating the thin dust
falling fromthe ceiling. It drifted slowy across the roomto the nouth of the ventilator shaft,
where it swirled away.

The canera returned to the Underground station. The stream of people were still trying to
get out, but sonehow they had realized the futility of stepping straight into the wind and were
trying to make their way along the protecting wall of the concrete breastwork. But no sooner had
they gone 10 or 15 feet when they again felt the full undi m nished force of the wi nd stream and
were twi sted hel plessly fromtheir hand hol ds and spun away into the air.

Marshal | sl amed one fist into the other. "Wat are they trying to do?" he shouted in
exasperation. "Wy don't the fools stay where they are, for God's sake?"

Symi ngton shook his head slowy. "The tunnels nust be flooded. The river's only half a
mle away and water's probably punping in under enornous pressure.” He glanced up at Marshall,
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smled bleakly. "Or maybe they're just worn out, terrified to the point where escape is the only
possi bl e solution, even if it's just escape to death."

Marshal | nodded, then glanced at his watch. He | ooked around the room for a nmonent, taking
in each of his three conpani ons, nodded to them and began to nove for - the door where banks of
tel etypes stood agai nst the wall.

"Not nuch com ng through,” he said to Symington. "Looks as if we ought to start pulling
out. Mght take anything up to a couple of days to reach the U S. base at Brandon Hall. No point
intrying to be heroes. Get in touch with themand see if traffic there can pick us up today. |'II
| ook in again in half an hour."

He made his way quickly along the darkened corridor to the small stairway at the end of
the floor, then hurried up it to the I evel above. Hi s office was hal fway down, backing onto the
el evator shaft and energency exit.

Unl ocki ng the door, 'he let hinself in. Deborah Mason, a heavy trench coat belted around
her trimwaist, was sitting on the sofa next to her suitcase. She stood up as he cane in, put her
arns on Marshall's shoul ders.

"Are you ready now, Simon?" she asked anxiously. "I can't wait to get out of here."

Marshall held her close to himand sniled into her snooth face, touching her lips lightly
with his own. "Don't worry, darling. Al set now.

The snmall room was stacked with gear. A carton of gas nmasks and an RI'T set cluttered the
desk, crates and suitcases stood against the walls. First testing the door to nmake certain it was
| ocked, Marshall sat down at his desk and dialed the transport shelter above.

"Krol I ?" he asked in a |low voice. "Marshall here. Get ready to pull out in about ten

m nutes." He paused, |ooking away from Deborah and dropping his voice. "Meanwhile, can you cone
down to ny office? Take the rear stairway by the elevator shaft. I'll need your help with
sonet hi ng. "

Sli ppi ng the phone back into its cradle, Marshall glanced up at Deborah, who was watching
hi m suspi ci ously, her mouth fretting slightly.

"Si mon, why do you want Kroll to cone down here?"

Marshal | began to shrug, but Deborah cut in: "Symington and the other two are conming with
us, aren't they? You're not going to | eave them behi nd?"

"Sym ngton? Of course not, darling. He's invaluable to us. But we'll need Kroll to help
persuade himto cone al ong."

He stood up and wal ked over to one of the suitcases, but Deborah stopped him

"What about Crighton and the girl?" she pressed. "You're not going to | eave them or try
anyt hi ng--"

Marshal | hesitated, | ooking Deborah in the face, his eyes notionl ess.

"Si non!" Deborah seized his arnms. "They' ve worked for you for nonths; both of themtrust
you conpletely. You can't just throwtheir |lives away. Hardoon can use them sonewhere."

Marshal | clenched his teeth, pushed Deborah away. "For heaven's sake, Deborah, don't start
sentinmentalizing. | hate to do it, but these are tough tines. People are dying out there by the
mllion. Are you willing to swap places with one of then®"

"No, I'"mnot," Deborah said firmy, "but that's not the point, is it? You ve got a place
for them™

“In the Titan, yes. But at the Tower--1 can't be sure. Hardoon is unpredictable; |I've no
real authority with him 1'd |eave themhere, but they'Il put out an alert within five mnutes and
we' d be picked up before we'd gone ten nmiles." He | ooked down at Deborah, her nouth cl enched
determ nedly, then burst out in a grow of irritation

"Al'l right then, 1'Il take a chance. It's a hell of a risk, though."

He picked up the suitcase, carried it over to the sofa. The case was of mediumsize, with
heavy netal ribs that appeared to have been nounted at a date later than its original manufacture.

Taki ng a keychain from his pocket, Marshall opened the two | ocks and carefully raised the
lid. Inside was a snall vhf radi o transceiver, equipped with a powerful scranbler.

Marshal | switched on the scranbler, then reached down to the floor behind the sofa and
pi cked up a long piece of loose wire. The end had been fitted with a plug and he clipped this into
the aerial socket of the transceiver. Following the wire behind the sofa to the corner, he traced
it along the skirting board behind his desk to the energency door, where it disappeared through a
smal | aperture.

Satisfied, he returned to the set, unwound a power |ead and plugged it into his desk
light. As he switched on he listened to the set huminto Ilife, then quietly adjusted the tuning
dial until the red fixed-beam answering bulb lit up. Then he pulled on the headphones and picked
up the mniature m crophone.
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"Har doon Tower, this is Black Admiral calling Hardoon Tower," he began to repeat rapidly.
Deborah canme and stood at his shoul der, and he put his free arm around her

As the answering call came through, the narrow door behind Marshall's desk opened slowy.
Atall, heavily built man in black plastic stormsuit and fiberglass hel net stepped softly into
the réom H s face was hidden by the deep visor of the helnet and the broad nmetal chinstrap, but
between themwere a tight scarred nmouth, a sharp nose and cheekbones, hard eyes. The nman's hands
were gl ovel ess, rubber seals at the sleeves of the suit clasping his thick wists. In the center
of his helnmet was a single large white triangle, like a pyramd in profile.

Marshal | waved himinto the room gesturing himto |ock the door behind him then crouched
over the set.

". . . tell RH we're leaving in about five mnutes, estimated time of arrival at the
Tower--" he glanced at his watch "--0400 hours. Everything here is closing dow, all governmnent
agenci es pulled out yesterday. The Titan will carry U S. Navy insignia--it's too dangerous to nove
around now wi thout any nmarkings and the only other big tractors are Arerican, so no one will try
to stop us. What's that?"

Marshal | paused, watching the tall figure of Kroll standing beside himas the question was
repeated. "1'll be bringing themalong. They're top conmuni cati ons people; they'll be useful to
us. Wiat? There are only three of them Don't worry, I'll see R H personally about it."

Marshal |'s face began to knot, his deep jaw | engthening as he listened inpatiently to the voice in
his earphones. He started to say: "Listen, | don't care what orders R H nade--" then abruptly
uncupped hi s headphones and switched the set off.

"Bl oody fool!" he snapped. "Who does that operator think he is?" His face clouded with
anger, then slowy relaxed. He pulled out the aerial, then folded away t he earphones and hand
m cr ophone and cl osed the case.

"Have to watch R H ," he said reflectively to Kroll. "He's a tough nut, all right. Just
because Commruni cations are taking second place to Construction now the boys at the Tower are
starting to get cocky."

Kroll nodded, alnost inperceptibly, as if well used to a maxi mum conversational econony.
"There's been a | ot of reorganization,"” he said tersely. "Big changes, cutting down.
Construction's taking a back seat now. Security is head departnent."”

Mar shal | said nothing, pensively considering this. "Wio's in charge?" he asked.

Kroll shook his head. His hard face flickered bonily; sonething reniniscent of a chuckle
rasped out. "R H., the boss hinself." He was eying Deborah up and down with interest, and she
backed away fromhimslightly. Kroll broke off and glanced around the office. "Let's get a nove
on, eh?" he added curtly.

Marshal | carried the suitcase over to the desk, noting the change in Kroll's nmanner. "Good
idea,"” he agreed. "Thanks for all the news. By the way, what departnent are you in now? Security?
| take it you've been pronoted. "

Krol | nodded, watching Marshall w thout a hint of deference. He noved toward the outer
door, jerked a thunb in the direction of the corridor. "Were do the others hang out? Down on the
bottom | evel ?"

"Hold on." Marshall turned to Deborah, took her by the armand steered her toward the
energency door. "Darling, there's bound to be a little rough stuff here. You go ahead upstairs.
Everything will have qui eted down by the time we reach you."

The girl hesitated, but Marshall smled at her. "Believe ne, Deborah, | give you ny word
they'll come with us. See you in a nonent."

As she stepped through the doorway, apparently satisfied by his assurance, Mrshall turned
back to Kroll.

"You stay here. 1'll bring themup."

Kroll held his hand on the doorknob, |ooking over his shoulder at Marshall. The two big
men seened to fill the tiny office.

Kroll raised one shoulder slightly, listening to the sounds of Deborah's feet disappear up

the stairway. "Wy bother?" he asked laconically. "Fix themdown there. Don't want to | eave a | ot
of mess around your office. Somebody m ght stunmble in and find them™

Marshal | reached past Kroll, pressed his elbow firmy against Kroil's arm and edged his
hand of f the knob.

“"I"'mtaking themwith nme," he said quietly. "W're not fixing themup here or anywhere
el se." He opened the door, to find it |odged al nost i medi ately against Kroll's black | eather
boot. Marshall |ooked down at the steel toecap, placed squarely in his path, then straightened his
shoul ders and peered hard at Kroll, dull anger pounding in his tenples.

"Get away fromthat door!" he snapped. "Wiat the hell do you think you're playing at?"
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He started to | ean his shoul der against Kroll's, but Kroll suddenly swung around with his
back to the door and slamred it shut with a sharp kick of the other heel

He eyed Marshall carefully. "Hold it, Marshall. You got your orders fromthe Tower two
m nutes ago. R H isn't fooling around.”

Marshal | shook his head. "Listen, Kroll, just shut up and take your orders fromne. |']
deal with R H when | reach the Tower. Meanwhile | don't want you telling me what to do. |I'm
taki ng these three people back with us."

"What for? You'll never get themin. RH just sealed out two hundred workers in
Construction who' ve been on the Tower right fromthe begi nning."

Marshal | ignored him was about to seize Kroll's shoul der and wench himaway fromthe

door when there was a tap on the far side of the frosted glass. Kroll dived back, his right hand
sliding swiftly into the center vent of his jacket and energing a fraction of a second later with
a heavy .45 automatic, a toy in his enornous fist.

Marshal | waved himinto the corner behind the door, then opened it to find Sym ngton
standing there, blinking in the bright light, dust streaks on his bald doned head.

"Hel l o, Andrew. What's the problen?" Marshall backed sideways into the office, draw ng
Symington after him Kroll was behind the door

"Sorry to bother you, chief," Sym ngton began to explain. "Crighton heard soneone cone
down the energency exit and went up to the transport bay. Apparently there's one of those big
Anerican--" He broke off, noticing the huge figure of Kroll poised behind him "Wat's going--" he
began to say, then tried helplessly to back into the corridor as Kroll grabbed himby the shoul der
with his | eft hand and wenched hi mback off his feet, his right hand sw ngi ng the heavy barrel of
the automatic at his head.

The bl ow had the full lethal power of Kroll's powerful physique behind it. Marshall dived
for the gun hand, at the sane tinme seizing Sym ngton by the back of the neck and forcing himto
the floor. He and Kroll |ocked arms and grappled with each other, as Symington struggled at their
feet between them Suddenly they sprang apart. Symington darted quickly through the doorway before
the two big nen could collect thenmselves, and slammed it in front of them

Bef ore Marshall could stop him Kroll had fired through the frosted glass at the blurring
i mge novi ng down the corridor. The sound of the shot roared out |ike an exploding bonmb in the
confined office. Shattered gl ass spat against the walls of the corridor. Through the aperture
Marshal | saw Symi ngton ki cked headl ong by the force of the bullet, then slammed crookedly onto his
face as if flung froma speeding car.

Kroll pulled back the door and dived out into the corridor. Wth' Marshall follow ng him
he raced across to where Synington was lying, glanced cursorily at the figure at his feet, then
started nmove down the corridor, the automatic raised steadily in front of him

Marshal | knelt down beside Symington. In the dimlight he felt the warmwet patch
spreadi ng fromthe wound just below his left shoul der blade. He turned Symi ngton over, saw that he
was breathing in short exhausted pants. Fortunately the bullet had struck himobliquely,
channeling out a three-inch-long furrow wi thout penetrating the rib cage. Marshall sat Symn ngton
up, dragged him back into the office and propped hi magai nst the sofa.

Behi nd hi mthe energency door opened and Deborah peered around, her eyes wide with alarm

"Si mon, what's happeni ng?" She gaped down at Symi ngton unconprehendingly. "You prom sed--"

Marshal | pulled her down to the sofa.

"Stay with him see what you can do. | think he's all right. Kroll's going crazy. |'ve got
to stop himbefore he kills the other two."

As he re-entered the corridor Kroll was stepping cautiously down the stairway. Marshal
pul l ed the short-barreled .38 fromhis shoul der hol ster. Thunbing off the safety catch, he noved
forward after Kroll.

Kroll's hel neted head had just di sappeared down the short stairway when a second shot
roared out fromthe floor below Crighton and the Wen typist were both arned, like Marshall, with
COE .38's issued to protect them from hunger-naddened i ntruders.

He heard Kroll's .45 fire once, followed by two sharper reports fromthe communications
roomat the far end. He slid carefully down the steps, searching for Kroll's form anong the
shadows and angl es of the corridor, then heard the soft pad of his rubber soles nmoving toward the
service corridor which ringed the offices and provided a rear entrance to the enmergency el evator.

Thr ough the open doorway of the conmuni cati ons room Marshall caught a glinpse of
Crighton's brown uni form crouched behind the line of teletypes. He ducked back as the .38 fl ashed
out .

The service corridor led off imediately at his left, turning at right angles around the
of fices. Marshall edged the revolver forward, barrel pointed at the ceiling. He fired twice in
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qui ck succession, then dived across the exposed interval into the shelter of the service corridor

As he caught his breath he heard Crighton fire again at the staircase and then shout
sonmething at the girl, his words lost in the roaring echoes.

Fol I owi ng Kroll, Marshall noved quickly down the darkened service corridor, peering
briefly into the first of the offices, a clutter of desks under the dimglow of the single storm
bul b over the doorway.

A second enpty office and the el evator shaft separated him fromthe conmuni cations room at
the far end. He edged carefully around the blind corners of the shaft. Fortunately the energency
doorway into the service corridor was blocked by the TV transnitters. As soon as they saw Krol
open it Crighton and the girl would enpty their guns through the thin plywood.

Marshal | turned the finMangle around the shaft and to his surprise found it enpty. The
energency door was slightly open; a narrow strip of light crossed the corridor

Stepping over to it, Marshall peered through

The room was enpty. Dull reflections of the TV screens swng slowy to and fro across the
ceiling, but Crighton and the girl had gone.

Suddenly, fromthe main corridor, two shots roared out heavily, followed by a sharp cry of
terror, and then, an agonizing second later, by a third shot. The sounds stunned the air. Flashes
of light reflected off the glass panels of the open doorway.

W enchi ng open the emergency door, Mrshall Kkicked back a table carrying two of the TV
sets, ran quickly across the room

Crighton and the girl lay together in the corridor, Crighton face downward with his head
tilted against the wall, hands raised in front of him The girl was crunpled untidily behind him
unkenpt hair over her face, her skirt around her waist.

Beyond them waiting for Marshall by the staircase, stood the black figure of Kroll, the
automatic jutting from his hand.

"Thanks for covering ne," he said thickly. He pointed to the office near the stairway. "I
was in there. Thought they'd try to nake a dash for it when they heard you go around the side."

The drab air of the bunker was stained with sharp sweet funmes that stung Marshall's eyes.
He bent down over the bodies, checked themcarefully. A danp strip of handkerchi ef was clenched in
the girl's hand like a dead flower. For a long nonent he stared at it, then gradually becane aware
of Kroll's boots two or three feet away from him

He started to get up, then saw the automatic in Kroll's hand, leveled at his face. The
heavy barrel followed hi munwaveringly. Kroll's head was | ow between his shoul ders, his eyes
hi dden behind the visor of his hel net.

Marshall felt his courage ebbing. "What's happening, Kroll?" he nmanaged to say in a steady
voi ce. He noved toward Kroll, who stepped back and |l et himpass, training the .45 on Marshall's
head.

"Sorry, Marshall," he said flatly. "R H"

"What ? Hardoon?" Marshall hesitated, estimating the distance to the stairway. Kroll was a
few paces behind him So Hardoon had decided to dispense with him now that Marshall had served
his purpose! He should have realized this when Kroll had been sent to collect them "Don't be
crazy," he said. "You nust have your wires crossed."

When he was six feet fromthe stairway he suddenly dived forward, swerving fromside to
side, and managed to put his left hand on the stair rail.

Aimng carefully, Kroll shot himtw ce, first in the back, the inpact of the bullet
lifting Marshall onto the bottom step and knocking himoff his feet, the second shot into his
stomach as he toppled around, his great body uncontrollable, his arns swinging like windnmlls. He
stunbl ed past Kroll, spun heavily against the wall and crashed downward into a corner

He was about ten feet fromKroll, who waited quietly until the narrow stream of bl ood
nmeandering across the concrete floor finally reached his feet, then nade his way quickly up the
staircase

" Si non! "

The girl was crouched behind the door, fingers over her face. As she saw Kroll she
screanmed and backed away from him alnost tripping over the recunbent figure of Andrew Sym ngton
hal f conscious on the floor by the sofa.

Kroll jerked the .45 back into his jacket, then stepped over to Deborah, cornering her
behi nd t he desk.

"Where is he?" she shouted at him "Sinbn? What have you--"

Krol | knocked her against the wall with the back of his hand, forced her to the floor

"Shut up!" he snarled. "Crazy yapping!"
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He listened carefully to the sounds shifting around the bunker, kicking the girl sharply
with his boot when her blubbering interrupted him then picked up the phone.

As he waited he | ooked down at Deborah, and his right hand edged back toward the .45. H s
fingers flexed around the heavy butt, drawing it out.

He searched for the back of Deborah's neck, then noticed the auburn curls tipping forward
over her head. They were soft and wi spy, nore delicate than anything Kroll had ever seen. Like a
huge bull entranced by a butterfly, he watched them fascinated, feeling his blood thicken
i gnoring the voice on the phone.

H s hand rel axed and withdrew from his jacket.

"All set," he said slowy into the phone. "Just one of them" He glanced down at Deborah
“I''I'l be about ten mnutes."

Lurching painfully, Marshall dragged hinmself into the darkened comunications room heaved
up onto his feet and then slunped into a chair in front of the radio transmtter. For a few
m nut es he coughed uncontrollably, fighting for air, his body drowning in the enornous | ake of ice
which filled his chest. As he rolled helplessly fromside to side his eyes stared at the bl ood
eddyi ng across the floor below the chair. The trail led back into the corridor, past the two
bodi es to the stairway. How many hours had el apsed since he had first set out for the transmitter
he could no | onger renenber, but the sight of the bodies revived himnonentarily, making him
realize that his great strength was ebbing rapidly, and he | eaned forward on his el bows and began
to switch on the set.

Around himthe bunker was silent. The ventilator systemhad been turned off and the air
was stale and notionless, still stained by the acrid fumes of the cordite. Along the wall behind
himthe tel etypes were at last quiet, the sole sounds provided by the iow humof the TV sets. Only
two of the screens showed a picture,their reflections swinging left and right across the dark
ceiling.

Funbl i ng hel pl essly, Marshall paused to steady hinself, trying to conserve what little air
he could force into his lungs. The wound through his chest wall felt as wide as a | ance bl ade,
each breath turning it between his shattered ribs.

Hal f an hour later, when he had al nost gone, the set cane alive between his fingers.

Sei zing the mcrophone with both hands, he rammed it to his lips, began to speak into it
carefully, doggedly repeating his nmessage over and over again, heedless of the replies
interrupting himfromthe other end, until its nmeaning had gone and it becane an i nsane gabbl e.

Wien he had finally finished, his voice a whisper, he let the mcrophone fall through his
fingers to the floor, then jerked his chair slightly and faced the TV screens. Only one picture
was being transnmitted now, a white blur of flickering dust that crossed the screen fromleft to
right, unvarying in its speed and direction

The focus of his eyes fading, Marshall |ay back, watching it blindly. H s gray handsone
face was alnost in repose, the skin hollow ng around his eyes and tenples, draining his lips.
Unaware of his own breathing, he felt hinself sink down toward the bottom of the ice | ake. Around
himthe stale air grew steadily colder. A few sounds shifted sonewhere above in the enpty bunker
echoi ng down the silent ventilator shafts and through the deserted corridors of his end.

7
The Gateways of the VWirlw nd

"How i s he?"

"Not too bad. MId concussion, hairline fracture above the right ear. Second-degree burns
to the palms and soles."

"He'll pull through, though?"

"Ch, yes. If we do, he will."

The voices drifted away. Donald Miitland stirred pleasantly, half asleep, alnbst enjoying
the sensation of drowsy warmth coupled with a slight nausea. Now and then the voices would return
Somet i mes he could only hear the rise and fall of their tones as they noved anong the patients; at
other times, when they discussed his own case, standing over him he could hear them plainly.

He was on the nend, atleast. Turning lazily, he tried to make hinsel f confortable, tried
to feel the stiff caress of crisp sheets against his face.

Yet he could never find them Wenever he searched, the bed and pillow were hard and
unyi el ding as he realized his hands were in plaster casts.
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He wi shed he could wake. Then sleep would cone again, nunbing the pain in his head and
across his shoulders, dulling the nausea that nmade himwant to vonit.

"Looks a lot better. Don't you agree?”

"No doubt about it. But those burns are a little worrying. How the hell did he get thenf"

"Forget exactly. | think he was trapped in the boiler roomat a generating station. They
may be carbide burns. . . ."

Their voi ces nmoved away as consci ousness returned, paused and then faded. Mitl and
stretched and flexed his |legs, pressed his feet against the foot of the bed.

_Burns?_

How? He renenbered being trapped in the Underground station at Knightsbridge. Had he been
transferred to another hospital center, perhaps had his identity confused?

The voices drifted beside him nmurmuring over another patient. Mitland felt cold, his
head pounded. He wanted to call them tell themthey were overconfident.

They noved off slowy, their voices lost in the sounds of some enornous fan.

_Burns?_

Wth an effort, he opened his eyes, slowy noved his head.

He was blind!

He sat up and groped at the bed around him half expecting themto cone back, to fee
restraining hands press himback onto the pillow, hear the first words of consol ation

He picked up sonething |arge and angul ar, heavy in his hand.'

A brick!

He nestled it between his knees. What was this doing in bed with hin? H's fingers groped
at its rough surface, pulling away pieces of fine nortar.

He | ooked around, hoping to attract their attention, but their voices had vani shed: the
ward was silent.

Exhaust ed suddenly, he dropped the brick, lay back linply.

Instantly the voices returned.

"How did the grafts come al ong?”

"Very well, all inall. W'Il take his arns out of the cradle tonorrow. . . ."

Maitland smiled to hinmself. Perhaps they were in darkness, unable to see that his hands
wer e under the sheet.

He flexed his fingers, picked another object off the bed. A torch.

Instinctively, he switched it on

The beam filled his tiny cubicle, illumnating piles of shattered bricks on either side of
him a concrete beamtwo feet broad running across his knees, supporting a |large sign

Huge letters ran along it. They read: CLEARANCE SALE

For a monent Maitland stared at it, sitting upright, tracing the letters with his fingers.

Then, abruptly assenbling his nmind again, he shone the torch around hinself.

So he was not in a hospital as he had imagi ned, but still trapped in the tunnel. The
voi ces, the diagnoses, the warm bed, had all been products of fantasy, wish fulfillments sumobned
by his ex hausted body.

Hi s head throbbed. Mitland shone the torch at his hands, kneading the broken skin. He was
hal f surprised to see that they were not badly burned, and wondered why his mnd should have
produced this curious piece of circunstantial detail. Perhaps he bad renenbered a case history of
one of his former patients.

Looki ng around him he searched for sonme possible exit, but the narrow space in which he
| ay seened conpletely seal ed

Exhaust ed, he lay back, still shining the torch
“I think we can nove himout tonorrow. How do you feel ?"
"Pretty good, thank you, sir. I'mvery grateful to you. Any news about the w nd?"

The voi ces had returned. Even the patient had now joined in. Too tired to understand why
these del usi ons shoul d persist so powerfully even when he was fully conscious, Maitland | ay back
rotating his head to find a nore confortable position

He listened interestedly to the voices, the first hallucinatory agents he had ever
encountered, his mnd automatically anal yzing them

Movi ng his head, he noticed that a wi de circular shaft about two feet in dianmeter formed
part of his pillow. It noved diagonally downward at an angle of about 30°, and he found he coul d
hear the voices nore clearly when his left ear was pressed agai nst the shaft.

Abruptly he sat up, pulling hinself roughly onto his knees. Cearing away as nuch of the
| oose masonry as he could, he exam ned the shaft, pressing his ear against it.

In the majority of positions he could hear nothing, but, by some acoustical freak, in a
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smal | area of a few square inches the voices were clearly magnified. Obviously the ventil ator
shaft, now di sused, |led down into the station only a few yards below, and was reflecting the

voi ces of the doctors noving about their patients, particularly a burnt power-station worker whose
cot was directly bel ow the nouth of the shaft.

The gal vani zed iron plating was only an eighth of an inch thick, but there was nothing in
the rubbl e around hi mwhich he could use to cut it. He pounded on it with his fists, shouted
against it, pressing his ear to the focal area to hear any answering call. He hanged it tirelessly
with a brick, to no avail.

Finally he picked up the torch, carefully selected the focal area and began to tap
patiently with it, whenever he heard the doctors bel ow, the "shave-and-a-haircut, shanpoo"” rhythm
of chil dhood4

Two hours later, several eternities after the battery had exhausted itself, he heard an
answeri ng shout bel ow.

After 6 o' clock the Iounge would begin to fill. One of the stewards behind the bar
swi tched on the phonograph and turned up the recessed |ighting, masking the thin cream and-
chartreuse paint on the fresh concrete, and so the transformation of a recreation bunker 150 feet
bel ow USAF Brandon Hall into a Mayfair cocktail |ounge woul d be acceptably conplete

Donal d Maitland never ceased to wonder at the effectiveness of the illusion. Here at |east
was a small oasis of illusion. Beyond the lounge, with its chromumbar and red | eather, its
tinsel and plastic lighting, were service sections as bleak as anything in the Seigfried Line, but
as the uniformed officers and their wi ves and the senior civilians began to nake their way in
there was little hint of the 350 nph gales at present ravagi ng the world.

His five days at Brandon Hall he had largely spent in the recreation |ounge. Fortunately
his injuries at Knightsbridge were conparatively ninor, and half an hour fromnow, at 6:30 P.M,
he woul d officially report for duty again.

He watched Charles Avery carry their drinks over to the table, and stirred hinself
pl easantly. Anericans were expert at providing the civilized anenities of life with a nini num of
apparent effort or ponp, and in his five days at Brandon Hall he had begun to forget Susan's
tragic death and its inplied judgnment on hinself.

"Up to three-fifty," Avery remarked sonberly, trying to straighten the creases in his
bl ack battl edress jacket with its surgeon's insignia. "There's damm little left up there now How
do you feel ?"

Mai tl and shrugged, listening to the |ow rhythmof a foxtrot be had |ast heard years
earlier when he had taken Susan out to the Mlroy. "OK | wouldn't exactly say | was eager to get
back into action, but |I'mready enough. It's been pleasant down here. These five clays have given
me my first real chance in years to see nyself calmy. Pity |I've got to | eave."

Avery nodded. "Frankly, | wouldn't bother. There's little you'll be able to do to help.
The Americans are still sending out a few vehicles, but in general everything' s closing down.

Cont act between separate units seempretty linmited and outside news is coming through very
slowy."

"How s London hol di ng out ?"

Avery shook his head, peered into his glass. "London? It doesn't exist. No nore than New
York, or Tokyo or Moscow. The TV nonitor tower at Hammersmith just shows a sea of rubble. There's
not a single building standing."

"It's amazing casualties are so light."

"l don't know whether they are. My guess is that half a nillion people in London have been
killed. As far as Tokyo or Bonbay are concerned it's anybody's guess. At least fifty per cent, |
shoul d think. There's a sinple physical limt to howlong an individual can stand up to a 350-nmile-
an- hour air stream Thank God for the Underground system™

Mai tl and echoed this. After his rescue at Knightsbridge he had been astounded by the
efficient organization that existed bel ow street |evel, a sub-world of dark | abyrinthine tunnels
and shafts crowded with countless thousands of al nbost notionl ess beings, huddl ed together on the
unlit platforns with their drab bundl es of possessions, waiting patiently for the wind to subside,
i ke the denizens of some vast gallery of the dead waiting for their resurrection

VWere the others were Maitland could only guess. A fortunate aspect of the overcrowdi ng of
nmost major cities and metropolitan conpl exes around the world was that expansion had forced
construction to take place not only upward and outward, but downward as well. Thousands of
i nverted buildings hung fromstreet |evel-- car parks, underground ci nemas, sub-basenments and sub-
sub- basemnent s- -whi ch now provided tol erable shelter, sealed off fromthe ravaging wind by the
col I apsi ng structures above. MIlions nore nust be clinging to life in these readynmade bunkers,
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sandwi ched in narrow angl es between concrete | edges, their ears deafened by the roar above,
completely out of contact with everyone el se.

What woul d happen when their supplies of food began to run out?

"Six-fifteen, Donald," Avery cut in. He finished his drink and sat forward, ready to
| eave. "I'mworking at Casualty Intake fromnow on. The Anericans are shipping nost of their top
brass over to their bases in Geenland--the wind's about fifty miles an hour [ower than here.
Rurmor has it that they're converting sone big underground | CBM shelters inside the Arctic Circle,
and with luck a few useful Nato personnel may be invited along to do the rough work. From now on
I"mgoing to keep ny eyes open for sonme anenabl e twostar general with a sprained ankle to whom |
can nake nysel f indi spensabl e as back-scratcher and houseboy. | advise you to do the sane.”

Maitland turned and | ooked curiously at Avery, was surprised to see that the surgeon was
perfectly serious. "I admre your shrewdness," he said quietly. "But | hope we can | ook after
ourselves if we have to."

"Well, we can't," Avery scoffed. "Let's face it, we haven't really done so for a |ong
time. | know it sounds despicable, but adaptability is the only real biological qualification for
survival. At the monent a pretty grimformof natural selection is taking place, and frankly |
want to be selected. Sneer at me if you wish--1 willingly concede you that posthunbus right." He
paused for a nonment, waiting for Maitland to reply, but the latter sat staring bleakly into his
gl ass, and Avery asked: "By the way, heard anything of Andrew Sym ngton?"

"As far as | know be's still with Marshall's intelligence unit over at Witehall. Dora's
just had her baby; | nean to look in on her before |I |eave.”

As they nade their way out of the |ounge, they passed a tall Anerican submarine conmander
who had cone in with a slimblonde-haired girl in a brown uniformwith Press tabs on its sl eeves.
Her face and neck were covered with ninute abrasions, the typical w nd-exposure scars, but she
seermed so relaxed, following the Anerican closely with unforced intinacy, that he realized these
two, who had obviously cone through a period of prol onged exposure together, were the first people
he had seen who had managed to preserve their own private world intact.

As be took his seat in the briefing roomin the Personnel Reallocation Unit he wondered
how far his own character had benefited by the ordeals he had been through, how much it had
gained. merit, as the Buddhists would say. Could he really claimany noral superiority over Avery,
for exanple? Despite his near death at knightsbridge he had so far had little choice in
determining his own fate. Events had driven himforward at their own pace. How woul d be behave
when he was given a choice?

Mai tl and was assigned to one of the big Titan supertractors ferrying VIP s and enbassy
personnel down to the submari ne base at Portsnmouth. Many of the passengers would be suffering from
maj or injuries sustained before their rescue, and required careful supervision

Listening to the briefing, Miitland had the inpression, as Avery bad suggested, that the
Anericans were w thdrawi ng in considerabl e nunbers, taking with them even severe surgical cases.
When the | ast convoy had set sail for Greenland, would Brandon Hall have outlived its useful ness?

The nearest British base was at Biggin Hll, and if the wins continued to rise for the next week
or so it would be difficult to reach. Besides, what sort of welcone would they receive if they did
go there?

The captain confirmed his doubts.

"How far is there any effective contact between the bases around London?" Mitl and asked
as the neeting broke up. "I feel we're all pulling the Iids down over our respective holes and
sealing themtight."

The captai n nodded sonberly. "That's just about it. God knows what's going to happen when
they decide to close this place. It's cozy down here now, but we're on board a sinking ship.
There's only about one week's supply of generator fuel left in the storage tanks, and when that's
gone it's going to get damed chilly. And when the punps stop we'll have to clinb into our diving
suits. The cai ssons bel ow the foundati ons have shifted and water's pouring in from underground
wells. At present we're punping it out at the rate of about a thousand gallons an hour."

Maitland collected his kitbag fromthe hospital dormtory. On the way out he |ooked in at
the wonan's ward, and went over to Dora Sym ngton's cubicle.

"Hul |l o, Donald," Dora greeted him She managed a brave snile, made a space for himon the
bed anmong the feeding bottles and mlk cans. She raised the baby's head. "I've been telling himhe
| ooks like Andrew, but I'mnot sure he agrees. Wat do you think?"

Mai t | and consi dered the baby's small w zened face. He would have liked to think it
synbol i zed hope and courage, the new world being reborn unknown to themin the cataclysnic m dst
of the old, but in fact he felt grimy depressed. Dora's courage, her pathetic little cubicle with
its makeshift shelves and clutter of danp clothes, nmade himrealize just how hel pl ess they were,
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how near the center of the whirl pool

"Have you heard from Andrew yet ?" she asked, bringing the question out carefully.

"No, but don't worry, Dora. He's in the best possible conpany. Marshall knows how to | ook
after hinmself."

He talked to her for a few minutes and then excused hinsel f, taking one of the elevators
up to the transport pool three |levels below the surface.

Even here, sone 75 feet bel ow ground, separated by enornous concrete shields ten feet
thick, designed to provide protection at ground zero agai nst negaton nucl ear weapons, the presence
of the stormw nd ragi ng above was i medi ately apparent. Despite the giant airlocks and overl ayi ng
ranps the narrow corridors were thick with black sandy grit forced in under trenendous pressure,
the air danp and cold as the air streamcarried with it enornous quantities of water vapor--in
some cases the contents of entire seas, such as the Caspian and the G eat Lakes, which had been
drained dry, their beds plainly visible.

Drivers and surface personnel, all sealed into heavy plastic suits, thick foam padding
puffing up their bodies, hung about between the hal f-dozen Titan supertractors grouped around the
service station.

H's own Titan was the fifth in line, a giant six-tracked articu |lated cramer with steeply
raked sides and profile, over 80 feet long and 20 feet wide, the tracks six feet broad. The gray-
pai nted sides of the vehicle had been slashed and pitted, the heavy three-inch steel plate scarred
with deep dents where flying rocks and masonry had struck the vehicle, alnpbst conpletely
obliterating the U S. Navy insignia painted along the hull

A | ean-faced bi g-shoul dered nan in a blue surface suit |ooked up froma discussion with
two mechani cs who were sitting inside one of the tracks, adjusting the nassive cleats. Roya
Canadi an Navy tabs were clipped to his collar, a captain's rank bars.

"Dr. Mitland?" he asked in a deep pl easant voice. When Miitland nodded he put out his
hand and shook Maitland's warmy in a powerful grip. "Good to have you aboard. My nanme's Jim
Hal I i day. Wl conme to the Toronto Belle."” He jerked a thunb at the Titan. "W've got just over half
an hour before we take off, so how about sone coffee?"

"Good idea,"” Mitland agreed. Halliday took the canvas grip out of his hand, to his
surprise wal ked around to the front of the tractor and slung it up over the hood onto the driver's
hat chway. As Halliday rejoined him Miitland said: "I was going to |leave the grip in the mess in
case we have to make a quick getaway."

Hal I i day shook his head, taking Maitland's arm "If you want to, Doe, go ahead. Frankly,
recommend that you nmake yourself at home aboard the ship. Can't say | feel any too confident about
this place.

As they collected their coffee in the canteen and sat down at the end of one of the Iong
wooden tabl es Miitland exami ned Halliday's face carefully. The Canadi an | ooked solid and
resourceful, unlikely to be swayed by runor

They exchanged personal histories briefly. By now, Mitland nodeed, there were so many
di saster stories, so many confirmed and unconfirmed epi sodes of heroism such a confusion of
dramatic and tragic events that those still surviving confined thenselves to the barest self-
identification. In addition, there was the gradual nunbness that had begun to affect everyone, a
blunting of the sensibilities, by the filth and privation and sheer buffeting nomentum of the
wi nd. The result was an increasing concentration on ensuring one's own personal survival, a
reluctance, such as he had just seen in a basically confident man Iike Halliday, to put any trust
in the durability of others.

"Qur last trip we carried only three passengers,” Halliday explained, "so a nedic wasn't
needed. It's obvious they'll soon be closing the unit down."

Mai t | and nodded. "What will happen to us then?"

Hal | i day gl anced up at himbriefly, then flung his cigarette butt into the coffee dregs.
"I"ll leave you to guess. Frankly, we rate a pretty |ow order of inportance. As |ong as novenent
above surface is possible, the big tractors have a valuable role, but nowwell. . . . Just about
all the VIP's have got where they want to be; the perineter's really being pulled in tight. Have
you been up top recently?"

"Not for about a week," Muitland admitted.

"It's hard to describe--pretty rough. Solid roaring wall of black air--except that it's
not air any nore but a horizontal aval anche of dust and rock, like sitting right behind a jet
engine full on with the exhaust straight in your face. Can't see where the hell you' re going,
| andmar ks obliterated, roads buried under tons of rubble. W steer by the beamtransmtted between
here and Portsnouth. Wen the stations close down our job will be over. Only yesterday we | ost one
of the big rigs--their radi o broke down when they were somewhere south of Leatherhead. They tried
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to make it back by compass and drove straight into the river."

As they neared the tractor Maitland saw a small group of passengers waiting, two men and a
young wonman. All the hatches were being secured on the rear section of the vehicle, and it | ooked
as if these three were the full conplenment and would travel in the forward section, |eaving the
rear enpty. As Halliday had said, it seemed a conplete waste of fuel and personnel--the Titan
woul d have been better enpl oyed rescui ng Andrew Sym ngton and Marshall--and Maitland felt a sudden
sensation of resentnment toward the three passengers.

One was a small plunp-faced man with a brush nmoustache, the other two a tall American in a
navy trench coat and the girl wearing a | eather helnet, goggles over her forehead. As he
approached she slipped her hand under the Anerican's arm and he recogni zed the couple who had
passed himin the | ounge bar

Hal I i day gestured Maitland over, introduced himbriefly to the passengers. "Conmander
Lanyon, this is Dr. Maitland. He'll be riding down to Portsmouth with us. If you want your
tenperature taken, Mss O sen, just ask him"

Mai tl and nodded to the trio and hel ped the young worman, an NBC tel evision reporter
carrying her tape recorder over to the starboard hatchway. She and Commander Lanyon had j ust
reached Engl and fromthe Mediterranean, had cone up to London with the third nenber of the group,
an Associ ated Press correspondent called Waring, in the hope of getting material for their
networ ks back in the States. Unfortunately their hopes that the wi nd woul d have subsi ded had not
been fulfilled, and they were returning enpty-handed, en route for G eenland.

Ten minutes |ater the seven of them-three passengers, Mitland, Halliday, the driver and
radi o operator--were sealed down into the forward section of the Titan, a narrow conpartment 15
feet long by six feet wide, packed with equi pnent, stores and m scel | aneous baggage. Canvas racks
fol ded down fromthe sides and Maitland and the passengers sat cranped together on these, the
three crew nenbers up forward, Halliday at the periscope i mediately behind the driver, the radio
operator beside him A single light behind a grille on the ceiling cast a thin gl ow over the
compartnent, fading and brightening as the engines varied in speed.

For half an hour they hardly noved, edging forward or backward a few yards in answer to
instructions transmtted over the RIT. The roar of the engines precluded any but the nost
rudi nentary conversation between those at the back, and Maitland I et hinself sink off into a
m ndl ess reverie, interrupted by sudden jolts that woke himback to an uneasy reality.

Finally they began to nove forward, the engines surging below them and at the sanme tinme
the vehicle tilted backward sharply, at an angle of over 10°, as they clinbed the exit ranp.

The air in the tractor became suddenly cooler, as if a powerful refrigerating unit had
been switched on in the conpartnent. They appeared to be noving along a tunnel carved through an
i ceberg, and Maitland renenbered soneone at the base telling himthat the surface air tenperature
was now falling by a full degree per day. The air stream noving over the oceans was forcing an
enor mous upt ake of water by evaporation, and consequently cooling the surfaces bel ow.

The Titan leveled off on the final exit shelf, then |labored slowmy up the last incline.

| medi ately, as the huge vehicle slewed about unsteadily, its tracks searching for
equilibriumin the ragged surface, the famliar tattoo of thousands of flying mssiles rattled
across the sides and roof around themlike endl ess sal vos of nachine-gun fire. The noi se was
enervating, occasionally appearing to slacken off slightly, then resuming with even greater force
as a cloud of higher-density particles drove across them

St andi ng behind the driver, Halliday steered the Titan by | ooking through the periscope.
Cccasional Iy, when they noved across open country, he left the driver to follow the conpass
bearing pro. vided by the radi o operator, and cane back to the passengers, crouching down to
exchange a few words.

"We're just passing through Biggin HII," he told themafter they had been under way for
hal f an hour. "Used to be an RAP base here, but it was flooded out after the east wall of the main
shelter collapsed. About five hundred people were trapped inside; only six got away.

"Can | take a | ook outside, Captain?" Patricia O sen asked. "I've been underground so |ong
| feel like a nole."
"Sure," Halliday agreed. "Not that there's a damm thing to see."

They all noved forward, swaying fromside to side |ike straphangers on a rocking
Underground train as the tractor slid and dragged under the inpact of the w nd.

Maitland waited until Lanyon and Patricia had finished, then pressed his eyes to the
bi nocul ar vi ewpi ece.

Sweepi ng the periscope around, he saw that they were noving along the renmains of the M
Mot orway down to Portsnout h.

Little of the road was still intact. The soft shoul ders and grass center pieces between
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the | anes had di sappeared, leaving in their place a four-foot-deep hollow trough. Here and there
the stunmp of a concrete tel egraph pole protruded fromthe verge, or a battered. overpass, huge
pi eces chipped fromits arches, spanned the roadway, but otherw se the | andscape was conpl etely
blighted. Cccasionally a dark shadow would flash by, the renains of sone airborne structure--
aircraft fuselage or notor car--bouncing and cartwheeling al ong the ground.

Mai tl and | eaned agai nst the periscope nounting. Wth the topsoil gone, and the root-system
whi ch held the surface together and provided a secure foothold for arable crops against the
erosive forces of rain and wind, the entire surface of the gl obe woul d dust bow in the way that
the Gkl ahoma farmand had literally disappeared into the air in the 1920's.

As he turned away fromthe periscope, Halliday was right beside the radio operator. A
signal was com ng through fromBrandon Hall, and the operator took off his headphones and passed
themto the captain.

"Bad news, Doctor," the operator said. "Flash in from Brandon Hall about a friend of
yours, Andrew Symi ngton. Apparently the emergency intelligence unit in the Admiralty bunkers were
attacked yesterday. Marshall and three of the others were shot."

Maitland gripped the strap over his head. "Andrew? |s he dead?"

"No, they don't think so. Hi s body hasn't been found, anyway. Marshall nanaged to get an
alert through before he died. The gunnen were working for someone called Hardoon. As far as |
could make out he's supposed to have a private army operating froma secret base somewhere in the
Quil dford area."

"I"ve run into Hardoon before,” Miitland cut in. "Marshall was also working for him"

Qui ckly he recounted his discovery of the crates of paramlitary equiprment in Marshall's

war ehouse, the unifornmed guards. "Hardoon nust have decided to get rid of Marshall; probably he'd
outlived his usefulness." He |ooked up at the strap in his hand, and jerked it roughly. "What the
hell could have happened to Synington, though?"

Hal i day | owered his head doubtfully. "Well, maybe he's O K ," he said, managing a show of
synmpathy. "It's hard to say."

"Don't worry,"” Mitland said confidently. "Synmington's a top el ectronics and

communi cati ons nan, far nore val uabl e to Hardoon now than a TV nogul like Marshall. If his body
wasn't found in the bunker he nust still be alive. Hardoon's men woul dn't waste time carrying a
corpse around." He paused, listening to the hail drive across the roof. "All those crates were

| abel ed ' Har doon Tower.' This secret base rnust be there."

Hal I i day shook his head. "Never heard of it. Though the nane Hardoon is fam liar. What is
he, a political big shot?"

"Shi ppi ng and hotel magnate,” Miitland told him "Sonmething of a power-crazy eccentric.

' Har doon Tower' - - God knows where, though."

"Sounds like a hotel," Halliday conmented. "If it is, it won't be standing, that's for
sure. Sorry about your friend, but as you say, he'll probably be O K there."

Mai t | and nodded, |eaning on the radio set and searching his mnd for where Hardoon Tower
m ght be. He noticed the radi o operator watching himpensively, was about to turn away and rejoin
the trio at the rear of the conpartnent when the nman said:

"The Hardoon place is just near here, sir. About ten niles away, at Leatherhead."

Mai tl and turned back. "Are you sure?"

"Well, |I can't be certain," the operator said. "But we get a lot of interference froma
station operating from Leatherhead. It's using a scranbled vhf beam definitely not a governnent
installation.”

"Coul d be anyone, though,” Mitland said. "Wather station, police unit, sonme VIP outfit."

The operator shook his head. "I don't think so, sir. They were trying to identify it back
at Brandon Hall; there was even an M5 signals expert there. | heard himrefer to Hardoon."

Maitland turned to Halliday. "Wat about it, Captain? He's probably right. W could nmake a
smal | detour out to Leatherhead."

Hal | i day shook his head curtly. "Sorry, Maitland. 1'd like to, but our reserve tank only
hol ds two hundred gal |l ons, barely enough to get us back."

"Then what about uncoupling the rear section?" Miitland asked. "It's no dann use anyway."

“"Maybe not. But what are we supposed to do, even if we find this character Hardoon? Put
hi m under arrest?"

Hal liday returned to the periscope, indicating that their argument was cl osed, and hunched
over the eyepiece, scanning the road. Maitland stood behind him undeci ded, watching the radio-
conpass beamon the navigator's screen. They followed the beamcarefully, driving along a razor
edge between a stream of dots--leftward error--and a stream of dashes--rightward error. At present
they were deliberately three degrees off course, in order to take advantage of the notorway's firm
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foundations. Halliday was following a bend in the road, and the radi o conpass rotated steadily,
from145° to 150°, and then on around to 160°. Unoccupied for the nonment, the operator was
searchi ng the waveband of the vhf set. He picked up a blurred staccato signal and gestured to
Mai t | and.

"That's the Hardoon signal, sir."

Mai t | and nodded. He stepped over to the operator as if to hear the scranbled signal nore
clearly, and slowy eased his torch out of his hip pocket, clasping the heavy cylinder with its
steel -encased reflector firmy in his right hand. He edged between the operator and the conpass,
which was still revolving. Wien he was satisfied that the operator would no | onger renenber the
preci se bearing, he raised the torch and with a qui ck backhand stroke tapped in the glass screen

Qui ckly he began to hanmmer away at the set, smashing in the conpass and plunging the torch
into the val ve-cramed cabinet. Shouting to Halliday, the operator struggled to his feet and tried
to pull Miitland away. Then Halliday swung back fromthe periscope and flung his arms around
Maitland' s shoul ders. The three men westled together, their blows nmuffled by the swaying vehicle
and their heavy clothing, then fell to the floor.

As they struggled onto their knees, the tractor, still followi ng the circular course
Hal I i day had been giving to the driver, tipped over sharply as it left the roadway and ran rapidly
down the incline.

Hal liday pulled Maitland to his feet, his face thick with anger. Lanyon had joined t hem
and hel ped the radio operator to rise. The corporal stunbled over to the set and stared bl ankly at
the wrecked console, his fingers nunbly tracing the ragged outlines of the conpass.

He | ooked wildly at Halliday. "The set's a wite-off, Captain, a total weck! God knows
what our bearing was! W were nmoving around that bend. | wasn't watching it."

Hal | i day wenched at Maitland's jacket. "You damm fool! Do you realize we're conpletely
| ost ?"

Mai t | and shook hinmself free. "No you're not, Captain. | hate to force your hand, but it
was the only way. Look."

He reached across to the vhf set and turned up the volune, so that the staccato gabbl e of
the mysterious station sounded out into the conpartment over the noise of the wi nd beating against
the tractor. Wth one hand he rotated the set in its bearings until, at an angle of 45° to the
|ateral axis of the tractor, it was at naxi num strength.

"Qur new direction beam Follow that and it should take us straight to Hardoon Tower."

"How can you be sure?" Halliday snapped. "It could be anything!"

Mai t | and shrugged. "Maybe, but it's our only chance.” He turned to Lanyon, quickly
expl ai ned what had happened to Andrew Symi ngton

Lanyon pondered this for a few nminutes, then turned to Halliday, who was peering through
t he peri scope.

"Seens as if we've no alternative, Captain. As it's only a few niles away, a short detour
won't hurt us. And there's always the chance that if this fell ow Hardoon is planning some sort of
t akeover when the wind blows out, we may be able to anticipate him"

Hal I i day cl enched his fists, scowing angrily, then nodded and swung back to the
peri scope.

Five minutes later they reversed onto the hi ghway and noved of f down a side road toward
Leat herhead, following the vfh signal. Mitland had expected that they would have difficulty in
| ocati ng Hardoon Tower, but Halliday soon noticed sonething that confirned his suspicions about
Har doon

"Take a | ook for yourself," Halliday said. "This road has been used regularly all through
the last four or five weeks. There's even wire nmesh laid down at the exposed corners."”

Lanyon took the periscope, confirmed this with a nod. "Heavy tracked vehicles," he
comrent ed. "Miust have been carrying sone really big loads." Ginning, he added: "Looks as if Pat
may get a story after all."

They followed the signal, steadily increasing in strength, toward the Hardoon estates at
Leat her head, as nuch gui ded by signs of recent activity along the road as by the radio beam the
wi nd pushing themon at a steady 25 nph.

Two hours later they had their first sight of Hardoon Tower.

Mai dand was doing his 15-minute turn at the periscope when the operator told himthat they
had entered the zone of naxinmum signal strength.

"Coul d be anywhere within a couple of square miles of here," be reported, sw nging the
direction-finder aerial wthout influencing the volunme. "From now on we'll have to make visua
contact."
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Mai t| and peered through the periscope. Ahead the roadway had broadened into a furrowed
band of shattered concrete and wire mesh about 1 oo yards w de, stained with huge white and gray
pat ches whi ch suggested sonme enornous roadwork had recently been in progress. The tractor edged
forward al ong the center at 15 nph, tacking fromleft to right across the band. Two hundred yards
away the road disappeared into the dimwhirling nmass of the wind stream Beside the roadway the
ground was bl ack and dark, devoid of all vegetation, dotted with a few huge rolling objects,
stunps of giant trees, blocks of masonry, all noving fromleft to right across their path.

Ahead, high in the air, something |oomed for a nonment, a lighter patch of sky, apparently
an interval in the dust cloud. Maitland ignored it, searching the ground carefully for any hidden
si de turning.

A few seconds |later he realized that the strip of lighter air was still in front of him

Strai ght ahead, its nassive bulk veiled by the duststorm an enormous pyram dlike
structure reared up, its four-angled sides 100 feet across at the base, tapering to the apex 80
feet above. The tractor was now about a quarter of a mle away and, although partly obscured, the
pyram d was the first structure Maitland had seen for weeks which retai ned hard cl ean outli nes.
Even at this distance he could see its straight profiles, the perfectly pointed apex, cleaving the
dark air streamlike the prow of a |iner

He gestured Halliday over to the periscope. As the captain whooped in surprise, Mitland
gestured to Lanyon.

"It looks as if Hardoon's strongpoint is up ahead. About three or four hundred yards away.
A huge concrete pryamd."

"It's fantastic,” Halliday said over his shoulder, centering the periscope. "Wio does the
mani ac think he is--Cheops? Miust have taken years to build."

He handed over the periscope to Lanyon, who nodded slowy. "Either years or thousands of
men. The roadways indicate there's been a pretty big construction force on the job."

They edged nearer the pyranmid; its great bulk rising above into the flickering sky. Two
hundred yards away the tractor struck a |l ow obstacle with its offside front track, and they | ooked
down at a lowwall, ten feet high, rising out of the ground and running in the direction of the
| eft-hand corner of the pyramd. The wall was ten feet wide, a nassive reinforced concrete
buttress. As they noved along it, a second ranpart appeared out of the gravellike soil on their
right, and they found thensel ves entering a | ong approach system of parallel concrete walls,
partly intended as w ndbreakers for the pyram d, and partly to screen entering vehicles.

Mai t| and searched the face of the pyram d for apertures, but its surface was snooth and
unbroken. Gradually, as the height of the supporting walls increased, it was |ost fromsight and
they entered a narrow ranp that | ed bel ow an overhangi ng shoul der and then around a right-angle
corner into what appeared to be a dead end.

Halliclay tilted back the periscope, craning to |l ook up at the great bulk of the pyramd
obscured by the stream of dust and gravel cascading across its surface.

"Looks as if this isn't an approach road after all,"” Halliday cormmented. "No entrance bays
or locks. W'll have one hell of a job reversing out of here. Wiy don't they put up some signs?"

Suddenly they swayed on their feet, grabbed at the ceiling straps. The tractor had dropped
abruptly, was noving steadily downward |ike an el evator.

Mai tl and dived for the periscope, just intine to see the walls around them soar upward
into the air, the apex of the pyram d di sappear. Seconds |l ater the rectangular outlines of an
el evat or openi ng rose above them The bl ack sides of the shaft ran past, then slowed down as the
el evator reached its floor. A horizontal lock slid across the opening and sealed it, shutting out
t he dayli ght.

"Well, they nmust be friendly," Halliday decided. "I was begi nning to wonder how we'd get
inif they didn't want us."

The driver cut the engines, and as the din subsided they heard nechani cs outside the
tractor shackling exit ladders to its turret. Halliday began to unl ock the hatchway, notioned to
the others to get to their feet.

"Stretch your |egs, everybody. May be our |ast chance for days."

He opened the hatch, raising it a few inches, and soneone on the roof pulled it back. He
clinbed out, followed by Mitland and the radi o operator

The tractor was at the bottomof a large freight-elevator shaft, part of an underground
bunker from which high driveways |led off to dark transport bays. Men in black plastic suits and
hel mets stood around the tractor, nost of themw th holsters on their belts. Mitland recognized
the uniforns he had seen in Marshall's Park Lane basenent.

As he swung down, a tall, rough-featured man with a white pyram d-shaped triangle on the
front of his helmet stepped over to him
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"What are you clowns playing at?" he snapped. "Wiy the hell aren't you using your radio?"

Hi s voice was a snarl of irritation and violence. He | ooked at Miitland, then grabbed him
in surprise, glancing up at Halliday, who was hel ping the radi o operator out of the turret.

"What's all this?" the big nman snapped. He w enched Mitland around roughly, fingering his
navy weat her jacket. "Were's Kroll? He was supposed to bring Synmington. Wo are all you peopl e?"

"Isn"t Symi ngton here?" Mitland asked him

The big man stared at himangrily, then | ooked over his shoul der and gestured toward a
squad of guards who were encircling the tractor. At the same time he reached for his hol ster

Hal | i day was still standing on the roof, gesturing back the radi o operator, who was about
to join Maitland on the ground.

The squad of bl ack-suited guards closed in around the Titan, two or three of them swarm ng
up its sides. Maitland found hinself seized by the neck, jabbed an elbow into his attacker and
fell backward with himagainst one of the tracks. He kicked hinself |oose fromthe man and struck
out at two others who closed in on him butting themwi th his head. One of them punched hi m hard
in the face, the other grabbed himaround the wai st and pull ed hi m downward onto the ground agai n.
As he lay there struggling he saw the big guard backing away fromthe tractor, a heavy .45
automatic in his hand. Everyone seened to be shouting, and then the .45 roared out twi ce, the
flashes fromits barrel lighting up the sides of the Titan

A figure, apparently Halliday, came lurching down the |adder, stunbled a few feet across
the floor and then fell onto its face.

Maitland slammed a fist into the back of one of the nen lying across him nanaged to free
hinmself for a nmonment. He was trying to sit forward, when soneone ran up and ki cked himheavily in
the side of the head.

His brain exploding |like a roman candle, he fell backward into a deep roaring pool of
dar kness.

8
The Tower of Har doon

As he woke his head was swinging like a piston fromside to side.

A dozen arteries pounded angrily inside his skull, rivers of thudding pain. He opened his
eyes and focussed themwi th an effort. A powerfully-built guard in a black plastic uniform a
| arge white triangle on his helmet, was |eaning over him slapping his face with a broad open
hand.

When he saw Maitland's eyes were open, he gave hima final vicious backhand cut, then
shapped at the two guards holding Maitland in his chair. They jerked himforward into a sitting
position, then let go of his hands.

Gasping for air, Maitland tried to control himself, spread his | egs apart and pressed his
shoul ders agai nst the stiff backrest of the chair. Above, fluorescent |ighting shone across a | ow
bare ceiling. In a few seconds his face had stopped stinging, and he |owered his eyes slowy.

Directly in front of him across a wi de crocodil e-skin desk, sat a squat, broad-shoul dered
man in a dark suit. Hi s head was huge and bull-Ilike; below a high doned forehead were two snal
eyes, a short stump of nose, a mouth like a scar, and a jutting chin. The expression was sonber
and menaci ng.

He surveyed Maitland coldly, ignoring the red-flecked saliva Mitland was w ping away from
his bruised lips. Dimy, Mitland recognized a face he had seen in a few rare magazi ne
phot ographs. This, he realized, was Hardoon. Wondering how | ong had el apsed since their arrival,
Mai t| and began to gl ance around the room He was aware of Hardoon sitting forward and tapping his
knuckl es on the desk.

"Are you conpletely with us again, Doctor?" he asked, his voice soft yet callous. He
waited for Maitland to nurnmur, then nodded to the guards, who took up their positions against the
rear wall.

"Good. Wile you were resting your conpani ons have been telling nme about your exploit. I'm
sorry that your little outing has ended here. | nust apol ogize for the stupidity of ny traffic
police. They should never have allowed you in. Unfortunately, Kroll--" he indicated the tall guard
with the single helnet triangle, |ounging against the wall beside the desk "--was sonewhat del ayed
on his return, or you would have been able to continue your journey to Portsnouth unnol ested."

He exami ned Maitland for a nonent, taking a cigar froma silver ashtray on the pedesta
behi nd t he desk.
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Puzzl ed why Hardoon was bothering to interrogate him Miitland nassaged his face, peering
around the room

He was in a | arge oak-paneled office, the heavy walls of which appeared to be conpletely
solid, flatly absorbing the sounds of their voices. Behind him where the guards stood, were high
bookshel ves, divided by a doorway. There were no wi ndows, but on the far side of Hardoon's desk
was a shoul der-hi gh al cove seal ed by high shutters.

Har doon drew reflectively on his cigar. "I gather that once again | am personna non grata
with the authorities," he went on in his slow leisurely voice. "It was foolish of Kroll to all ow
Marshall to broadcast our whereabouts to all and sundry. However, that is another matter."

Maitland sat forward, aware of the guards poised on their toes behind him the huge figure
of Kroll stiffening slightly. "Wat happened to Halliday?" he asked, tongue tripping inside his
brui sed nouth. "He was shot as we arrived."

Hardoon's face was bl ank, his eyes narrowing as he considered the interruption. "Atragic
m sunder st andi ng. Believe nme, Doctor, | abhor violence as much as you. My traffic police assuned
that you were Kroll. Your vehicles are of the same type, with identical markings. Wen they
di scovered their mstake they were naturally rather excited. These acci dents happen.”

Hi s tone was matter-of-fact, but even though his eyes were fixed coldly on Maitland' s face
the latter had the distinct inpression that nost of Hardoon's attention was el sewhere. Hi s voice
seenmed to be an agent that was automatically carrying out instructions given to it previously,

i ke the guards standing behind Mitland.

"Where are the others?" Miitland asked. "The two Americans and the girl?"

Har doon gestured with his cigar. "In the--" he searched for a suitable phrase "--visitors
quarters. They are perfectly confortable. M. Sym ngton was slightly injured en route, and i s now
resting in the sick bay. A useful man; |et us hope he is soon recovered."”

Mai t| and studi ed Hardoon's face. The mllionaire was about fifty-five, still physically
powerful, but with curious lusterless eyes. Despite its hard edge, his voice al nbst droned.

"Now, Doctor, to come to the point. The arrival here of you and your three conpanions
presents me with an opportunity | have decided to make the nost of." As Maitland frowned, Hardoon
smled deprecatingly. "No, | amnot in need of nmedical attention; far fromit. W have an anple
nunber of doctors and nurses here. In fact, you will find this one of the nost efficiently
organi zed bastions against the wind in existence, if not the nost efficient, ny traffic police
not wi t hst andi ng. "

He pressed a button set into a small control panel on the desk in front of him and then
turned slightly in his chair to face the shutters, gesturing Maitland to do the sanme. The shutters
began to retract. Behind Maitland the ceiling lights dimred, and as the shutters slid into their
housi ngs they reveal ed an enornous bl ock of plate glass, three feet deep and twi ce as w de,
apparently set into the face of the pyranid.

Sl opi ng away bel ow was the east wall of the pyramd. At its base were the causeways and
entrance passage they had taken to the elevator. Beyond, obscured by the storm was the w de
approach road. The wi nd stream swept directly toward them the thousands of fragments carried past
at incredi ble speeds, vaulting out of the |lowering stormcloud on a thousand trajectories.

At the same tine Hardoon had pressed another tab on the desk, and a | oudspeaker on the
wal | above the wi ndow crackled into life. Mited at first, and then rising to full volune, was the
bare, unalloyed voice of the wind stream the roaring N agara of sound that had pursued Mitl and
in his nightmares for the past nonth.

Har doon sat back, watching the wind through the window, listening to it on the speaker. He
seermed to sink into sonme private reverie, his cigar half raised to his lips, its snoke curling
away toward a ventilator in the ceiling. An automatic rheostat nust have been nmounted to the
speaker, for the volunme rose steadily, until the noise of the stormwind filled the office, a
bl ast of rushing airlike the sounds of an experinental w nd tunnel at naxi num velocity.

Suddenl y Hardoon woke out of his trance and stabbed the two buttons. The sound abruptly
fell away, and the shutters glided back and | ocked across the w ndow.

For a monent Hardoon stared at the darkened panels. "lIts force is incredible," he
comented to Maitland. "Nature herself in revolt, in her purest, nost elenental form And where is
Man, her prinme eneny? For the nobst part vanqui shed, utterly defeated, hiding below ground like a
terror-stricken nole, or wandering about blindly down dark tunnels."

He | ooked at Maitland rhetorically, then added: "I admire you, Doctor, and your
conpanions. You still do battle with the wind, to sonme extent retain your initiative. You nove
about the surface of the globe undeterred. I'msorry that Captain Halliday shoul d have been

killed."
Mai t | and nodded. His head had finally cleared, the warnth of the office reviving him He

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (59 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

decided to take the initiative in their conversation, and sat forward. "Wen did you start
buil ding this pyram d?" he asked.

Har doon shrugged. "Years ago. The bunkers were originally designed as nmy personal shelter
in the event of World War [11, but the pyram d was conpleted only this nonth."

Maitl and pressed on. "Wat are you hoping to gain? Supreme political control when the w nd
subsi des?”

Har doon turned and stared at Mitland, an expression of incredulity on his face.

"I's that what occurs to you, Doctor? You can think of no other notive?"

Mai t | and shrugged, sonewhat taken aback by Hardoon's reaction. "Your own inmediate
survival, of course. Wth the backing of a large, well-run organization."

Hardoon smiled bleakly. "It's astoni shing, how the weak always judge the strong by their
own limted standards. It's precisely for this reason that you' re here." Before Miitland could ask
himto expand upon this he said: "Surely the unusual design of this shelter indicates ny rea
motives. In fact, up to now | assunmed this was the case. It nust be obvious that if survival and
t he mai ntenance of a powerful and well-equi pped private arny were ny object | would certainly not
choose to house nyself in an exposed pyranid."

"It is a vantage point," Miitland pointed out. "As you've just denobnstrated, it nmakes an
excel | ent observation post.™

"To observe what? That window is only sixty feet above ground. Wat could | hope to see?"

"Not hi ng, | suppose. Except the wind."

Har doon bowed his head slightly. "Doctor, you are entirely correct. The wind is, indeed,
all | wish to see fromhere. And at the sane time | intend it to see nme." He paused, then went on
"As the wind has risen so everyone on the globe has built downward, trying to escape it; has
burrowed further and deeper into the shelter of the earth's mantle. Wth one exception--nyself. |
al one have built upward, have dared to challenge the wind, asserting Man's courage and
determ nation to master nature. If | were to claimpolitical power--which, nost absolutely, | wll
not--1 would do so sinply on the basis of my own noral superiority. Only |, in the face of the
greatest hol ocaust ever to strike the earth, have had the noral courage to attenpt to outstare
nature. That is ny sole reason for building this tower. Here on the surface of the globe |I neet
nature on her own terns, in the arena of her choice. If | fail, Man has no right to assert his
innate superiority over the unreason of the natural world."

Mai t | and nodded, watchi ng Hardoon closely. The millionaire had spoken in a quiet clipped
voi ce, using neither gesture nor enphasis. He realized that Hardoon was al nost certainly sincere,
and wondered to hinself whether this nade himless or nore dangerous. How nuch was he prepared to
sacrifice to put his phil osophy to the test?

"Well, if what you say is true, it's a spectacular gesture. But surely there are equa
chal | enges to one's noral courage in everyday |ife?"

"For you, perhaps. But ny talents and position force ne to play ny role on a | arger stage.
You probably think me an i nsane negal omani ac. How el se, though, can | denonstrate my noral
courage? As an industrialist, nmoral courage is |less inmportant than judgnent and experience. What
should | do? Found a university, endow a thousand schol arshi ps, give away nmy noney to the poor?
But a single signature on a check will do these for ne, and | know that with ny talents I wll
never be destitute. Fly to the noon? |'mtoo old. Face bravely the prospect of ny own death? But

my health is still sound. There is nothing, no other way in which | can prove nyself."
Maitland found hinmself smiling. "In that case, | can only w sh you luck. As you've said,
this is a private duel between yourself and the wind. So you'll have no objections to our

col l ecting Sym ngton and goi ng on our way."

Hardoon rai sed a hand. "Unfortunately, | do, Doctor. Wiy do you think |I've brought you up
here? Now, | think, you understand ny real notives, but did you even five mnutes ago? | doubt it.
In fact, you thought | was avid for political power and taking advantage of ny industrial
interests to seize a defenseless world. And so will everybody else. Not that it matters
particularly, but I would like my stand here to serve as an exanple to others faced with sinilar
chal l enges in the future. I claimno credit for any courage | show, and any due to me | gladly
pass on to hono sapiens, my brotherat-large." Hardoon gestured with his cigar. "Now, by a stroke
of fortune two of your conpanions are newspaper reporters, both highly placed nenbers of their
profession. Gven the right frame of mind, the right perspective, they mght well prepare an
accurate record of what is taking place here."

"Have you asked then®?"

"Of course, but like all journalists they are interested, not in the truth, but in news.
They were frankly mystified; they probably thought | was trying to pull their legs.”

"You want me to change their perspectives?”
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"Exactly. Do you think you can?"

"Possibly." Miitland pointed to the walls around them "Are you sure this pyranid can
stand up to the wind indefinitely?"

"Absol utely!" Hardoon scoffed. "The walls are thirty feet thick; they'll carry the inpact
of a dozen hydrogen bonbs. Five hundred nmiles an hour is a trivial speed. The paper-thin plating
of aircraft fuselages withstand it confortably."

When Maitland seened doubtful, Hardoon added: "Believe ne, Doctor, you need have no fears.
This pyramid is conpletely separate fromthe old air-raid shelters. That is the whole point. The
entire pyramd is above ground; there are no foundati on nmenbers whatever. The shelters where you
and the other personnel stay are two hundred yards away. This pyranmid will wthstand ten-thousand-

m | e-an- hour gales, a hundred thousand, if you can inmagi ne such a speed. | amnot joking. Wth the
exception of this apartnent the pyramd is a solid block of reinforced concrete weighing nearly
twenty-five thousand tons, conpletely i mobvable, like the deep bunkers in Berlin which even high

expl osives could not destroy and whi ch have renmai ned where they were to this day."

Har doon waved to the guards waiting by the door

"Kroll, Dr. Maitland is ready to be shown to his quarters." As the big guard anbl ed over
to the desk, Hardoon | ooked up at Maitland. "I think you understand nme, Doctor. You are a man of
sci ence, accustonmed to wei ghing evidence objectively. | put ny case in your hands."

"How long will we have to stay here?" Mitland asked.

"Until the wind subsides. A few weeks perhaps. Is it so inportant? You will find nowhere
safer. Renenber, Doctor, a footnote to history is being made here. Think in other categories, in a
wi der context."

As he wal ked out with one of the guards, Miitland noticed that the shutters were
retracting. Hardoon sat at his chair before the window, staring out as the thousand fragnents of a
disintegrating world soared past in a ceasel ess bonbardnent. Just before the door closed behind
Mai tl and the sounds of the wind rose up tumultuously.

From Hardoon's suite in the apex they took a small el evator down through the matrix of the
pyram d to the communicating tunnel which ran to the bunker system 200 yards away. Mitl and wal ked
al ong the danp concrete uneasily, aware of the nmassive weight of the structure overhead, counting
the dimlights strung along the tunnel

He wondered whether there was any point in trying to argue with Hardoon. But, as Hardoon
had said, for the time being, the issue of personal freedom aside, there would be little point in
trying to | eave. Besides, Hardoon was probably ruthless. Not only did the behavior of his arned
guards indicate this, but unless he conpelled their absolute loyalty the entire organi zati on woul d
have | ong since coll apsed.

As they neared the nidpoint of the tunnel the floor swayed slightly under their feet.
Caught off bal ance, Maitland stunbl ed against the wall. The guard steadied himw th one hand.
Thanking him Mitland noticed the expression on his face, a faint but nonethel ess detectabl e hint
of alarm

"What's the matter?" Miitland asked him

The guard, a tall, slimfaced boy with a light stubble under his hel met strap, scow ed
uneasily. "What do you nean?"

Mai t | and paused. "You | ooked worried."

The guard eyed himbal efully, watching for any suspicious nove, then nmuttered obscurely.
They wal ked on. The fl oor underfoot was an inch deep in water. Unm stakably, Mitland noticed, the
tunnel walls were shifting.

"How deep down are we?" he asked.

"Fifty feet. Maybe | ess now. "

"You nean the subsoil's going? Good God, the wind will soon be stripping these bunkers
down to their roofs.” The guard grunted at this. "What's the subsoil here--clay?"

"No idea," the guard said. "Gavel, or something like that."

"Gravel ?" Maitland stopped

"What's the matter with gravel ?" the guard asked, his nouth fretting.

"Nothing in particular, except that it's pretty nobile." Miitland pointed to the tunne
wal | s--they were now mi dway--and asked: "Why's the tunnel |eaking? The walls are shifting around.
They must be cracked sonewhere.”

The guard shrugged. "Wit till you see the bunkers. They're like a ship's bilge."

"But the walls aren't actually noving, surely?" Mitland exam ned one of the hairline
cracks high up on the ceiling. It widened as it neared the floor. Below their feet it was at |east
six inches broad, the opposing lips only held together by the net of reinforcing bars. Water
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seeped t hrough steadily, fanning out across the cenent.

"A coupl e of engineers from Constructi on were down here yesterday," the guard confi ded.
"They were tal king about the underground stream | oosening the ground or sonething."”

"You'd better warn the old boy," Miitland said. "He's liable to be cut off if this tunne
fills up."

"He'll be O K He's got everything he needs up there. Refrigerators full Of food and
wat er, his own generator."

The guard | ooked uneasily along the tunnel. As they stepped through the tunnel and waited
for Kroll to join them Mitland gl anced back and saw that the tunnel dipped sharply in the
center. The two sections inclined upward at an angle of two or three degrees.

Wth Kroll |eading, occasionally stopping to shoul der Maitland ahead of him they wal ked
al ong a maze of corridors, stairways, and dimy |lit ranps traversed by huge ventilator shafts and
power cables. Generators charged continually, providing an unvarying background to the sounds of
steel boots ringing on netal steps, voices bellow ng orders. Now and then, through an open
doorway, Maitland could see nmen in shirt sleeves slunped on trestle beds, crammed together anopng
their gear in the mnute cubicles.

They noved down a stairway toward the | owest |evel of the bunker system Mitland
estimated that at |east 400 nen were accommodated in the network of shelters, along with enough
supplies to maintain themfor six nonths. The corridors were lined with steel and wooden crates
simlar to the ones he had seen in Marshall's warehouse, overflowi ng fromthe big store chanbers
he had glinpsed on arrival

Finally they energed into the | owest |evel and entered a danp narrow cul de sac, at the
end of which a couple of guards idled under a single light. They pulled thenselves to attention as
Krol | appeared and sal uted hi m qui ckly, then unlocked a small door in the right-hand wall.

Kroll jerked his thunmb at Mitland, bundl ed himbrusquely through the doorway and sl amred
it behind him

Maitland found the others inside, sitting on the beds around the wall, in the dull red
gl oom of a single stormbulb nounted over the door. Lanyon let out a | ow cheer when he saw
Mai tl and, and hel ped himoff with his jacket. Patricia Osen |lit hima cigarette, and Mitland
stretched out gratefully on one of the hard horsehair nattresses.

"“You' ve seen him have you, Doctor?" Lanyon asked when Maitland had rested. "He told you
all about his noral stand against the hurricane?”

Mai t | and nodded, his eyes half closed with fatigue. "The whole thing. He even showed ne
the wind tapping at his nmagic wi ndow. He's obviously out of his nind."

"I"'mnot so sure,"” Bill Waring, the other reporter, chipped in. He sat on his bed,
pensively snmoking a cigarette. "In fact, his instinct of self-preservation may be stronger than we
think. This is the nobst organi zed set-up |I've come across. Three or four hundred trained nen, half
a dozen big vehicles, a radio station, agents all over the country--it's a really well-run

mlitary unit. The noral stand is probably just the sauce. | figure we ought to | ook ahead to the
next stage, when the wi nd dies down and he finds he really can run the whole showif he wants to."
Patricia O sen, resting on another of the beds, nodded in agreenent. "He'll discover sone

ot her noral drive then, of course." She shuddered, only half playfully. "Can you just see friend
Kroll as executive vice-president?"
Lanyon sniled at her. "Relax. As long as Hardoon wants an attractive newswiter around

you'll be safe."” He turned to Maitland, |owering his voice and gl anci ng back at the door.
"Seriously, |'ve been trying to think up sone way of getting us out of here.”

“"I"'mw th you," Mitland said. "But how?"

"Well, | was just explaining to Pat and Bill that probably the quickest nmethod is for them

to play along with Hardoon, produce a highly col ored extravaganza about this |one hero outstaring
the wind and so on. If he's sure we're sincere we can probably sell himon the idea that the story
shoul d be given a worldwi de spread i mediately."

"To encourage everyone," Bill Waring concluded. "Help us keep our chins up. | agree, it's
t he best bet."

Pat O sen nodded. "W could easily do it. If he's got a cine canera around here we coul d
even take sone shots of himat his peephole." She shook her head ruefully. "My, oh ny, but he
really is a gone one."

"Where are the radi o operator and the driver?" Miitland asked.

"They joined the |ocal forces,"” Lanyon said. Wth a snmle he added: "Don't | ook so
shocked; it's an established mlitary tradition. Kroll even offered to nake ne corporal."”

For five days they remai ned sealed within the bunker. The doors into the corridor renained
| ocked. Food was brought to themtwi ce a day by two guards, but apart from an occasional routine
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check they were left virtually alone. The guards were curt and unconmuni cative, and conveyed t hat
some sort of activity was taking place on the upper |evels which occupied nost of the personne
for much of the day and night.

Their bunker was on the | owest |evel of the system sone 200 feet bel ow ground. The
corridor led past a snmall washroomto a spiral staircase which carried upward to the next |evel
and Maitland' s inpression was that a | arge nunber of sinilar annexes had been built out off the
mai n group of shelters.

The air, carried to themby a small ventilator, was danp and acrid, often mixed with the
funmes of diesel engines, constantly varying in pressure froma powerful blast that chilled the
room spattering everything with an oily dust, to a lowdrift of warmair that nade them sl uggish
and unconfortabl e.

Maitl and traced this to carbon-nonoxi de contani nati on, and asked one of the guards if he
could check the inlet pipe, presumably mounted in the transport bays. But the man was unhel pful

VWil e Pat A sen and Waring began to concoct their story of Hardoon's stand agai nst the
wi nd, Lanyon and Maitland did what they could to plan an escape. Miitland nade several requests
for an interview wi th Hardoon; nothing, however, came of this. Nor could he gain any news of
Andr ew Syni ngt on

One thing they were spared--the nonotonous drone of the wind. Deep in the bunker, they
coul d hear nothing except the tap | eaking in the washroom the sounds of netal shoes slamm ng on
the staircase above. Their energy dulled by the news that there was no sign of the wind' s
abatement--in fact, the speed had risen steeply now to 550 nph--they slunped about on the beds,
hal f asl eep, drugged by the carbon-nonoxi de funes.

Waki ng sone tine after mdnight, Maitland stirred, trying to return to sleep, then lay on
his back in the thin red gloomof the stormbulb, listening to the sounds of his conpanions
asl eep. His bed was beside the door, with Lanyon at his feet, Waring and Pat O sen along the far
wal | bel ow the ventil ator.

Qutside in the corridor a few night sounds shifted through the darkness--steam pi pes
chuntering, orders being shouted, freight |oaded or unloaded in one of the storeroons on the next
| evel

Sonetinme | ater he woke again and found hinmsel f sweating uneasily. Everything around him
was strangely quiet, the breathing of his conpani ons obviously | abored.

Then he realized that the ventilator had stopped, its steady bellowslike action no |onger
overl ayi ng the other noises in the bunker

One sound al one stood out--the regular ping, ping, ping of a dripping tap, falling into a
basin of water only a few feet away from him

Inclining his head, Miitland suddenly saw the drip move through the air, the mnute
sparkle of light reflected in the red storm | anp.

Involuntarily, he sat up on one el bow, pushing away the tarpaulin square which served him
as a bl anket .

The drip was coming fromthe ventilator! The drops foll owed each other at hal f-second
intervals, their rate of fall increasing as he |istened.

Swi nging his legs off the bed, he put his feet on the floor, then | ooked down in
astoni shmrent to see a wi de pool of water alnpbst reaching to his ankl es.

"Lanyon! Waring!" he shouted. He | eaped up as the others dragged thensel ves out of sleep,
and pulled on his | eather boots. Waring peered into the silent ventilator shaft, fromwhich a
steady trickle of water now energed, pouring forward into the center of the floor

"There's no air coming through!" Waring shouted at the others. Miust be a break sonewhere
up above.

Lanyon and Maitl and spl ashed over to the door and began to pound on the panels, shouting
at the tops of their voices. Overhead, sonewhere along the stairway, they could hear confused
shouting, the sounds of feet running in all directions and of bul kheads bei ng sl amred.

Bl ack, oil-stained water was pushing in a steady stream bel ow the door, reaching up the
walls. Pat O sen junped up on Maitland' s bed and crouched on the rail. Qutside in the corridor the
wat er appeared to be three or four inches deep, and was splashing noisily down the stairway. As
Mai tl and and Lanyon heaved their shoul ders against the steel door panels, the jet fromthe
ventilator suddenly increased, throwing up a fountain that splashed across their backs.

Lanyon pulled Miitland away, pointed to one of the beds. "Help ne dismantle it! Maybe we
can use the crossbars as jinmmes."

Quickly they pulled the mattress off the bed, ripped out the trestle and unl ocked the two
supporting bars, the heavy bolts ripping at their fingers. Freeing the angle irons, they forced

file:/lIF|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Ballard,%20J%20G%20-%20The%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt (63 of 68) [5/21/03 2:23:18 AM]



file:///F|/rah/J.%20G.%20Ballard/Bal lard,%6203%20G%20-%20T he%20Wind%20From%20Nowhere.txt

the sharp ends into the narrow aperture between the door and the concrete wall, slowy |levered the
top half of the steel plate out of its louvers. As soon as it had sprung back a few inches, Lanyon
reached up, seized the lip, and pulled it downward to provide a narrow, footdeep opening.

Qutside, in the corridor, only the red stormlight was show ng. As Lanyon began to
scranbl e through the opening the light in their roomwent out, plunging theminto a thin red
gloom the diffused rays fromthe bulb glinrering in the dark surface of the water.

It reached to Lanyon's knees in the corridor, pouring in a strong torrent down the
stairway. Lanyon steadied hinmself, then hel ped Patricia O sen through after him followed by
Waring and Maltland. As they left the roomthe water had reached the | evel of the beds, and two of
the mattresses were sailing slowy around.

Qui ckly they waded down the corridor to the stairway, Lanyon |eading. Water cascaded
around their waists, and as they reached the first turning Maitland, who was last in |line, |ooked
back to see the surface only two feet fromthe ceiling.

Reaching the next level, they paused in a recess between two corridors at right angles to
each other. The influx of water was coursing down the right-hand section, pouring out through the
shattered doorways of a series of high store chanbers

Lanyon pointed to their left, where half a dozen guards were piling sandbags across the
corridor preparatory to sealing it with a heavy bul khead.

"Hold on!" he shouted at them "Don't close up yet!"

He started to run toward them but the guards ignored him As Lanyon reached the bul khead
they slammed in the crossbars, |eaving the Arerican poundi ng hel pl essly on the massive gray
pl at es.

Mai tl and straddl ed the sandbags, filled with a quick-setting cenent which was al ready
| ocking the breastwork to the floor and walls as the water swilled against it down the corridor
He hel d Lanyon's shoulder. "Cone on, let's make for the surface. No point in being trapped down
here with these rats. There nust have been a major cave-in somewhere. Once we get above it we'l
be safe.™

Pul ling thenmsel ves up the stairway, they made their way past the next two |evels.
Gradually the flow of water pouring past themdimnished, and by the tine they reached the top of
the shaft it had stopped altogether. At each of the four levels the retreating occupants of the
bunker system had seal ed bul kheads across the corridors, blocking off the central redoubt on the
left fromthe stairway and the fl ooded store chambers on its right.

Waring and Patricia O sen sat down against the wall opposite the stairway, trying to
squeeze the water out of their clothes, but Lanyon shouted at them "Cone on, we can't stay here
I f another of these walls goes the whole place will flood out. Qur only chance is to get through
into Hardoon's pyram d."

One by one they entered the conmmunicating tunnel, now in total darkness, guiding
t hemsel ves along the walls. These were tilting, as if the tunnel were being tw sted
longitudinally. Water accumrul ated along the | eft-hand side, nore than three inches deep
Trenmendous faults had opened in the surrounding gravel bed, as the underground spring carried away
enornous quantities of earth, |eaving the massive bunkers suspended wi t hout support.

They reached the far end of the tunnel, nade their way up a short stairway to the el evator
shaft serving Hardoon's suite.

Lanyon turned to Waring. "Bill, you stay down here with Pat, while Maitland and | see if
we can reach Hardoon."

He pull ed back the cage of the elevator, made roominside for Maitland. He wi ped his face
with his sleeve, spitting out an oily phlegmthat choked his sinuses, then pressed the tab nmarked
"Roof . "

Hal fway up to the top the el evator suddenly swung back, |odged nonentarily inits
housi ngs, bangi ng against the rear wall of the shaft.

Lanyon stabbed the roof button again. "Danmit, felt as if the whole place was noving," he
comented to Mitland.

"I npossible,” Maitland said. "A five-hundred-m | e-an-hour gale would never shift this
wei ght of concrete. Mist have been sone air driving up the shaft.”

The el evator creaked upward and finally stopped. Maitland pulled back the grille, found
that the upper doors were open. They stepped out into the deserted hallway, where a light stil
shone over the reception desk in the corner

As they neared the doors of Hardoon's office they heard the sound of the w nd battering
agai nst the panels, and for a nonent Mitland wondered whether the observation w ndow i n Hardoon's
suite had been breached. Then he realized that the wooden doors in front of them would have been
ripped off their hinges in a fraction of a second.
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Lanyon nodded to hi mand they plunged through

I nside the roomthe noise of the wind roared insanely in their ears, |ouder than they had
ever heard it. Unbroken and apparently at the heart of the mmelstromitself, it reverberated off
the walls and ceiling like the wave front of sone gigantic explosion. The force of the bl ast
stunned the two nen, and they stood uncertainly on the threshold, peering around for its source.

The roomwas in darkness, the sole illunination streaming in fromthe observati on w ndow.
Standing in front of it, his face only a foot fromthe glass, was Hardoon, the flickering field of
I'ight playing across his granitic features like the flanmes of some cosmic hell. So conpletely

i nvol ved was he with the wind that Mitland hesitated before stepping forward, as much hel d back
by the intangi ble power of Hardoon's presence as by the sounds of the hurricane battering at the
wi ndow.

Suddenly a second taller figure detached itself quickly fromthe darkness behi nd Hardoon
bent across the desk and pressed a button on the control panel

| mredi ately the sounds dinmred and fell away, and the ceiling lights cane on overhead.

Har doon | ooked over his shoulder in surprise. He pulled hinself out of his reverie, and gestured
inmpatiently at Kroll, who was covering Maitland and Lanyon with his .45.

Maitland called out: "Hardoon! Listen, for God's sake! The bunkers are flooding, the
foundati ons are caving in!"

Hardoon stared at him sightlessly, apparently unaware of Maitland's identity. H s eyes
focussed uncertainly on the wall behind Maitland s head. Then he notioned again to Kroll with a
snap of his fingers and turned back to the w ndow.

"Hardoon!" Mitland shouted. He and Lanyon began to nove forward, but Kroll |eaped quickly
around the desk, the large automatic hol ding them off.

“Turn around, both of you!" he snapped, pushing Mitland back with a heavy fist. They
si destepped out into the hall, and Kroll closed the doors behind him Flicking the barrel of the
gun, he steered theminto the elevator, then stood two yards away fromthem |eft hand on the
control switch, ready to close the doors, his right leveling the gun, first at Lanyon and then at
Mai t | and.

"Kroll!" Maitland shouted. "The shelters are collapsing! Four hundred nen are trapped in
there. You've got to get them across here.

Kroll nodded coldly, his nouth tight, his eyes Iike black chisels under the visor of his
hel met. He raised the barrel at Miitland' s head, his jaw nuscles tensing, bunching the skin into
hard knots.

As his finger squeezed the trigger, Mitland dropped quickly to his knees, trying to avoid
the bullet. He | ooked up, saw Kroll grunt and train the gun on him again. Lanyon had backed up
agai nst the side of the car, stabbed frantically at the control buttons.

Waiting for the bullet to crash into his skull, Mitland | owered his head.

Suddenl y, w thout warning, the floor tipped sharply, knocking himagainst the side of the
el evator. As he straightened hinmself he heard the roar out, felt the bullet slam past his head
into the | eather padding, ripping a three-inch slash across it. Flung off his feet, Kroll lost his
bal ance and tripped across the small table by the reception desk

As he picked hinmself up, swearing in a low snarl, Mitland dived forward at the automatic
hel d I oosely in his hand. Above their heads the lights swng eerily, and the floor renained tilted
at a slight angle.

"Lanyon!" Maitland shouted. "Get his gun!"

Behi nd him Lanyon dived out of the elevator and hurled hinself onto Kroll

As they staggered across the sloping floor, Lanyon slamed a heavy punch into Kroll's
neck, pounding the big man with the full force of his weight. Kroll rolled with the bl ow, holding
off Maitland with his left arm trying to free the automatic Maitland had seized with both hands.

For a monent they struggled tensely. Butting with his head, Kroll drove the heavy hel net
up into Maitland' s face. Maitland gasped for breath and sat down on the floor, grabbing Kroll's
jacket with one hand and pulling the big man on top of him Kroll pulled hinself up onto his
knees, sitting astride Maitland, and knocked Maitland's hands away with a heavy left swing. As he
ranmed his forefinger into the trigger guard and | evel ed the automatic at Maitland' s chest, Lanyon
pi cked a nmassive glass ashtray off the reception desk beside them and brought the edge down across
the narrow strip of exposed neck below Kroll's hel net.

The big man began to slunmp and Lanyon reached down and turned himby the shoul der and then
sl ashed himagain across the face with the ashtray, knocking his head backward onto the top of the
desk, his face like an inflaned skull's.

"You've got him" Mitland gasped. He stood up and staggered back agai nst the wall and
Kroll sank |oosely onto his knees and then col |l apsed across the floor, blood running froma deep
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wound behind his ear onto the carpet. Miitland picked up the automatic, held the butt in both
hands. "God, that was close!"

Lanyon tried to find his balance on the angling floor. "Wat the hell's happening here?
The whol e pyranmid seens to be tipping over!™

The down light flashed in the indicator panel over the el evator

"Warni ng!" Lanyon said. "Cone on, let's get out of here."”

"Wait a minute,” Miitland told him Gipping the automatic carefully, he ran up the
incline toward Hardoon's office.

The room was in darkness, the only light comng fromthe observati on wi ndow. Books had
spilled fromthe high shelves and |ay across the floor, chairs and tables had careened over to the
far wall. Hardoon had been thrown heavily off bal ance, was pushing hinmself back to the w ndow
al ong the edge of the desk

Mai tl and had started to nove toward hi mwhen the floor tilted again, dropping an inch
below his feet like a jerking elevator. He stunbl ed, saw Hardoon pitch sideways across the desk.
Books cascaded fromthe shelves |ike toppling donm noes. Hardoon regai ned his footing, seized the
wi ndow | edge with both hands and pull ed hinsel f back

Maitland crossed to the desk, stepped around it and touched Hardoon on the shoul der. The
nmllionaire | ooked back at himblindly, the flickering light outside illumnating his stormriven
f eat ures.

"Hardoon!" Maitland shouted. "Get away from here!"

Har doon shook himoff, turned to the wi ndow. For a few seconds Miitland stared out at the
scene bel ow. The storm w nd swept by at col ossal speed, the dark clouds now and then breaking to
reveal the dimoutlines of the fortified shelters. The two long buttress walls had di sappeared. In
their place an enormous ravine, at |east 100 feet deep, had opened in the ground, and a swift
torrent of water emerged fromthe nouth of a huge rift and ran straight below the |eft-hand corner
of the pyranmid, carrying with it an everincreasing |oad of debris swept fromthe exposed sides. On
the extrene left, protruding out through the wall of the ravine, Maitland could see the sharp
rectangul ar outlines of part of the main bunker system the comunications tunnel straddling the
ravine like a bridge. Once fifty feet below ground, it was now conpletely exposed for al nost a
third of its length. Behind it were the square | edges and walls of other portions of the bunker
their unsupported wei ght wenching huge cracks in their surface.

The floor tilted again, throwing the two nmen agai nst each other. Mitland steadied
hi nsel f, hel ped Hardoon back onto his feet. The older man clung forward at the wi ndow, holding it
desperately.

"Hardoon!" Maitland shouted again. "The entire pyramd is toppling! For God' s sake get out
whil e you can! Look down there and see for yourself, the foundations are being carried away."

Har doon ignored him Eyes glazed, he stared obsessively into the night, watching the
whirlwi nd of black air

Maitland hesitated, then left him As he crossed the roomthe floor sank abruptly and one
of the bookshelves fell forward and crashed down across a chair. Miitland ducked past it, pausing
at the door to | ook back for the last tine at Hardoon. By now the angle of the floor was al nost
ten degrees, and the nmillionaire was staring upward into the sky |ike some WAagnerian super-hero in
a besi eged Val hal | a.

"Maitland!" Lanyon shouted urgently. He was standing by the el evator shaft, gesturing. On
the floor beside himKroll stirred slowy, drawing his |long | egs together.

Mai tl and stepped quickly into the Iift. "W'Il |leave himhere," he said to Lanyon
"Per haps he can save Hardoon." He stabbed the ground button, and the el evator slipped and then
sank slowy down the shaft.

Waring and Patricia O sen were crouching by the tunnel entrance as they stepped out,
gl ancing up anxiously at the tilting ceiling.

"There's every chance that the whole pyranmid will keel over," Mitland said. "Qur best
hope is to get back into the bunkers. Once the channel forces its way past the pyram d the
shelters should drain again. Already they're well above the floor of the ravine."

As they stepped back into the tunnel the pyranmd jerked heavily, throwi ng them agai nst the
wal | . Deep fissures had appeared in the cement. They ran along it, Mitland and Lanyon hel pi ng
Patricia O sen. Hal fway down the tunnel they felt a second trenmendous wench that threw them onto
their knees. Looking back, they saw a short section of the corridor buckle, its walls twi sted |ike
cardboard. At the same tine, once again they heard the sound of the wi nd hammeri ng past.

They reached the doorway at the far end. Inside, as Maitland had anticipated, the
corridors had drained but the bul kheads were still seal ed behind the breastwork.

As he | ooked back for the last tine down the tunnel, Mitland saw the section 20 yards
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away abruptly rise up into the air like the linb of a drawbridge. For a noment there was a cascade
of masonry and ruptured steelwork, and then the entire tunnel fell back to reveal a blinding sweep
of daylight. Sucked out of the still intact section of tunnel attached to the bunker, air swept
past Maitland under pressure, and he was dragged forward a dozen feet before he held hinself
against a step in one of the walls.

Through the open aperture he | ooked out into the huge ravine below, |ike the hundred-yard-
wi de trench working of a six-lane underpass. Dust and expl odi ng gravel obscured its sides,
bursting through the narrowi ng venturi, but he could see the great bulk of the pyramd towering
overhead. The ravine led directly belowit, but at least two-thirds of its base still rested on
solid earth, the overhanging portion revealing the L-piece of the conmunicating tunnel jutting
bel ow. The pyramid had tilted by a full ten degrees, snapping the tunnel in half like a straw.

Peering up, Maitland tried to identify the observation wi ndow in the apex, but it was
hi dden behind the dark cl ouds of detonating grit.

“"Maitland!" he heard someone shout behind him but he felt unable to tear his eyes from
the spectacle before him Like some enornous wounded nmastodon, the pyramd reared up into the
stormwi nd, the precarious shelf of ground on which it rested being cut away yard by yard as
Mai t | and wat ched. The ravi ne deepened as the channel grew wi der, now that the obstruction of the
bunker system had been passed. For a few seconds the pyram d poi sed precariously, tipping slowy,
apparently held by the adhesive forces of the ground bel ow the small portion of its base stil
fastened to the supporting shelf.

Then, with a sudden final lurch, it toppled over the edge, and in a blinding expl osion of
dust and flying rock it fell sideways into the ravine. For a few nonents its nassive bul k rose
over the clouds of debris, its apex pointed obliquely dowward, resting on its |ef thand face.
Then the wi nd began to cover it, burying it conpletely beneath vast drifts of dust.

Stunned, Maitland gazed out at the scene of this cataclysm c convul sion. At his shoul der
he found Lanyon, his armaround Patricia O sen, with Waring behind them Together they stared down
into the ravine, watching the dust clouds pour past at incredible speed. Then nunbly the little
group withdrew along the short stunp of tunnel and nade its way into the corridor

Waring and Patricia O sen sat down on the top step of the stairway. Lanyon | eaned agai nst
the wall, while Miitland squatted on the floor

"l guess you've got your story, all right, Pat," Lanyon said to the girl

She nodded, pulling the hood of her jacket closer around her cold face. "Yes, and naybe
can even believe it now. Just about the end to everything."

"What do we do now, Commander?" Waring asked. "We're not really nmuch better off, are we?
It's only a matter of hours before this place starts breaking up like a derelict weck."

Lanyon pull ed hinmself together. On either side heavy bul kheads sealed the two corridors
branching off fromthe stairway, huge cenent-filled sandbags bl ocking their approach. He and
Mai t | and exami ned the cracks appearing in the ceiling. Forced by their own weight, no |onger
supported by the surrounding earth, the bunkers were breaking apart. As Waring had said, soon the
staircase and the segnents of corridor would detach thenselves and fall onto the floor of the
ravine 6o feet bel ow.

“I"I'l try the stairway," Lanyon told the others. "There's a chance we may be safer down
bel ow. "

St eppi ng past Pat O sen, he began to nake his way around, peering through the thin |ight.
He had al nost conpleted one circle when his foot plunged through the surface of a pool of water.
Reachi ng down with his hands, he found that the stairwell was full. The three | evels bel ow had
been conpletely fl ooded.

He rejoined the others. They had noved into the left-hand corridor, were pressed agai nst
the col | apsi ng breastwork of sandbags. Muitland gestured Lanyon over quickly. Looking up, he saw
that one of the cracks across the roof of the stairway was now two feet wide, a deep fissure in
the thick concrete now wi dened perceptibly, moving in rigid jerks as the reinforcing bars snapped
one by one like the teeth of a giant zip.

Suddenly, before he expected it, the entire corner section of the bunker containing the
stairway and the recess between the corridors twisted and slid away into the ravine, sending up a
tremendous cloud of white dust. A narrow projection of ceiling separated themfromthe open air
stream but above this was another toppling piece of masonry, a huge section of the original wal
pivoting on its stemof reinforcing bars. Mst of these had snapped, and the giant slab, a bl ock
wei ghing 15 or 20 tons, was slowy tilting down over them

Seeing it, Patricia Osen began to scream hel pl essly, but Lanyon nmanaged to steady her for
a nonent, |ooking around desperately for sone way of escape. Their only chance seened to be to
slide down into the ravine, then hope they would find sone narrow crevice where they could shelter
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fromthe nonster poised above them

Qui ckly he seized Patricia's arm began to pull her toward the edge. She dug her heels in
desperately, still clinging to the tenporary safety of the | edge.

"No, Steve! Please, | can't!"

“"Darling, you' ve got to!" Lanyon bell owed at her above the roar of the wind. He tw sted
her armroughly, dragging her with him holding the ragged | edge with his free hand before pushing
her over.

"Lanyon! WAit!" Maitland grabbed his shoul der, then pulled Patricia back before she could
fall. "Look! Up there!"

They craned upward. Mraculously, the great wall section towering above themwas slowy
keel i ng backward away fromtheminto the wi nd. Showers of stones and flying pieces of rubble
cascaded across its exposed surface, but by some extraordinary reversal of the laws of nature, it
was no | onger yielding to the greater force of the w nd.

Amazed, they | ooked up at this incredible defiance, intervening Iike some act of God to
save them

Suddenly Maitland shouted out into the air, began to pound insanely on the wall of the
| edge. For a nonment he raged away hysterically, and then Lanyon and Waring held his arns and tried
to calmhim

"Hold it, Doctor," Lanyon roared into his face. "Don't be a fool. Control yourself!"

Mai t| and shook hinmself free. "Look, Lanyon, up there! Don't you realize what's happened,
why that wall fell away fromus, _into_ the wind? Don't you see?" Wen they frowned at himin
bewi | derment he shouted, " _The wind's dropping!_It's finally spent itself!"”

Sure enough, the great fragnent of wall was noving slowy forward into the face of the
wind. Maitland pointed at the sky around them "The air's lighter already! The wind' s dyi ng down,
you can hear it. It's finally subsiding!"

Toget her they | ooked out across the ravine. As Maitland had said, visibility had now
i ncreased to over 600 yards. They could see plainly across the black fields beyond the estate,
even trace the remains of a road winding along the periphery. The sky itself had |ightened, was
now an overcast gray, the sweeping pathways across it inclined slightly downward.

Li ke a cosmic carousel nearing the end of its run, the stormw nd was slowy | osing speed.
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