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Season One, Episode One

“Tread Marks” 

 By Matt Charlton

Based on the 1975 – 1977 BBC Television series “Survivors” created by Terry Nation

Original Concept ( Terry Nation

Survivors 2000 Characters/Plots ( Matt Charlton

All events contained within this story are purely fictional and any resemblance to person actual or dead is coincidental. 

Prologue: Genesis

The man stared at the glass ball. Inside it was a very dangerous molecule, one that if released would transmit a deadly virus throughout the world. One dangerous molecule that was part of a highly secret Government experiment. An experiment that could cost the lives of billions of innocent people - if it went wrong. 

He put on the surgical mask and gloves, not that they would help him if things went wrong. This disease was transmittable by anything. Touch, smell, contact, anything. Putting on these things made him feel better though. He took a deep breath. All he had to do was pick up the ball and analyze the animal fat inside. Easy. He reached out his arms and touched the ball. Inside it was the sample of rotting animal flesh and a sample of the disease. The idea was to create…no, he can't tell you about that yet. The ball itself was surprisingly cold. He lifted the lid off of it. Point of no return, he thought. He lifted out the sample of animal meat and placed it in the quarantine hatch. He replaced the lid on the container, trying his best not to shake his hands. The lid hissed and clicked into place. 

“Good job.” The tannoy cracked and the voice of his supervisor came on. 

“Right, we'll get you out of there now.” The door clicked and he stepped into the decontamination area where the water sprays sprayed down on him. Decontamination was standard under Project Alpha-Tango-67. It had to be. The water stopped and the green light came on. He pushed open the door to the decon room and sat down shaking. 

“Good work, John. Now we can analyze this stuff and see if it'll work or not.” The beaming face of his superior further gave the effect that this was a good thing. But, it was far from a good thing. 

“What now sir?” He looked up at his superior officer. 

“Go home, John.”

He opened the door of his home and his two children came to greet him. As usual his tea was set out at the table of his plush pastel dining room. But, something felt wrong. He eat his tea and felt an urge to sit down.

“Doctor Williams is dropping by later to give us a shot of that flu vaccine.” Something felt familiar about that line. All of a sudden, everything flashed and he collapsed to the floor. 

“Darling?” His husband came into the dining room to find her husband slumped over his empty plate. She gasped and ran over to him. Staying calm, she rang for an ambulance. The ambulance came and took him to hospital where the cause of infection could not be determined. He died a day later. His decontamination failed. When he walked out of the bunker, he left the disease everywhere he went. Within minutes it had affected the entire hospital and the paramedics who dealt with him were transmitting it everywhere. However, the paramedics and doctors failed to notice the blue marks on his back. The blue vein-like marks had exploded spraying the substance contained within them everywhere. 

It had begun.

Chapter One: Shadow of Doubt

10th June 2000

Dear Diary, 

You wouldn’t believe the events of the past twenty-four hours…let me explain.


The day started off as plain and real as any other. The sun came out in the morning and went in again that night. It was the events in between that separated today from any other day. The events leading up to and after these twenty-four hours would have an devasting impact on human life for many generations to come. 


Doctor David Broadsword walked down the crowded and dimly-lit corridors of the local hospital. Weaving his way in between the many beds, Broadsword was heading for the operating theatre when his supervisor, Dr. Weston stopped him. 


“David. What’s happening?” Taking a look around him, Broadsword realised that had no idea of what was happening. Ever since the last few days, the hospital was dealing with a lot of people who have been coming in complaining of headaches and cold symptons, however, this was no cold. Blue marks have been appearing on the patients, and no matter what they do, the blue marks, dubbed ‘tread marks’, seem to be deadly. They also seem to be contagious. Broadsword turned to face Weston. 


“340 deaths in the last hour, 44 major accidents on the roads and no beds to bed the ill.” 


“God…” Broadsword turned to face the main doors. He saw the paramedics hurrying someone out of the ambulance. 


“Don..” Weston and Broadsword rushed to the doors as the paramedics burst through them. They were carrying a strecther with an old lady on it.


“Eda Raven, 89, got the tread marks on her.” Weston went away to get his new method of removing the tread marks. Broadsword looked closely at her, he calmed her down and told her that he was going to try to remove the blue tread marks. Weston returned with a sharpened kitchen knife.


“You sure about this?” 


“David, we’ve tried everything else, drugs, injections, the only thing to do now is to try removing them by hand.” Weston and Broadsword looked each other in the eye before Broadsword turned to remove the marks. 


Blimey, about 10am this morning, a state of emergency was called. The Prime Minister said that the public were in danger because of some flu epidemic that had got out of control. But, rumours are saying that over 400,000 have died in the last twenty-four hours. No-one knows what to do or believe. Neither do I. 


Grant Marksman turned away from the computer screen in front of him. He had been searching for information on a secret Government project, Project Alpha-Tango-67, a highly secret black project, rumoured to be the origination of this virus. However, nothing had turned up with any information. His internet friend, ‘ReAl ViSIon’, had been gathering information on the flu epidemic in America. What the pair couldn’t understand was the seemingly world-wide epidemic that was occuring.


Grant turned toward his sister, Melanie. He got up and sat down next to her on the sofa. 


“No news, it’s dead.” Grant picked up the remote control to the television.


“So it is. Dead or stopped transmitting” 


“Not another one of your conspiracy tales,” she looked him in the eye, “Everything will be fine.” Grant picked up the newspaper and began to read, not noticing the blue marks spreading up his arm.


“David, try the other side.” Weston hovered around Broadsword who was delicately trying to remove the marks on the old lady. Broadsword tried to carve the skin containing the tread marks off, avoiding puncturing it. The second he punctured it, that was it, instant death for the patient. 


He delicately got the blade underneath the blue mark and was gently cutting it off, trying to avoid thinking about the old lady’s face. She’d had to be sedated to stop her thrashing around. Broadsword realised he had nearly got the blue marks off of him when a sudden jolt to the table caused him to slip. The blade went straight through the blue mark, spraying him and Weston with the pus from inside of it. 


Then, at 11am, the television networks and the Internet dried up. No more news was being told. It all seems very strange. Perhaps there is nobody to go into the TV stations and nobody to work the web pages. Perhaps they are all dead. Hope my mummy and daddy aren’t. Dear diary, do you know where my mummy and daddy are? 


Broadsword shot back from the table.


“Christ!” He looked down at himself. His doctor’s coat was covered in the blue liquid which seemed to be clinging to him in an unearthly fashion. He looked over to Weston whose face was dripping with the blue liquid. More of it was oozing out of the mark on the dead woman’s face. He looked over to Weston.


“Cross that off the list too.”

TO BE CONTINUED… THIS FRIDAY







1
3

