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Sandi says

Ordinary Thunderstormsis an extremely flawed novel. It's ostensibly amystery, but it never completely
solves that mystery. The protagonist makes a series of very odd choices that don't strike me as being
believable. The ending iskind of anon-ending with alot of loose threads, yet it's clearly not setting up a
sequel. Yet, | giveit 4 stars for the beauty of the writing. Boyd does an amazing job describing his characters
and the setting. He uses an astounding vocabulary, but doesn't sound like he's using a thesaurus. The imagery
in this book isincredible. It's just the plot that was weak and full of holes. | suppose | should have given this
book three stars, but | was impressed enough with the word craft to give it an extra

The narration was very good. Gideon Emery puts emphasis on al the right parts, but doesn't sound like he's
acting out the part.

I liked this book alot, but it's probably not a good choice for those who want atight plot and a solid wrap-up
in their mysteries.

Simon Lipson says

| recently finished reading William Boyd's latest novel, Ordinary Thunderstorms. It took me forever because
| kept abandoning it then picking it up again. | mean, surely it couldn't be that awful all the way through to
the final page. Could it? Well, no. Somehow, it actually got worse before disappearing up its own bottom
with agrim sguelch. | had to check that this was the same William Boyd who wrote Restless and Armadillo.
Tragicaly, it was.

I'm not Boyd's biggest fan, but have generally found him to be fairly readable, in a can't-find-anything-€l se-
in-Luton-Airport-Smiths-and-the-plane's-about-to-leave kind of way. He can handle whimsy and more
serious themes reasonably well, and there's alevel of intelligence that marks him out as areliable if not
exactly must-read author. So what happened?

Ordinary Thunderstorms starts off with a ridiculous (and seen-it-all-before) premise - innocent man
witnesses murder when he goes somewhere no sensible (or even stupid) human being would even think of
venturing. He then - surprise, surprise - pulls the knife out of the victim (the only person in the western world
who's never watched CSI or amillion other police procedurals) and dithers about informing the police for
reasons so inane | can no longer recall them. He then goesinto hiding - in atent on a grassy bank alongside
the Thames, mind - and becomes feral, vicious and cunning. The guy's a respected meteorologist or
something. Doesn't he have any better ideas than that? The casual murder he carries out is as incongruous
and silly asthe fey, dopey, facile affair he conducts with an investigating policewoman.

Sorry if I've ruined it for you but, trust me, I've saved you eight quid and days of ploughing through dung
wondering whether it can possibly get any stinkier. Trust me, it does. Pathetic, implausible, lazy, idiotic,
cretinous, moronic...and | haven't even opened my thesaurus yet.




Bettie? says

Description: It isMay in Chelsea, London. The glittering river is unusually high on an otherwise ordinary
afternoon. Adam Kindred, a young climatologist in town for a job interview, ambles along the Embankment,
admiring the view. He is pleasantly surprised to come across a little Italian bistro down a leafy side street.
During hismeal he strikes up a conversation with a solitary diner at the next table, who |leaves soon
afterwards. With horrifying speed, this chance encounter |eads to a series of malign accidents through which
Adamwill lose everything - home, family, friends, job, reputation, passport, credit cards, mobile phone -
never to get them back. The police are searching for him. Thereisa reward for his capture. A hired killer is
stalking him. He is alone and anonymous in a huge, pitiless modern city. Adam has nowhere to go but down -
underground. He decides to join that vast army of the disappeared and the missing that throng London's
lowest levels as he tries to figure out what to do with his life and struggles to understand the forces that have
made it unravel so spectacularly. His quest will take him all along the River Thames, from affluent Chelsea
to the sink estates of the East End, and on the way he will encounter all manner of London's denizens -
aristocrats, prostitutes, evangelists and policewomen amongst them - and version after new version of
himself. William Boyd's electric follow-up to Costa Novel of the Year Restlessis a heart-in-mouth conspiracy
novel about the fragility of social identity, the corruption at the heart of big business, and the secretsthat lie
hidden in the filthy underbelly of everyday city.

Opening: LET USSTART WITH theriver - all things begin with theriver and we shall probably end
there, no doubt - but let uswait and see how we go. Soon, in a minute or two, a young man will come
and stand by theriver'sedge, here at Chelsea Bridge, in London.

What better book to crack open in an storm where our leccy supply is decidedly on/off, and big print is best
under torch light. We have flood warnings too.

Gleick's Chaos theory started with a'hands behind the head and whimsy alot in the grass on a hill, looking
up' view of the clouds, do you remember that? Thereisalot of chaos going on here, and also alot of 'fate
and 'predestination’ ala Buddhism credo.

This book has the opening quote:

Ordinary thunderstorms have the capacity to transform themselves into multi-cell storms of
growing complexity. Such multi-cell storms display marked increase in severity and their
lifetime can be extended by a factor of ten or more. The grandfather of all thunderstorms,
however, is the super-cell thunderstorm. It should be noted that even ordinary thunder storms
are capable of mutating into super-cell storms. These storms subside very slowly.

'Storm Dynamics and Hail Cascades

by LD Sax and WS Dutton

| wasin Boyd'sthrall whilst reading 'Ordinary Thunderstorms and was impatient to know if all the strands
could be joined by the end and they were... just, by the skin of their teeth.

Read in one sitting because | just couldn't put this book down, yet there are some sections that are flawed.
For instance, were the initial behaviours the actions of a sane man or did Boyd wish to inflict us with the
fatalism of The Dice Man for his main character.



Y ou can see why | couldn't award that final star, as much as this entertained.

LATER (upon the good ship dilemma) - many reviews statethat it iswell known that no-one should
touch a murder weapon therefore thistale lacks credibility, yet Dr Wang was not dead when he
pleaded for the knife to be removed: what would you have done?

5% Any Human Heart

4* Restless

TR Waiting for Sunrise

4* QOrdinary Thunderstorms
4* Brazzaville Beach

2* Solo

3* Armadillo

WL Sweet Caress

3* A Haunting

Thomas says

BaBuoioyza: OO0

VA MUBIOT?PNUO HE APKET? AWV 2d, KOAOYPAUUAVOUE XOPAKT?PEC KOl EVOIAP?P0UCA TIAOK ?.
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Angie says

| was disappointed in this book. William Boyd is one of my favourite authors (Any Human Heart is one of
my top 20). | just found this that was a holiday-type thriller paperback. The descriptions of living rough in

L ondon were evocative and vivid but the characters only ever appeared to be on asuperficial level and |
didn't really care for them or feel for them which would be crucial to the plot getting under your skin. Shame
| was hoping for so much more.

Bill Khaemba says

| really fell in love with the book and quite familiarized with the character of Adam who one minute he got
his life together with a promising new job things couldn't get any better but WAIT A minute Everything is
falling apart before his very eyes * he literally changes his name 3 times*

Apart from minor issues like the author leaving readers with alot of unfinished business and theories like
how he forced arelationship out of nowhere and how he didn't expand on some really promising characters
on the book..... But i really enjoyed the book considering its was read in one day, thrilling and amazing.




Maddy says

PROTAGONIST: Adam Kindred, climatologist
SETTING: London

SERIES: Standalone

RATING: 4.75

A chance encounter leads a man to lose everything—nhis identity and hislife as a respected professional—in
this chilling psychological adventure
Publicity Contact: Katherine Beitner, Katherine.beitner@harpercollins.com

Adam Kindred is a promising young climatologist who isin London for ajob interview with a prestigious
university. After the interview, heisin the mood for an Italian dinner. If only he had chosen Chinese or
Greek, perhaps his life wouldn’t have gone completely down the tubes. At the restaurant, he meets another
lone diner, with whom he has a brief conversation. After the meal, he realizes that the other man, Dr. Philip
Wang, has left behind afile folder. Not having anything better to do, Adam decides to return the folder and
perhaps share a drink with Philip. But when he enters the apartment, he finds that he has interrupted a murder
and that Dr. Wang is in his death throes. Foolishly, Adam removes the knife from Wang' s gut. He means to
go to the police, but is deterred when he is almost attacked at his hotel. From that point on, he is a desperate
man on the run, a man who has to give up everything just to survive.

One of thefirst things that Adam doesisto try to find a safe place to shelter. He builds a little niche for
himself by the Chelsea Bridge, and for the first timein hislife deeps rough. He can’t use his credit cards or
bank accounts; ultimately, he survives by begging. He has rapidly moved from thriving professional to
scruffy homeless man, leaving behind alife of relative luxury for one with very few assets—and surprisingly
not missing hisold life very much at all! Several encounters with others prove fortuitous, one resulting in his
association with the Church of John Christ which provides him to some temporary shelter with awoman who
isdown on her luck and her young son. Eventually, he takes on ancther person’sidentity and is able to hold a
job and even rent an apartment. But that doesn’t mean that the danger that heisinisn’t dways there; an
extremely motivated hired killer is always one step behind him.

ORDINARY THUNDERSTORMS was a fascinating study of aresourceful young man who relies on his
wits and a bit of luck to survive. He realizes that most of his problems have to do with the meeting with
Wang—what was in the folder that was so threatening that it led to his murder? Using the skillshe had in his
former life, Adam researches Wang' s professional accomplishments and finds that he was on the verge of
exposing the malfeasance of amajor pharmaceutical company who were about to put an asthma drug on the
market despite the fact that drug trials had shown it to have problems.

Boyd did a masterful job of building a suspenseful narrative with ariveting plot and flowing prose. | found
the book quite un-putdownable. The preface of the book points out that ordinary thunderstorms have the
capacity to transform themselves into multi-cell storms of great ferocity. That’s a perfect analogy for what
happened to Adam, a perfectly ordinary man who is transformed into a person of great complexity.
ORDINARY THUNDERSTORMS is aremarkable book, and | highly recommend it.




Ron Charles says

The most astonishing thing about William Boyd's fine new novel is how hackneyed its opening chapter is. It
reads so much like a parody of thriller conventions that you expect Alfred Hitchcock to waddle out and
drawl, "Good eve-en-ning."

On the first page, we learn that a young climatologist named Adam Kindred has "no idea how hislifeis
about to change in the next few hours -- massively, irrevocably -- no idea at all." Okay, then, we're ready for
excitement -- massively, irrevocably ready: Noticing that aman at a nearby table has |eft behind some
scientific papers at a restaurant where he's eating, Adam calls the man and offers to take the papersto his
apartment. But when Adam arrives afew minutes | ater, he discovers that the man has just been stabbed. "The
file," the dying man whispers. "Whatever you do, don't -- ."

And then -- damn the luck! -- he diesright before he can tell Adam what to do with the file. Should he call an
ambulance? The police? "NO! NO! RUN!" he thinks, realizing this will "probably be one of the most
important decisions of hislife." And if you doubt that assessment, it's repeated 10 lines later: " So he made
his decision, one of the most important decisionsin hislife."

As areader, thisisthe kind of opening that makes me think, "NO! NO! RUN!" But Boyd is the author of a
dozen respected novels, shortlisted for the Booker, winner of the Whitbread and the Somerset Maugham and
the Costa Novel of the Y ear. Surely, you keep hoping, hisfirst thriller will get better than this.

And it does.

Once Boyd lays out that thread-worn crisis, in fact, the rest of his novel quickly grows rich and engaging. He
creates the wide spectrum of London -- from its lawless slums to its posh boardrooms -- with arresting
cinematic detail. And the many characters who populate these pages, from drug-dealing prostitutes to drug-
making chief executives, are surprising and sympathetic.

But what really interests Boyd in "Ordinary Thunderstorms” -- and what will make you self-conscious about
every step you take -- is the way asingle, random event can spark a storm of complex reactions. By kindly
offering to return that folder of lost papers, Adam finds himself swept up in adeadly plot to silence arogue
medical researcher who was about to blow the whistle on afaulty new asthma drug. The police assume he
stabbed the doctor, while the murderer is determined to rub out an inconvenient witness. In amoment of
panic, Adam abandons his life and disappears onto the streets of London, sleeping by the side of a highway,
begging for coins and snacking on pigeon.

For a pampered academic, it's like falling into some ghastly negative image of London. Previoudly invisible
people become Adam's friends and colleagues: addicts and runaways, illegal immigrants and religious
fanatics, the kind of nameless people who are pulled dead from the Thames.

Thisisanovel about the frailty of identity, the anonymity of modern city life, the frightening and thrilling
possibilities of personal reinvention. Boyd gives a harrowing sense of how close and yet how distant the
nether life of alarge city is, accessible to anyone willing or forced to step outside the web of modern
technology: "No chegues, no bills, no references, no mobile phone calls -- only payphones -- no credit cards,
only cash -- nothing. That's how you disappear in the twenty-first century -- you just refuse to take part in it.
You live like amedieval peasant: you scrounge, you steal, you sleep under hedges."



What follows is the story of a hunted man, the chapters propelled along thrillingly at just the right moments
by sudden reversals, revelations and reprisals. Penniless and hunted, Adam has few resources to mount a
criminal inquiry or pursue a pharmaceutical scandal, but he toughens up quickly on the streets and manages
an ingenious investigation to clear his name. Nevertheless, through it all, he's madly pursued by aretired
British soldier-turned-hit-man who honed his grisly techniquesin Afghanistan. I'm still trying to blot out of
my mind what he does to a captured man's hands. . . .

The novel's most impressive quality is the way Boyd rotates through alarge group of characters, allowing us
to experience this crisis from a variety of perspectives -- each slanted and usually wildly mistaken. Adam, his
determined n, a tenacious young policewoman and the wealthy president of a pharmaceutical

company are al racing to understand what's happening to them. Boyd reminds us that we're pattern-hungry
creatures, deeply biased toward the belief that events are connected, that motives underlie actions. But
sometimes the only connection is the one we imagine. And kill for.

Admittedly, the evils of big pharmafelt like a fresher theme a decade ago, when John le Carré wrote "The
Constant Gardener," but Boyd provides a slick primer on the way new drugs are marketed -- from helpful
public service announcements to anodyne branding commercials, all designed to bully government
regulators, stoke public demand and maximize profits. Chemicals and genes aren't the only thing being
manipulated here.

"Ordinary Thunderstorms" never sounds too polemical, though, because at the center of this Death Star of
corporate malignancy, Boyd places one of his most complex and humane characters. Ingram Fryzer,
president of Calenture-Deutz Pharmaceutical. He's a corporate tycoon, a man of impeccabl e taste and
extraordinary power, but ultimately he has no more control over hislife than poor Adam. Once this storm of
fraud and conspiracy gets roaring, nobody can manage it.

http://arti cles.washingtonpost.com/20...

Brian says
Immensely enjoyable, Ordinary Thunderstormsisaliterary thriller set in the world of global pharamceutical

companies and packed with enough plot twists for half a dozen novels.

It takes the reader on awhistlestop tour of London society, from millionairesto illiterate prostitutes via
academics, hospital porters, dissolute lords, police officers and self-styled African bishops.

The plot springsinto life within the first few pages when, after a chance encounter in a cafe, the hero, Adam
Kindred, stumbles upon aviolent crime. From that point on hislife will never be the same.

I was reminded in places of a Hitchcock film and certainly this novel has all the ingredients. But it's not just
thrills and spills. There's also terrific characterisation, some lovely description that you barely register asthe

need to unwind the plot drives you on, and above al, lots of humour.

| took this on holiday and even Ryanair didn't seem too bad.




Carlos Azevedo says

Depois de uma semi desilusdo com Inquietude, descobri esta peca de literatura que joga com o balanco do
thriler, a devassa da vida privada pel os meios tecnol 6gicos, a misteriosa vida daindustria farmacéutica e a
sobrevivéncia dos desmobilizados das guerras actuais. E a magnificaimprobabilidade de tudo ser igual
amanha. (ok, depois de amanhd).

Frances says

A Superb Novel!

After reading about Wm. Boyd's multi-award winning novels | recently purchased this mystery/thriller.
After afew pages | was completely hooked. It is an extraordinary story, excellent plot and has many
interesting characters. Don't hesitate to give this gifted writer a serious look.

Judy says

William Boyd is Scottish by descent, was born in Ghana, and educated in Scotland and France. He
completed aPhD in literature at Oxford. He isto my thinking a hybrid, an intellectual who has written a
dozen novels, won awards but is considered British because he lives there part of the time. (Y ou will see
where | am going with this.) | have always been curious about his books, though Ordinary Thunderstorms,
his 12th novel, isthefirst | have read. It won't be the last.

Recently | have come across several discussions on various lit blogs about highbrow vs lowbrow novels and
whether or not literary fiction is passe because it doesn't sell well. Some see atrend where literary authors
aretrying their hands at genrefiction is an effort to sell more copies of their novels. Others seeit asa
marketing ploy by publishersin an effort to sell more books.

I find most of this speculation to be hogwash, though | am pretty sure marketing personnel are the key
suspects. After all, it istheir job. | think an author should write what he or she wants to write, should
experiment, not always write the same story over and over for the sake of fans, income or profits. Basicaly,
if an author can write well, | will read just about any novel by that author despite subject matter or genre.

William Boyd has a pretty solid reputation as a literary writer. Ordinary Thunderstorms was marketed as a
"literary mystery about crime and punishment." See what | mean? Well, it istremendously exciting, it does
involve murder, crime, the dastardly side of big pharma, and the underbelly of London. The violenceis
brutal and the mystery is complex. Not one truly admirable character inhabits its pages.

However, the novel is about identity. Adam Kindred has returned to the country of his birth after many years
in the United States. Heisin London to interview for ajob. A respected and successful climatologist, he has
made a mess of his personal life. While he intends to start anew in London he was surely not planning the
drastic transformation he undergoes.

Within 24 hours he is a prime suspect for amurder he did not commit. He makes the decision to go



"underground" for awhile until he figures out what to do. He goes about as far underground as a person can
go inamajor metropolis, sleeping in a park, begging for food, and becoming a man with no social identity.

In an interview, William Boyd says his intention was to write about what happens to a person who loses
everything that makes him who heis. One thing that happensis that a person who loses his social identity
finds he still has asdlf. Adam isintelligent, resourceful, often impulsive and foolish, arisk taker where
people he cares for are involved. His innate goodness and humanity bring him up against a couple of true
psychopathic personalities. His intelligence and something like bravery make him a Dickensian character in
amodern world.

William Boyd calls no attention to himself as an author, but in straightforward prose tells us a powerful and
exciting tale full of heart whileit is steeped in all manner of human degradation.

In no way would | call the novel lowbrow. | suppose one could read it just for the thriller aspect, as Boyd
does not write in any sort of wordy or obscure manner. He is certainly several cuts above Brad Thor, David
Baldacci, and the like. Does that mean he is highbrow?

Nick Sweeney says

I like William Boyd's writing alot, and have read everything of his apart from his spoof biography of painter
Nat Tate, which | must track down. My favourite WB books are The New Confessions and Any Human
Heart, which were both long sagas taking in alot of events and people through the whole of the twentieth
century, and | fedl that he pulls off such monumental tasks with great skill. He also does small worlds very
well, such as those in Brazzaville Beach and A Good Man in Africa. So how does he do with a
'straightforward' thriller? Not so well, in my opinion, though | state here that the book is a fine competitor
among other thrillers; that may just be another way of saying that WB has dumbed his style down a bit to get
into the thriller genre, and | think a man of his skills shouldn't need to. | missed the literary flourishes of his
other work, and, occasionally, got annoyed at the thrillerish one-dimensional characters, asif he's sometimes
saying 'this character won't be hanging around too long, so you don't need so much information'. Good story,
anyway: after a chance meeting, aman is blamed for amurder orchestrated by shadowy types that John Le
Carre has aready marked out for villainhood - an international pharmaceutical company. So far so North-by-
Northwestish. What does such a man do? How does he hide in a place like London? As you do for many
thrillers, you have to suspend your disbelief pronto - which | have no problem doing - and enjoy the ride.
Respectable Adam Kindred - rather Bunyanesgue name, | thought, and kind of disapproved of WB trying a
bit too hard to convince us that Adam is an ordinary bloke - has to not only hide from the law and the brutal
killer the company has sent after him, but, in time-honoured fashion, has to solve the crime, and the scam at
its centre, himself, as nobody else will. And | did enjoy the ride, and am sorry if this sounds a bit scathing,
but | look forward to the next WB with the hope that he gets back to 'being literary'. Whatever that means.

GeorgeK. says

Tp?a BIBA?0 TOL FTOL?ALOU MTTAVT ?X0LV LETAPPOCTE? U?2XPI OTIYU?C oTa EAANVIK? (To yaA?l1o
OTVELUO, H aTEIA?, TOTIK?¢ KATAIY?OEC), TA ?XW KAl TA TP?0 0TNV CUAAOY? LOU KAl 2tal
aTO@?0100 va dl0B?0w PUECA K?2TOLO ATT? OUT?, ETIAYOVTAC TO CUYKEKPIUAVO €AW BOAIKO?
HEY?B0LC (?Xw TNV Kd00N 10?21 Q). AOITTV, av Kal oTo Goodreads 0ev ?XEl KOl KO ? TPOUEP?



BaBuoAoy?a (£6? TIOL TA A?UE 071€ 0TA Amazon.com Kal Amazon.co.uk), TIPOCwWTIK? LoU ¢VNKE Va
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MPWTOYWVICT?C TNG I0TOP?UC ENVAL 0 VTAU KVTPEVT, VO KAILMATOAYOC, TIOU HIa A?00¢ KVnon
Ba ToV 00NY?0¢€l OTO ETKEVTPO UIOC KAT? TO QOIIVIUEVA UEY?ANC CLUVWUOC?0C OTOV K200 TGV
QEAPUAKOBIOUNXOVIV, UE TNV AOTLUVOU?0 KAl VOV TANPWUAV0 SOAOPN0 VU €V0I OTO KAT?1V TOU.
O Vtau Ba Byel oto TEPIB?PLO, Ba eVvTaXBe? TNV KOIV?2TNTA TV "e€a@AVIOUVWV" ToL AovOVou,
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TIOU OV ZEPE 211 LTT?PXOLV. M?200 € PAa ALT?, Ba TPOCTIB?0El VO el TNV AAPBELA, 2101 KOl
av gval aut?..

H TAOK? IKOVOTINTIK?2TATN, UE APKET? AYWV 20 KAl PEAALCTIK? Op701, Ol XA POKT?PEC TIOA?
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Kata says

William Boyd iswell... well... how do | put thistactfully? He's like an easy a dish you make when
entertaining guests. My go to easy dish is meatballs. It isn't the best dish | make but it easy and it tastes good.
With the right presentation it doesn't look ordinary or boring. Secondly, | know they're just meatballs but
they taste darn good. Suck that IKEA meatballs! Just kidding! But do you want to know the truth? It never
fails every time | make them some asks me to disclose the ingredients and that is when | want to crawl up
inside of myself and Martha Stewart should jump out from behind a potted plant and glit my throat. Martin
Amisisfoiegrasand William Boyd igare (?) meatballs.

We have Adam Kindred, aman in London seeking gainful employment. He's a middle class man with his
life primarily on track up until this particular job interview. Thisis Boyd with all the right presentation skills
for adish. Adam is charming, intelligent, he has tenacity and in my mind | imagine him being slightly
handsome... And then WHAMM O someone asks for the ingredients! Through arapid series of bizarre events
Adam becomes wanted by the police for murder and heis on the lam, running from the law and essentially
he loses his identity. | shouldn't just say hisidentity because he really loses everything... And | mean
everything - down to his shoes. But just when Boyd is disclosing the crazy ingredients you start to taste the
dish and your itty bitty taste buds do that little happy dance. Adam meets the most intriguing characters, a
girl name Mouse who has a small boy named, Lion. I'm not kidding. Forget the ingredients, remember happy
dance in your mouth. Then there is the church which Adam gets sucked into because he is homeless, on the
run and he needsto eat and the church serves meals to the homeless so Adam becomes a member despite his
own persona beliefs. The church's message revolves around John the Baptist being the true savior of the
world and Jesus being an ordinary man who essentially takes the fall like a best friend would for the true
savior. | know, | know thisdishisreally strange but don't forget your itty bitty taste buds and how happy
they are because it's entertaining and yummy. It is... don't look at me like that.



| like his presentation and | enjoy how his writing tastes even though | know he's not foie gras. There's
something yummy and quirky about hiswriting that | like. Maybe it reminds me of my meatballs and if | told
you what | put in them you would probably shake your head from side to side in dishélief all the while
continuing to pop one after ancther into your mouth until you cleared off the whole darn platter.

Marina Maidou says

The author begins a usual story about a divorced meteorologist, which by accident becomes a fugitive
accused for a genetist's murder. He hides himself at first under a bridge, after in a strange church called John
Christ's Church and so on. Thetitle is misleading: nothing in the book talks about weather. It's also exact,
because everything begins so ordinary and then chaos happens. The cover of the greek edition is the most
beautiful, has a achictectural poetry, the characters are very vivid and unique, you can't confuse who's who.
What seems as a pharmaceutical thriller, like John Le Carre's The Constant Garderner turns into Roy
Huggins's The Fugitive and finally transforms into an identity quest. Adam changes identities in such weird
situations, so at the end he becomes a new person with a completely different life. There's no answer what
will happen next, he has the opportunity to go back in hisold life but he doesn't go. In a strange way, the
author makes you think, what if you had to change your life and what if you liked your new one and there
was no price for keep it, or if it was, it wouldn't matter, just because you believe it worths it?

A fresh view of the eternal question, what describes everyone'sidentity?

O ouyypa@?2a¢ EEKIV? UL oUVNBIOUVN 1OTOP?0 YIA VAV XWPIOUNVO UETEWPOAO, O OTID?0C 70EA?
TOUL BP?0KETAL KATALNTOAUEVOC VIO TNV dOAOPOV?0 eV YEVETIOT?. Kp?BeTal, oTnNV apX? K?tw aT?
HLO Y2QUPa, 70TEPO OE IO TIPPEEVN EKKANC?0 TIOU AVETAL N EKKANG?0 TOU lw?vvn XpIoTo? Kal
0?2t KA B' €£?2¢. O T?2TAOC €NVAI THPATAOVNTIK?C: T?MOTA oTOo PIBA?0 dev WA? ia TOV Kalp?. Eval
WOT?00 KAl aKPIR?¢, ATl KABeT? EEKIV? oLVNBICUA KAl UET? 2pXETAI TO X?0CG. TO €€2QUAAO OTNV
EAANVIK? 2K30aN €Al TO THO 2UOPQO, ?XEl IO APXITEKTOVIK? TIO?NOT, Ol XOPAKT?PEC EVal
(OVTOVO? KOl EEXWPLOTO?, deV LTI?PXEIl TEP?TTWON VO UTEPOAPEIC TIOIOC EMV AL TOI0C. AUT? TIOU
EeKIV? oav Va Bp?Aep @APUAKOBIOUNXOVI A, 2Twe Tov ET?2uovo Knmoup? touv TZov Ae Kapp?,
yvetal O duy?c Tou P2 XKIVE KAl 0TO T?A0C LETAUOPPVETAL O€ A avad?tnon taut?intac. O
NVTAU OAA?LEL TAUTINTEG UET? ATI? T?00 TP PEEVEC KATAOT?0EIG, TIOL TEAIK? YVETOI VA V7?0
TIP?0WTTO UE EVTEA?C JIAQOPETIK? {W?. AEV LTI?PXEl ATTAVTNON TI B0 CUMPBE? UET?, 2XEl WZALOTO TNV
ELKAIP?0 VO ETIOTPAYPEL OTNV TAL? TOU {Ww?, OAA? eV TO KVEL. M' Va TP?EEVO TP?TO 0
CLWPA P20 C KOTAP?PVEL VO OKEPTOUE, TI BA CLV?BAIVE AV 2TPETE VA AAAPEOVHE {W? KAL TI €V HOC
?PECE N KAIVO?PLA XWP?G VO UTI?PXEl K?TOI0 T2UNMA; ? av UTI?PXE T2UNUA, dev Ba £?7XE onuac?d
yiat?n v?2o {w?Ba 10 %ZILE;

Mia @p?0KIO LOTI? GTO ALAI0 EP7TNUA, TI TEPIYPZPEL TNV TAUT?INTA TOV KABeV G,

Roz Morrissays

First let me clarify that this one-star rating is abiding by Goodreads rules - 'did not likeit'. Not terrible,
certainly, but | couldn't say | liked it.

Why, especialy as I'm afan of his other novels?

First off, | found the premise hard to believe. A man witnesses a murder and seems likely to be framed for it.
He'sinveigled into touching the murder weapon, leaving his fingerprints, getting covered in blood etc. The



actual moment when he's persuaded to do thisisrealistic enough - the dying man simply wants him to pull
the knife out. | have no quarrel with that and | found it a powerful emotional moment. But | do quarrel with
what happens afterwards. Instead of going to the police and telling his story, as any innocent chap would do,
he decidesto live rough on a patch of waste ground in Chelsea. This seems extremely hard to believe.

Boyd hints later on that his protagonist had depression and was possibly looking for away to reboot hislife.
But thisisn't introduced early enough. It looks as though he thought of it half-way through the writing and
scribbled it in.

Also, several points seem badly thought through. The murderer, atrained N, is supposed to have used
abreadknife. Go downstairs now and look at your breadknife. Breadknives are flimsy. Would you choose
that as a stabbing weapon? Not if you had other things at your disposal, and if a house has a breadknife it
probably has more serious knives too. Or a screwdriver. And if you were an n you could probably use
the gun that's also in your pocket. So 'breadknife’ seems like Boyd wasn't thinking very hard. Indeed, the
assassin seemsto be a bit of abungler, but you're never quite sure if Boyd intends him to be. In another
scene, he kills ahooker by tossing her into the river, but doesn't make sure she's actually dead. And thisisn't
so she can then come back and spoil people's plans. She's certainly dead. But it doesn't ook as though Boyd
made the assassin either careful enough, or deliberately idiotic. It's just an unconvincing character.

Usually, I'll happily settle down with a Boyd because his characters are such singular and interesting people.

But in this novel, they seemed thinly drawn. Also, there were too many of them, and | think he may have had
trouble making them distinct enough. Although plots need red herrings, with people who look significant but
aren't, the red herrings here are irritating rather than enriching.

There are good points, of course. The protagonist's eventual reboot with anew identity is persuasively done.
There are afew clever twists, such asthe n being arrested, mistaken for the protagonist. There'sa
religious cult that recruits homeless people and gives them all the name 'John'. There are alot of loose
threads that aren't definitively tied up, which echoes the theme of randomness, and mean it works well asa
'dice of time' novel. Not everything can be neatly answered - and that's fine and realistic. But thisis also
perhaps where the novel's overall flaw might lie. The protagonist is a climatologist before he goes on the run
- hence the title 'Ordinary Thunderstorms'. So we're supposed to be aware of how our fortunes can be as
changeable as the wind. The troubleis, | don't find there was much mileage in that as an idea. Boyd hasn't
used it to create an intriguing story world. It seemsto be an excuse for a bit of arandom and rambling book
that could have been better executed.

So: disappointing, but I'll certainly pick up more Boyd.

lain Rowan says

I'm not quite sure what Boyd was going for here: astraight thriller, or a playful pastiche. Neither worked, for
me, and it left the book as an uncomfortable amalgam of the two. I'm a sucker for stories about identity, and
about missing people, but part of the reason this disappointed was that the protagonist was rather flat, and |
never felt asif | got inside his skin. Some of the secondary characters were the same, from the ex-SAS
coldhearted killer to the prostitute with a heart of gold, speaking in cliche, acting perfectly within stereotype.

| liked the way London was drawn in the book, and Boyd's ingenuity in creating Kindred's life off the grid,
and eventual assumption of a new identity.



Too many themes seemed to offer interest (the maritime police, the church), but they were never given space
to develop, and so became rather mundane and obvious hooks on which to hang a particular plot device.

| still read it to the end, because | wanted to know how it turned out. But when | got there, | didn't feel that
the time spent had been worth it. It's too shallow.

-Karen- says

Good Reads now makes recommendations, amazon makes recommendations, my friends here guide my
impulses of what to put on my wishlist, | have a shelf of unread books that is quietly groaning under the
weight of past purchases, and yet, and yet.....

Certain elements come together: I've just sold two books - never mind that, in the past weeks, five have come
in for the two going out - it's November and I'm feeling end-of-the-yearish, days-drawing-in-ish, and even if

I do buy alot of my books online, | would never want to forgo the pleasure of going into a bookshop, and, as
it happens, the place where | give English classes on a Wednesday morning boasts a 19th century barn that
was, in itstime, a home, a post office, alocal lending library, and is now alovely little bookshop:

Does this happen to you? Y ou buy abook (OK, three) online, but then it takes three, four days, aweek
maybe for them to reach you. Y es, there is that wonderful moment when you open the package and feel the
heft of the pages and imagine the joy they will bring you. But somehow the mood has passed slightly: they
go onto the TBR shelf, and wait. Patiently. Maybe months, maybe years. But when you go into a bookshop
and just pick up something on awhim; it's the only thing in the shop that really draws your eye, it's the very
thing you need at this particular moment and you take it home and start reading straight away - that is sheer
joy.

That's how Ordinary Thunderstorms came to me. Theright thing at the right time. After one real
heavyweight, with two non-fiction on the go, | heeded something fast and furious that at the same time
would not make me fedl guilty for totally wasting my time. Mr Boyd's thriller fits the bill as no other could.
It's perfectly calibrated to wind up the tension at the exact moment where momentum slows, it is satisfyingly
familiar and yet surprising at one and the same time, the puzzle is solved in roughly the form that you would
have hoped for, but the detail is ultra-modern, using internet forums and suspicion of insider trading to push
the plot to its conclusion. And Mr Boyd gives little knowing nods to the reader, and uses words that pull you
up for amoment - borborygmus? - and is playful, he's obviously having fun writing this. Thereis the odd
dight implausibility, but utterly forgivablein view of the pleasure afforded. Mr Boyd manages to fulfill all
the expectations you have of athriller in an admirably original way. lan McEwan, eat your heart out.

Kemper says

Stop me if you' ve heard this one before. An innocent person discovers someone who has just been murdered,
and then they stupidly pick up the weapon, end up covered in blood and then they’ re accused of the crime.
That scene has played out so many timesin pop entertainment that | think anyone with more than ten
working brain cells would instantly know that the one thing you should never do if you find abody is pick up
the murder weapon.



Then | met Adam Kindred in Ordinary Thunderstorms. Adam is a British climatologist who had been living
inthe U.S,, but istrying to get ajob in London following a painful divorce. After hisjob interview, Adam
stops for some lunch and strikes up casual conversation with Dr. Philip Wang. Wang leaves afile at his
table, and Adam decides to do a good deed and return it to him at his hotel. When he arrives at the hotel
room, he finds that Wang is dying after being stabbed. With his last breaths, Wang begs Adam to pull out the
knife.

Y ou see where thisis going, right?

Dumb-ass Adam yanks out the knife, gets himself covered in blood, and Wang promptly dies. (Thisisalso
exactly what they tell you NOT to do from amedical standpoint if you ever find someone with aknife stuck
in them.) Adam still might have been able to convince the cops that he didn’t kill Wang, but instead of
contacting them immediately, he has a complete mental meltdown and decides to stop at the pub and have a
few drinks first. Before he can get his shit together, he's attacked by Wang' s killer and barely escapes.
Completely freaking out, Adam goes turtle and instantly joins the ranks of London’s homeless.

As Adam hides out by dropping off he grid, other characters become entangled in the events that the murder
started. There's a beautiful police woman who discovers the body and struggles with the disapproval of her
aging damn-dirty-hippie father. The CEO of a pharmaceutical company is excited that a breakthrough
discovery of anew drug isleading to a blockbuster merger, but he's starting to worry about his business
partners. A young prostitute hustles to make the rent and care for her son. And the ex-soldier hired to kill
Wang is getting seriously angry that he can’t find Adam Kindred.

Describing Adam' s discovery of the body probably makes you think that this a pretty standard thriller. But
the story does not follow the usual storyline you see in these types of books. One of the more interesting
points is the many ways that Adam reinvents himself as he's on the run.

This was an exciting story that gives wildly different views of London life. From the richest executives
living the high life to the poorest street people, al the characters are fully formed and unique. For starting
with such a clichéd set-up, the plot has alot of surprises.




