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| f the ruined
. ight, as he lay half-asleep on the floor @
L bu‘:;e;lg’i}rajen hear}é the waves breaking along the sl{xcge ;E
the lagoon, reminding him of the long Atlantg: ?)ligtening
-the beach at Dakar. where he had ‘tbeexérli)‘?érni]gnm ! Oalong g
i ings for his parenis to _
' 'grr?ilgh:\;z?ld gfrom the airport. Ovegcogng g%( (;Z;(lil.s Iﬁg;ggit:?;
L me . he woke uncertainly from the be ¥
g]nr\?r{})l;gh he slept and hurried towards the dunes that screensd
m%‘éﬁ%ﬁgﬁ. the cold night air he could see the abanfio:teecti‘
Superforiresses lying amorg the palns }ll)cygn;id ﬂ;zr gzrir‘lv -
' ing f hree hundr .
of the emergency landing fleld 1 e o et
lked through the dark sand, 2 ready 4
-;Iv;i‘;znthv;ashgrc lay. although the atoll was little morefth:}alr:
half a mile in width. Abdoyctbir;, gﬁnﬁirﬂlﬁc ecrt;tiy?n b
all palms leaned into the g :
g? n:s cz—};/;ttlz aﬁghabet. The landscape of the island was
€0 trange ciphers. .
COVGelrvﬁ; {i; 1tIrlega.tteExp& to find thle; belr:;ch, 'li’;ar\;:n ciinr;?illﬁ
ir set of iracks left yecars earlier by a ‘
\Lfnetl?ic?e beftI‘h(z: heat reieased by one of the weapons tests bz;r{
" fused the sand, and the double line of fossil imprints, u
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cavered by the evening air, wound its serpentine way among
the hollows like the footfalls of an ancient saurian.

Too weak to walk any further, Traven sat down belween
the tracks. Hoping that they might lead him to the beach,
he began to ‘excavaic the wedge-shaped grooves from a
drift into which they disappeared. He returned to the bupker
shortly before dawn, and slept through the hat silences of the
following noon.

The Blocks

As usual on these enervating afterncons, when not even
a breath of on-shore breeze disturbed the dust, Traven sat
in the shadow of one of the blocks, lost somewhere within
the centre of the maze. His back resting against the rough
concrete surface, he gazed with a phlegmatic eye down the
surrounding aisles and at ihe line of doors facing him. Each
afterncon’ he left his cell in the abandoned camera bunker
among the dunes and walked down into the blocks. For the
first'half an hour he restricted himself to the perimeter aisle,
now and then trying one of the doors with the rusty key in
his pocket—he had found it among the litter of smashed
bottles and cans in the isthmus of sand separating the testing
grovnd from the air-strip—and then inevitably, with a sort
of drugged stride, he set off into the cenfre of the blocks,
breaking into a run and darting in and out of the corridors,
as if trying to flush some invisible oppoiient from his hiding
place. Soon he would be completely lost. Whatever hig
efforts to return to the perimeter, he always found himself

- once more in the centre.

Eventually he would abandon the task, and sit down in the
dust, watching the shadows emerge from their crevices at
the foot of the blocks. For some reason -he invariably
arranged to be trapped when the sun was at zenith-—on
Eniwetok, the thermonuclear noon,

One question in particular tatrigued him: “What sort of
people would inhabit this minimal concrete city?”

The Synthetic Landscape

“This island is a state of mind,” Osborne, one of the
scientists working in the old submarine pens, was later to
remark to Traven. The truth of this became obvious to
Traven within two or three weeks of hig arrival. Despite
the sand and the few anaemic palms, the entire landscape of
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ke iéla--n-d was synthetic, a man-nade a}rtlfact m;ﬂ ;Ilztg:g
ssociations of a vast system oi de;r‘eiufi CDt?-f%sEand for-
Wways. Since the moratorium on :h.orm(, Et,uts, ._“ e
Been abandoned by the Atonric Hnergy (:fomli.m;,? u;a\*‘ruiccﬁ
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" With the Russo-American dm-rzrf this nights
Cof history had been gladly forgotien.
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Third Beach

He had come ashore at miduight, after a hazardous search
for an opening in the reef. The small motor-boat he had
hired from an Australian peart-diver at Charlotte lshand
subsided into the shallows, its hull torn by the sharp coral.
Exhausted, Traven walked through the darkness among the
dunes, where the dim outlines of bunkers and concrete towers
Ioomed between the palms.

He woke the next morning into bright suniight and found
himself lying half-way down the stope of a wide concreie
oeach. This ringed an CHPEY ICSETVOir or target basin some
two hundred feet in diametsr, part of a system of artificial
lakes built down the centre of the atoll. Leaves and dugt .
choked the exit grilles, and a pool of warm water two fen|
aeep lay below him. reflecting a distant line of patms.

Traven sat up and took stock of himself. This brief inven-
tory, which merely confirmed his physical identity, was
limited to little more than his thip bady in its frayed cotfon
garments, In the context of the surrounding tervain, how-
ever, even this collection of taiters seemed io POSSCSS U
unique vitality. The desolation and emptiness of the island,
and the absence of any local fauna, were emiphasised by
the huge sculptural forms of the target basing let into i
surface. Separated from each other by narrow isthnruses,
the lakes stretched away along the curve of the atoll

On either side, sometimes shaded by the few palms that
had gained a precarious purchase in the cracked cement, were
roadways, camera towers and isolated blockhouses, together
forming a continuous concrete cap upon the island, a func-
tional megalithic architecture ag grey and minaiory (and
apparently as ancient, in its projection inte and from fone
future) as any of Assyriz and Bayler. .

The series of weapons tests had fused the sand in layers,
and the pseudo-geological strata condensed the brict epochs,
microseconds in duration, of thermonuclegr time, Typically
the island inverted the geologist’s maxim, *The key to the

past lies in the present.’ Here, the key to the present lay in
the future. This island was a fossil of time future, its bunkers
and biockhouses Hlustrating the principle that the fossil
record of life was one of armour and the exoskeleton,

Traven knelt in the warm pool. and splashed his shipt and
trousers. The reilection revealed the watery image of gaunt
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shoulders and bearded face. He hud come o the sland withi
tuo supplies other than u small bar of chocolate, assuming
“that in some way the sland would provide its own susienance.
Perhaps, too, he hud idenilfied the nead for food with & for-
ward motion in time, and that with his return to the past, or
-~ at mogt into a zone of won-time, this need would be
eliminated. The privaiions of the previous six montbs.
during his journcy across ibe Pacific, had already reducced
“his always thin body o thai of a miprant beggar, held
“together hy little axorc than the preoccupicd gaze in his eye.
Yet this emacialion, by stripping away the superfluities of
the flesh, revealed an innes smowy toughness. an oConomMy
aind directness of movement,

For several hours Traven wandered about. inspecting ons
bunker alter ancther for a convenient place to sleep. He
- crossed the remains of o small landing field, pexti to a dump
where a dozen B-29s lay across enc another like reptile bids.

- The Corpses ..
Once he entered a small street of metal shacks, confaining

a cafeteria, recreation rooms and showsr stalls. A wrecked
juke-box lay half-buried in the sand behind the cafeteria, its
selection of records still in their rack.

Fuarther along, flung into a small target lake fifty yards
from the shacks, were the bodies of what at first he thought
were the former inhabitants of this ghost towa—-a dozen
plastic models. Their half-melted faces, contoried into bleary
grimaces. gazed ap at him from the jumble of legs and
torsoes. .

On either side of him, muffled by the dumes, came the
sounds of waves, the great rollers - on the seaward side
" “breaking aver the reefs, and on to the beaches within the
- lagoon. However. he avoided the sea, hesitating before any
' rise or dune that might take him within its sight. Bvery-
where the camera towers offered him a convenjent aerial
view of the confused topography of ibe island, but he fgnored
their rusting ladders.

" He soon realised that however random the blockhouses
and towers might seem, their common focns dominated the
landscape and gave to it u unique perspective. As Traven
noticed when be sat down to rest in the window slit of one
of the bunkers. all these observation posts occupied positions
on a series of concentric perimeters, moviag in tighiening

thﬁ:tetm‘inalheax:h | ]

gr;:s to\ffards the inmos;. sanctuary. This ultimaie
. elow glolmd Zero, remamed hidden hevond
4 quarter of 2 mile to the wesy, .

@ line of dunas

The Termina! Bunker
rct?rffazl f(i;etimg f;or g few nighis in the vpen. Trave
petur © e conciete beach where he had waken on
‘;O::‘Ii(}nf?em;gglg& ihet;slgiéd, and made his home—if the terp
) 0 that damp crumbling hoval—in 4 camers
bunker fifty yards from the target lak e dart mer
¥ yard A¢ target lakes. The dark chamber
;n:;\;eg vtél; ‘thu,kn canted waH; tomb-like though i iii?fb;
St ’drifte;d 1;11 ?. ;tmi%c of physical reassurance. Outside, ?h\-
Gt crvsgf‘ﬁ' _the sides, half-burying the narrow dang -
il sed\ if ery a. 1sing the ummense epoch of time that g
€ a%)rs : since the bunker's construciion The sarrow
di(;;ng e:d of the ﬁve_ camera sTils, their shapes snd p@éz{ el
'cryl t;ixclm_d by the Instrumenis, studded the west wall ia’éi'c
¢ ccgratc d] g?ﬁgi.‘ami?. Variations ‘on  these runic  ciphers
decoratod the wcz{a s Of the other bunkers, the unique signa.
e ol the ;sh gnsﬁnlgi :?gﬂgapr:ung{z: éf Traven was awa‘k: ba
: un o s Gve emblematic beacony,
Gléhg;st l?fhttheitm;lu the chamber was filled only by a dzﬁ;n
?Ounﬁjfl cg bt n the control tower at the landing fzld Traver
found a Oﬁeeg;xon log dlspardeu magazines, and vsed these as
b < bazrbby- E )’;ilg i the bunker shortly aficr the first
B Dap erid e.u,d e pulled out a magarine pressing inte
: : - This ~hamed child, with her comr j
lt;:(ég]e‘féxgsn gfnc}iﬁia.t(;;mugrseq eyes, filled him with 3 ahogf;ﬁﬁj
for days gezed at it tﬁr'oueghpﬂ?ﬁvgispagc 0 the well aad

pr-3 vl

leafr.:rthtgabunr:i{ few weeks Traven made fittle attomm 1o
e e Th?’syar?tdb ngstpcned au‘;/ further expioration of
s . / i rourney through its inper cipe
Ho s l 1 i€ ) Y NS ing circles
;f)tx fliigeog::} ;Iirrrrlle:si!?t gz.;fva! and departure. He aw;ived ::::
DUt i . sense of time soon vanix amt
potine for ne S00n vanished, and

ne completely existential, . hreak

ife Y exsstential, un absolute breal
g\e{gigtmﬁg one moment from the next like two qf:n;k“
events. ac{;ﬂ gve?k to forage for food, he lived op the old
i {m);? irlws] e found in the wrecked Superfortresses With
2 plement, it teok him al! day apen th 05

o ) : WOR N all day to onen tho cans
s physical decline continued. but he watched his ‘s;-iudi' &
SPIAing



16 new weorids science fiction

Tegs and arms with indiffcrence. This dack of lovaly
“depressed him.

By now be had forgotten the existence of the sea and
Cvaguely assumed the atoll e be part of some continuous

continental table. A hundred yards to the north and south
of the bunkcr a line of dunes, topped by the palisade of
enigmatic palms, sorecncd the tagoon and sea, and the faint
“muilled drunmis
- memories of w
gency landing sirip and the abundoped amrcraft. In the
afternoon light their shifting rectitinear shadows made them
appear 6 writhe and pivel. ip {ront of the bunker, where
‘he would sit, was the systery of tarpet lakes. the shallow
basing extending across the atoll
CAbove lim, the five camera aperiures locked outl upon
this scene Tike the tafelnry svmbols of & futuristic myth.

The Lakes and the Specties
- The Takcs had been designed to reveal any radiobiological
changes in a selected range of fauna, but the specimens had
Yong since bloomed into protesque parodies of themselves and
been destroyed. -
Sometimes in the evenings. when a sepulchral light lay
over the eoncreic bunkers and cavseways. and the basing
seemed like ornamentsl dakes in a city of deserted manso-
teums, abandoned even by the dead, he would see the spectres
of his wife and son stunding on the opposite bank. Their
solftary figures appeurcd to have been watching him for
hours, Although they neover moved, Traven was sure they
were beckoning to hiny. Roused from his teverie, he would
stumble forward across the dark sand to the edge of the lake
and wade throngh the waier. showting soundlessly at the two
-~ figures as they moved away hund in kand among the Jakes
" dnd disappearsd across the distani causeways.
©o Shivering with cold, Traven retorned to the bunker and
Jaid on the bed of old masuzines. waiting for their return.
The image of their faces. the pale lantern of his wife’s cheeks,
floated on thatl river of memory, lost among the dark archi-
pelagoes of his dreams.

The Blocks (i)
It was not until he discovered the blocks that Traven

- realised he would never leave the island.

the terminga! beget i

At this siage, some two months after hig arrival, Traven
had exhawsted his graall cache of food, and the sy,'m "Li..)l:i’l‘;
of beri-beri kad ‘bacome more acute, The numbness 1pn his
nands and feet, and the grodual loss of strensth rémtinued
Only by an mmmenge effort, and the knowledac that the inner
f;z_\;?:u?rof lljlle ‘ziqian‘fi still 2y unexplored, did he manage t(l)
E;ulﬂc’e;.lv paitasse of magazines and make his way from the
} 1As he sat in the drits of sand by the doorway thai cvening,
e ooticed a light shining through the palms far into the
aistance around the atoll, Confusing this with the image of
bis wife and son, ang visualising them walting for hif_; ;
fgén:;i;ﬁrm‘g%a}?h amgng the dunes. Traven set off mwérdi
he light. Hhin a hundied yards fie lost his sense of
direction. He blundered about fgr sev&ra? higtitrs 1:;151 i;ﬁanfji SL
of the laoding strip, aud succeeded only in cutting his fg :
on a broken coca-cola bottle in the sand, B o
. After pustponing bis search for the right, he set out again
In earnest the next morning. As he moved past ihe to‘%rer-‘-
and blockhouses the heat and silence lay over the island Jirb
an unbroken magtle. He had entered 2 zone dew;id o; t’;imel
Only the narrowing perimeiers warned him that he was
crossing the inner field of ihe fire-table. - "

He climbed the ridge which marked i i
) i ¢ the furthest i
his previous exploration of the island. From the Jlair;pl;:l;g::g

the recording fowers rose into the air like obelisks. Traven

“walked down towards them. On their grey walls were ilie

faint outlines of human forms in stylised poses, the flagh-
%adows ef the target community burat into the cement
E ere and ihere, where the concrete apron had cracked. »
ine of palms hung in the motionless ajr. The target lakes
were smaller, filled with the broken badies of plastic dommies
Most of them lay in the inoffensive domestic postures into
whéch thgy 2ad{bee;]n placed before the fests. v Ao
eyond toe furthest line of dumes, where the cqnie
towers began to turn and face him, were thf ré ](s oitfjfgif
:,[ecmcd to be a herd of square-backed elephants. Fhey werc"
fawit up in precise ranks in a hollow that formed 2 shatlow
corral, the sunlight reflected off thair backs. - TR
_Traven stepped towards them, Imping on his cul fant, O
either side of him the loosening sand had exca'v‘ate;i' thr:
dunes, and several of the blockhouses tilted on their .*;ideqL
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ched for some guarier of a m

hemibed oot onto the surface io
shandoned worabs that had glven

This plain of bunhors stret
the haif-submerged nu
some sarher best, B
birth to this be €

The Blocks £k}
To grasp somchi
size of the blocks. :
try o visualice sittng
monsiers, of walking z

isi number and oppressive
apon Traven, one et
! de of ope of these conarzin
wit in the cenire of this enorimous
labyrinth that exionded itz central table of the island.
There were some two 1hou of them, sech a perfect cube
15 fect in height, regularly spaced ot ten-yard intervais. They
were arranged in a scricy of iracts, each composed of two
wundred biecks, mclined to one avother and to the dirzction
of the blast. They had weathered only slightly in the vears
since they were Grst built, and their gauet profiles were like
the cutting facss of some gigantic die-plate, devised to stamp
out rectilinenr vohiwmes of air the size of a house. Three of
ihe sides were smooth and unbrokes, but the fourth, focing
away froms the blast, contained 2 namrow inspection door.

It was this fealure of the blocks that Traven found

particularly disturbing. i

i

Despite the considerable number of
doots, by some freak of perspective only those I a single
aisle weore visible af uny point within the maze. As he
walked from the perimeter line into the centre of the massil,
Fine upon linc of the small metal doots appearcd and receded,
2 world of ciosed exits .concealed behind endless corpers.
Approximately twenty of the blocks, those immediately

below ground zero. were solid; the walls of the remainder
side, however, they

were of varying thickness. From ihe outs
appeared to e of uniform sokidity.

As he eniered the Bt of the long aisles, Traven felt the
sepse of fatizue that had dogged him begin to 1lift. His siep
Kightened. With their geomotric regularity and finish, the
blocks seemed i occupy more than their own volumes of
space, imposing on him their calm and order. He walked on
into the centre of the maze, cager to shut out the rest of the
island. After a few random turns to left and right, he found
himself alone, the vistas to the sca, lagoon and island closed.

Here he sat down with his back to onc of the blocks, the

~quest for his wife and son forguitea. The sense of dissocia-

the terminal beacokh i3

ﬁz(;:d ;Zt ot by the derelict Tandscape of the islend bogan o
One develapi_}wnr he did not expect. With dusk, and the
;;eg:!l toL Iefive: the blocks and find food, be realised daizs*
1:% ost himself. However, be retraced his steps. struck cut
1; t .orﬂx."sgh{ at? zu? obligue course, oriented Rimself around
e scltm}g sun and pressed on resolutely north or south, and
found himself back again at his siarting point Only when
d:a_rkness! came did ke manage to make his és;“;{:"= o
Abandoning his former home near the ;if:';;iﬂ’i dun
Traven collected together what canned food he c;)ul:j”t‘]:%
in the waist turret and cockpit lockers of the Stjg.*crfﬁz‘i'“fi
}%c pulled them across the atoll on a cruds sisdm l}u?i:tt
. i“fﬁf gro'm the perimeter of the biocks he took Gver 4 tﬂt_in]g
}L;Zir egl;:h?’l:ia' c}))ﬁgeg H}g Ea}dmi photograph of the bionde-
: it all beside ihe door. The page was fafli
{o pieces, like the fragmenting image of 31?1!21;?1:, w{:&;fiﬂgzg

discovery of the blocks he had become a creature of reffeses

kindled from levels above those of his existine negvous
sys'tem (if the autonematic svsiem was dominated i)z th(—; '): iy
Traven sensed, the cerebro-spinai reached towards the fu*f:‘:;!
Each evening when he awoke, he would eat without a LL:x\'lt":
and then wander away among the blocks. Somctimes }lpp{, o
a caitteen of water with him and remained f}t-*"a* *C e
three days on end. e e

The Submarine Peas
This precarious existence comtinued for the foliowing
'.:a'rceks.. As he walked out 10 the blocks ona c.v'::m’;" 1hc a zixib
saw his wife and son, standing among the dunes bc’*‘%v .
camera tower, their faces watching him exprcssie>zlicmil=v f—’i
realised that they had followed him across the ilang from
their former haunt among the dried-up fakes. At\:-;;oc:ut1 rirh’iﬁ
titr‘ng he once again saw the distant light beckoning "laL’}
»gﬁ;ﬂjo c‘?nt;nut% hiz f};ploration of the island. o
Half o mile further along the : e found u group of
four submarine pens, built gvcreaii?;ili::th;vfifui*;i i =g‘! it
wound through the dunes from the sea. The 31: "
Ealn&d_ several feet of water, iitied with s.mailmluir-;;:‘f' nt st
‘md'algac. The warning light winked at Entcru-zgins\'fi'(}i;i ‘:t»k
ap;n of a metal s?aﬁo!d. The remaing of a substantial carsp
only recently vacated, stood on the pier outside {'}i'&:&d;iz'.

>
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T i cedpe with the provisions nside one of
Traven heaped his stedge with the provist
-the metal shacks. ] o ,‘ ) i
: th%?\fith this change of dwl, the t:;:r;—bfliu reched,E:i;f;gc?B{ : ftj
' days he reiurned ofien to the camp. ity 3t
xt days he reiurned ofien o i . £ iy
t'h N rtl}elﬂ ';it:*yz:)f s biological expedition. 1n the ficid oﬁiu; ljo
v ach s a4 seriss of laree charts of mutaied chromosomes.
g;lme ::Cgi.hzt v up and tool them back to his bunker. The
e roiied them up and teax thos k mker. 11
abstract patterns weie ine nmgiz—:s_s,‘but _du;m!g hjis 'M({i,:ig
" he amused himseli by devising suitable titles for, L 1?1_1 _({ t‘ze
 pagsing the aircrall dump on one of ?‘ﬁ forays. he fo._m il t%ﬂ.
Eaif buried jukebos, torp the st of records from mtr
3 wlre-Hox, i ist of record, !
;cicrtis)ﬂ pancl. Thus ershroidersd, the charts tock on many
*ayers of eryptic associalionsi.

CTeaven ; In Paronthesis -
" Elements in a quantal worid:
The terminal beach
The ternnal bunker
ihe blocks

The tandscape is coded. i

Entry points into the fulure = LOves

sones of sienificant tinw.

scape = Zones of s;gm!c_ii_ ,m* . |

Traven. A stramwge derelic fzgz;rg.

hiding in a bunker in tie deserted interior of t!:‘e'zsm:z, .
. ke ¢ :

He is sujfering frotn Sgvere EXpOSire and molnuirition, byl

b e

' hi for I ntte. anv other even!s
is unaware of this or, for that puatter, of an

. in.the world around Him ..
He mainraing thai he cai
" some sctentific project--unstare
nderstends his real motives an
erstends his real b : rique T
?"r;;‘nd . fn some way ils londscope seems 10 E);
i:wﬂlvea,' with certain emc-rmscr’ouf nations of iitgz;ngﬁi
in | fe: ce that may De a represséd -
in particular wirh those {l.m}" A @ rej remon:
riorf of owr own deaths, The atircoilons and dngefi.. ;é
such an architectsre, s 1he pusi has shown, neet
gtressing . . - .. - N .
August 6. He has the e¢yes il the possessed. ! ‘}w;;ld' gfﬁd
is nei « fivst, nor the last, to visit the stand.
b 2 is neither the first, nor the , 4o visit the islar
tat he from Or. C. Oshorne, © Eniwetok Digry. ...

in a spinal land-

_ August 5. Found ihe inan

w to the island to carey oul
d—but 1 suspect that le
d the unique role af the

the termina! beach i

i

Traven lost within the Rlocke

With ihe exbaostion of his supplies. Traven remained
within the perimeter of the blocks almost continucusky,
conscrving what strength remmained to him to walk slowly
down their emply corridors, The inlection in his vight foot
made it difficuli for him fo replenish his supplies from the
stores left by the biologists, and as his strength chbed ha
found less incentive {0 make his way out of the blocks. The
system of megaliths now provided a complete substitute for
those functions of his mind which gave lo it s sense of the
sustained rational order of time and space. Without them,
Traven feli his awareness of reality shrinking to littde more
than the few square inches of sand beneath hig fool,
. On one of his last veptures into the maze. he spent afl
night and gmach of the following morning in a futile altempt
to escape. Dragging himself from one rectangle of shadow

. to another, his leg as heavy s a club and apparently inflamed

to the knee, he realised thai he must soon find an cauivalent
for the blocks or he would end his life within them. trapped
inside this self-constructed mausoleum as surely us the
retinue of Pharaoh.

He was sitting helplessly somewhere in the centre of the
system, the faceless lines of tomb-booths veceding from him,
when the sky was slowly divided by the dronc of a light
aircrafi. This passed overhead, and then. five minutes later,
returned. Seizing his opportunity, Traven strugpled to his
feet and made his exit from the hlocks, his head taised 1o
follow the faintly glistening beacon of the cxhavst frail, - .

As he lay in the bunker he dimly hsard the aircraft return
and carry ount an Inspection of the site.

A Belated Rescne .

“Who are you? A small sandy-haired man peered down
at him. an expression of sharp disapproval on his face. He
packed a syringe away in his valise. “ Do you realise you're
on your last legs?”

“Traven . . . I've had some sort of accident. ’'m glad vou
flew over.”

“Pm sure you are. But why dida't vou use our radio-
telephone? Anyway, we'll call the Navy and have vou picked
up.!?

“No ...” Traven sat up on one ctbow and foit watkly n
his hip pocket. “1 have a pass somewhere. U'm carrving out
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i i kt] ‘ .
m}f@?g what?” The guestion assumed o compleic uudcr:
nding of Traver's moiives. He lay i the shude ‘.—lllidﬁf thf“.
ee of the bunker, and drunk weskly from a cantecn as i.—)}..‘
Osbome dressed his fone ““You've aiso been siealing our

'mll;:iven shook his head. Fifty yards uway_thc bine and
thite Cessna stood on the coaercte apron iike a”br;ihar!i
ragonfly. ©§ didn’t reall were coming back.
“You must be in u ffance. ) ) ‘
- T}‘i{)ifﬂu?l; woman sitting af the comz:ﬂs of the ;afra'fa?i
climbed out and walked over io them. She glanced atﬁth{;
vey bunkers and towers, and seened 1n'nawzue o unmliercated
in the decrepit figure of Traven. Usoorac :spoke; ko her ax:l
fier a downward glance ut Traven she went back to the air-
eraft. As she wturoaed Traven rosc 1:1.\:01L1:_1tar13y, recogm'sm%
{he child in the photograph he had pinned to the wall of the
bunker. Then he remembered that the magazine could not
‘have been mere than four or five years old. Nonctheless, the
conviction—indeed, akmost a lasi desperate hope—that the
" child and the young woman werg Liie same person mma;dnec_i.
The cngine of the aircraft started. As Tratvc'n watch {;t
furned on to one of the roadways and took off into the wind.

Later that afternoon she drove over by jeep 10 the blc{fks‘
and urloaded a smafl camp-bed for Traven and a C‘&n‘;—?b
awning. During the intervening hours Travern had slept. ;f:
woke refreshed when Qsberne returned from his serullny ©
he surrounding dunes,

!h?‘i"\}%gt are Tfou doing here?” the young woman asked as
she secured the guv-ropes to the roof of the bunker. ..

Treven watched her move about. “ I'm . . . searching for

/i SOL. ,
™ \;if:y?gcQGal this iskiad?” Surpriszd, but taking the reply
at face value, she lcsokedké‘frouind her.

“ aner of speaking.”

Ag::ra i!;l:pec:mg Ek‘m bu::gk;cr. ’C}sborm;: joincdq?!ﬁem_ “The
child in the photograph—-is she your daughter? .

Traven hesilated. “Yes--or rather, she’s adopted me.”

tInable to make any sense of his replies, but accepting his
assurances ihat he would leave the island. Osborne aqd the
young woman drove back 0 Lheir camp. Each day Osbornc
returned to chapge the dressing, driven by the young woman.
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who seemed now to understand the role cast for hes by
Fraven and his private island mythology. Qshorne, when he
tearned of Traven's previous cureer as a military pilor,
appeared to suspect that he might be a latter-day martyr jeft
high and dry by the moraterivm on thermaonuciesr tests.

“A gnile complex isn’t an indiscriminate sapply of morai
sanctions. I think you may be overstrctching yours.” When
he mentioned the name Eatherly, Traven shook his hesd.

Undeterred, Osborne pressed: “Azc you sure you'rs nol
miaking similar use of the image of Eniwetok—waiting for
your Pentecostal wind?”

“ Believe me, Doctor, no.” Traven replied firmly. * For
me the Hydrogen Bomb was a symbol of absclute freedom,
Uelike Batherly. I feel it's given me the right-—the abligation,
even—Io do anything 1 choose.”

“ That seems strange logic,” Oshorne commented. “Aren’t
we at Jeast responsible for our physical selves, if for nothing
else?” ' ‘

“ Not now, I think.” Traven replied. “bn eflect. aren’t we
men raised from the dead?”

Often. however, hie thought of Eatherly.

* * &

Eatherly: the prototypal Pre-Third Man—daiing the Pre-
Third from August 6, 1245—carrying 4 full load of cosmic
enilt,

% K

Shortly after Traven was strong enough to walk he had
to be rescued from the blocks for u second time. Oshorne
became less conciliatory. ..

“Our work is almost complete,” he said warningly.
“Youll die here, Traven. What are you looking for a moug
those blocks?”

To himself, Traven murmured: The tomb of the unknown
civiban, Homo hydrogenensis, Eniwetok Man. * Doctor.” he
said thoughtfully, ™ your laboratory is al the wrong cnd of
this island.”

Tartly, Osborne replied: “I'm aware of that, Traven.
There sre rarer fish swimming in vour head than in any
submarine pen.”

On the day before they left, the young woman drove
Traven over to the lakes where he had first arrived. As 2
final present, an ironic gesture unexpected from the elderfy
biologist. she had brought from Osborne the correct Hst of
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egends for the chromoesome charts, They stopped byl]the
erelict juke-box and she pasted them on to the seleciion
anel: _ ) o
“They wandered zmong the supine wrecks of the Super-
ortresses. Traven lost sight of her, and for the next fen
inutes searched in and out of the duses. He found her
ganding in a smail amphitheatrs formed by the sloping
irrors of a solar encrgy device built by onc of t‘hc visifing
xpeditions. She smiled (o Traven as he stepped through the
caffolding, waiting for him moifonlzssty with her bland eyes.
But the dozen fragriented i os of themsclves reflected in
ihe broken panes—-in somge Was Sans hcz}‘d__ in others 3
dozen multiples of her arms circled »bout her n.ife the serpent
limbs of a Hindu goddess

filled Traven with 2 sense of
exbaustion,  Turmning swiflly, he walked back 1o the jesp.

.. As they drove away he recovered himself. He described
- his glimpses of his wife and son. “ Their faces are always
< galm,” he said. * My son’s particulaely, though he was never
- really like that. 1 remember him ulways laughing. The only
time his face wore a gruve exprossion was when he was belag
. born—then he scemad millions of years old.”
The young woman nodded. T hope you find them.”  As
an afterthought she addad: “ Dr. Osborae is gomg to t2ll the
~ Navy that yo're hers. Hide somewhere.”
" Traven thanked her. )
From the cenire of the blocks e waved to her the following
day when she flew away [or the last time.

The Waval Party ) o

When the search party came for him. Traven hid in the
only logical place. Fortunately the search was perfunctory.
and was cailed ofl after a few hours. The sailors had brought
a supply of Beer with them and the search scon turned into
-a drunken excursion.

On the walls of the recording towers Traven later found
balloons of obscenc dialogue chalked into the moeuths of the
. shadow figures. giving thoir postures the priapic gaiety of
. the dancers in cave drawings. )

The climax of (he party was the ignition of a store of
gasoline in an underground tank ncar the air-strip. As he
Iistened, first to the megaphonss shouting his pame, the

echoes receding umong the dunes like the forelorn calls of
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dymg birds, then to the boom of the explosion and the laugh-
ter as the landing craft left, Traven felt a prestonition that
these were the last sounds he would hear.

He had bidden in one of ihe tarset basins, lying among the
broken bedies of the plastic models. 1o the hot sunlight the
dozens of deformed fuces gaped at him sightlessly from the
tangle of limbs, their blurred smules like thase of the laughing
dead.

Their faces filled his mind as be climbed over the bodics
and returned to his bunker, As he walked towards the blocks
he saw ihe figures of his wife and son standing in his path.
They wete less than ten yards from bim, their white fuses
watching him with a look of almost overwhelming expec-
tancy. ‘Never had Traven seen them so close o the blocks,
Hiz wife’s pale features scemcd Hluminated fromr within, her
hips parted as if in greeting, one hand raised t0 teke his own.
His son’s grave face, with s curiously fixed expression,
regarded him with the same enigmatic smile of the child in
the photograph.

“Judith! David! ” Starled, Travern ran towards them.
Then, in a sudden movement of the light. their clothes turacd
into shrouds. and he saw the wounds that disfipured their
necks and chests. Appalled, he cried out. As they vanished
he flied into the safety of the blocks,

The Catechism of Goodbye

This time he found himself, as Osborne had prediceed.
unable to leave the blocks.

Somewhere in the centre of the maze, he sai with-Tis back
against one of the concrete flanks, his eyes raised to the sun,
Around him the lines of cubes formed the horizops of his
world. At times they would appear to advance towards him,
looming over him like cliffs, the intervals between them
narrewing so that thoy were little more than un arm’s breadih
apart, 2 labyrinth of corridors ruaning betwean them. Then
they would recede from him, scparating from each other fike
poinis in an expanding vniverse. antil the ncarest line formed
an intermittent paiisade along the horizan,

Time had beeome quantal. Fer houwrs i would be noon,
the shadows contained within the blocks. the haut reverberat.
ing off thie concrete ffoor. Abruptly. he would fnd that it
was early afternoon, or mid-morning. everywhere the neinting
fingers of the shadows. Only the decliaing gradienl of hiy
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xhausiion gave him any indication of the days that
assed. Sometimes he wolld make o futile adempl 10 escapt
-the lgbyrinth. and wander among the corridons, finally
g up his seai against one of the bioeks, uncertain whether
his was a new one of thal which he had left.

Goodbye, Eniwerok,” he murmured,

‘Somewhere there was w ficker of iight, as if one of ihe
‘blocks, tike a counter or un abacus. had been plucked away.
" Goodhye, Los Alamos. Avain, a bleck seemed {0 vanish.
he copridors around him restained intact. but somewhete
n-his mind Bad appeared a small neutral intevval.

-Goodhbye, Hiroshima '

“Goodbye, Alamugordo

“Goodbye, Mascow

Goodbye, London

" Goodbye, Parig

Goodbve, New Yok

Shuttles flickered. a ripple of lost inlegers.

Goodbye, —-

© He stopped, realising the futility of this megathlon farewell.
“.Such a leave-taking required him io inscribe his signature
‘upon every one of the particles in the universe,

* Total Noon : Eniwetok

The blocks now occupied positions on  an encdiessly
‘Tevolving circus wheel. Around and around they moved.
carrying him upwards to heights from which he could sec
“ the whole sland and the sea. and then down again through
“‘the disc of the concrete fioor. [from here he looked up at
. the under-surface of this concrele cap, an mverted landscape
of rectilivear hoilows. the dome-chaped monunds of the lake-
system, the thousands of cmpiy cubic pits of the blocks.

Goodbye, Traven”

" Near the end, he found to his disappointment that this
iltimate rejection guined him ncthing.

" In an interval of lucidily, he looked down at his emaciated
“arms and legs, decorated with 2 lace-work of ulcers, propped
“loosely in front of him, the brittle wrists and hands like
parcels of bones. To his right was a trai of disturbed dust,
he wavering trail of slack hesls,

_To his left lay 2 long corridor between the blocks, joming
an" oblique series a hundred yards away. Among these, where
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& narrow interval revealed the open space hevond, was 3

crescent-shaped shadow, poised in the wr above (he ground
During the next haif an hour it moved slowly. turning oy

ibe sun swung, the profile of 4 dune, ’ b

The Crevice :

Seizing on this cipher, which hung before him like a
symbol on a shield. Traven pushed himsell Ehmugh' the dus;
He climbed precaricusly to his feet. and shielded his e e
from all sight of the Blocks. e woved forward a few pic
at 2 thne, following the scimitar of shadow as it came péz;‘e::

Ten minuctes later he emerged from the western perimeter
of the blocks. like some tottering mendicant feaving behind
u silent desert city. The dune whose shadow had sauzirdcd iﬁi;i
lay fifty yards from him. Beyond i, bearing its shadow like
4 screen, was a ridge of limestone that ran among the
hillocks of a wasteland beyond this point of the atofl. The
remains of an old bulidozer, bales of barbed wire and fifty-
gallon drums lay half-buried in the sand. Traven apr}"(‘-;'::}'l-"d
the dune, reluctant now to leave this anonymous sweli of ;;zm"d
He shuffled around its edges, and sat down in the month of
4 shallow crevice belew the brow of the ridge. 7

After dusting his clothes, he gazed oul patiently at the
great circle of blocks. ' l
hi]"lilen minutes later he noticed that someonc wus watching

Thf?h Mareoned Japanese

is corpse, whose syes stared up at Traven. lay to his
left at the bottem of the crevice, E'll_:at of a2 man ]c;lf' ntnhid}il]!:
age and strong build, it rested on its back with its head on
a pillow of stone, hands outstretched at its sides, as if suz‘vc;y-
ing the window of the sky. The fabric of the ciothes had
rotted to a bleached grey vestment. but in the absence of any
small animal predators on the istand the skin and muscula-
ture of the corpse had been preserved. Here and there, at the
angle of koee or wrist. a bony point plinted throu}gh the
leathery iniegument of the yellow skin, but the facial mask
was still intact, and revealed a male Japanese of the pro%és-
sional classes. Looking down at the sirong nose, high fore-
head and broad mouth and chin, Traven guessed fhat the
Japanese had been a doctor or lawyer. '
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uzzled as o tiow the corpse had found itsell here. '_Frgvcn:
slid a few feet down the slope. There were ne radlai}mr?‘ 1{l;lm.?
on’-the - ski ich indicated that the Jananese had been
on -the skin, which indicafe L the Tapanese b o
' i ars or e or did he anpoar to be wearing
there-for five years ar loss, Nog ¢ appeur 1o bo wearing
i "k i heen some unforignute mensber of 2
uniform, so had not boen 5 7l eniber of @
itéry or scientific party-—hesides. the efopqe Dji the CrEVIC
as little more than o fow degress from the ﬂ(‘}ﬂf(}ntda.
To the left of the corpse, within reach of bis .;aud. 'wafhéi
frayed leather case, the remains of 2 map waliet. Tf)v. E
right was the bleached husk of o haversack. open to reves
€l F we i a small messin.
éantcen of water and a sma ] ] o
éGréf'_di]y the reflex of starvation making h;]n:i 22‘1;';;16
G ignore this discovary that the Taupancse had deliber-
moment ignore this discovery that : a Jeliber-
1te i in the crevice. Traven stid down the slope
ately chosen to dic in the crovi _ - he ston:
il his feet touchsd the spliting soles of the corpse’s 5.
until his feet touchad the s g paels oo
' a eized the canteen. then prised off th
* He:reached out and seized th s !
II;Id A cupful of flat water swilled weakly gmgf‘d tthgdruég%}z
: " I'ra [als swn the water, the dissolv @
“botton. Traven gulped down the _ tved mefal
salts cloaking his tongue with 2 bitter film. The mess %n wea:;
~empty but for a tacky coating of condensed syrup. ﬂrajzr
~ scraped at Hus with the §id. He ghev:n;d atdr,hi t;:‘utg; iégfi:sé
letii issodve in his mouth with a dark in T
etting thera dissolve in his d
‘-'-'swect%tess. After a few moments he felt light-headed. and
" sat back beside the corpss in 2 delicium of exhaustion. .
Tts sightless eves regarded him with unmoving compassion.

"'2111(?4]?.:;{11@11 flv. which Traven prasumes has j‘ol.fma;ed fgrgl
into the fissire, now huzzes about the corpse sf ‘ f?af
- Guiltily, Traven leans forward o Kl it. the.n‘ ie)?e?_;tmuf
- perhaps this minnscule senfry has been the cor p.,e; d? ehfud
companion. in reiurn fed on the rich liqueurs m;h f;s" -
tions of its pores. fm':’f‘z;;fuly, 10 :szozd injuring the fly,
: it to-alight on Als wrist). o
Dﬁnc“i’lxg%%zm%::n; you, Trvaven, The.' .Varcer is rox:irfk.
gs if unwsed to conversation). In my nosition. you under-
iitgr{;lEN Of course, Doctor. ¥m SOITy T tried to kil }}1:_
“these ingrained hahits. you know, they re not-easy t:c()’ 5 :ég
off. Your sister’s children in Osaka in 44, the exigenc i
“of war, I hate to plead them. maost }(nnow-n n:.-otncshaze 80
* despicable, one searches the unknown in the hope that . . .

e
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YASUDA: Please, Traven, do not be embarrassed. The
By is fucky to retain itg identity for so long. The son You
TOULR, N0l to mention my own two nicces upd nephew,
did they vot die for us ench day? Every parent in the
world grieves for the lost sons and davghters of their
easfier childhoods,

TRAVEN: Youre very tolerant, Doctor. | wouldn’t dare--

YASUDA : Not at all, Traven, i make no apologies for YOu.
After all, each of us is kitfle more than the residuc of the
infinite unrealised possibilities of our lives. But vour son.
and my aephew. are now fixed in our miady forever, 1heir
identitics as certain as the stars,

TRAVEN: (nos entirely convinced) That may be so, Doetar,
but it leads to a dangerons conclusion in the case of this
island. For iastance, the blocks,

YASUDA . They are precisely to what 1 yefer, Traven, Here
among the blocks vou at last find an image of yourself
free of the doubtful altraciions of time #nd spuce, This

.. Jdstand i3 an ontological Garden of Eden, why seek to expel
yourself into a world of quantal fiux?

TRAVEM: Excuze me, {The v hag fowe back o the
Corpse’s face and sits in one of the dried-up orbiry, giving
the pood doctor an expression of quizzical beodiness
Reaching forward, Traven eriices it on o hiy palme. He
examines it carefuily). Well, yes, these bunkers of coprse
are ontological objects, but whether this is the ontologjcal

fiy seems doubtful. 1t's true that oi this islapd ity the
only fly, which is the pext best thing. . . -

YASUDA: You can't accept the plurality of the universo—.
ask yourself why. Why should this obsess you? It seems
to ine, Traven, that you are bunting for the white feviathun,
Zero. The beach is a dangerous zone, Avaid it Have a
proper humility, pursue g philosophy of acceptance,

TRAVEN: Then may T ask why you camsz here, Dipctor?

YASUDA : To feed this fly. * What greater love ... 2 °

TRAVEN: (sill przzlingt Tt doesn’t really solve my

probiem, The blocks, you ses | .

YASUDA : Very well if you must have it th
TRAVEN: But. Doctor —_—

YASUDA: (peremprorit v Kill that fiy.
TRAVEN: That’s not ag end, or a beginning,

{Hopelesslv, he kills the fy. Extaiisted. he fails asteep

beside the corpse).

at way ..,




new worlds science fiction

e Terminal Beach
Searching for a picce of rope in the refuse dump behind
the dunes. Traven found a hale of rusty wire. Aftor unwind-
ing this he secured a hurness around the corpee’s chest and
‘dragged it from the crevice. The Hd of & wooden crate served
as a sledge. Traven fastened the corpse lo iU in a silting
position, aud set off ujong the perinoeter of the blocks. Around
him the iskand remuined silont. The fines of palms hung in
the sunlight, only his own motion varying the shifting ciphers
o of their criss-crossing trunks. The square furrets of the
“camera towers jutted from the dunes like forgotten obelisks.
. An hour later, when Traven reached the awning by hig
“bunker. he untied the wire cord he had fastened around his
waist. He took the chaiy Iofi for hin by Dr. Osborne and
cagried ii fo 2 point midway between the bunker and the
blocks. Ther hc tied the body of the Japanese to the chair,
arranging the hands so that they rested on the wooden arms.
This gave the moribund figure a posture of calm repose.
- This done to his satisfaction. Travern returned to the bunker
‘and squatted under the awning.
- As the next duys passed into weeks. the dignified figure of
“the Japanesz sat 1 his chair fifty yards from him, gearding
“Traven from the blocks. Their magic still flled Traven’s
' reveries, but he now had sufficient streagth to rouse himself
at intervals and forage for food. In the hot sunlight the skin
"..of the Japanese becamne more and more bleached, and some-
“timmes Traven would wake at night and find the white figure
“Usitting thers. atms resting at ils sides. in the shadows that
““grossed the concrete fivor. At these moments he would ses
“his wife and son watching him from the dunes. As iime
“passed they came closer, and he would sometimes find them
only a few yards behind him.
Patiently Traven walted for them to speak to hin. thinking
‘of the great blocks whose catrance was guarded by the seated
figure of the dead archangel, as the waves broke on the distant
“shore and the burning bombers fell through his dreams.

i. ¢ ballerd,






