





Tristan was curious from birth.

This is not to say that he was different from other babies; in fact he was rather
ordinary. But from the moment he opened his eyes, he seemed to be examining
the world.

As he grew older, Tristan would wander from his parents’ house, to be found - hours
later, miles away, and always alone ~ staring up at a cloudless sky, gathering autumn
leaves in a city park, or crouched by the seashore, peering at some long-dead life
form washed up there.




One plage attracted Tristan more than any other. The city dump
f str,etche'.d over acres of drifting sand, a vast crescent littered
with the detritus of a careless people. But to Tristan,

the dump was nothing short of a museum.
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What attracted Tristan most was an object that appeared to be an

£ old toy, a simple machine that a child might use to view pictures,
He picked it up and held it to his eyes. It fitted perfectly, as if custom-made,
yeb through the machine’s ti ny' lcnses, he could see nothing.

Seardung the deeper rccesses of '(he box, Tristan found three disks of thin
. metal, each framing a circle of | black glass: w&"dom each of them empty.
He inserted the first disk into- tgma@lwme, and held it to his eya.

St'dl no(hing
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He Presseda Lever at the side. 4 %"\ ? . =

\'_’ From: somewhehdeép within & hgi? cgan .
TE= dellcate mztdumry daudéd ‘md chﬁned
\\. The disk began 1o turn,.. B S
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These sights left Tristan terribly afraid, After removing the third and final disk,
he put the machine away. In bed, he descended into a restless sleep, all the while
unable to dismiss the feeling of another presence in the room,

The next morning, Tristan could not stop glancing toward the machine, even as he
left to go downstairs. It sat upright on his desk as if staring back at him
surely just as he had left it the night before?

At school he could not concentrate. He stared all day at the clock, observing its slow,
ticking circles, its relentless counting. He could only think about being back

in his room, looking into that curious world of images.

That evening, he lifted the cold eyes of the machine to his own, and inserted
the first disk again. He pressed the lever, The mechanism whirred and clicked

[he light began to burn - and Tristan gasped. The images had changed
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[n the morning, when Tristan had not come to breakfast,
his mother called him. There was no answer,

When she opened the bedroom door the musty odour of entombed air spilled into
the hall. Tristan’s bed was empty, the room unusually neat and tidy.
As if he had never been there ... As if he had never existed ...
As if things had always been this way.

The only thing that seemed out of place was a box of dark wood
and burnished metal on his desk, its lid locked.

Curious, she thought.

And forgetting why she had come to the room,
she returned to her breakfast.
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NOTES FROM THE CREATORS

During the 19805 and carly 19905 1 began collecting old foys. Perliaps 1 did
this because | wanted my soi to have what my parents couldn't afford for me,
Who knows? Among these 10ys was one known as o "Viewmaster? an optical
tay infa which the ¢hild viewer inserted a rotating disk of sequential, often
historical images. One day, a5 I looked through this viewer, | naticed that

an image in the disk sequence was missing. Had someane been here hefi

and passed through into history?

Gitry Crew. Maleny, 201

T first met Gary Creve la Persh in 19906, after we had worked together

at o distange on o serles of stories called After Dark, As a vaung illustrator,
1eas intrigued by Gary’s provious experinients in WMuscrated fiction, as well

as 2 new idea for astory abostan ancieat device that records the collapse

of varipus civilisatinas: a Ki nu.nl 'black bax' af human history, existing
for an unknown purpoié'. L ¥ e concepl. an unconventional nacrative,
and an especlally challengin ent for a first-time picture baok illustrator!
1 think the resule is as much a cul sity as its subject: an intentionally disjointed
story without any moeal message ar clear conclusion, leaving the reader to
puzele over its meantog. Perhaps there might be moments in the distant fature
when this book is found Tanguishing on & dusty shelf or within a pile of long-
forgotten junk, when it still invites some passing interest hefore its ineyitable
return, ke so many other things, to a long amd silent darkness.

- Shaen Taw, Mellbourne, 2011



