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  This is a work of fiction. Any similarities to persons living or dead are purely coincidental.




  




  





  Survivors




  





  May 5, 1955




  Nevada Test Site - Operation Teapot - Test Apple-2




  Though he was wearing protective goggles—he had been assured the dark lenses would protect his eyes—Lieutenant JG Edward Dugan still averted his eyes when a flash as bright as the sun lit up the early morning sky over the test site. When he crouched below the bunker wall, he pressed his trembling hand against the cool steel that was two feet thick and covered by earth. The steel was becoming warmer with each passing second.




  The hushed voices of the senior officers and scientists around him helped to keep his fear buried. They didn’t sound afraid as he was, only more in awe of the force of the blast created by the exploded atom bomb.




  A faint taste of acidic bile from the back of Edward’s throat and his heart pounding against his ribs reminded him he was still alive.




  “Quite a show, eh, Dugan?”




  Edward glanced to his right to see General Marks peering through the slit opening along one bunker wall, his binoculars trained on the blast site. The bunker windows were made of special glass. In order to stop the radiation. The glass was made with a mixture consisting of twenty six percent lead. The viewing window was inches thick sufficient to protect anyone looking out through the slit from flying debris.




  The general dropped to his haunches as the roar of the blast wave swept over the bunker like a vengeful, super-heated spirit. High-speed winds peppered the bunker with rocks and dirt.




  Though he’d never experienced actual combat, Edward imagined the sound was like being attacked by enemy machine guns.




  A loud thud announced the arrival of debris from Survival Town, the artificial town specifically constructed for the test.




  General Marks offered him a lopsided grin. The oval lenses of the dark goggles glinted in the pale golden glow of the emergency lights in the ceiling of the bunker. Over six feet in height, General Marks had always seemed a giant to Edward, who stood five feet ten in his GI-issue boots.




  Marks had won the Congressional Medal of Honor in Korea for leading his troops in a successful battle at Hill 402, where they routed three companies of Chinese regulars, and he had been a decorated company captain in Europe during World War II. The guy was a real-life war hero. Now as a general, he was in charge of Operation Teapot to further test atomic weapons in case they were needed against America’s latest enemy: the dreaded Reds.




  Edward had been too young for Korea, never mind the Second World War. His job was as General Marks’ aide. The thought of using atomic weapons terrified him.




  At last the howling winds waned and the rapid, pelting sounds abated.




  Marks shoved his goggles up his dirt-streaked forehead, revealing his icy blue eyes; the corners wrinkled as he smiled. “Dugan,” he began, “I want you to take a couple of men and go check Survival Town for me. I want a quick on-site assessment of the damage before these egg heads...”
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For decades they were Earth's only hope. \





