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The Retum By Exic S. Brown

Jack knew the end was coming. He leaned back in his recliner and fired up a cigarette,
flipping through the channels on his small TV. He was determined to find a station that was still on
the air which was not broadcasting information about the storm.

After running through the channels twice, he gave up and hurled the remote at the screen in
disgust. As it struck the screen, shattering the glass, and sending a shower of sparks drifting to the
carpet. “Damn it!” he yelled and took along drag of smoke into his lungs. Cradled in hislap was his
.357 Magnum. The only remnant of his old life. Before last night, he thought it would rust forever
buried in mothballs and too small clothes in the depths of his closest. Now he held it again in his
hands though it brought him no comfort.

Jack heard, before he'd lost interest, enough speculation about the storm and what was
causing it to know a simple man like him had no hope of ever understanding the bugger and he
didn’'t give arat’s ass. The storm came from seemingly out of nowhere, beyond the cometary belt,
and made its way towards Earth as a giant wall of fire engulfing all in its path. Over half of the
world and everything in the solar system beyond had aready felt its fiery embrace. “Fiery
embrace,” Jack muttered aloud, stifling a laugh. 1t only looked like a giant fireball from the outside
according to the scientists. The robotics probes the world governments had launched into it had sent
back pictures of the cities already inside it before they had stopped functioning. Pictures of
untouched cities that looked normal in every way except for their complete lack of life. No one
could even guess what had happened to the people who were inside it. They were just gone.

Jack knew he had prepared himself as best he could. He had made a run to the stores before
the mass panic got too bad and stocked up on enough beer and cigarettes to waste an army. Jack had
also picked up abox of ammo for his.357. Inside his pockets were severa extra sets of roundsto go
with the loaded gun.



Lshen Pl The Bricks From The Moming fre Once fyain Found By | L0 Barber

| scream. | know it is afutile gesture. The pain will not stop. No one will hear me. This will
not end. The cold blade dices into my cheek. A warm hand holds my face in position. | scream
some more. | know the hand will eventually let go, | know the knife will be again removed from my
flesh. The camera dances in my face frantically as | am issued the usual instructions. what | should
say, how | should plead.

| have pieced together some of what is happening. A few days ago, maybe longer, | was due
to glide to TTP HQ, the home of Trans-Tele-Portation, the company who make the Gliders. | was
due to do some research for their next global marketing campaign. My company AdVue had hit
gold. The Gliders had not quite taken off yet. The first wave was too expensive for the majority of
citizens to use regularly. The new models had been streamlined; the costs for both manufacturing
and running them had been totally slashed. TTP were now ready to take the market, and put the
automobile, the train, the plane, hell, and every other mode of transportation out of business for
good. And they wanted AdV ue to promote this new and exciting future.

| had keyed in the co-ordinates. The machine had scanned me. One moment | was in the
street outside my office, looking like | was making an ordinary phone-call. The next | was here,
being dragged blind-folded into this shitty little cell, being barked at, being thumped
indiscriminately. | was left in the cell for a while, force-fed some tasteless vegan crap from a
shallow bowl, then banged back up and left.

After atime, | had been gagged, blindfolded and dragged into a larger anti-chamber. Here |
was returned to my full senses. Then a masked man entered followed by a guy with a camera. He
wasn't hiding his face, but it was obscured by the lens shoved into mine. Then the masked guy had
pulled out a scalpel and the abuse had begun. He slashed me again and again, now and then
screaming at the camera that this would continue until his demands were met; he was the leader of a
movement called the Walkers; they were opposed to the Gliders on several grounds. not least that
they oppressed the poor; more importantly that they were a hazard to all.

This had happened on many occasions. Sometimes | had to state my name, and ask them to
meet this madman’ s demands. Sometimes they just needed me to scream as they cut me. They were
not going to release me until al the Gliders were destroyed and TTP had relinquished all their
company’ s assets; not even then, if the truth be known. | was insignificant. | wasn't even a member
of the company. | tried to tell them this, but the backs of their hands continually reinforced the fact
that they weren’t in the habit of listening very often. They had intercepted the signal when | had
glided. They had brought me here instead of the destination | had chosen. They could do the same
to others whenever they wanted. | haven't seen any others, haven't heard anyone else while | have
been here, but | don’t doubt what they say.

| collapse on the floor when they are finished with me. The camerais turned off and the two
of them leave. My jailers pick me back up and grunt their way back to my cell. They take no care
over my prone limbs as they drag me back. My legs often jar against a wall, are ailmost trapped in
doorways on several occasions. My head lolls back. There is blood in my mouth. | wonder what my
husband must think. | worry about whether my children have seen these videos of theirs. | hope not.
Jack wouldn’t let them surely. Maybe when they are older, and | am barely a memory, maybe then
they will chose to find out what happened to mummy. | hope Jack never lets that happen. | hope
when they find my body he will destroy them, leave them in a grave with what is left of me. | hope
they find my body. | hope that they will have closure.

| spit when | land on the floor. | am slapped for the pleasure. | close my one good eye.
Maybe my dreams will be happier this time. Maybe | will wake and al of this will have been some
horrible, grotesque nightmare. Maybe I'll be less pathetic tomorrow.



| remember when it was amost time to enter the outside world and the feelings of
excitement and fear that came as the time counted down. | hoped that there wasn’t going to be
anarchy, because anarchy seemed a little peculiar to me (there is one rule for anarchy: there are no
rules). | hoped that there wasn’'t going to be communism, because Dad had told me that- hundreds
of years ago- the Russian rulers had told the farmers to give the same amount of meat over so it
could be shared out, and the farmers had eaten all of their meat because they thought the other
farmers would secretly hold some of their own back and in the end, there was no meat to be shared!
It was democracy that | wanted to step out into the outside world with me and the other survivors.
Democracy had been the popular rule when the world had launched its nuclear missiles and other
devastating weapons, but it had also been popular for hundreds of years before that and people had
gotten on. Not always, but it had taken the final war alot longer to appear than feared.

I’m sorry. I’ ve started my story at the wrong place and you are probably wondering what is
going on. | get things alittle mixed up sometimes.

| was educated by my father in a LFP Tank. The Life Form Preservation Tanks were
originally modelled on the primitive bomb-shelters, but improvements in science and technology
made them infinitely better. The ground floor level of every home was in fact an LFP Tank- it just
hadn’t been activated yet (that was why every home had atoilet and bedroom downstairs as well as
up). When the nuclear missiles had been fired, the LFP Tanks received a signal and were activated;
a protective coating raised up from the ground and covered your home (slicing your home in half in
most cases, as the shell usually covered one storey before turning inwards to make a roof of sorts-
which is why the things that you needed were kept on the ground floor. If it was upstairs, you no
longer owned it.). Lights came on within your little home, your urine was collected and purified to
be turned into a drinkable substance and artificial vegetables were created for you by the Tank. |
never got to taste meat because of this. Dad once explained that the Tanks were going to be built
with a system that created artificial meat for you, but in the end this system was removed. The
human race should not have a taste for meat when al of the animals would no doubt have been
wiped out, after all.

“The tank will open when the radiation levels have dropped outside,” Dad once told me
while smoking a cigarette, the Tank cleaning the air al the time. “Going by the timer,” he
continued, “1 would guess that we will be out in around thirty years.”

“What if the tank breaks?’ | asked. “What if the vegetables are no longer made, or the air
and water systems break? What if - in thirty years - the timer stops, the systems are deactivated but
the door doesn’t open?”’

“An unlikely scenario,” he smiled.

Unlikely, but still possible...



Fuchsias, like oily spiders, crawled the trellis framing her picture window. She was an upper
crust suburbanite. Four car garage. Half-acre front lawn suitable for shooting pool or engraving
currency. Flagstone walkway curved in the shape of an opulent breast, the walnut door a nipplein
the mouth of the all-brick monster. | touched the doorbell... detected a brief purr through the
massive door.

| looked back across the lawn. For aflash-in-the-pan skin queen she was eating choice meat.
Seems there’s lots of money in going public with your privates. Of course, there was also the
insurance settlement when her husband fell forty-nine floors from the window of his downtown
office.

He was a producer. Mostly his doing that she entered porn. Claimed he discovered her
waiting tables in an oyster joint over in Oakland. She retired after her first dozen films — al shot
within six months. Made him afortune. Made herself a modest one. And it was still modest, despite
his death a month after their marriage. Because he willed his assets to his mother down in Fresno.
Susannawas lucky to get the $100,000 settlement.

Susanna Pink. | turned my gaze back to the bloom-infested trellis; again hit the doorbell.
Humping through a cluster of fuchsias, a chartreuse caterpillar stuck out like a transvestite at a
redneck picnic.

Susanna Pink had taken San Francisco by storm. Her nude picture plastered over walls and
telephone poles like bodies lining the gutter of a plague-stricken metropolis. Her face on the cover
of Playboy. An interview on educationa TV with a panel of concerned housewives and debonair
psychiatrists. Her measurements and fellatio-swallowbility listed in Guinness. Her thigh, breast and
mouth cast by Chicago experts.

The door flung open. My eyes deserted the caterpillar. | stared into the rouged face of a
hardnosed maid in her twenties.

“Ms. Pink?’ | inquired.

She sniffed. The door moved toward my face. | got out aten. Spanked it under her chin. She
made the dough disappear. Y o-yo-ed open the door. | stepped in.

“Ms. Pink?" | repeated, as if nothing had passed between our palms.

She angled her head left. Then vanished to the right. Off into what looked like a vestibule
leading into a parlour behind which maybe a dining hall. | moved along the indicated corridor.
Proving dark and still asthe rest of the crypt.

| thought back to the sunshine and the flowers outside. Yes, the picture was the only
window visible from the front of the sprawling affair of enough brick to build a firehouse, ten
shithouses and a kiln for firing ceramic Rose Bowl floats. And the picture featured drawn velvet
curtains. | figured the place must be somebody’ s nightmare of privacy in the outlying areas — or else
the architect was paranoid of skin cancer from sunlight.

At last a door appeared in the gloom at the end of the corridor. | opened it. Stepped into a
windowless chamber made up like a television den. Orange bulbs in the low ceiling gave a dusky
after-the-bomb cast to the plastic furniture, unplugged TV and magazines and fuckbooks littering
the shag carpet.



:
Lucy s Wolf By Simon
June 23rd
| met him in a bar. He told me his name was called Stewart. In the bustle and fog of the
smoky pub, he was a beacon, a stillness in the hubbub. A presence both urbane and animal,
confident and at ease, but aware of everything. His eyes were perfectly black and they sent shivers
through me.
We drank standing next to each other, gradually leaning together until we were touching.

His body was lean and hard. Even in the warmth of the pub, | could feel the heat from him. |
decided to love him, so | took him home.

August 5th

| lie awake as he sleeps, my head on his chest, his arms about me. He loves me, loves me for
my soul, for my scars and imperfections. His lips traverse me, lingering at each ridge and pucker,
pausing here and there as if to take in the being of me. He even kisses my belly, which he saysis
soft and hot and beautiful. When we make love he is tender, then ardent. He loves me in away that
feels right, that makes it feel right for me to love him. And love him | do. When | tell him this he
doesn’t flinch or bark out the automatic response of “I love you too”. He simply lowers his head
before running his gaze back up to my eyes. He moves his head alittle closer to me and inhales as if
he is drinking in the very soul of me. Thisis how | know he loves me. It feels more honest, more
real, than any simple words could be. It is an animal bond, a link between two creatures who are
perfect for each other.

He wants to take me away, to a cabin he keeps in the woods. He says he wants to share
something with me, something he's never shown to another living soul. We leave in the morning. |
can’'t wait.

August 6th

He showed me. He showed me the thing he had kept secret. | still can’'t believe it. It is too
strange, too weird. | can’t write it down because | ssmply cannot believe that it really happened. But
it did happen. It did happen.

August 7th
| don’t know whereto start, so I'll start it at the beginning.



The: End By Kevin Brou

Michael turns to face his wife and slams his fist into the middle of her face. Her head snaps
back, her body going spread-eagle over the Captain America nightstand, upending it. A web of
blood dlides down Kalem'’s Spider-man poster in athin streak.

Michael’s ears whine. His heavy breaths are muffled and echoed, like breathing into a soup
can. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, his knuckles peeled back and blurry from
shaking. He looks down at his son, contorted on the floor. Blood expanding, soaking the carpet
under his head. A melting icelook in his eyes.

“Kaem,” Michadl says, dropping back to his knees, his eyes bubbled dlits. His boy, lying
there in his Super Friends pyjamas, mouth half open. The Hulk temporary tattoo smudged red on
the back of his hand. Michagl thumbs the tattoo and puts Kalem’s hand to his cheek. Rocks back
and forth.

Michael looks back at Sandra, at what was his wife, writhing on the floor. What was
Kaem's step-mother.

He stands, claws his hair, and grinds his teeth until his jaw pops and vibrates. “ Sick fucking
bitch,” he says, and spitsin her face.

Go back.

“The fuck’s going on?’ Michael says in the doorway, squinting at the light. He's in his
boxer shorts, scratching his stomach. Sandra stands and jerks around, mouth wide, eyes wider.
Ghost white and shaking. Michael’ s eyes go from her to Kalem, who's on the floor, his neck twisted
in away necksdon't twist.

Michael looks at Sandra, then Kalem. Sandra. Kalem.

Hisinsides go helium light, everything free-floating under the skin.

“Kalem!” he screams, diving across the floor. His hands squish in the carpet already soaked
in blood. With one hand, he pushes Sandra back into the nightstand. “ Get the fuck away,” he says.
Starting to cry, he says, “Get away.”

And Sandra, leaning against the nightstand, puts a swollen, shaking hand to her mouth, and
says, “I didn't mean....” Says, “Hislight wason, | just cameto see....” Says, “Hefell like that....”

His red hands hovering over the boy like a fortune-teller’s over a crysta ball, he says, “I'm
here, son.” Starting to rock back and forth, he says, “Daddy’s here.”



The Middle Zone By P} L.

| have this vision of a planet in synchronous orbit around a sun, making it turn the same side
toit al thetime. Right?

Right. And if so, one side must be in daylight all the time, and the other one in darkness, and
the zone in between in perpetual twilight — or dawn, depending on how you see it. Right?

Right. And now let’s say that people live on that nameless world, focusing to begin with on
the dark side. And here on Darkside we have atown, and in that town we have a guy called Geezer,
and this Geezer one day suddenly finds that he has had enough — enough of the darkness, let there
be light! I must see the light he says to himself. He has heard of the other side of the world bathing
init, and so he decides to seek that side out.

However there is one small problem: the town in which he lives is ruled by — of course —
The Prince Of Darkness, so he has to seek this fellow up in his palace of basalt and obsidian. Not an
easy task, to seek liberation from this tyrant — but Geezer sums up all the gumption he’s got, obtains
an audience and asks:

“Hey man, o Great Prince, Ruler of this Dark Land — can’'t | just leave this Valey Of The
Shadow Of Death, this Mirkwood, this eternal Night that we dwell in?”

That our dear Geezer asked, to which The Prince replied: “Why?’

“Well,” said Geezer, “I’ve heard of a demesne of eterna light on the other side of the planet,
and | smply want to go there. I'm fed up with all this darkness.”

“Indeed? Well, go ahead!”

“What?’

“You heard me, go ahead. Y ou have my carte blanche, just you migrate. | can’t stop you.”

“Redlly?’

The Prince Of Darkness nodded.



By Barbra Pinnine

It wasn't the first time Uncle Mick killed and it wouldn’t have been the last.

“Git the rope, boy. No sense on wastin’ agood bullet.”

Uncle Mick stood on the parched lawn next to the old oak, his white tee-shirt stained from
this morning’s eggs and bacon that | had fried. Tessa looked up at him and wagged her tail, begging
for a pet.

| was grateful | skipped breakfast. If | threw up when it was over, he' d beat me real good.

“Hurry up!” Mick barked

| went to the shed out back. The roof sagged in the middle and rusty posts supported al four
corners. A dog wastied to each post. Dogs whose ribs stuck out in all angles, whose eyes till held a
glimmer of hope, clouded with fear and frustration. My only friends. My only family.

| shuffled around in the shed, banging tools and dirty pans so he thought | was really
looking. | don’'t know how long | was in there but it must have been a while because he yanked me
from behind and dragged me from the shed.

“What the hell is wrong with you, boy! You stupid? You blind for crissakes?” Mick tossed
me aside like a newspaper. Like old news. Like last year’ s dogs.

“l didn’t seeit. I...I'm sorry,” | said.
Uncle Mick stood over me. He reeked like sour milk. The sun behind his back created a
towering shadow. “I, I, 1,” he mocked. “Dumbest thing my sister ever done was git herself knocked

up.”

My mother died when | was eight. | never knew my father. Mick was her only relative and
when he found out he could get money for putting a roof over my head, he took me in. That was
four years ago. | thought | might finally have a dad. Someone to go fishing with and play football.
But he just wanted an assistant. Of course it also looked good to have a kid in the yard playing with
the puppies when prospective buyers showed up. If only they saw the back of the property. The
parents of the puppies. Or the heart of the man they did business with. But they don’t care. Just
come for the dogs and |eave.

Uncle Mick walked back into the shed and came out with the rope. He held it up, dangled it
over my head.

“You seethis, it wasright there all along.”

He walked closer. | could smell the dried blood from the last dog he had hanged. Could see
the hair poking out from twinesin the rope. | blinked my eyes, praying to God not to let me gag.

“Whatsamatter, boy? Y ou got a problem with how we run things ‘ round here?’

| focused on Mick, focused on his eyes and the afternoon sun. It would be close to five soon.
Close to the time when he poured hisfirst whiskey. It wouldn't be long after that he would pass out,
then it would be over.



(lew) Eden By john M

Today, US Route 40 cuts across the continent, from Wilmington to Barstow, where it joins
15, then dlides into 10 and on to LA. It's a wide highway, straight and flat, and sprouting al the
usual amenities of a modern highway. Y ou pass restaurants and gas stations and movie theatres and
you never know where you are, it looks so much alike from end to end.

US 40 took the place of old Route 66, the two lane highway of dreams. Sometimes, the two
roads run parallel to each other, like old friends meeting up for a chat. But 40 isin a hurry, and 66
just can't keep up. There's always a washed out bridge or a sudden turn, or maybe 66 just plain
stops. | followed it once, for ten miles of dust and gravel, until there was no more road to cover. |
had to turn around and start al over again.

That pretty much described my life at the time. | had gone west in the first place when my
life had gone in the toilet. Y ou know, the usual, someone comes home and finds their mate in bed
with someone €else, anger, recriminations, and suddenly you have no place to stay, and that job was
never what you wanted anyhow. I'd heard that there were still pockets in the desert, small towns
where they didn’'t ask your history, didn’t care what you had done in your other life. That was the
place for me. | was sick of being responsible to others. It was about time that | was in charge of me,
and the hell with anyone else.

Anyhow, as | tooled down 66, choking on clouds of dust, | came up to one of those washed
out bridges, a rusted span without a middle, that used to run over a little river. There was barely
enough water beneath it to support a small stand of trees. It was somewhere in Arizona, maybe New
Mexico. | couldn’t find a detour, couldn’t find any exit at al. So | did a three point turn, which on
the narrow road turned into more like a twelve point turn, slamming the gears from first to reverse
and back in ever-more frustrated shifts. | was on my last turn when | saw the old man. Right in my
way. His clothes were so dusty he melted into the road, and | barely missed him.

“What’s your problem?’ | said out the window. “I could have killed you.”

But he only laughed. The sun glinted off his spectacles. “Son,” he said, “It'd take a whole
lot more than that jalopy to take me out of thisworld.”

His smile disarmed me, and all | could muster was a half-hearted “Y eah, well...”

“What's your hurry?’ he asked. “1 thought you wanted to know what was on the other side
of that bridge.” He stepped back off the road into the shade. He sat on a rock and crossed his arms,
as if 1 had no other choice but to listen. He did it so gracefully, that | really didn't have a choice.
Without thinking, asif | he had hypnotized me, | killed the engine and joined him.

“Want asoda?’ | said. “Or abeer? | got acooler in the back.”

“No thanks.” He waved his straw hat over hisface.

“So what’ sthe deal 7’ | asked as | approached him.

While he talked | got a good look at him. He seemed like your typical old man, that straw
hat, a shapeless coat of some bland colour. Baggy blue workpants and brown leather shoes with
deep creases over the toes. And every nook was filled with fine dust. It didn’t occur to me until later
that he must have walked quite a distance to be by that bridge, and | never thought to ask him what
he was doing there.
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The Colowrs Behind The Liord By David

| am an old woman and need assistance to climb. The tower is tall and the steps that spiral
around it are narrow, but two of the strong men are helping me, one on each side, with their big
hands holding my wrinkled old arms.

They hate being out here in the high wind and spattering moisture, approaching the highest
platform in the castle where they are most exposed to the weather. But it must be done, and they
know this.

Hurry up they’re saying, biting their tongues when they want to insult me further. They do
well to not offend me directly; the Shah, Amir, would have their heads mounted on pikes on the
country border. Instead their frustrations leak out physically, their huge hands yanking me along so
that my slippers skid on the wet stone.

The soma is aready beginning to work in my blood, sucked from my stomach to the
chambers of my heart, then pumping round and through even the smallest veins. | feel my body
working, every silken organ operating within me, every membrane filtering the toxins from my
opulent meal. Every time the somakicksin, | realise how much | have forgotten the colours behind
the world, and the shapes that the leaves in the trees make. How could | forget? | have forgotten so
much!

The strong men have brought me to the top of the tower. The wind is very hard here,
dragging at my robe. Why am | wearing cotton, when there are furs down in the keep? Why am |
here at all?

The Pythoness leers at me through the substance of the world. No matter how much | stare
at the looming shape | cannot get it to move away. Buffeted by the wind, the men shout and tell me
to stop screaming. They are lashing me to the post so that | do not cause myself harm — there were
seers in the past who have thrown themselves from the tower or who have fallen by mistake during
the throes of avision. With the knotstight and biting against my wrists, | am safe and the men leave
me with scowls on their faces. No man wishes to spend time with an old seer; it is too demanding.
Why are they so afraid?

Because you see al and feel al when you are in the veils of the soma, whispers the
Pythoness. And because the men cannot imbibe all of its properties.

“1 am afraid of myself! | aways have been!”

You are afraid. Y ou always will be.

... Like the echo of painful memory.

As aways the Pythoness is here to help me See, to penetrate the all-encompassing present
and understand that which | have been asked to understand. Amir, the Shah, is demanding and
insistent. His wife, the Lady Daris, steers him in the way that a woman may steer a man, towards
her own ends.

A great gust that has travelled all the way from the distant ocean strikes me from behind,
pushing me away from the post. My arms strain against my safety bonds. | see droplets of water that
have been carried from the sea, and crystals of gold-red sand glinting like globes of glass! So small,
almost infinitesimally small. How do my eyes see such things? They see all things. | see the birdsin
the distant trees, far, far below. The wind is ripping at the trees and the shrubs, sending the labour
horses into a frenzy. The animals charge across the dusty fields, radiating power in a kind of
coloured steam. The steam evolves into further patterns and images, curling into vapour.
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Before the flood brought the dead to his door, Elroy Jantz lived alone.

Each evening, he spent at least an hour tinkering with his boat. It was an older centre
console model, but Elroy loved it like a child. He waxed the hull, applied oily cleanser to the vinyl
seats, adjusted sparkplugs and carbonator, and poked endlessly at the motor and propeller to ensure
a smooth running ship. During the good years, he and his boat worked on contract for the shrimp
companies; in the lean years the boat at least helped him fill hisfrying pan.

Therains started in April, usually a good season for rain, but soon the river crested its levees
and sent brown murk into fields and towns, forcing a migration north. The delta sank under the
swell. The government sent men in green jackets to the bayou on wide barges. They came for Elroy
in mid-May, hoisting his small boat onto their flat barge. He winced at the rough treatment and
worried about scratches on the hull as his only child came down on the larger craft.

There were other men on the barge, other enlistees with little boats that they worried over
and coddled like infants. Elroy wondered about those men, whether they led lonely lives and cared
for their boats like children. None of them talked; none had any words to fill the grim task before
them. They stood on the deck and listened as a moustached man with a bullhorn barked orders. A
few of the men coughed; others shuffled their feet. Elroy tucked his hands inside his bib overalls
and sguinted toward the horizon, the vanishing point where sky and land should meet, but now was
agrey plane with no clear break.

On the first night, Elroy was fooled three times. When the men in green jackets initially
lowered his boat into the water, he was sure they missed their mark, overshot the submerged delta,
and drifted too far into the gulf. One of the men in green laughed, shook his head, and handed Elroy
along pole with a hook at one end.

Elroy’s mind wandered as he scanned the rolling water; he remembered a girl, years ago,
Mary Ann Nolan, who he had hoped to marry. When they were young, he would take her for slow,
midnight cruises, just as far as he was comfortable in the dark - just as far as he knew the
personality of theriver. He was in strange waters that first night, and the river was gone.
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