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As he approached the_ town, everywhere the cye 1ooked was

seemmgly unscathed an ‘ wandenng about as tht, future dead -
- while others were:va 'r:or grease. orbut rags of ﬂesh and pul—; _
verized :bdﬁe..St‘ré verithe few hundred_a_ res was every- .
thmg aman carrred'mSIde arid out, There 1 were enough limbs
and. organs, heads and. hh: ds 9r1b5 and! feet to stltch togcther_
body afterbody and were: only ir :necd of thread f nd fneedle‘
-anda celestral seamstress. ~ ‘ T
_ Then' blood, gummcd and clotted was begmnmg to draw
flies in the wet air, They Iay w1th thelr bmken ]egs tw15ted
and contortcd so, to even: unfo[d a man in the attempt to con-_
_ﬁgurc hlm as a man would be nhear 1mposs1bl It was, a hor—}

'_down msxdé lnmself _lh g__ 1 he'd bee 1 told by 'hts:mother'
whern' the body dies: th oulis 1mmdrta1 Then'a head hfted 3
‘and a death draw_n- caught hisieye. It 'd:and ca]led a
'name hls ‘way, its eyes: large with recogmtmn He. approached
' leanied closer harids took hold of hi | -
‘to ciaw t: hlS eyes and he’ cou]d do n et th )
miag’s hcad to save h:mself and h ='r‘.houghl In war even Lhe 1
;4deadwrlllullyou. 5 : L SN N A
"'He continued on afoot wal]\mg from face 10 face, the coal ?

. roles. They were in parts and pieces. They
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Black horse fbllowiﬁébéhin‘d 'stéppirig'g:e'ﬁﬂ}' over the dead j
and not addled by therank.iron smeil of tooling L blood Inone |
‘ficld, he found a lmeup of. dead dressed in butternut uniforms. .
1t was. helow the brow: of a western ridge and their hands:
were tied behind their backs and a sm;,Ie bullet had passed f-
through their bralns He dldn t know what it was, and could
onlyfigure théy had, tned torun from battle Onehadahand-*
kerchief tied over his mouth perhapa to shutup hls wlumper—-
ings. He too was wounded mortdlly through the. bram and _
they must have done itto keep hun from hollermg on the oc-

'_caslon ofhis i 1mmlncnt m;ecutlon Or maybe he’ d gone mad '
'Or maybe he'd been wise. Tt didn’t matter: he was ‘dead.”

rnmed this was not to be feared,for 1ts hornble lmpurl but to
be embmced for the‘know]ed lmparted Tt was somethmg
to: learn and to d": ‘end ‘upon, ‘another rule of the chaos. It -
d:{_ bused hu'n ev lart gwh:it he’d brought w't_ : _hlm :
ffrém the mou ntalns He sas that even they will’ klll'you'and :
if that isso, lhen anyn _ wdl Kill you and’ he was relxeveci to’
"know such and: cnuld 'plamly see how s;mple an equahon war
was becommg to hxm._' o e Lo
In one wood was coHected a ﬁeId of the dymg, a long, sad-'

row uf men who lay onthe bare ground, moamng and tw1tch— ’

ing ﬁtfully, blubbermg.m wave and cadence They were left
who]ly to. thcmse!ves

vy N ‘;far awa)’ frdﬁn.them ‘was‘a: long taB]e whére: the sur—j

is blood went hot and pulsed in his yéins' as he: deter,"-:‘

hese were men who d been' evereiy‘

: geone worked from ﬁ:rat sun to twdight :md through the: night, | ‘
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lopping off arms and legs with the quick gnawing strokes of
their bone saws. Wagons carted away the bloady limbs and

* came back empty, wet, and glistening in the blaze of sur-

rounding lanterns and again were loaded and hauled away.

It was as many and again and again into infinity as the
most people he'd ever seen in one place—in his whole life
together——and they were all limbed and dead and dying and
their air smelled fetid as if an ocean shore captured for days at
low tide, close and unmoving, quaked by no wind. He knew
this was no brittle edge of the world he’d entered. This was
the world itself.

There, in that wood, in the fleeting light of a declining wa-
tery sun was where he found his father. He was lying there, in
that field of the dying men under a purple sky. He recognized
him and he clasped his hand and his father stared into him
with the look of an expectation at long last fulfilied. ..J

A bullet had smashed into his father’s cheek where it had
left a black hole. It had then made a circuit of his cranium and
exited out the back of his head. He could feel the ruptured

~path-of broken bone the buflet had left as it coursed beneath

his father’s scalp before exiting through the wall of the parietal
bone. When his father tried to speak, Robey encouraged him
to remain silent. As they held to each other, all around them
were the constant murmurations of the dying; giving orders,
fighting, praying, calling out the names of women and chil-
dren, gasping, gurgling, and throat breathing,

“I came as quick as I could,” he said, ﬁghtmg the panic that
had seized his voice, ;
“It’sa good thing it werent any qulcker, his father whispered.

“1 tried hard,” he said, his father's head on his lap.
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“I lenow.”

There was a low moan he could not contain cidering from
deep inside his chest.

“Hush,” he told his father, “Hush now.”

The moan began to grow and overwhelm his body and take
possession of him. He had no control over it because it was his
heart and lungs and backbone and he fought hard to not fly

- away inlo the thousand pieces of a boy flung into the sky and |’

through the air and down into the earth.

His face burned with what he had discovered at the end of
the road. He couid never have imagined what he found, couid
niot confront how terrible his failure. His mind fled from him
and his bedy ached from trying to keep it somewhere inside
‘his body-—his arms or legs or hands if not inside his skull. |
The fecling ran the ridges of his spine like a dragging knife-
point. Then it passcd and he was not panicked anymore.




