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Disclaimer

	This story contains heavy subject matter which some readers may find emotionally disturbing, difficult, violent, offensive, immoral, or objectionable.

	 

	This is purely a work of fiction for entertainment purposes, and should not be taken as a moral, political, or educational endorsement of real-life behaviours which may cause harm.

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	To Potato, Eternity-Touched.

	 


i.

	River Heweaves was five when the Eldritch came. A god descended on their home town, one of its huge, murky feet crushing a megastore whilst the other swept along the highway, taking with it exit signs, billboards, cars filled with people, and huge chunks of concrete.

	River stood at the top of the jungle gym, hanging off the metal railing and gazing in raptured awe up at this thing, who had lived trillions of Rivers, while their mother screamed their Before name.

	Their mother stopped screaming, and for several long moments there was nothing but the deep, guttural roar of the waves. Then, the mire washed over them, and River was gone.

	 


ii.

	River Heweaves wakes in the same room as always with its cement floor and cement walls. The door is made of wood with an outer layer of sheet metal with no window, only a locking slot for food which never opens. The room is dark, but the blackness doesn't bother them.

	They can hear the heartbeats of soldiers, wardens, doctors, and liars in the halls outside, in rooms through the building, in the water rushing through the pipes of this great, big-tiny place. They can hear whispers of a thousand screams, the lives which used to occupy this place, most of them snuffed out within its walls.

	They were five when the Eldritch came. Now they are not five. They see their own face so rarely they can barely recall it, the smooth surface of their speckled skin, at once tan and pale, eddies and lakes from their head to their fingertips to their toes. Their hair is as white as their eyes, the colour gone save for the dark pupil of their left eye. They’re thin, not from malnourishment, but from, perhaps, simply force of habit or genetics. It’s impossible to know. Their body exudes a femaleness which their internality does not mirror, but as they Know, form is malleable and all is temporary.

	Some many sleeps ago, during a medical exam, they took a scalpel to their flesh, and Knowing, they cut into it, pushing stubbornly through the burning pain, the skin and fat and rivers of blood to the things beneath. The doctor, whose name is long-forgotten, watched on in stunned horror as they reached inside of themselves and cut away that which was not needed. Reflexively, tears slid down their cheeks, and urine coated the insides of their legs, but they finished their work before the doctor could think to call for soldiers to restrain them.
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