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      True pain is never limited to simple physical agony. Suspended in a weightless void of torment with no hope of reprieve, I writhed as the flesh seared from my body, bones bent, twisted and crushed. Every breath filled my lungs with noxious razorblades. The very tissue that made me whole, torn away in ragged chunks all in an impossible never-ending cycle. My body was never spent, the agony never ended. No matter how I thrashed or screamed I could never pull away.  

      My eyes suffered the most brutal agony of all. All around me, amongst the raging heat and searing flames, I watched as every sorrow and regret from my life was reenacted in agonizing detail. Anger, sadness and despair consumed me with each horrible memory. Events so horrible and muddled by time that they were indistinguishable from reality. The mind is torture’s greatest playground. Mine had been broken for centuries. 

      A glimmer of the impossible caught my eye. At first I thought it was a new torment to brutalize my mind. A promise of hope where instead disparity saturated every breath. I resolved to ignore it, but the draw was too powerful. The possibility of escape too tempting. I flailed against my weightless prison and found I could move. Only inches at a time, but it was possible. Like swimming through boiling oil, every action was an exercise in agony, but I had grown accustomed to this physical torture. 

      The glimmer grew to a sparkle and the sparkle to a light. I swam through the murky horrors, ignoring the pain and images that lured me back into their ritual comfort and depravity. The light got brighter as I pushed through and fought the agony.  

      I broke the surface of my sulfureous prison with a sputtering breath like the ugly birth of a monster. I struggled to the edge, wiping at my eyes, coughing and spitting. The churning surface thrashed and roiled, threatening to pull me under again but I managed to make it over to the side and hoist myself onto the rough crusty dirt.  

      My vision remained blurred while every nerve ending screamed with pain. But I was free. I wanted to cry and laugh and shout with joy, then I felt a hand on my chest. A warden perhaps, here to thrust me back into my torturous prison. I would not go.  

      The image of my assailant was murky but I could see well enough to defend myself. I swung a fist out in a wild arc then rolled to the side, taking care not to fall back into the sulfur pool. I tried to get to my feet, but my attacker was too fast. My legs were wrapped up in a tangle of arms before I could get them under me to run.  

      “Gabe, calm down.” A woman’s voice. “It’s me. You’re safe. I’ve got you.” 

      Gabe? The name meant nothing to me. That wasn’t my name … was it? The thought made me pause as I realized I had no idea. 

      “Who are you?” I wiped at my eyes trying to clear out the muck and saw a beautiful woman with long blue hair and milky white skin covered in tattoos. She reminded me of a circus runway model gone terribly right.  

      “Take it easy.” She crawled up and sat on my legs, never losing contact with me as if she feared I might get up and run if I had the chance. She was right.  

      “We’ve been waiting for you for weeks. I know this is a little overwhelming, but you have to trust me. I’m a friend and I’m here to help.” 

      I watched her, trying to decide if I should believe her or not. I looked around and saw the pool I had just crawled out of. The edge was a crusted yellow leading into a boiling lime green liquid which reeked of rotten eggs. Beneath the surface I could see the impossible glowing flames that burned down below and wondered how many others were trapped inside that torturous prison. As my eyes went up I saw a field of never-ending pools similar to mine. Some larger, some smaller, but all roiling with the same glowing, sulfureous torment. 

      “These are the Gnashing Fields,” The woman said. “And it is no small miracle that we found you. I forgot how big this place is. If it weren’t for Quack I don’t know if we would have.” 

      The panic of unsurety and confusion rose  inside me again and I had a sudden urge to run. Whoever this person was, she knew me, and I had no idea if that was good or bad. 

      She must have seen the growing unease in my face because she slowed her speech and movements to more of a calming demeanor.  

      “Take it easy. Like I said, we’re friends. I’m Alex. We’re partners.” 

      “Partners? What kind of partners? Life partners? I don’t even know you lady.” I began to flail my legs to get away again, but Alex held on tight. 

      “Okay, partners may have been the wrong word to use. Don’t worry about that right now. We are friends. We’re here to help. Your memory is gone but it will come back over time. Your name is Gabriel Gantry, but everyone calls you Gabe.” 

      Her words calmed me a bit and hearing my memories would come back felt somewhat comforting even though I had no idea why I had lost them in the first place or what the new ones might bring.  

      “Please don’t call me that.” 

      Alex screwed up her face in confusion. “Call you what?” 

      “Gabe. It sounds so … I don’t know, provincial. If my name is Gabriel then call me that.” 

      Alex rolled her eyes. “Okay, this going to be interesting. Gabriel it is … for now. Look, there is a lot to take in  and I need you to try and stay calm. We have been here for a long time, well not the Gnashing Fields but–– ” 

      “Where is here? Where am I?” I looked down and realized for the first time since my muck covered rebirth that I was not wearing any clothes.  

      I let out a screech and did my best to cover my embarrassing bits with my hands. The sulfureous oily liquid that had clung to my body seemed to be melting away leaving me feeling dry, cold and exposed. “Woah, could you turn your head or something.” 

      Alex raised an eyebrow. “Promise you won’t run?” She developed a mischievous grin that I could not help but find a little attractive. 

      “Yes, I promise, just look up at the sky or something.” 

      Alex snorted out a laugh and complied. Then she rolled off me and slung off a large backpack. 

      “We brought you some clothes.” She reached in without looking down and tossed me a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. 

      I took them and pulled on the pants as fast as I could, then struggled into the shirt and got to my feet, still barefoot on the rough crusty ground. Alex stood up as well, looking ready to take me down with a rugby tackle if I even thought about making a run for it.  

      “You keep saying we.” I finished straightening my shirt and fastened the button fly Levi’s that fit tight enough to classify as latex paint. Who would wear a pair of self-inflicted thigh tourniquets like this? I didn’t say anything though. I was just happy to have something to cover my naked body. “Is someone here with you? And you still haven’t told me where we are.” 

      “I’m not sure how to break this to you so I am just going to say it. Try to stay calm and know that I have a lot more to explain.” Alex looked more than a little ready to pounce. It was cute but I was a full-grown man. If I really wanted to get away, I doubted there was much she could do to overpower me.  

      “Fine. Hit me.  Was I kidnapped and taken to the deserts of Africa? Where are we?” 

      Alex opened her mouth to speak but instead I heard a voice that would never come out of someone as lovely as her.  

      “It’s about time.” This voice sounded like an east coast gangster who had smoked way too many cigars. “Did you break the big news? Sorry about the whole dead thing but Hell’s not so bad once you get used to it. At least you’re supposed to be here. I’m still alive but here I am, circling the Gnashing Fields looking for you. My wings have had it. I’m molting like a wet piñata. Can we get out of here?” 

      I stared down at the source of the grating chatter and could not believe my ears … head … wherever the voice was coming from. A coal black duck waddled up from around the far side of a roiling pool as if it should be the most natural thing for anyone to see in a field of boiling sulfur. I may not have my memory but I knew ducks should never, ever, be able to talk to humans.  

      Maybe now was a good time to run after all.
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      “Did he just say dead?” I pointed at the waddling menace and took a step back. 

      “Way to ease him into this whole thing.” Alex glared at the duck, and I swear the creature responded by way of a shrug.  

      “How was I supposed to know you hadn’t told him yet. You were here for like an hour.” 

      “We were here for five minutes.” 

      “Plenty of time in my estimation.” 

      Neither of them noticed me creeping away in horror. I was a good six steps away when Alex turned to find me no longer within easy reach. 

      “Are you talking to that thing, too? How is that possible? I can’t be dead. I was just alive.” The thought gave me pause. Actually, I couldn’t remember being alive … or dead. I was breathing, thinking and panicking. Dead people didn’t do any of those things, did they? 

      “I have to get out of here.” Before Alex or her feathered companion could react, I turned and sprinted away. I heard Alex shout, but I couldn’t quite hear what she said. I didn’t care. I wanted out of that place. Out of this nightmare I had woken into. 

      As luck would have it, I ran the right way. I must have burbled up on the outskirts of the Gnashing Fields because I cleared them within a few seconds. God only knew how big a place like that could be, and I made it my personal goal to never find out.  

      My situation did not improve away from the festering pools, though. I wanted to keep running, but the shock of my surroundings weighed me down like a boat anchor. I slowed and surveyed the scene. Red skies, barren ground and a whole city made of scrap metal and twisted iron. It resembled Satan’s junkyard more than a town. Were it not for the tall catwalks and meandering people I might have thought it was just that. The smell of sulfur clung to the air and somehow I felt as though I was missing something. Everyone was bundled up. Wrapped from head to toe in old coats, blankets, and rags. They acted as if they were freezing, but I stood there in my compression jeans and t-shirt feeling toasty as a day-old bagel.  

      “Like I said, I have a lot to tell you.” 

      A squeak escaped my lips and I jumped. I turned to see Alex, pedaling up behind me on a rusty oversized tricycle. 

      “You can’t just run off. There are dangerous things out here and it’ll be night soon. You do not want to be out here at night.” 

      I spun in a full circle, taking in my impossible surroundings.  

      “How can this possibly get any worse?” 

      “Trust me. You’ll settle into all of this. For now, let’s go for a drink and I’ll fill you in on the essentials.” 

      I nodded. “Okay. Where are you parked?” 

      Alex raised an eyebrow. “I’m parked right here. Lesson one. Cars are a rarity around here. We like to go green.” 

      I glanced at the crumbling mess of rusted circus metal. “I am not riding that.” 

      Alex snorted out a laugh. “Don’t worry. I just borrowed this from a friend. It’s no Maserati, but when you need a ride, a Yugo will do in a pinch.” 

      “That is not a Yugo. It’s an anal debasement for a grizzly bear.” 

      Alex covered her face with her hands. “This is going to be a long couple of weeks.” 

      I opened my mouth to respond but was distracted by the sound of flapping wings and a sudden thud on the ground behind me. I turned to see the coal-dust duck righting itself from a less than graceful landing.  

      It looked up. “I am sick of circling in a holding pattern while you two chit-chat. Use those curled-up skin hooks for something useful and gently put me in that backpack.” The duck stretched out a wing and motioned to the bag Alex wore on her back. “Then step off your ivory tower and ride piggyback on this three-wheeled excuse for transportation.” 

      I stared at the duck. When I didn’t move, he flared his wings, dipped his head and charged me like a feathered cobra chicken, quacking like a maniac.  

      “I said put me in the pack and get on that trike.” He shrieked into my mind. 

      I yipped and ran around to the other side of Alex like a child hiding behind his mommy.  

      “Tell me the truth,” I said. “Am I going to hear the thoughts of every animal now that I am … you know.” 

      “Dead? No. He’s the only one. You and I are just lucky that way.” Alex smiled, as if she enjoyed this a little more than she should. “If I were you, I’d do what he says, though.” 

      I peered down at the fluffed-up waterfowl and tilted my head. “Do you have a name? Is there something I should call you?” 

      “Don’t get me started.” The duck bristled and smoothed its feathers to look a little less threatening. “You can call me Quack.” 

      I laughed then caught myself when he glared at me with his beady black eyes. 

      “Something funny about that name?” 

      “No,” I said, barely able to restrain a chuckle. “It just seems a little spot on. Doesn’t it get a little confusing when you’re … quacking?”  

      I picked up Quack, then set him into the open backpack, keeping him at arm’s length the whole time. “It’s sort of like me running around screaming Gabriel, Gabriel, Gabriel.” 

      Quack bit me on the finger.  

      “Ouch.” I jumped back, shaking my hand. 

      “I’m sorry my name does not please you,” Quack said. “Lodge a complaint with the moronic meatbag who gave me that name as soon as you see him again.” 

      I shifted my gaze to Alex and held out my finger. Call me a toddler. “He bit me! Is he always like this?” 

       Alex nodded and pushed away my hand in a playacting gesture. “Sometimes he’s grouchy. Step onto my bear defiler and I’ll pedal us to a nice friendly place where we can talk about it.” 

      She nodded to the low-slung basket hung between the back wheels. “Step on and off we go.” 

      She straightened, putting her hands on the handlebars, waiting for me to comply. I looked around for a moment and took a breath. I had no idea who I was or what I was doing here. I needed a way to figure things out. If this woman was willing to help, maybe I should listen.  

      I stepped into the basket, put my hands on her shoulders, then Alex pushed off and started pedaling.  

      Besides, how much weirder could things get?
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      My piggyback tricycle ride raised more questions than it answered. I took in the sights and sounds as we squeaked through the nightmarish landscape, but my prospects didn’t seem to improve. We wove deeper and deeper into a jumbled labyrinth of corrugated steel shanties, steel catwalks and a near suffocating sense of depression. Hordes of people meandered the pathways and makeshift streets where the acrid stench of burning oil drums belched tarry smoke into the air. 

      My memories were a little more than a greasy smear in the back of my brain, but I knew no place should be like this. The farther we rode, the more my mind rejected the reality of what my eyes saw. This had to be some sort of mistake; a place in a third world country where prosperity and hope had long ago drowned in filth and poverty. The world was a big place. Wherever this was, I had to get away and find my way home. But then I would glance at the sky … that red alien expanse made it clear; home was no longer a place I could hope to see again.  

      Alex pulled the trike next to a structure that stood out as impressive in this sea of cast-off scrap. The entire building had been constructed out of crushed cars, compacted into the shape of oversized building blocks. Even the front door was fashioned out of an old car door. Something about the place made me feel at ease, though I couldn’t pin down why. Maybe I was glad to see something that didn’t make me want to tuck tail and run. 

      “This is Hula Harry’s.” Alex slung her leg off the trike and held the bike in place while I stepped out of my position in the rear basket. “It’s a safe spot. We hang out here a lot.” 

      “We, as in you and I?” I pointed from her to me and back again. 

      She raised an eyebrow. “Yeah. Do me a favor and try not to say anything insulting. I’m your only friend right now, and you need a friend to steer you away from the considerable amount of trouble you can get caught up in around here.” 

      I held up my hands. “I just wanted to clarify what sort of crowd I hung out with.” 

      Alex eyed me.  

      “I apparently hang with a colorful hair crowd.” I pointed at her blue hair and smiled. 

      Alex rolled her eyes and headed for the door. “Come on. I’m sure you have lots of questions that don’t have anything to do with my hair.” 

      “Actually, you’re right,” I said, following her toward the building. “Why can I remember things like: not all people have blue hair and the fact that I should not be able to talk to a duck, but I can’t remember my own name? And what’s with the people here? They’re all dressed for a night in the Antarctic.”  

      “Memory loss from the pools is different for everyone,” Alex said. “Some remember nothing at all. Some come back with scattered details that don’t make any sense. As for the people here, they aren’t people, at least not anymore. They’re Woebegone. Lost souls like you and me, except we have an advantage they don’t.”  

      I was about to ask what the advantage could possibly be when Quack poked his head out of the backpack, making me jump away from Alex.  

      “What?” He broadcasted into my mind. “It was stuffy in there.” 

      I shook my head. “Fine, how about this one. Why can I talk to a duck?” 

      Alex chuckled. “You don’t want to start with some easier questions? Like where are you, how did you get here, why were you naked in the middle of a festering pool with no memories of your past life?” 

      I nodded. “Yes, all of those too. And where is this place? I’m not buying the whole dead and gone to Hell sto –” 

      Alex came to a sudden halt the moment we walked through the door. It took me a second to register why she had stopped. We were not the only ones who had pulled up short. Everyone in the bar had their attention focused on three hulking men who loomed over one less than impressive looking bartender.  

      “There a problem here?” Alex marched straight toward the three bruisers.  

      I reached to stop her from committing ritual suicide, but it was too late. She was already too far away.   

      The three guys snapped their heads around, ready to bark off a retort but as soon as they saw her, the bruisers bit back their reply.  

      “Just a little misunderstanding,” the bartender said. He was a diminutive man in a thin short sleeve button-up and a receding hairline. “I was explaining that our supply line here at Hula Harry’s is already secure. We won’t be needing any help with … protection.” 

      “Maybe you haven’t heard,” Alex said. “Hula Harry’s is under our protection. You can address any misunderstandings to me.” 

      The bruisers’ eyes locked on me in unison. I seriously considered backpedaling out the door fast enough to take the hinges along for the ride. 

      “I didn’t know you were back, Gabe,” said the guy closest to me. A scar split an ugly crooked path from his eye to this chin. “You back on the job then?” 

      “Actually, it’s Gabriel,” I corrected, raising a finger in the air.  

      Alex cut me off with a look, then shoved her hand into Scarface’s chest. “Did I confuse you? I said take it up with me.” 

      “Woah,” I said. “Maybe we should all calm down and talk about this.” 

      Scarface ignored us both and took another step in my direction. “I heard you were swimming in the fields. The big bad demon killer reduced to a freshie Disposable.” 

      I took a step backward as the linebacker-sized wingmen shouldered Alex to the side and moved next to Scarface. My eyes flashed to Alex. I wasn’t sure which terrified me more, the three oak-sized juggernauts craving my head or the blue-haired woman standing in raged fury behind them.  

      “You don’t look all that tough to me,” Scarface said. The rest of the bar had taken to studying fascinating aspects of their drinks or tabletops. No one was coming to my rescue in here. “I think Hula Harry’s might have a new set of partners. What do you think, Gabriel? You want to hang with us for a while? We can have some fun and then send you back to the pools where you belong.” 

      The countless number of disturbing possibilities I derived from that statement was staggering. I wanted nothing to do with any of them.  

      I itched to make a move for the door, but I wouldn’t count more than three steps before Scarface and his bruisers made me the lonely pickle in a triple quarter-pound burger.  

      I was about to run for it anyway when Alex shrugged off her pack and held it out to the bartender. “Hold my duck.” 

      Alex was on the first bruiser so fast he never had a chance. She grabbed his head and twisted it around in a way that would make an owl cringe. Bruiser One lay slumped on the floor before the other two knew what happened.  

      I watched the display of unbridled violence erupt and let out a scream that harmonized in two opposing tones, then erupted like an air raid siren spun at double speed. I clasped my hands to either side of my face and prepared to take the only logical course of action.  

      “Oh yeah.” Quack’s voice broke into my panic addled brain. “He’s definitely going to run.”  

      Alex pummeled the remaining stooges with several blows then smashed a bottle onto the bar for a makeshift weapon. Their faces were already bloodied, and if Bruiser One’s status indicated anything as to Alex’s intentions, things were about to get much, much worse. I didn’t wait to see how the rest of the fight played out. I turned and ran out the door, hoping to find a quiet place to cower and make sense of this insane world.
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      I pedaled until the front wheel of my stolen tricycle began to wobble with speed. I threaded and weaved through the streets as if I had done it my whole life, avoiding jagged obstacles and wayward souls. I wanted to believe that sooner or later I would see something recognizable. A mini mall, Quickie Mart, gas station … anything that suggested a normal, albeit inhospitable, civilization. 

      Instead, I found nothing but more shanties, catwalks and burning oil drums surrounded by trash-garbed sci-fi extras. Eyes peered at me from shadowy windows and I felt like the center attraction at an all-you-can-eat freak show. Darkness closed in, and that bizarre red sky turned a gloomy crimson, shading everything below in a blood red hue.  

      If I didn’t find a place to recover my sanity soon, I would be stuck out here. All indicators suggested I had landed myself in more trouble than I’d been in at Hula Harry’s. I pulled the handbrake on the trike, thinking I should turn around and head back to the slightly less insane bar. I shouldn’t have left Alex by herself. Maybe she had survived the other two psychopaths. Maybe she hadn’t twisted their heads off like an old soda cap. Either way, if I were lucky, someone had already called S.W.A.T. or the National Guard … anyone who might be able to help me.  

      I squeezed harder on the brake. The front wheel let out an ear bending squeal then the lever broke off in my hand. Wonderful.  

      I scanned ahead and did my best to avoid oncoming pedestrians, then put my feet down. Since I didn’t have shoes, using them as brakes wasn’t a great option. I managed a sort of run step that slowed my breakneck speed, and after a couple-hundred yards, I slowed enough to make crashing a survivable prospect. With no other choice, I rammed the hapless trike into a pile of scrap in an echoed crash of corrugated metal. 

      “Yo, you alright there, Buddy?” 

      I turned to see a guy approaching from a shadowed alley between two shanties. He wore a passible grey suit for an everyday cubicle jockey, minus the tie. He approached at a concerned jog. The closer he got, the more his appearance turned from office worker to underside resident of the local overpass. 

      “That was a pretty hard fall. You need any help?” 

      He turned up his collar as if against the cold and crossed his arms across his chest. His face was almost as dirty as his jacket and when he smiled, he revealed rows of sickly, yellowed teeth.  

      I pulled myself to my feet and did my best to pretend I wasn’t trying to keep my distance.  

      “I’m fine. Just a few scratches.” 

      “You’re lucky. That could have been a bad crash.” 

      I nodded and the man stepped forward to help me pull the trike out of the pile of scrap metal.  

      “You from around here? You don’t look familiar.” 

      The question sounded innocent enough, but I detected a hint of eagerness in his voice that I didn’t really understand.  

      “Actually, I’m sort of between homes right now. Just trying to figure that out.” 

      “I don’t mean to be indelicate, but you’re obviously a little more than between homes.” The suit eyed my bare feet. “I’ve been where you are, believe me, we all have. I can help you out if you want. Put you up in a safe place. Give you something to eat until you get your …” he squinted and lowered his voice to a whisper. “Memories back.” 

      I gawked at him. “Is it that obvious?” 

      He nodded. “Like I said, we’ve all been there. I’m sure you have a lot of questions. I’ll answer anything I can. Why don’t we get you inside and find something to put on your feet.” 

      He shot me his yellowed grin and reached out to guide me forward. “I know a place right around the corner where they take care of folks like you.” 

      I was about to thank him when a graveled voice sandblasted into my head. 

      “What are you doing? Alex and I circled the Gnashing Fields for weeks waiting for you, and you thank us by stealing our bike and trusting the first skuzball you run into? I’m a duck, and even I can see this guy is a Disposable dealer.” 

      “He’s not a Disposable dealer … whatever that is,” I said out loud. Quack circled above us but once I spotted him, I tried not to glance up for fear I would appear even more insane than I already had. “Go away.” 

      The suit stopped short and turned to face me. “What was that?” 

      “Nothing.” I pasted a smile on my face. “Just talking to myself.” 

      The suit shook his head. His face was not so friendly anymore and he looked like he was heading back to grab me. I stepped away and he slowed his advance, regaining his more jovial demeanor.  

      “Sorry. Did I hear you say Disposable dealer? I don’t know where you heard that, but it’s a bad thing to say around here.” His voice grew a little louder. “Where’d you hear that?” 

      I resisted the urge to locate Quack overhead. Suddenly, I wasn’t so eager to follow this guy into the darkened hollows of his home. “I’m not sure where I heard it. Just a term someone was throwing around. Maybe I should head off. I have some people waiting for me …” 

      The suit grinned, but this time it was in no way friendly. “No, you don’t. You have no one waiting for you, and even if you did, you have no idea who they are.” He marched toward me, closing the few steps between us in a fraction of a second to grab my arm. “You’re coming with me. We’ll have you prepped and ready to go out this evening.”  

      I didn’t know what that meant, but I did not like the sound of it. Fear surged through me as I yanked myself away, but he pulled a Dundee style knife from behind his back and held it to my throat.  

      “Let’s not make this messy. It would be a shame to mess up that pret–” 

      Before he could finish the sentence, a flurry of black feathers accosted his face. The suit let go of me and swung with his free arm. When that didn’t dislodge the flapping assault, he swiped at Quack with his miniature broadsword.  

      Something inside me snapped. The thought that this man might somehow hurt this duck was beyond unthinkable. Rage swapped seats with my fear and infused my every thought and action. I seized the suit’s knife wrist and jerked him toward me, knocking Quack out of the way with my other hand. With the duck clear of danger, I twisted the suit’s arm, bent his elbow back and leveraged his weight against my body until I felt his shoulder pop. He dropped the knife in a sudden screech of pain and I released him, following my assault with a targeted forward kick more designed to gain distance than do any damage.  

      The flurry of violence happened in a matter of seconds and I had no idea where I learned any of those moves. I staggered backward a couple of steps and stared at my hands. The rage had vanished along with my inexplicable knowledge of Kung Fu Super Strikes. Unfortunately, my continued need for said knowledge laid in an angry heap on the ground.  

      “You,” the suit half screamed, half growled. “You dislocated my shoulder.” 

      He twisted his body so he could find his feet without using his bad arm. 

      “Yeah, but you were going to hurt my duck.” 

      My duck? What was I thinking? 

      That hesitation gave the suit just enough time to lunge forward. Not at me, but for his fallen knife. The guy turned out to be far more nimble than I had originally given him credit, considering his flailing assault with Quack.  

      Then again, grace was hard with a flapping duck on your face.  

      The suit rolled onto his good shoulder, swept up the knife and was on his feet, head down in a full-on charge. I stood like an innocent puppy frozen in fear when I heard a raspy whirring hiss.  

      The suit lurched within two steps of me when the expression on his face changed from fury, to confusion, to pain, all in the span of a millisecond. His legs stopped working and he fell to the ground in two gory bisected pieces. It was as if he had been cut in half at the waist by a giant logging saw.  

      I stared at him in wide-eyed horror, then turned to the side and threw up all over the ground. 
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