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Ish the Fish swam up the river. He wiggled his tail and waved his fins until he came 
to town. It was night. He saw houses with windows lighted and bright, houses with 

windows dark and dangerous, houses with windows blank and undetermined. Outside a 
house a child swung in a swing. The house lights were out, and the child swung in a swing. 
Back and forth, back and forth the child swung in the swing.

Ish the Fish stopped in midstream.
The little girl stopped in midswing. “Who are you?” she asked.
“I’m Ish the Fish, come from the sun.”
“And what are you doing?” asked the child.
“Looking,” said Ish.
“I’m looking, too,” smiled the girl uncertainly, pushing her feet and starting to swing 

again.
“What are you looking for?” asked Ish the Fish.
“The river of being; without it I cannot be born.”
“So that’s why the house is empty,” said Ish.
“Yes,” said the child. “But someone is coming. I’m sure of it. I just don’t know who my 

river will be. I hope she will be kind … and soft. She must be soft.”
Ish the Fish swished his tail. He stirred the river and the moon glittered on the waters. 

The wind blew and rustled the leaves above the girl’s head. The lights of the house came on. 
Shadows passed over the curtains.

“I have to go,” said the child, hopping off the swing and running towards the house. 
“Wish me luck.”

“Good luck,” called Ish. “Brave girl.”
Ish the Fish swam up the midnight river. On he swam, swishing his tail and breathing 

the dark waters. He came to a cottage with a candle burning low in the window.
“Ish the Fish! Ish the Fish! I am dying,” sighed the old man inside.
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“About time,” said Ish, flicking his tail. “I’ve been waiting.”
“Where’s the river? I can’t find the river,” said the old man. “It’s been so long.” 
“Here, outside your door,” said Ish the Fish. “Come on out.”
The old man tried to open the door. It rattled and shook but wouldn’t open.
“Blow out the candle,” said Ish the Fish.
The old man blew with his last breath. The candle guttered and died. The door opened 

and the old man stepped out. Already his greyness was lifting.
“Ach, the river’s been here all the while,” he said, coming to the water’s edge. “Time for 

a dip,” and in he dove. Ish the Fish swallowed him whole.
The moon faded and the sun reached out its morning fingers. The light shone golden 

into the river and glinted off Ish’s scales. His eyes were golden too. Ish the Fish swam on. He 
found a fisherman casting his fly upon the waters. Ish rose and took the lure. The fisherman 
pulled him out.

“Let me go,” cried Ish the Fish, flopping about on the stones.
“Like hell I will,” snorted the fisherman and clubbed him with the priest.
“Ouch!” said Ish.
The fisherman clubbed him again.
“Ouch!” said Ish again.
“Arn’t you going to die?” asked the fisherman.
“Can’t,” said Ish. “I’ve done it already. It won’t happen again.”
The fisherman whacked him once more.
“Ouch!” said Ish the Fish, trembling.
The fisherman raised his priest. He looked into Ish’s golden eye and lowered his arm.
“I’ll be damned,” he said.
“Sorry,” said Ish. “Can’t do that either.”
The fisherman took Ish to the river. He held him under the water and rocked him back and 

forth. Back and forth he rocked him like a baby, his tears making circles ever widening.
Ish the Fish swam on. Up the river he swam until the midday sun stood in the heights. 

The river climbed its mother mountain. It swung from left to right and plunged into cool 
pools. Ish the Fish lunged and leaped in the light. He played in the sunshine until his golden 
body let the light through and no one could tell where Ish the Fish began and the light 
ended.


