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Word up, peoples. Here we are with the sixth sensational issue of Jersey Devil Press.
(ZzOwbOwUT T wOPEEOT wOi wEOUT wOOYDOT unot- #wi 1 UU:
OYIT UUERDPOT wOawEUEDPOOwW( zYIl wgl EPEI EwOUOwWUOD x
stories and just dive right into the awesomeness that is this issue.

(wOOOPBww( Uz UwUOUT T wi OUwoT wUOOB8 ww! UUw( u
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Sothere you go. Read them, enjoy them, tell the authors that you love them. Wed4l be

back in thirty with issue seven, and | promise to make the most strained, ridiculous

associationsyouze ever seen.

-- Eirik Gumeny



Big Girl

yt sumner

(zOwl 1 UUDOT WEDT 11

Andrew wags his tail and it thumps on thefloor.r OEUI Pz UWEDT wUOOC
POOI T OUCEWEOEwWUT EUzZUwWUT { webDPWUYOEEDPWDbDWW
yellow dress is tight and it was baggy when | first got it. That was when Mum was
watching the TV a lot and always frowning. 21 I z EwWUEa wUT OOOwPkT I Ow
her shoulder and see the fires and the bad men.

Mum said not to worry and not to watch the TV. But just before she went to get
help, the TV and the lights went out for good. ( Uz Uw OO U wU T Eheuel $kff wU T ¢
[ UU0Uwbawl al UWwEWEPUwWPOwWUT | wEEAOQWEUUwWPUZ Uw
on.

, UOZUWET T OQwl 001 wlOw I( wiidioq Vuio@®Wu Euli @® @iy
an advent calendar to count the days. ( UandXhat shows Christmas in the snow, like it
was in England. | stop counting the days after | eat baby Jesus.

| sleep a lot.

I'm T-Rex. I'm a lizard king. | start in an egg.l grow a tail. My teeth get huge! scratch out
and | hatch.The sky istt red and howling. It crackles like the se& bath big enough for me
to swim in. | get hungry so | start to eatl get bigger.| munch on little dinosaurs that munch

on leavesMy tiny claws pick their bones out of my teeth.



| wake up a bit upset because | don't even eat meat and hide my tears in my
pillowcase. But then | remember Mum isn't here anymore so | get up and brush my
teeth. | keep scrubbing until the taste of baby dino is gone then | go out to the porch to
check on the speck.
Mum said to watch for the speck. 6 EUET wWEEUI | UOOa wEOE wWOEOI
| run out and wave them in.  She told me about the bad men and how they were
hungry and | said | could just give them some cans and she reached up and held my
chin and said ifthe bad O1 OWEE Ol OwUT 1 a wpk Olb&l Eodun theudtherO U wE E
way. Into the black trees and ugly bushes.
At first | was excited about all the cans in the basement. | stacked them up
against the wall in the kitchen as high as | could. There's lots of spagheti. Most days |
walk around the house eating spaghetti worms out of the can then | watch the horizon.
| watch for the speck of dust that is going to grow like a thundercloud between the

black peach tree and the well. Mum said not to go near that either. That | might fall in.

One night it rains. | love the sound it makes on the cracked tin roof. But | love it more
on my skin. Boom. Thud. Smash. | run outside and Andrew is barking next to me.
The sky is the darkest red and | run under it. | dance around on the black dirt and |
yell that I'm a big girl. The biggest in the world. Andrew is barking and he starts to
howl and grow! he runs near the well and | run after him and put my hand out to grab
his wet fur but he snaps at me. | say don't be sared Andrew but he runs for the gate.
He runs and he doesn't look back. Something in the rain sounds like it's screaming

and | run inside and hide under my bed the best | can fit.
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Things were sort of okay with Andrew still he re, even without Mum. | didn't like
EIl POT wOOOEWEaAwWOUT 1 UwOPEUWUT EVUw (GBI Gozuipuie U &€
anything else about school and | wipe my eyes and eat some spaghetti. | don't know

why | stopped going to school. Maybe | got too big.

| wait for Mum to come back. Or Andrew. ( WE OOz OwOPOl wUxETTT UUD
' U0w( wUUDPOOwI EVwPUOWEOE wb Uz Uwdbued udlzOduwxEEDAD

as much either.

One night | dream there are angels at the window. They spread their wings and tell
me a story.

You were born on a night where the moon was full and pink, just like fairy floss, in a
room where silver sparkles tickled the clouds, trapeze angels flew and danced in celebration,
when you came out you dign0 wE Ua Owa O U wN U U U wYaubvéere theigdesd E w 3
star of the show.

| wake up and smile. If the Circus came and found me they would be so proud
Of wi Ob wE blhen (ve duld g®dnd find Mum. It starts to rain and | cry a bit
becausesomewhere out there Andrew is scared too. | get up and paint some cans with
the colour of his fur. | paint one with his big black nose.

In the morning | find a lizard on the porch.

He's baking in the sun, a little sizzly steam coming off his back and | pick him up
to say hello and he breaks. Right in two. | hold his squiggly tail as he slithers off. |

feel a bit sad. That he would rather break than sit in my big hand. Also that my dress
6



tears in acouple of places when | bend down to pick him up. But mostly because he
breaks. | take the tail inside and | put it inside one of my Andrew cans. He already
had four legs and big floppy can ears. When | stick the tail on the end it wiggles and
wags and he looks pretty happy.

Now I'm glad the lizard broke .

The Andrew cans start sleeping in my room, he comes for walks on the porch while |

watch for the speck. But last night | forgot to bring him in with me.

The Circus is comingThey sing songs and do cartwheélfie Alligator Man snaps his teeth.
The Fat Lady singsThey throw spaghetti worms into the air, and | look down and see that

Uil azuUl wui EOCOCawOOUUwOi wibPOawOPAEUEUOWEOE W

(WPEOI wUx wEOEwWOa wi EPUWPE U wlardOd U adwEE@HDz B0 W
UT T az Ul.wdgetupandidtimy head as | walk out of my bedroom. | think maybe
the house shrunk a bit when | was asleep. | grab a new can and go out to the porch
and sit on the steps nextto Andrew. ' | z UwPEUET DOT wUOT 1 wi OUP4aoC
different. My eyesfeelfunny. ( wO x| OwOa WEEOWEOE wWUI T wOT T az
| look at the pear tree.
And see it.
The speck.
Finally.
| step off the porch and my toes get dusty. | run to the gate, right by the well and
the speck gets bigger., Ea E1 wb Uz U w,Blt@ Saus o make®aCs0uddu

The Circus is coming!



| yell at Andrew Cans and he wags his tail so hard it flies off.
| clap my hands and wave them in but then a sound comes from the well.
Help.
| lean over the edge and look into the black.
Hello?
Help.
Mum? What are you doing down there?
(wx O0wbOawl EVWUPLT T UwoOYT UwUT T wi 601 weUUw, C
(UZUwOOEaOw, UOOwWUIT IThekcusis@oming tw helpbd) Oa wi 1 C
| walk back to the gate and wave my arms up high. But as it gets closer, Andrew
Cans canes closer and whines a bit, he clatters as he shakes.
(UzUwOOEa©®G
| say as | smooth my tight yellow dress, bursting at the seams.

(zOwl OPOT WUOWET wUOT T wUUEUwWOT wOT 1 wUT OpPd

yt sumner likes words and people that write them. People that listen to them. Bple that read them.
Eavesdroppers. Stutterers. Silvertongues. She was born in the UK, raised all over Australia and settled
happily in Melbourne. Her short stories have appeared in various literary journals, anthologies and

I ACAUET A0 AT A o&ihd Hnidtlef @adDok thetnlintd a ollection.



Hand Me Down
Jim Walke

The pants were the blue of a police strobe. They had cuffs large enough to smuggle an
immigrant family into the country, and corduroy rows as deep and straight as Russian
veldt farmland. Over their lifetime, they survived extremes of fire and cold, water,

even immersion in concrete and Detroit steel without losing that damned perfect,
permanent crease.

&PDOZUwWOOEI UWEUOUT T UOw3i7T 1 OOwUOPUExxIT EwUT
receD Yl Ewl PUwUOAwWEEUxIT OUI Uz UwUI OwepEOWOEEwWT DI
with the hammer too light to pound anything significant and a handsaw too dull for
wood but fine for sawing hands, thereby introducing both boys to the delicate art of
lying to women | Mom first, then others as the years went by | about the origins of
unique scars.

The origin of the pants, however, was lost to history. The brothers speculated
about Great Aunt Felma, who would wrap any random object that caught the fancy of
her lazy eye, things like red shoelaces and pimp jewelry bought on street corners. She
EPEOzUwWUEO]I wEUI EPUwWI OUwWUT T wxEOUUOwWUI OUTT O

2, EAETl wUOlT T azUl wi UOOWHEEO? w&POWUEDPES ww

2, EaEl wUOI T azUl wi UOOwW2EOUEO? w, OOWUEDPES®

?P2EQUEz UwbOOdidiUl EQO2 w31 1 Ow

2, 0Ul wUl EOQwUT EOwadlUwi EVUIT UOWEUwWUT PUwx C

deep, soulful drag on her Marlboro. On the exhale, her lazy eye seemed to trace the



path of the smoke as it curled around the threadbare Christmas tree and up to the
popcorn ceiling.

267 OwPEOUUWEOOODPI Uy 2 wEUOI Ew, 008

So, the pants entered their lives as a mystery. Mom insisted that Theo try them
on. When he emerged from the bathroom, Gil stared, but Aunt Felma snorted like the
cat when it had a hairball.

? . a wb Ona&teonly comment she could get out after her hacking fit.

The pants had a rise of about a foot, which would have simply looked odd on a
grown man, but on a thirteen year -old it meant that if Theo got the crotch close to
where it belonged, the belt loops hit him around the ribcage. Other parts seemed
fractionally out of place, as if the trousers had been assembled from a grab bag of
fabric pieces rejected from different sizes and styles, even time periods. It was a golem
of a garment. The blue refleded shockingly against human skin, the sort of color that
governments might paint nuclear waste containers in a misguided effort to reduce
panic. The unknown tailor had used thread of a lighter blue, which gave the
unfortunate effect of drawing linesacroUU w3 1T | Oz UWEOE&a 6 ww3 Ow& b OC
an animal divided into steaks and chops. Theo stood wall-eyed with fear.

2.7 02w, OOWUEPES ww2T 1 wUBTTT ESww?, OUI wEOC

*kk

The pants retired to the bottom drawer until the Growth Spurt the following sum mer,
PIT 1 Ow3i 1 O6zUwi OUOOOT UwOUT EOPal EWEOEWEEEIT Ew
number of months, and tossed in a surly attitude for free. Gil heard the G.S. referenced

in spitting discussions in the car that made him cover his ears with his Mickey Mou se
10



sweatshirt. The Spurt appeared to strike indiscriminately. Gil examined himself in the
mirror for signs of his own mutation.
3T T wUxUT O0wOl wUOT T w2xUUUwPEUOZ Dwi UOOa wUI
dance. Gil watched from under his bedsheet/cOU U U OT wEU w31 1 OwlUUDBI Eu
ToughSkins. Even if he could have gotten the zipper closed, the cuffs, already let out
to their limits, hit halfway up his shins. Gil learned three new swear words that night
as Theo spat and struggled.
8 0UWEOEOHWIP T WEOUIT wxEOUUO? w&DOwWOI i1 Ul EC
Theo shot him a look so full of rage that Gil added a pillow from the bed to his
costume, making his disguise closer to a linen closet than a ghost.
23Uawli i 002 wi BPUwWOOUT 1 UwUUT 1 Ewi Useddadr.i T UI
2(U0UzOO0OwWETl weEUOWDPOwWUT I wi a00owupi T Uy2w&DOU
The possibilities of the dance would have died on the floor, smothered by
UUOUUI UUOwWPi wbUOwl EEOZUWET T Owi OUWEWEOOOET w
with great soft breasts barely contained by her band uniform | shapes so impressive
that even ten year-old Gil wondered what they looked like under the bulletproof green
xO00al UUT UBww' I UwOEOTI whEUwW6] OEAOWEOEWUIT I z E
concession stand so hey could walk over to the dance together. Wendy the flag -
twirler, Wendy of the décolletage, managed what nothing had since last Christmas.
Theo strode off in the pants, the corduroy threshing as rhythmically as a bag of
mating zippers. As Mom led Gil to the sidewalk to start the rounds for his last -ever
trick -or-treating, he thought he saw tiny arcs of light sprint across the surface of the
electric blue, but he forgot it in the excitement of the first Butterfinger of the evening at

Uil w" UEUET 1 U0z UGB ww
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Later, Gil lay in bed watching the closet door for any sign of boogey -men when
Theo slogged into their room.

?2' OPWEPEwWDPUwl Oy 2 ww&POWEUOT ESGww?#PDEwa OUu
floated into his mind at inopportune times, like zeppelins hovering overhead, equally
capable of dropping bombs or toys.

Theo sank down onto his twin bed and turned to the wall, flinching when his
face touched the pillowcase. He said nothing for a long stretch. Gil had already hefted
a stuffed turtle to chuck at his head when Theo spoke.

261 OOOwWUT 1 Ul wxEOUUWEUT wOOUwhyYuwEOUUOOG
23T T awli OOCEWEwWxUIl OUAwWwUOOPEWUUEUDPEWET EUT 1T O9
U T wUDPOI w(zZEwWPEOOI EwUT 1 wUDPR WE OWY&hOdhtoth@ wO T 1
T a0oOw( wUi POOW( WEOUOEwW!I EYT wNUOxUUEUUI Ew, Ud

' 1T wl EYT wOl wEw! U001 Uil DOTT UO? w&DOWUEDESJ U

2T 00wUxOwlUPI UxO? w3T 1 OWUEPEOWEUUOwWI PUwbC
his back.

2(whOUOCEWI EYT wET T O ue@aumadl wxd 0 EuBEIEOEaPQuiEl EYA EC
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2" T ExIT UOOI Ub2 ww3i 1 OwUT O-OashingRadgamst theE E Owi D L
pillowcase. 2! U0wUT | ZEWET I OwOOwUT T wOGUUT OEOGOUDPUUSG

That word gave Gil the image of a dinosaur in a white coat.

2(wWwUEPWI 1 UwOl PWwEUEET Uwi OUWEwWUxOPUwUI EOC
blank and my nose felt like it caught fire. | thought a meteorite had come through the
roof. John and Mallory were dancing next to us, and they said the spark was six inches
OO00T 6rww' T wUPTT T ESdww?( Uwldl OUI Ewel OEaz UwUuU
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Gil lay still on his own twin bed, close by in the dark, and listened.

2(woOPOl Ewl 1T UO? w3T 1 OWUEPES ww? ( WEPEG ? ww

The pants went back into the drawer and Theo stayed home most Friday nights,
and the tiny burn scar that looked like a parenthesis at the tip of his nose faded, but

never disappeared entirely.

*k%

Gil grew and Theo simmered while the pants hibernated. Theo inflicted pain on his

younger brother wi th a sense of determination and hard work only attainable with a

sibling. Gil got in a few licks, usually while Theo slept, but there were times that he

Ol EUOI EwUOOWET wi UEUT T UOwi OUwi b UwhénWWediSchultzz U w
who had beenl | OEWEEEOQWUOWOEQa wUPOl UwlUT E0wTl PUwY C
EUOwWUx wET UPT 1 Owl PUwUT OUOET UWEOEEITI UOwWw&DOWE"
when Theo did it. Wes was a torture dilettante, a dabbler, while Theo verged on

artistry. As Gil dan gled, he took another lesson to heart and reached out his free hand
UOwUOET wUT T wi OEx wOi wWEEUUDPOET T wEI UPI 1 Qw61 U
index finger. The troll dropped him, and Gil proceeded to kick him carefully in the

knee, the breadbasket and, finally, the family jewels before fleeing. Chalk one up for

big brother.

*k%k

Theo got a car to match the pants: a 1978 Plymouth Volare, sporting a fouron-the-floor

and carpeting the color of dried blood. Ugly car plus anger equaled tick ets, which, in
13



turn, provided the fuel for more anger, with a final sum of many small, varied
collisions with other cars, street signs, two trees, an innocent pile of dirt, and one
bovine which survived unharmed but cost the Volare a fender. Gil rode with him,
during the short periods between license suspensions, and learned to call the strap

OYI UwUI T wxEUUI OTT UwUIl EQw?0T7T 1T w) 1 U0Uwi EOCEOI

*k%

. Ow&bOzUwi DI UI1 OUT wEPUUT EEaAOwW3T 1 OwxEEOI Ew
of the house during Mom z U w-ibtb&tearful goodbye. When he returned, a paper

grocery sack hunkered dead-center on his bed. After poking it with the butt end of a

| OEOIl awUUPEOOwWI | wOOOOI EwbOUDPET wOOwi DOEWI B

faded over the years.

*k%

&DOzUwoOP Owi BT -baeugiédihin® Qgirls) enestly Uhithout great success but
certainly more than his brother, as learning was also accomplished by absorbing what
nottodo| EVUwWEawUT | wUDOT wUxUDPOT wuOOOIl EwWwEUWa.UODE
The pants, untouched since Gil had first removed them from the bag, went into the
double-layered packing crate that he had lovingly built as his final project in wood
shop class. Two hundred screws and a haltgallon of glue held the thing together, the
screw heads spaced so closely in places that the metal obscured the pine. The final
x UOEUEUwPI BT T 1T EWEOOUTI wlOwUPRUVUawx OUOEUOWED
mattress.

14
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Theo sighed, and went looking for a power drill and a crowbar to open his gift.

*k%

Gil should have expected what came next. On his sixteenth birthday, a roll-off truck
dropped a three-foot cube of compacted metal in the driveway. The invoice came with

EwOOUI whUPUUI OwbPOw3il OzUwEI T UODOT wUEUDxUO

(zYlI wEl EPET EwUOwWI DYT wa OU wo a hirk ¢obi cak $illg@étw wi (

some good use out of it. Oh, by the way, the pants are on the backseat.

3T 1T awli OUOE Oz Uhe campiessiontotaltom 810 8 half of steel into
something the size of a washing machine must warp and tear at its guts, but the pants
had flowed with the process and found a tiny space in which to stay whole. Junior
year meant metal shop, and Gil earned his A grade in acetylene torch work, peeling a
Volare like an onion.

The pants went back to Theo crammed into a hardened steé pipe, three feet long

and an inch in diameter, with the endcaps welded in place.

15



Seventeen came and went with no pants in sight, as Theo was busy flunking out
Ol WEOOOTI T T dww' I zEwPPUT EUEPOWUOWI PUWEOUOWU
police evicted him a month into the next semester.

Gil opened a dresser drawer stuffed with the glossy college brochures that
EUUDYI EwWEEPOadww3i |l Oz UWEOOOI T1 OwbUWUEUT T U

straight into the trash.

*k%

They arrived in a five -gallon bucket filled with concrete, the pants ensconced in a
coffee can in the center, and left buried in the gravel of a fish tank that was home to a

pair of piranhas.

*k%

Inside a rubber ball in the monkey exhibit at the zoo.

Beneath the surface ofUT 1 wi UO4aA]l OWEUEQuwWx OOEwWOOw&UI EC

*kk

&UI EU0w UOU0w%l OOEWEDI E wuilediOuabdEEd 0 1TCAH aussubudey |
ninety -seven, outliving all nine of her siblings.

The brothers stood side by side in front of the coffin where Felma lay looking
better than she had in decades. The sarcastic tilt of her head lay set in place by rigor

mortis and framed by the tender white satin of the pillow, but the wrinkles had
16



UOOOUT T Ewl UOOWT 1T Uwi OUTTIT EEGww2T T wehéne Ewod:
called.
They were silent, each alone with his thoughts, or waiting for the other to start,
or perhaps simply knowing what would be said, if it were said, and skipping over that
to the companionable silence afterward.
(T wabOUwhPEOUO HELEOWEU G wdOUWEHE OUOEWEUUa wU
i POEOOCAWUEPES ww?2T 1 WEOPEAUWODPOI Ewl EOOOP U W
?20PEIl wUI 1 OWEOPOWDPOUOWUT T woOOPI Uwi EOI woOi
3T EOwPOUOEWET wEwWUT UUPEOIT wUT DOT wUOOWE OB 2
2(0OwbpOUOEwWwx UUWEOwWI OEwUOwWUT PUB 2
Barry Manilow z Uw?, EOEa» wi EUI Ewl UOOwUT T wil PEEIT O
flowers. Felma had carried a torch for the coiffed singer her entire life, and when
T DYl Owl EOI wEWET EOCEl whOUOEwWUxOUUWI 1 UwoOOT w
P#O0Owa Olwldsbed Gwb Uwb E
261 Owl EYT wOUwWUT T wxEOUUYy 2 w3l 1 OWEUOI Ed w
Gil nodded. His brother tucked his chin into his chest as he always did when
considering a problem. Felma had never admitted to placing the gift under the tree
UT OUIl wal EUVUWET OO0 wE U U wdisdilsl ok the latesd praisideliveryE O U1 E w
311 6zUwi PEOGEST Ow! UPETT UOwPEDPUI EwbOwWUOT T u
him a moment to realize who she reminded Gil of: the flag -waver from junior high,
Wendy. They shared a pair of notable characteristics, of course, but the resemblance
was stronger than those. Bridget was attempting a career in dance, a prospect that
gravity seemed disinclined to support. Gil feared for the safety of her eventual

partners.

17



2 (wOoOOPwPkI zYI wNUUU WA wl ceQuE ul B UED B Qi BROPuf
OPOl w( WEEOwWUEaAwWUT PUwUOwWUOOT OO1 whpi OwbUwl O1

Bridget tilted her head and looked up at him from beneath her lashes, a move
that Gil found to be effective, despite the fact that it looked like it had been practiced in
front of a mirror. He grinned.

281 Uy~2wUI 1 WUEDEG

?P80OUWEEOWEOWET UUI UO? w&POWUEDPES ww
land at their feet. He snatched it up and headed for the casket, kut Gil put himin a
headlock before he could disturb Felma one final time.

?, EAaETl wUT 1 wEdl UOzZUwPEOUWPUwWUOwWI OEO? w& b

He felt his brother relax under his grip, and let him go.

[ Ol UwUOT 1 wi UO1I UEOOW&DPOWEDE Oz U wihdagpdssddU O C
withnopantsinsight. 37T 1 a7z EWEOPEAUWUEOOI EwOOwI EET woU
three times in the same day or picking up the phone to dial each other at the same
moment, but in between the weeks and months stretched out without worry. Each
knew the other existed and would call if he needed anything. Gil had the feeling that
1T WEOUOEWEOOUT wi PUwl al UWECEwWxOPOUwbOw3i 1 O
between them, like a bird finding its way home.

When Theo did call, BridgeUz UwWwOE Ol wEEOI wUx wi OUUwUDOI (
261 2wl EEwWOl EOIl EwPOwUOOwWOI UUOT weEOOOT wlOT T w? (-
brain had been waxed and polished. On more than one occasion, phrases came out of
Theo that sounded like they had originated in someone else, including the words:

EEUIT UOwUI EOQwl UUEUI wEOEwi EOPOabdww' | ZEWUEO
town four hours away, abandoning his plans for an internet start -up. Gil focused on
18



the idea that his brother seemed happy and tried to forget the way Bridget had curled
OOT wOl wi T Uwi pOT T UVUWET EPOUCWUT T wUl OUPUDYIT w
his.

*kk

Theo asked Gil to be his best man. The slide toward the wedding accelerated for

months. Gil did a lot of polite listening and suffered through a tux fitting, rehearsal

dinner, golf outing. The ceremony and reception passed in a daze for Gil: propping up

Theo as he wept at the altar, bribing the bartender to fill the flasks he and the other
groomsOl Owl EEwUIl EIl DYl EwWEUwW! DI OUOwWUT 1 wUOPUT 1 U

floor of his hotel room.

*k%

That autumn came and went without any pants, but the year after that they entered the

home improvement phase. The pants arrived sealal inside a double-pane window,

UT T Qwbi Ul wEUUDPI EWUOET UwEwWI Ul Ul CawUOEEIT EwO

a start-up without him, ran it on venture capital for eighteen months, and sold the

company for seventy million dollars. Theo forwarded to G il the message from one

buddy who planned to use his share to pay the Russians for a trip to the space station.

Gil deleted it before he reached the end. The jobs that had once seemed temporary for

them | stepping stones| became permanent, with Gil in his cubicle at an aerospace

company, designing the smallest parts of the rockets he had hoped to one day ride,

EQEwW3T 1 OQwol I xbpOT wUI 1 wel Ol OUwx OEOUz UWEOOX U
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*k%*

Three days after Gil turned twenty -nine, another note arrived.

She has th pants. And the house. And half of everything else.

The return address was an apartment in a cheap complex at the edge of town. Gil
EEOOI Ew3i 1 OzUwWEI OOwxT 6001 6 ww- OwEOUPIT UBww' B
the first ring. Her answers wer e short and angry: Bridget had had other men, lots of

them, since before the wedding.
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trying to keep his speed below double the limit. Bridget opened the door wearing only
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stretched against the doorframe like a cat. The hem of the shirt rode up her smooth
thighs. 2 ( WEUUUOI EwaOUwoObPT T UDwPEPUWEwWODPUUOT woddC

Gil took a deep breath, and followed her into the house.
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piss. His crotch was chafed and raw, and he swung his legs in wide, short steps like a

gunslinger in a shootout.

20



No answer met his knock, so he opened the unlocked front door. The shades
were drawn, the lights off, but the stains on the thin carpet still stood out in the gloom.
The smell seemed worse inside.
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Rustling in the bathroom. Gil knocked o n the flimsy door.
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The door unlocked with a metallic ping and swung open to reveal Theo with
matted hair and three-day beard.
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Gil looked down at his own lower torso, at the violentl y blue corduroy pants
straining around his waist. They had seemed huge twenty years ago, but, like most of
the material, the prod of what might be a tiny splinter of gl ass.

Theo contemplated his brother for a few seconds.
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Theo looked up, seeming smaller than ever, as if he, too, had diminished over the
years.
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The weak fluorescent bulb lit the bathroom like a cheap horror movie. It limned
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Gil gestured at the items lining the edge of the tub and standing on the toilet:
packs of razor blades, booze, rope, pill bottles, a plastic bag. A stainless steel revolver
lay in the sink.
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Gil hefted the gun, wiping soap scum off the grip before fitting it to his hand and
looking over the sights at a five dollar bottle of vodka.
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The weapon suddenly felt too heavy to hold, too solid and real and possible, and

his hand trembled as he set it down again.
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Gil picked up a prescription and read the label.
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That got a response. Theo cleared his throat.
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Gil waited for him to finish.
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Gil placed the bottle gently back on the counter.
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He pawed through the mess until he found a pack of razor blades and tore the
top off the package. He fished one out and handed it to his brother.
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Theo leaned forward and reached out toward the blue pants with the razor
blade. When he got within a few inches, an arc of intense white-blue light leapt from
the pants to the steel, freezing the scene in an electrical snapshot.
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Theo dropped the razor and shook his hand. The spark had burned a pinhole in
his thumb. Gil snickered.
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He watched as Theo picked up the blade and set to work. The pants were
skintight, and he had to carefully slice through the tough material without cutting into
the flesh beneath. He traced a line from hip to floor, the corduroy falling away to
either side, then did the other leg without so much as scratching Gil. Well, maybe
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That did it. Theo grinned. They both looked at the shapeless mass of fabric at
their feet, all that remained of the once-proud pants.
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Gil took the razor from him and dropped it in the trash.
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The boys headed for the door.
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Less than a year later, Gil camehome late from work to find another suspicious
envelope in his mail. Theo had moved out months before, but they still talked every
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gotten worse in his middle age.

My college buddy owed me a favor.

7:25 p.m¢ 10 degrees above SSW

Gil checked the time. He held the card in his hand as he walked into the backyard.
The glow of the city fell behind him, and the sky had begun to darken to the south. He
stood motionless, watching. Right on time it appeared, tracking overhead. The space
station hung in low earth orbit, circling the globe every ninety -six minutes in long arcs
as if weaving a blanket from threads of night. Somewhere onboard a scrap of blue

corduroy streaked through space.
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