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$ËÐÛÖÙɀÚɯ-ÖÛÌ: Hyperbole Free  

 

 

 

Word up, peoples.  Here we are with the sixth sensational issue of Jersey Devil Press.  

(ɀÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÖÍɯÉÖÛÏɯÔÖÝÐÕÎɯ -#ɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÓÈÐËɯÖÍÍȮɯÚÖȮɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÒÌɯÖÍɯnot 

ÖÝÌÙÛÈßÐÕÎɯÔàɯÉÙÈÐÕȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÚÒÐ×ɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÙÐËÐÊÜÓÖÜÚɯÊÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÖÜÙɯ

stories and just dive right into the awesomeness that is this issue. 

 (ɯÒÕÖÞȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÙÖÜÎÏɯÍÖÙɯÔÌɯÛÖÖȭɯɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÌȭ 

 

2ÛÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÜÚɯÖÍÍɯÐÚɯàÛɯÚÜÔÕÌÙɀÚɯÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓÓàɯÉÓÌÈÒɯɁ!ÐÎɯ&ÐÙÓȮɂ ÍÖÓÓÖÞÌËɯÉàɯ)ÐÔɯ6ÈÓÒÌɀÚɯÌ×ÐÊɯ

ÛÈÓÌɯÖÍɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÈÕÛÚȮɯɁ'ÈÕËɯ,Ìɯ#ÖÞÕȭɂɯɯ-ÌßÛɯÐÚɯMorowa YejidéɀÚɯÚÛÐÙÙÐÕÎɯɁ3Öɯ

#Öɯ+ÐÚÛɂɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÚÕÖÖ×ÐÕÎɯÚÐÚÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯ"ÏÙÐÚɯ8ÖËÐÊÌɀÚɯɁ-ÖÙÔÈÓɯ ÍÛÌÙɯ ÓÓȭɂɯɯ6ÌɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÛÏÌɯ

issue with what might be my favori ÛÌɯÛÐÛÓÌɯÖÍɯÈÓÓɯÛÐÔÌȯɯɁ.ÜÛɯÖÍɯ2ÛÌÈÔɯ/ÜÕÒɯÈÕËɯ

9ÖÔÉÐÌÚɯ"ÖÔÌÚɯ!ÙÜÊÌɯ+ÌÌȮɂɯÉàɯ)ÌÕÕàɯ.ÙÛÐáȭɯɯ(ÛɯÐÚɯÈÉÚÖÓÜÛÌÓàɯÈÚɯÞÖÕËÌÙÍÜÓɯÈÚɯÐÛɯÚÖÜÕËÚȭ 

 

So there you go.  Read them, enjoy them, tell the authors that you love them.   Weɀll be 

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

associations youɀve ever seen. 

 

 

-- Eirik Gumeny



   4 

Big Girl  

yt sumner 

 

 

 

 

(ɀÔɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÉÐÎÎÌr.  

Andrew wags his tail and it thumps on the floor.    ÕËÙÌÞɀÚɯÉÐÎɯÛÖÖȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÈÕɯ(ÙÐÚÏɯ

ÞÖÓÍÏÖÜÕËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÎÎÌÚÛɯËÖÎɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȭ  (ɯÒÕÖÞɯ(ɀÔɯÉÐÎÎÌÙɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÔàɯ

yellow dress is tight and it was baggy when I first got it.  That was when Mum was 

watchi ng the TV a lot and always frowning.  2ÏÌɀËɯÚÈàɯÚÏÖÖȮɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÛÙÐÌËɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÝÌÙɯ

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.  (ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÈËɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɯ The red sky 

ÏÜÙÛÚɯÔàɯÌàÌÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÙÌÈÓɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÈÛɯÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÈɯÕÐÎÏÛÓÐÎÏÛɀÚɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯ

on.  

,ÜÔɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÎÖÕÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÛÐÔÌȭɯ (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÓÖÕÎɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÍÐÕËɯ

an advent calendar to count the days.  (ÛɀÚ one that shows Christmas in the snow, like it 

was in England.  I stop counting the days after I eat baby Jesus. 

I sleep a lot. 

 

I'm T-Rex.  I'm a lizard king.  I start in an egg.  I grow a tail.  My teeth get huge.  I scratch out 

and I hatch.  The sky isn't red and howling.  It crackles like the sea.  A bath big enough for me 

to swim in.  I get hungry so I start to eat.  I get bigger.  I munch on little dinosaurs that munch 

on leaves.  My tiny claws pick their bones out of my teeth. 
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I wake up a bit upset because I don't even eat meat and hide my tears in my 

pillowcase.  But then I remember Mum isn't here anymore so I get up and brush my 

teeth.  I keep scrubbing until the taste of baby dino is gone then I go out to the porch to 

check on the speck. 

Mum said to watch for the speck.  6ÈÛÊÏɯÊÈÙÌÍÜÓÓàɯÈÕËɯÔÈÒÌɯÚÜÙÌɯÐÛɀÚɯÏÌÓ×ɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ

I run out and wave them in.  She told me about the bad men and how they were 

hungry and I said I could just give them some cans and she reached up and held my 

chin and said if the bad ÔÌÕɯÊÈÔÌȮɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÊÈÕÚȭɯ I had to run the other 

way.  Into the black trees and ugly bushes. 

At first I was excited about all the cans in the basement.  I stacked them up 

against the wall in the kitchen as high as I could. There's lots of spaghetti.  Most days I 

walk around the house eating spaghetti worms out of the can then I watch the horizon.  

I 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 I might fall in.  

 

One night it rains.  I love the sound it makes on the cracked tin roof.  But I love it more 

on my skin.  Boom.  Thud.  Smash.  I run outside and Andrew is barking next to me.  

The sky is the darkest red and I run under it.  I dance around on the black dirt and I 

yell that I'm a big girl.  The biggest in the world.  Andrew is barking and he starts to 

howl and growl he runs near the well and I run after him and put my hand out to grab 

his wet fur but he snaps at me.  I say don't be scared 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 I run inside and hide under my bed the best I can fit.  
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 ÕËÙÌÞɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ 

 

Things were sort of okay with Andrew still he re, even without Mum.   I didn't like 

ÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÖÓËɯÉàɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÒÐËÚɯÛÏÈÛɯ ÕËÙÌÞɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÕÈÔÌɯÍÖÙɯÈɯËÖÎȭɯ (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ

anything else about school and I wipe my eyes and eat some spaghetti.  I don't know 

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

 

I wait for Mum to come back.  Or Andrew.  (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÚ×ÈÎÏÌÛÛÐɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯ(ɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖȭɯ 

!ÜÛɯ(ɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÌÈÛɯÐÛȮɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÐÊÌɯÛÖɯ×ÈÐÕÛɯÛÏÌɯÌÔ×ÛàɯÊÈÕÚɯÞÏÌÕɯÐÛɯÙÈÐÕÚȭɯ (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÕɯ

as much either. 

 

One night I 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, and 

when you came out you didnɀÛɯÊÙàȮɯàÖÜɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÔÐÓÌËȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÏÌÓÓÖȭɯ You were the biggest 

star of the show. 

I wake up and smile.   If the Circus came and found me they would be so proud 

ÖÍɯÏÖÞɯÉÐÎɯ(ɀËɯÎÖÛȭɯ Then we could go and find Mum.  It starts to rain and I cry a bit 

because somewhere out there Andrew is scared too.  I get up and paint some cans with 

the colour of his fur.  I paint one with his big black nose.  

In the morning I find a lizard on the porch.  

He's baking in the sun, a little sizzly steam coming off his back and I pick him up 

to say hello and he breaks.  Right in two.  I hold his squiggly tail as he slithers off.  I 

feel a bit sad.  That he would rather break than sit in my big hand.  Also that my dress 
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tears in a couple of places when I bend down to pick him up.  But mostly because he 

breaks.  I take the tail inside and I put it inside one of my Andrew cans.  He already 

had four legs and big floppy can ears. When I 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 I 

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

 

The Circus is coming.  They sing songs and do cartwheels.  The Alligator Man snaps his teeth.  

The Fat Lady sings.  They throw spaghetti worms into the air, and I look down and see that 

ÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯÓÖÛÚɯÖÍɯÛÐÕàɯÓÐáÈÙËÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÈÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯ ÕËÙÌÞɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭ 

 

(ɯÞÈÒÌɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÔàɯÏÈÐÙɯÞÈÚɯÚÞÌÈÛàɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȭɯ ,àɯÓÌÎÚɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÜÙÛȭɯ But 

ÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÖɯÓÖÕÎ.  I get up and hit my head as I walk out of my bedroom.  I think maybe 

the house shrunk a bit when I was asleep.  I grab a new can and go out to the porch 

and sit on the steps next to Andrew.  'ÌɀÚɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÙÐáÖÕɯÈÕËɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɀÚɯ

different.  My eyes feel funny.  (ɯÖ×ÌÕɯÔàɯÊÈÕɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯ×ÌÈÙÚȭ 

I look at the pear tree.  

And see it. 

The speck. 

Finally.  

I step off the porch and my toes get dusty.  I run to the gate, right by the well and 

the speck gets bigger.  ,ÈàÉÌɯÐÛɀÚɯ,ÜÔȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒȭɯ But it start s to make a sound.  

The Circus is coming! 
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I yell at Andrew Cans and he wags his tail so hard it flies off.  

I clap my hands and wave them in but then a sound comes from the well.  

Help. 

I lean over the edge and look into the black. 

Hello? 

Help. 

Mum?  What are you doing down there? 

(ɯ×ÜÛɯÔàɯÌÈÙɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÓÌɯÉÜÛɯ,ÜÔɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎɯÌÓÚÌȭ 

(ÛɀÚɯÖÒÈàȮɯ,ÜÔȮɯÛÏÌɯÚ×ÌÊÒɯÐÚɯÕÌÈÙÓàɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ The Circus is coming to help us. 

I walk back to the gate and wave my arms up high.  But as it gets closer, Andrew 

Cans comes closer and whines a bit, he clatters as he shakes. 

(ÛɀÚɯÖÒÈàȭ 

I say as I smooth my tight yellow dress, bursting at the seams. 

(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÖÞȭ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

yt sumner  likes words and people that write them. People that listen to them. People 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 
ÍÁÇÁÚÉÎÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔÌÙ Ãoaxing a motley group of them into a collection. 
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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 f armland.  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.   

&ÐÓɀÚɯÖÓËÌÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȮɯ3ÏÌÖȮɯÜÕÞÙÈ××ÌËɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯàÌÈÙɯÐÕɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ&ÐÓɯ

receÐÝÌËɯÏÐÚɯÛÖàɯÊÈÙ×ÌÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÚÌÛɯȹÈÕɯÖËËɯÎÐÍÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÉÖàɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÕɯÈÚÛÙÖÕÈÜÛȺɯ

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 ɭ Mom first, then others as the years went by ɭ 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 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÊÙÌËÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȮɯÈÕËɯ,ÖÔɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËȭ 

Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ#ÈËȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ2ÈÕÛÈȮɂɯ,ÖÔɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ2ÈÕÛÈɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÙÌÈÓȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯsaid. 

Ɂ,ÖÙÌɯÙÌÈÓɯÛÏÈÕɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛȮɂɯ&ÙÌÈÛɯ ÜÕÛɯ%ÌÓÔÈɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÛÖÖÒɯÈɯ

deep, soulful drag on her Marlboro.  On the exhale, her lazy eye seemed to trace the 
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path of the smoke as it curled around the threadbare Christmas tree and up to the 

popcorn ceiling.   

Ɂ6ÏÖɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÊÖÖÒÐÌÚȳɂɯÈÚÒÌËɯ,ÖÔȭ 

 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.   

 Ɂ,àɯÞÖÙËȮɂɯwas the only 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 reflected 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 lines acro ÚÚɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÉÖËàȭɯɯ3Öɯ&ÐÓȮɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯ

an animal divided into steaks and chops.  Theo stood wall -eyed with fear.  

 Ɂ.ÏȮɂɯ,ÖÔɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯɯɁ,ÖÙÌɯÊÖÖÒÐÌÚȳɂɯ 

 

*** 

 

The pants retired to the bottom drawer until the Growth Spurt the following sum mer, 

ÞÏÌÕɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÏÖÙÔÖÕÌÚɯÖÙÎÈÕÐáÌËɯÈÕËɯÈËËÌËɯÍÖÜÙɯÐÕÊÏÌÚɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÈÔÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯ

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 
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sweatshirt.  The Spurt appeared to strike indiscriminately.  Gil examined himself in the 

mirror for signs of his own mutation.  

 3ÏÌɯÜ×ÚÏÖÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ2×ÜÙÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÍÜÓÓàɯÙÌÈÓÐáÌËɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ'ÈÓÓÖÞÌÌÕɯ

dance.  Gil watched from under his bedsheet/cÖÚÛÜÔÌɯÈÚɯ3ÏÌÖɯÛÙÐÌËɯÖÕɯÓÈÚÛɯàÌÈÙɀÚɯ

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.   

 Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÞÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÜÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÖÍÍÌÙÌËȭɯɯ 

 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.   

 Ɂ3ÙàɯÛÏÌÔȮɂɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɯÜÙÎÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÚÏÌɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯÉÌàÖÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÖsed door. 

 Ɂ(ÛɀÓÓɯÉÌɯËÈÙÒɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÎàÔȮɯÙÐÎÏÛȳɂɯ&ÐÓɯÈËËÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÏÐÚɯ×ÐÓÓÖÞȭɯɯ 

 The possibilities of the dance would have died on the floor, smothered by 

ÛÙÖÜÚÌÙÚȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÉÓÖÕËÌɯÎÐÙÓɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÏÖÖÓɀÚɯÍÓÈÎɯÊÖÙ×ÚȮɯÈɯ-ÖÙÚÌɯÔÈÐËÌÕɯ

with great  soft breasts barely contained by her band uniform ɭ shapes so impressive 

that even ten year-old Gil wondered what they looked like under the bulletproof green 

×ÖÓàÌÚÛÌÙȭɯɯ'ÌÙɯÕÈÔÌɯÞÈÚɯ6ÌÕËàȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÌɀËɯ×ÙÖÔÐÚÌËɯÛÖɯÞÈÐÛɯÍÖÙɯ3ÏÌÖɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯ

concession stand so they 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 

ÛÏÌɯ"ÙÈÛÊÏÌÛÛɀÚȭɯɯ 
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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.   

 Ɂ'ÖÞɯËÐËɯÐÛɯÎÖȳɂɯɯ&ÐÓɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯɯɁ#ÐËɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÔȳɂɯɯ6ÌÕËàɀÚɯÐÔ×ÙÌÚÚÐÝÌɯÊÏÌÚÛɯ

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. 

 Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚɯÈÙÌɯÕÖÛɯƕƔƔǔɯÊÖÛÛÖÕȭɂɯɯ'ÌɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÏÈËɯÈɯÚÊÐÌÕÛÐÍÐÊɯÉÌÕÛȭɯɯ

Ɂ3ÏÌàɯÏÖÓËɯÈɯ×ÙÌÛÛàɯÚÖÓÐËɯÚÛÈÛÐÊɯÊÏÈÙÎÌȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ'ÌɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÞÖÙÕɯÈÕËɯÚÔÈÓÓȭɯɯɁ!àɯ

ÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɀËɯÞÈÓÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÐßɯÉÓÖÊÒÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯÍÐÌÓËɯÛÖɯÔÌÌÛɯ6ÌÕdy, and on to the 

ÎàÔȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÑÜÔ×ÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯ,Ùȭɯ"ÙÈÛÊÏÌÛÛɀÚɯ!ÜÐÊÒȭɂ 

 Ɂ'ÌɯÎÈÝÌɯÔÌɯÈɯ!ÜÛÛÌÙÍÐÕÎÌÙȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

 Ɂ2ÏÜÛɯÜ×ȮɯÛÞÌÙ×Ȯɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÐÕÚÜÓÛɯÚÖÜÕËÌËɯÛÐÙÌËȭɯɯ'ÌɯÙÖÓÓÌËɯÖÝÌÙɯÖÕÛÖɯ

his back.   

 Ɂ(ɯÞÖÜÓËɯÏÈÝÌɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÒÈàȮɯ×ÙÖÉÈÉÓàȮɯÌÝÌÕɯËÜÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÖÞɯËÈÕÊÌÚȭɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯ

ÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÎÌÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÛÖɯ6ÌÕËàɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɭ ɂ 

 Ɂ!ÖÖÉÚȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭ 

 Ɂ"ÏÈ×ÌÙÖÕÌÚȭɂɯɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÏÖÖÒɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËȮɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÐÙɯáÞÐÚÏ-zwishing against the 

pillowcase.  Ɂ!ÜÛɯÚÏÌɀËɯÉÌÌÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÖÙÛÏÖËÖÕÛÐÚÛȭɂ 

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

 Ɂ(ɯÚÈÞɯÏÌÙɯÕÌÞɯÉÙÈÊÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚ×ÓÐÛɯÚÌÊÖÕËȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÛÏÌÕɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÞÌÕÛɯ

blank and my nose felt like it caught fire.  I thought a meteorite had come through the 

roof.  John and Mallory were dancing next to us, and they said the spark was six inches 

ÓÖÕÎȭɂɯɯ'ÌɯÚÐÎÏÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÔÌÓÛÌËɯ6ÌÕËàɀÚɯÙÜÉÉÌÙɯÉÈÕËÚȭɂɯɯɯ 
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 Gil lay still on his own twin bed, close by in the dark, and listened.  

 Ɂ(ɯÓÐÒÌËɯÏÌÙȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯËÐËȭɂɯɯ 

 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. 

 

*** 

 

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 

ÓÌÈÙÕÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÎÙÈÛÌÍÜÓɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯËÐÓÐÎÌÕÊÌȭɯɯ(ÕɯÚÌÝÌÕÛÏɯÎÙÈËÌ, when Wes Schultz, 

who had been ÏÌÓËɯÉÈÊÒɯÚÖɯÔÈÕàɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÏÈËɯËÙÖ××ÌËɯÛÞÐÊÌȮɯÛÞÐÚÛÌËɯ&ÐÓɀÚɯ

ÈÙÔɯÜ×ɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙɯÉÓÈËÌÚȮɯ&ÐÓɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÜÙÛɯÈÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÈÚɯ

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 

ÛÖɯÚÕÈÎɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÈ×ɯÖÍɯÊÈÙÛÐÓÈÎÌɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ6ÌÚɀÚɯÕÖÚÛÙÐÓÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÐÕÊÏɯÐÛɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÜÔÉɯÈÕËɯ

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.    

 

*** 

 

Theo got a car to match the pants: a 1978 Plymouth Voláre, sporting a four-on-the-floor 

and carpeting the color of dried blood.  Ugly car plus anger equaled tick ets, which, in 
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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 Voláre a fender.  Gil rode with  him, 

during the short periods between license suspensions, and learned to call the strap 

ÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÚÚÌÕÎÌÙɯÚÌÈÛɯɁÛÏÌɯ)ÌÚÜÚɯÏÈÕËÓÌȭɂɯɯɯ 

 

*** 

 

.Õɯ&ÐÓɀÚɯÍÐÍÛÌÌÕÛÏɯÉÐÙÛÏËÈàȮɯ3ÏÌÖɯ×ÈÊÒÌËɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÍÖÙɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȭɯɯ&ÐÓɯÍÖÜÕËɯÈɯÞÈàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÖÜÛɯ

of the house during MomɀÚɯÚÜÙÌ-to-be tearful goodbye.  When he returned, a paper 

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

ÏÖÊÒÌàɯÚÛÐÊÒȮɯÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ×ÈÙÛÐÕÎɯÚÏÖÛȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÉÓÜÌɯÏÈËɯÕÖÛɯ

faded over the years.   

 

*** 

 

&ÐÓɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÏÐÎÏɯÚÊÏÖÖÓÌÙàɯ×ÙÌ-occupied him ɭ girls, mostly, without great success but 

certainly more than his brother, as learning was also accomplished by absorbing what 

not to do ɭ ÉÜÛɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎɯÙÖÓÓÌËɯÈÙÖÜÕËȮɯÏÌɀËɯÏÈËɯÈÕɯÐËÌÈɯÍÖÙɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÉÐÙÛÏday.  

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 half-gallon of glue held the thing together, the 

screw heads spaced so closely in places that the metal obscured the pine.  The final 

×ÙÖËÜÊÛɯÞÌÐÎÏÌËɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÛÖɯÚÐßÛàɯ×ÖÜÕËÚȮɯÈÕËɯÐÛɯÔÈËÌɯÈɯÚÐÎÕÐÍÐÊÈÕÛɯËÌÕÛɯÐÕɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÖÓËɯ

mattress. 
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 Ɂ3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯÈɯÉÐÙÛÏËÈàɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛȳɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÛÐÔÌɯÏÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÖÔÌȭ 

 Ɂ8ÌÚȭɂ 

 Ɂ8ÖÜɯÔÈËÌɯÛÏÐÚȳɂɯ 

 Ɂ8Ì×Ȯɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭ 

 Ɂ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛȮɯÉàɯÈÕàɯÊÏÈÕÊÌȮɯÏÈÝÌɯÈɯ×ÈÐÙɯÖÍɯÊÖÙËÜÙÖàɯ×ÈÕÛÚɯÐÕÚÐËÌȳɂ 

 Ɂ'ÈÙËɯÛÖɯÛÌÓÓȮɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳɂ 

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

 

*** 

 

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 

ÈɯÕÖÛÌɯÞÙÐÛÛÌÕɯÐÕɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÉÌÌÛÓÐÕÎɯÚÊÙÐ×Ûȯ 

 

(ɀÝÌɯËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯàÖÜɯÔàɯÖÓËɯÊÈÙȭɯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÏÈËɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÛhink you can still get 

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

  

3ÏÌàɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛȭɯ The compression of a ton and a 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 

Voláre like an onion.  

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

and an inch in diameter, with the endcaps welded in place.  
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Seventeen came and went with no pants in sight, as Theo was busy flunking out 

ÖÍɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȭɯɯ'ÌɀËɯÞÐÛÏËÙÈÞÕɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯËÖÙÔɯÙÖÖÔɯÈÕËɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÜÕÛÐÓɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔ×ÜÚɯ

police evicted him a month into the next semester.   

Gil opened a dresser drawer stuffed with the glossy college brochures that 

ÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯËÈÐÓàȭɯɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȮɯÖÙɯÙÈÛÏÌÙȮɯÏÐÚɯÍÖÙÔÌÙɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȮɯÓÈàɯÖÕɯÛÖ×ȭɯ&ÐÓɯ×ÜÛɯÐÛɯ

straight into the trash.   

 

*** 

 

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.  

 

*** 

 

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

Beneath the surface of ÛÏÌɯÍÙÖáÌÕɯËÜÊÒɯ×ÖÕËɯÖÕɯ&ÙÌÈÛɯ ÜÕÛɯ%ÌÓÔÈɀÚɯÍÈÙÔȭ 

 

*** 

 

&ÙÌÈÛɯ ÜÕÛɯ%ÌÓÔÈɯËÐÌËɯÚÏÖÙÛÓàɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯ&ÐÓɀÚɯÛÞÌÕÛà-ÍÐÙÚÛɯÉÐÙÛÏËÈàȭɯɯ2ÏÌɀËɯÔÈËÌɯÐÛɯÛÖɯ

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 
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ÚÔÖÖÛÏÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÌÙɯÍÖÙÌÏÌÈËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÚÓÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÎÐÙÓɯÞÏÖɀËɯÏÌÈÙËɯher name 

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.  

 Ɂ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈɯÛÖÛÈÓɯÉÈÚÛÈÙËȮɯàÖÜɯÊÖÜÓËɯÉÜÙàɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯ

ÍÐÕÈÓÓàɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÓÐÒÌËɯÎÈÓÓÖÞÚɯÏÜÔÖÙȭɂɯɯ 

 Ɂ2ÓÐËÌɯÛÏÌÔɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÞÌÙɯÏÈÓÍɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÚÒÌÛȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÎÙÌÌËȭ 

 Ɂ3ÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÈɯÛÌÙÙÐÉÓÌɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖȭɂ 

 Ɂ(ÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯ×ÜÛɯÈÕɯÌÕËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚȭɂ 

 Barry Manilow ɀÚɯɁ,ÈÕËàɂɯÌÈÚÌËɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÏÐËËÌÕɯÚ×ÌÈÒÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÊÙÌ×ÛɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

flowers.  Felma had carried a torch for the coiffed singer her entire life, and when 

ÎÐÝÌÕɯÏÈÓÍɯÈɯÊÏÈÕÊÌɯÞÖÜÓËɯÚ×ÖÜÛɯÏÌÙɯÓÖÕÎɯÓÐÚÛɯÖÍɯ×ÓÈÕÚɯÐÍɯÚÏÌɀËɯÌÝÌÙɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÏÐÔɯÈÓÖÕÌȭɯɯ 

 Ɂ#ÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÈs she ɭ ɂ 

 Ɂ6ÏÖɯÎÈÝÌɯÜÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚȳɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯ 

 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 

ÛÏÖÚÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÈÎÖȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÏÌ details of the latest pants delivery. 

 3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÍÐÈÕÊõÌȮɯ!ÙÐËÎÌÛȮɯÞÈÐÛÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÐÍÓÐÕÎȮɯÝÌÓÖÜÙÌËɯÙÌÊÌ×ÛÐÖÕɯÙÖÖÔȭɯɯ(ÛɯÛÖÖÒɯ

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.   



   18 

 Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÔÌÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȮɯÛÈÒÐÕÎɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÏÐÚɯÛÞÖȮɯɁÉÜÛɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯ

ÓÐÒÌɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÚÈàɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÖɯÚÖÔÌÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯÐÚɯÌÕÎÈÎÌËɯÛÖɯÔÈÙÙàɯÔàɯÉÌÓÖÝÌËɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȭɂɯɯ 

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.  

Ɂ8ÌÚȳɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɯËÖɯÉÌÛÛÌÙȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

6ÏÌÕɯ3ÏÌÖɯ×ÜÚÏÌËɯÏÐÔȮɯÈɯÞÙÈ××ÌËɯ×ÈÊÒÈÎÌɯÚÓÐËɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÜÕËÌÙɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÑÈÊÒÌÛɯÛÖɯ

land at their feet.  He snatched it up and headed for the casket, but Gil put him in a 

headlock before he could disturb Felma one final time.   

Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯÚÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÐÛɯÛÖɯÌÕËȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

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

 ÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÕÌÙÈÓȮɯ&ÐÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯ3ÏÌÖɯÍÖÙɯÚÐßɯÔÖÕÛÏÚȭɯ&ÐÓɀÚɯÉÐÙÛhday passed 

with no pants in sight.  3ÏÌàɀËɯÈÓÞÈàÚɯÛÈÓÒÌËɯÛÖɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÐÕɯÍÐÛÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛÚȮɯÊÈÓÓÐÕÎɯ

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 

ÏÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÐÕɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯËÐÙÌÊÛÐÖÕȮɯÕÖɯÔÈÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÖÙɯËÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯ

between them, like a bird finding its way home.   

 When Theo did call, BridgeÛɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯÊÈÔÌɯÜ×ɯÍÖÜÙɯÛÐÔÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÊÖÕÝÌÙÚÈÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ

Ɂ6ÌɂɯÏÈËɯÓÌÈÒÌËɯÐÕɯÛÖɯÕÌÚÛÓÌɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯɁ(ȮɂɯÈÕËɯÈɯÉÙÐÎÏÛÕÌÚÚɯÚÜÍÍÜÚÌËɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÕÌɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÏÐÚɯ

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: 

ÊÈÙÌÌÙȮɯÙÌÈÓɯÌÚÛÈÛÌɯÈÕËɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɯɯ'ÌɀËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÈÚɯÈÕɯ(3ɯËÐÙÌÊÛÖÙɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÊÌÔÌÕÛɯ×ÓÈÕÛɯÐÕɯÈɯ

town four hours away, abandoning his plans for an internet start -up.  Gil focused on 
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the idea that his brother seemed happy and tried to forget the way Bridget had curled 

ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÚɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÕÚÐÛÐÝÌɯÊÌÕÛÌÙɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ×ÈÓÔɯÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɀËɯÛÈÒÌÕɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÕËɯÐÕɯ

his.   

 

*** 

 

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

months.  Gil d id 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 

groomsÔÌÕɯÏÈËɯÙÌÊÌÐÝÌËɯÈÚɯÎÐÍÛÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÐÛÏÌÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÙÙÐÌËɯÖÙÎÈÕÐÚÛɀÚɯËÙÌÚÚɯÏÐÛÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

floor of his hotel room.        

 

*** 

  

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

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

ÛÏÌÕɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÜÙÐÌËɯÜÕËÌÙɯÈɯÍÙÌÚÏÓàɯÚÖËËÌËɯÓÈÞÕȭɯɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÉÜËËÐÌÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌɯÓÈÜÕÊÏÌËɯ

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 ɭ stepping stones ɭ became permanent, with Gil in h is cubicle at an aerospace 

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

ÈÕËɯ3ÏÌÖɯÒÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÔÌÕÛɯ×ÓÈÕÛɀÚɯÊÖÔ×ÜÛÌÙÚɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎȭɯɯ 
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*** 

  

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

  

She has the 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 

ÊÈÓÓÌËɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÊÌÓÓɯ×ÏÖÕÌȭɯɯ-ÖɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȭɯɯ'ÐÚɯÚÌÊÖÕËɯÊÈÓÓɯÞÈÚɯÛÖɯ,ÖÔȮɯÞÏÖɯ×ÐÊÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯ

the first ring.  Her answers wer e short and angry: Bridget had had other men, lots of 

them, since before the wedding.   

 'ÌɯÎÙÐ××ÌËɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÌÌÙÐÕÎɯÞÏÌÌÓɯÏÈÙËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯËÙÐÝÌɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÖÓËɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɯ

trying to keep his speed below double the limit.  Bridget opened the door wearing only 

one ÖÍɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÖÓËɯËÙÌÚÚɯÚÏÐÙÛÚȭɯɯɯ 

 Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÉàȮɂɯÚÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ2ÏÌɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯÖÕÌɯÈÙÔɯÖÝÌÙÏÌÈËɯÈÕËɯ

stretched against the doorframe like a cat.  The hem of the shirt rode up her smooth 

thighs.  Ɂ(ɯÈÚÚÜÔÌËɯàÖÜɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÞÈÐÛɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÓÖÕÎÌÙȮɯÛÏÖÜÎÏȭɂɯɯ 

 Gil took a deep breath, and followed her into the house.  

 

*** 

 

'ÌɯÞÈÓÒÌËɯÚÛÐÍÍÓàɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÌ×ÚɯÖÍɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÈ×ÈÙÛÔÌÕÛɯÊÖÔ×ÓÌßȮɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÚÔÌÓÓÌËɯÝÈÎÜÌÓàɯÖÍɯ

piss.  His crotch was chafed and raw, and he swung his legs in wide, short steps like a 

gunslinger in a shootout.   
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 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. 

 Ɂ!ÙÖȳɂ 

 Rustling in the bathroom.  Gil knocked o n the flimsy door.  

 Ɂ&ÖɯÈÞÈàȭɂ 

 &ÐÓɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȭɯɯ'ÌɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ×ÐÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÉÖßÌÚɯÚÛÈÊÒÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÕàɯÓÐÝÐÕÎɯÈÙÌÈȭɯɯ 

 Ɂ ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÛÏÌÙÌȳɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÚÒÌËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȭ 

 Ɂ-ÖȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ(ɯÓÌÍÛȭɯɯ.×ÌÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȭɂ 

 Ɂ/ÐÚÚɯÖÍÍȭɂ 

 Ɂ6ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÈÙÎÜÌɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȮɂ &ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ8ÌÓÓȮɯÉÈÙÎÈÐÕȮɯÚÊÙÌÈÔȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯ(ɀÓÓɯÒÐÊÒɯÐÛɯÐÕɯ

ÈÕàÞÈàȭɯɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÊÜÛɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÐËËÓÌɯÔÈÕȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÒÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÜÙÐÛàɯËÌ×ÖÚÐÛɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯ

ÓÖÝÌÓàɯÕÌÞɯÏÖÔÌȭɯɯ(ɯÕÌÌËɯàÖÜÙɯÏÌÓ×ȭɂɯ 

   ÍÛÌÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛɯÖÍɯÚÐÓÌÕÊÌȮɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËȭɯɯɁ8ÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÔàɯÏÌÓ×ȳɂ 

 Ɂ8ÌÚȭɂ 

 Ɂ6Ïàȳɂ 

 Ɂ(ɯÊÈÕɯÉÈÙÌÓàɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȮɯɁÈÕËɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÍÌÌÓɯÔàɯÍÌÌÛȭɂ 

 The door unlocked with a metallic ping and swung open to reveal Theo with 

matted hair and three-day beard. 

 Ɂ)ÌÚÜÚȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯ 

 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 

ÏÐÚɯÔÌÔÖÙÐÌÚɯÖÍɯÊÏÐÓËÏÖÖËȮɯÛÏÌàɀËɯÚÏÙÜÕÒȭɯɯ'ÌɯÊÖÜÓËɯÍÌÌÓɯÎÙÈÐÕÚɯÖÍɯÊÖÕÊÙÌÛÌɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÐÕɯ

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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 Ɂ8ÖÜɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÍÜÊÒɯÏÌÙȮɯËÐËɯàÖÜȳɂ 

 Ɂ2ÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÔÌɯÛÖȭɂ 

 Ɂ(ɯÒÕÖÞȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ2ÏÌɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌȭɂ 

 Ɂ(ɯÛÐÌËɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÚÏÌɯÞÈÕÛÌËȭɯɯ-ÐÊÌɯÈÕËɯÛÐÎÏÛȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯ 

 Ɂ6ÏàɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯÛÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÛÏÐÚȳɂ 

 Ɂ.×ÌÕÌËɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚȭɯɯ3ÖÖÒɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÙÌÌÕÚȭɂ 

 Theo looked up, seeming smaller than ever, as if he, too, had diminished over the 

years.   

 Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÉÈËɯàÌÈÙɯÍÖÙɯÔÖÚØÜÐÛÖÌÚɯÈÕËɯÉÓÈÊÒɯÍÓÐÌÚȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌËȭ 

 3ÏÌÖɯ×ÖÕËÌÙÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȭɯɯ'ÌɯÕÖËËÌËȭɯɯɁ(ÛɯÐÚɯÞÖÙÚÌɯÛÏÈÕɯÕÖÙÔÈÓȭɂɯ 

 Ɂ,ÈàÉÌɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ×ÖÜÙÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÖÕÌàɯÖÕɯÏÌÙȭɂ 

 The weak fluorescent bulb lit the bathroom like a cheap horror movie.  It limned 

ÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÙɯÖÕɯ3ÏÌÖɀÚɯÕÖÚÌȮɯÈÕËɯÊÈÚÛɯÚÏÈËÖÞÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÛÞÐÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÊÖÙÕÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÜÛÏȭ 

 Ɂ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚȳɂɯ  

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.   

 Ɂ3ÈÒÐÕÎɯÈɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÚÜÙÝÌàȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÕÚÞÌÙÌËɯØÜÐÌÛÓàȭ 

 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.   

 Ɂ-ÐÊÌɯÊÖÓÓÌÊÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÏÈÙËɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯÖÕÊÌɯàÖÜɯÎÌÛɯÚÛÈÙÛÌËȭɯ 6ÏàɀËɯàÖÜɯ

ÎÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÐßɯÐÕÊÏɯÉÈÙÙÌÓȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȮɯÏÐÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÊÙÈÊÒÐÕÎȭɯɯɁ8Öu feeling like a cowboy, 

ÛÖÖȳɂ 

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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 3ÏÌÖɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÈàɯÈÕàÛÏÐÕÎȭɯɯ'ÌɯÒÌ×ÛɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙȭ 

 Gil picked up  a prescription and read the label. 

 Ɂ ȭɯ&ÌÙÙàȮɯ#5,ȳɂɯ 

 That got a response.  Theo cleared his throat. 

 Ɂ(ÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÞÌɯÏÈËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɯÓÌÍÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭ 

 Gil waited for him to finish.  

 Ɂ3ÏÌàɀÙÌȮɯÜÔȮɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÛȭɯɯ ÕÛÐÉÐÖÛÐÊÚȭɂɯɯɯɯ 

 Gil placed the bottle gently back on the counter.   

Ɂ6ÌÓÓȮɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÊÓÌÈÙɯÜ×ɯÛÏÈÛɯÕÈÚÛàɯÜÙÐÕÈÙàɯÛÙÈÊÛɯÐÕÍÌÊÛÐÖÕɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÎÖȭɂɯɯ 

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.   

Ɂ'ÌÙÌȭɂ 

 Ɂ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖȭɂ 

 Ɂ-ÖÛɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÈÚÚÏÖÓÌȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ&ÌÛɯÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÈÕÛÚȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯáÐ××ÌÙɯÐÚɯÍÜÚÌËɯ

ÚÏÜÛȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÚÛÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÐÙÊÜÓÈÛÐÖÕɯÚÖÖÕȮɯÔàɯÛÖÌÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯËÙÖ×ɯ

ÖÍÍȭɂɯɯ 

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.   

Ɂ)ÌÚÜÚɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȵɂɯ 

Theo dropped the razor and shook his hand.  The spark had burned a pinhole in 

his thumb.  Gil snickered.  

Ɂ8ÖÜɯÒÕÌÞɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈ××ÌÕȳɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÚÒÌËȭɯɯ 

Ɂ(ɯÛÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÔÐÎÏÛȭɯɯ"ÖÔÌɯÖÕȮɯÊÜÛɯÔÌɯÖÜÛȭɯɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÈÙÌɯÔÈÒÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÚÛÌÙÐÓÌȭɂɯɯ 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÐÍɯÛÏÌàɯÚÏÖÊÒɯÔÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȳɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 
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Ɂ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÑÜÐÊÌɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈËȮɂɯ&ÐÓɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ!ÌÚÐËÌÚɯȭɯȭɯȭɯÈÙÌÕɀÛɯ(ɯ

ÞÖÙÛÏɯÐÛȳɂ 

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 

ÛÏÌÙÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÈɯÍÌÞɯÕÐÊÒÚɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÜÙÛȭ 

Ɂ-ÐÊÌɯÉÖßÌÙÚȮɂɯ3ÏÌÖɯÚÈÐËȭ 

Ɂ3ÏÈÕÒÚȭɯ 8ÖÜɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÞÌÈÙÐÕÎɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÊÏÌÈ×ɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÉÙÐÌÍÚȳɂ 

Ɂ"ÏÌÈ×ɯÏÖÛÌÓȳɂɯɯɯɯ 

Ɂ-ÖɯÉÈÓÓÙÖÖÔȭɂ 

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.  

Ɂ-ÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯËÖɯÞÌɯËÖȳɂɯÏÌɯÈÚÒÌËȭ 

Gil took  the razor from him and dropped it in the trash.  

Ɂ6ÌɀÓÓɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÜÛȮɂɯÏÌɯÚÈÐËȭɯɯɁ%ÐÙÚÛȮɯÓÌÛɀÚɯÎÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÏÐÛÏÖÓÌȭɯ You 

ÊÈÕɯÚÛÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌȭɯɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯ×ÐÊÒɯÜ×ɯàÖÜÙɯÚÛÜÍÍɯÓÈÛÌÙȭɂ 

The boys headed for the door.   

 

*** 

 

Less than a year later, Gil came home late from work to find another suspicious 

envelope in his mail.  Theo had moved out months before, but they still talked every 

ÞÌÌÒȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯÉÐÙÛÏËÈàɯÊÈÙËɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÏÈËɯÈɯÊÈÙÛÖÖÕɯÙÖÊÒÌÛɯÚÏÐ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛȮɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈËȮɯɁ-ÖÞɯ
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àÖÜɯÈÙÌɯ2(7ȭɂɯɯ3ÏÌÖɯÏÈËɯÈËËÌËɯÛÏÌɯɁtimes 5ɂɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÖÞÕɯÚÊÙÈÞÓȭɯɯ'ÐÚɯÏÈÕËÞÙÐÛÐÕÎɯÏÈËɯ

gotten worse in his middle age.   

 

 My college buddy owed me a favor.   

 7:25 p.m. ɬ 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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