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Editor's Note 
 
 
"Folk lore means that the soul is sane, but that the universe is wild and 
full of marvels." 
— G. K. Chesterton, "The Dragon's Grandmother" 
 
 
Each of the four stories in our eighty-sixth issue features an 
ordinary person in extraordinary circumstances. Becca Borawski 
Jenkins describes a world of sideshow performers where the 
regular dude is the odd one out. Daniele De Serto lives the dream 
of being a basketball superstar, with amusingly surreal results. 
Isaac Teile's low-ranking henchman beats the odds, much to 
everyone's annoyed surprise, and Hamdy Elgammal dares to 
imagine a world where humans and giant insects can fall in love. 
 
 
 
— Laura Garrison 
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The Scandalous Banality of Edward the Normal Boy 
Becca Borawski Jenkins 
 
 
Though the child of a four-legged woman and a lion-faced man, 
Edward turned out to be woefully normal. His hands each held 
four fingers and a thumb. His head was round. He had no 
extraneous appendages, twins, or otherwise intriguing assets. No 
one screamed on the day he was born. 

He tried to gain weight and then tried to lose it. He sat in the 
sun hoping his skin would burn and slough off. He refused to cut 
his hair. He tried to pull out his teeth, but they wouldn't budge, so 
he borrowed the teeth discarded by others and tried to add them 
in. He pierced his body with pins and nails but couldn't pretend 
not to feel the pain. He was neither an unnatural nor natural freak. 

Despite his father's genes, Edward's hair only grew on his head 
in all the traditional places. Despite his mother's extra limbs, 
nothing he added to his body would stick. He sat in the audience 
each night as his parents performed, because what else was there 
for him to do? "Edward the Normal Boy" had no ring to it, and, in 
the end, this is what made Edward so very strange.  

 
 

Though Edward's mother had four legs, she mostly walked on two. 
Legs one and two were pretty much like anyone's, while the third 
and fourth legs were much smaller and nestled in between. Anyone 
else would imagine those legs didn't contribute much, certainly not 
more than they took away—but Edward and his parents knew 
better. 

The first and the second leg helped you to crawl and then 
helped you to walk. The first and the second leg fit into a proper 
pair of pants. The first and second leg made men gasp when you 
lifted your skirt. The third and the fourth leg made women scream. 
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The third and the fourth leg got you left on the hospital 
doorstep. The third and the fourth leg made the nurse beg the 
priest to take you in. The third and the fourth leg got you sold for 
the same sum as it cost to refurnish the rectory living room. Sold to 
the man who perused all the orphanages and churches and jails 
and hospitals for something as unique and wondrous and horrible 
as you. 

The third and the fourth leg got you a husband even if his face 
was covered in fur. If you'd had only three legs or even two, he 
wouldn't have looked at you a second time. You would have 
blended with the rest of the world. With four legs, everyone looked 
again and again. The third and the fourth leg got you a job and a 
home and a photographer who painted your face and made you sit 
for a tin-type for free or a painter who made you pose in the most 
awkward and unnatural of positions so you could feature in the 
company poster. And you agreed and even smiled, because you 
wouldn't say no to such a thing—for this is what the third and 
fourth leg brought you and if you hadn't had these legs, you would 
not have these things.  

Because you can't be the four-legged woman without leg three 
and leg four. 

 
 

Edward's father parted his hair down the middle of his face. Which 
he could do because his face was in fact covered in hair, though he 
called it, for the benefit of his benefactors, fur. It wasn't so much 
that he was actually lion, but that when his hair, which was 
plentiful, was done properly, it flowed like a regal mane—from 
every pore on his body. When not done right, his mane made him 
appear as a beast that might crawl out in the night from the New 
Jersey woods. 

"You know of the wendigo?" Edward's father asked him. 
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"I don't," Edward said as he picked the hairs from his father's 
other brush. 

"The Algonquian say he is a cannibal monster," his father 
replied as he pawed the knots from his beard. 

"Who is an Algonquian? And what is a cannibal?" Edward 
asked. 

"People with dark skin, and people who eat people." 
His father held out his hand and Edward traded the second hair 

brush for the first. He began plucking hairs once again. A pile had 
grown at his side.  

"Are either of them with the company?" he asked. 
"Don't be silly," his father said. "Did you hear me? The wendigo 

is an actual monster." 
"How so?" 
"He is transformed by greed, the Algonquian say. In winter, he 

sneaks into their camps and eats everything he finds. He is hungry 
beyond belief." His father paused and stared at Edward. Somehow 
Edward knew he was raising an eyebrow. "He eats everything," his 
father said. 

"Everything?" 
"Everything." 
Edward pictured the space between the bottom of their tent and 

the earth. The space where the moonlight crept in and the cold 
wind poked at his spine in the middle of the night. 

"What does the wendigo look like?" he asked. 
"A skinny man," his father replied. 
"I've seen plenty of skinny men." 
"You might have seen the wendigo then." 
"How would I know? What's different about it?" 
"Not so much," Edward's father said. 
"It's not . . . "Edward asked. 
"Like us?" Edward's father shook his head, billowing his golden 

mane. "No, he's a normal man. Except sometimes his breath smells 
like rot." 
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"Oh," Edward whispered, exhaling his breath to the side and 
hating that he was a normal boy. 

 
 

In winter, when the train was parked and the spectacle stopped 
moving, people still came to ride the elephants. They forfeited their 
change for an opportunity to ascend the stairs and walk the plank, 
to stand and wait for an empty elephant to circle around. The 
elephants hardly needed to be guided. They'd been walking in 
circles for years, for decades, for a memory longer than a man was 
capable of.  

The elephants paused, their backs level with the elevated 
platform, while the spectators lurched aboard. When the man in the 
candy-cane pants whistled, their slow shuffle resumed. They 
shuffled in the mud, the slush, and the snow. When it rained, the 
water gathered and ran down their trunks and the spectators were 
handed a rainbow of umbrellas. Atop the backs of pachyderms, the 
colors of the umbrellas bobbed in the haze, keeping the damp away 
while the faces of the spectators glowed bright. The red cheeks of a 
toddler in its mother's arms. The blue thoughts of a young man 
peering over the fence at the heated tank of the mermaid. The green 
eyes of a jealous girlfriend one elephant behind. 

"Look!" they all cried to their family members spectating from 
around the well-trodden ring. "Do you see? It's an elephant!" 

Their families laughed and clapped. Though they could see, 
they could barely believe. 

An elephant. 
Could you even imagine? 
Once, Edward asked his mother if he could ride the elephants. 
His mother slapped him and said, "We don't do that to them." 

 
* * * 
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When Edward was twelve he fell in love with the mermaid girl. 
The mermaid girl was the most intoxicating of all the special people 
in their traveling band. Edward thought it was true love because he 
thought she was true. In fact, her tail was not real, and neither was 
her golden hair or the make-up on her face. She wasn't a mermaid 
at all. If Edward had known she was a normal girl, he wouldn't 
have loved her. 

He wouldn't have loved the idea of walking along the shore 
while she swam in the sea. He wouldn't have loved the idea of 
them each holding their breath—her because of the ocean, him 
because of the earth—until they caught sight of the other again. He 
wouldn't have loved the idea of waiting to see if their children 
emerged like her, with a tail and fin, with blue eyes that sparkled 
the same as her scales, with shells on her bosom that he wasn't sure 
weren't part of her body rather than a garment. Or if the children 
would turn out plain-faced and plain-lifed like him. 

The mermaid girl winked at him every time he walked past her 
tank, which he happened to do several times a day. 

Amid the chaos of the calliope and the bedlam of the barker, he 
watched her as he ran his fingers along the glass, imagining the 
damp of the condensation was his fingers running through the tips 
of waves, that all he could hear was the crashing hush of the water, 
that he was a sailor leaning over the side to catch a glimpse of his 
Aquarian bride, that she poked her head from the sea just for him. 

She pressed her lips to the water's surface and whispered. 
"Come back after closing." 
Her words sprayed out from her tank and onto him. They 

cooled his skin and smelled of tidal foam and iridescent algae. They 
rode on the promise of a different outcome. 

He returned after the carnival lights dimmed and the hall 
emptied of spectators. 

She awaited him—standing next to her tank with her tail in her 
hand. 

He couldn't take his eyes from the sight of her knees. 
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Before she could speak, he turned and ran. 
 

 
When Edward was sixteen, the woman who tore the tickets in half 
gave birth to a child. Its skin was rough, as if it were carved with a 
dull misery whip, and its teeth were pointed. None of them had the 
luxury of raising a child at home, no matter its size, shape, or color. 
So at the end of each night, Edward was sent to collect her bucket 
of ticket-halves as she sat huddled in the booth, her boy held at her 
bosom, buried in layers of clothing and shawls despite the summer 
heat. 

Edward himself could not look her in the eyes, though she was 
not his worry. 

He held out his hand so she could hook the ticket bucket on his 
fingers. 

He stared at the floor. 
He was more jealous of the haphazardly wood-sawn boy than 

his heart could bear. 
 
 

In Edward's dreams, a horn grew from the center of his head. He 
wore it all throughout the day though no one else could see it. In 
the sunshine, it sparkled. In the rain, it glistened blue. When he 
stood on the shore, the flecks of airborne sand polished it, and if 
both he and an observer turned their heads just right a flash of it 
might catch their eye and make them pull down their cap. 

At his first job interview, upon his becoming what others told 
him was something resembling a "respectable young man," Edward 
held his horn high though he knew his prospective employer could 
not see. He hoped perhaps the man could sense it. After all, his 
mother and father had always told him not to despair, that he was 
special on the inside. 
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"What's so special about you?" the man asked as if on cue and 
with his fountain pen at the ready to note every detail of what 
made Edward so different, so unique, so one of a kind and never to 
be seen again except for this one summer weekend before the circus 
left town. Or rather, so special that he should be granted the 
privilege of bagging the groceries of the summer people and 
tourists and whoever else wandered in to purchase their sundries 
from this overpriced shop. 

Edward inhaled and sat up tall. 
"So much more than anyone could ever see," Edward replied. 
The employer frowned, shook Edward's hand, and thanked him 

for stopping in. 
Later that evening, Edward stood on the midway observing his 

home. 
His eyes were struck by fireworks, his ears by the man who 

shouted from the dunk tank, from the salesman who pitched their 
wares, from the music that bumped from the rides, the carousels, 
the instruments of the musicians who came from the city and spent 
their weekends here pretending they hadn't dreamed of playing in 
the symphony, or at church, or at anything other than this. 

He climbed up onto a nearby empty train car and let the circus 
seep into him. 

The heartbeat of this traveling organism that inched its way 
across the steel spine of this country and back, that ambled up to 
the edge of each town and scampered away when it was slapped. 
The pulse of his mother and his father, somewhere in this maze of 
tents, sitting on display, getting paid to be there, to be who they 
were, nothing more, nothing less. He wished he could say the 
same. He wished he could stand there and demand attention. 

There, in the midway.  
There. 
Where last week the Russian strongman had pressed his over-

sized dumbbell into the sky. Where the bear had stood on its hind 
legs and even its handler had appeared to be afraid. Where the 
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Oriental man had flung open his coat and revealed his conjoined 
twin, tucked into his side. 

There. 
A plain girl with freckles appeared. She stood alone in the 

center of midway, which for a moment was curiously empty. The 
dust swirled around her and settled on her clothes as she squinted 
at him, a spiral of tickets dangling from her hand. 

"What's so special about you?" she asked. 
"So much more than anyone could ever see," Edward replied. 
"Oh, I get it," she said.  
She climbed up on the train car next to him, and the crowds 

flowed back into place. 
They dangled their feet while the spectators walked by in an 

endless parade past the secret freaks. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
BECCA	BORAWSKI	JENKINS	is	a	writer	and	editor.	She	holds	an	MFA	in	Cinema-
Television	Production	from	USC	and	has	short	stories	appearing	or	forthcoming	in	
The	Forge,	The	Knicknackery,	Panorama,	Five	2	One,	Citron	Review,	and	Corium.	She	
lives	with	her	husband	in	an	RV	they	built	by	hand,	on	an	off-grid	homestead	
somewhere	in	the	Idaho	Panhandle.
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All Praise the Night	
Daniele De Serto 
English translation by Wendell Ricketts 
 
 
In my dream, I was playing in the 1991 NBA finals, the first match 
in the five-game series. I must have taken Byron Scott’s position, 
because he was the only player I didn’t see on the court. Everybody 
else was there, though, from Magic to all the assistant coaches and 
even the equipment managers. The best part was that my dream 
included the days leading up to the game, when you had the 
feeling the entire U.S. of A. was about to come to a sudden halt and 
that millions of pairs of eyes would soon be glued to you: your 
moves, your shots, your one-on-one defense.  

Hands-down, that moment when we ran out onto the court was 
the biggest thrill of all. First came the announcement over the 
loudspeaker, then the roar of the fans in the grandstands and the 
sound of the players working each other up with thunderous chest 
bumps. When I saw myself on the Jumbotron, I realized that 
neither the dream censors nor the very picky diet I’d been 
prescribed by the medical staff had made a dent in my 240 pounds 
or on the slow retreat of my hairline. And sure, I’ll admit it, that left 
me feeling a little down. So I tried to focus on the whoops and 
hollers from the crowd. There I was in the starting lineup, after all. 
Obviously, Coach Dunleavy believed in me; all of America believed 
in me. This was no time to fall to pieces. Thank God the sound of 
the whistle blew away my feelings of inadequacy. 

Anyway, the way people show their support is incredible. 
Everyone—from the celebrities at courtside to the guys selling tacos 
in the stands—they all make sure you hear them. Halfway through 
the first quarter, I spied my boss from work, all the way up in the 
third balcony. He was bundled up in a Bulls scarf and his eyes were 
bugging out as he shouted insults at me, exaggerating the 
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movements of his mouth to make sure I could read his lips: “You 
are fired.” No more than a minute later, I sunk a fifteen-foot shot, 
and I don’t need to tell you just how good that felt. I held up a 
thumb and forefinger in the shape of an “L” and waved it at my 
boss. 

That was when things really started looking up.  
When you’re in the zone, they say you feel yourself moving 

beyond your own ego, merging into something larger than 
yourself. You feel swept along by the current, as if you were caught 
in the flow of a river. Well, my friends, that’s just how it was: the 
flow of a river! And you’re so absorbed in what you’re doing, so 
focused, that you feel outside of normal reality somehow. You’re in 
a state of perfect harmony, and you even lose track of time. 

Admittedly, there were a few shaky moments. At one point, the 
entire Bulls starting lineup turned into my Pakistani neighbors. 
Light-footed and acrobatic, they ran circles around me in 
complicated offensive maneuvers, all the while rudely reminding 
me of the fact that I’d left drips all over their front porch while I 
was repainting the outside of my unit. Things got very testy when 
one of them leered at me, showing me one of those S-shaped Sikh 
daggers clenched between his teeth. 

“Hey, buddy,” I said, taking the situation firmly in hand, 
“maybe this would be a good time for us to talk about all those 
wires sticking out like crazy from your side of the building? Have I 
ever given you any grief about that? Have I ever tried to embarrass 
you over the fact that we’re a long ways from having an electrical 
system that anyone would call up-to-code?” 

After that, peace returned to life on the court, thanks to my cool 
head and to a mutual promise to be more respectful of the shared 
space in our complex. 

Meanwhile, the cheerleaders were seriously going for broke. 
Their routines were just elaborate enough, and their extremely to-



 
14	 Jersey Devil Press	

	

the-point outfits meant that prospects for the halftime show were 
excellent. 

During the third quarter, I once again found myself facing my 
boss’s hostility. Worm that he was, he’d climbed down a few rows 
to join a group of hooligans who were beating on drums. I could 
hear them chanting about how they were going to make sure I 
never got paid for the vacation time I had coming, and my boss was 
leading the chorus. That was a critical juncture, but I chose to stand 
my ground, honestly and bluntly, even if that meant the possibility 
of making things worse.  

I’m guessing most of you have never had the experience of 
playing on the front lines during the NBA finals. Still, I feel fairly 
confident in saying that you can all understand how hearing the 
squeak of your Adidas against the high shine of the Chicago 
Stadium’s wooden floor would be worth the risk of losing some 
stupid employment benefit. And that’s exactly what I meant to 
communicate with the withering glare I shot into the stands. I 
meant it to be both extremely precise and totally frank. You want to 
get in my way, boss? Be my guest. I wouldn’t want to lay bets on 
how things will go once we’re standing in front of the labor 
relations board. Sure, I know you’ve got some tricks up your 
sleeve, like that whole story about the missing timecards or the 
time the office’s digital projector disappeared, only to reappear 
mysteriously in your car, jammed halfway through the windshield. 

Whatever. But maybe you should consider taking a slightly 
more objective view of things. If you did, you’d realize there was 
no denying reality: One of us tonight, meaning me, after a nice, long, 
hot shower and a live interview or two with the international 
media, was going to get back to his house, look at himself in the 
mirror, and say, “You really crushed it today, man!” But at the 
same time, you also couldn’t deny that a certain other person, 
meaning you, once he got in front of his mirror, would only have 
one thing to say for himself, and that was to admit he was a tiny, 
meaningless, worthless little dot whose presence on that particular 
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stage was justified solely by the fact that ten guys on the court were 
putting their hearts and souls into the game. A shitty, arrogant, 
worthless little dot. . . . When I sent that look, dark as a 
thunderhead, up into the stands, that’s what I was saying. 

The very next moment, I took off in a fast break and was 
already rising in the air, about to slam-dunk the ball over my 
opponents’ heads. They were, of course, caught completely off-
guard by the grace and power of my 240 pounds of aerial 
suspension. 

During the final, dramatic moments of the game, everyone 
could see I’d gone into a deep physical slump and that my hairline 
was on the verge of unconditional surrender. But I hung in there. 
Our team was tight, and that made all the difference. Even the 
fabulous MJ had no choice but to resign himself to defeat. After a 
performance like that, of course, it goes without saying that my 
hopes were high: Any night now, I’d be seeing an invitation to an 
All Star Game. 

Everyone is sure going to miss Chicago Stadium, there’s no 
doubt about that. 

That place was a part of history. It was a real shame when they 
tore it down. 

 
 

The trip to the stadium earlier that evening had given me a special 
boost. My taxi driver was a charming old Chinese guy who didn’t 
know the first thing about basketball. He didn’t even realize the 
finals were going on that night! He kept mixing up basketball and 
baseball, but you should have heard him chattering away, all 
excited. Clearly, he didn’t recognize me, which made me wonder 
what overcrowded hole in the ground he’d been keeping himself 
in.  

Any of you ever been to Chicago’s Chinatown? I have. Or 
maybe it was the one in New York. I don’t recall, but they’re all the 
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same anyway! Fascinating places. A slight haze hanging in the air, 
the streets jam-packed with run-down shops and underground 
gambling clubs. My last visit was in a dream only a few weeks 
back. That night, I was some sort of lone avenger type, one of those 
characters with an expression that’s both pensive and 
disenchanted. I was about to have it out with a gang of mobsters 
who had kidnapped a doll-faced young woman with a tattoo down 
the length of her back. Yes, that was it! The taxi driver looked just 
like that magnificent girl’s father.  

He was a riot, really, with his dim insistence on calling the Bulls 
a baseball team. I almost wanted to give him a hug and reassure 
him that things were all going to turn out for the best with his 
daughter: Nothing to worry about, sir; those lowlifes are about to 
get the thrashing of their miserable existences, and after that 
there’ll be a new era of peace in good, old Chinatown.  

The problem was that he didn’t understand a thing I said. God 
only knows how he managed to find his way to the stadium. We 
seemed to have spent an eternity going up one wide avenue and 
down another, passing leafless trees alongside the streets and 
leaving in our wake rows of those grim warehouses that tell you 
you’re in an industrial area. As we drove by, I stared at the 
buildings. The way they loomed up out of the darkness, and 
knowing there wasn’t a single living soul inside them at that hour 
... well, it’s the kind of thing that gets you thinking that if you look 
too long, something really ugly is going to happen to you.  

Still, it’s more-or-less what I see when I go to work every 
morning, passing miles and miles of leaden gray on the way, and 
it’s so early that the cavernous parking lots are all but empty. The 
suburbs probably look the same no matter where you go in this 
world. It was quite a relief to tear my eyes away from that scene 
and look down at my gym bag with the purple-and-yellow team 
logo sewn onto it and think about how tonight there’d be no 
employee badge to pass under the reader, no time-clock to feed, no 
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sign-in sheet, no overtime hours that needed someone else’s okay 
first.  

Hey, you! Up in the stands. I’m talking to you. Do I look like a 
guy who punches a clock? Do I? 

Lousy little dot. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DANIELE	DE	SERTO	lives	in	Rome	(Italy).	His	work	has	appeared	in	journals	such	
as	Fiction	Southeast,	Granta	Italia,	Gravel,	Cheap	Pop,	Cactus	Heart	Press,	Linus,	
Inutile,	'Tina.	He	also	works	as	an	author	for	tv	shows.
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The Goon Who Won	
Isaac Teile 
 
 
This wasn’t supposed to happen. Someone of my stature bringing 
down the Red Ray. But here I am, frozen over the body, hand 
outstretched, still expecting him to spring up and punch me before 
uttering some stupid one-liner.  

“He’s dead,” I say again. The other Acolytes step out from their 
hiding positions in the warehouse. People emerge from behind 
crates and columns; the two with broken bones on the floor stop 
moaning and sit up. 

“Holy hell, old-Freddy-o, I didn’t know you had it in you!” 
Jimmy Derman says, slapping me on the back so hard I almost fall 
onto the Red Ray’s corpse.  

“I . . . I can’t believe I . . .”  
The last time one of the Super Powers died, it was because he 

flew too close to the sun while diverting the trajectory of an atomic 
bomb.  

“Don’t you just feel like a blister on a cow’s butt now, Mr. Red 
Ray?” Jimmy says, either hamming up his Texas accent for us or 
just finding it impossible to avoid. I’m supposed to call him Acolyte 
Krrsnal, but no one calls him anything but Jimmy. “Let’s see who 
he is for real.”  

Here’s his second chance to come back. The hero never lets his 
mask come off. Once, in Rome, Blind Sniper shot Red Ray in the 
face with a corrosive substance to dissolve the mask. Within two 
minutes, Red Ray was punching people wearing a plastic bag over 
his head. 

Jimmy must think that, too, because he pauses as he reaches for 
the mask. But there’s no movement, except for the blood from the 
neck wound. And the latex hood slips right off, to reveal . . .  

Actually, I don’t recognize him. So much for the reveal.  
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“Who’s this asshat?” Jimmy asks. Before we can guess, there’s a 
screeching voice from behind us: the Black Skull.  

“What the hell happened here?!” he yells. We stop and turn. 
He’s almost as horrifying as the Red Ray, and he shoots ornery 
henchmen. Then again, the Red Ray once dropped Acolyte I’oree 
off a crane, paralyzing him, so maybe bullets aren’t so bad. ‘I never 
kill,’ the Red Ray used to say. Well screw him. 

I kneel reverentially next to the Ray’s corpse and say, “I killed 
him, Master. Your hated enemy is dead.”  

“You . . . what?!”  
“I killed the Red Ray!” I hold out my palms upturned, the way 

we’re supposed to before the Black Skull.  
“You?! You’re not worthy!”  
“What?” I say, fear thick in my quavering voice. To be honest, I 

kind of thought he’d be like this, but I’d hoped not.  
“I said he wasn’t for you to kill. He was mine! I was supposed 

to unravel his mind and destroy all he cared about before 
murdering him myself! Don’t you understand?” 

Looks like a bullet for me. 
“You . . . you told us to kill him if he broke into your lair . . .”  
“I meant figuratively! I needed him for the Apocalypse, you 

fool.”  
“I’m sorry, I thought—” 
The Black Skull places his hand upon his forehead, or I guess 

his frontal bone since ‘forehead’ makes me think of someone with 
flesh. 

“Get out of here, Fred.”  
“I’m Acolyte Tu’—” 
“Fred, just leave,” he says, not looking up or anything. No pistol 

and evil laughter; no pit with dogs as he rips up my contract; he’s 
not even threatening me. This isn’t fair.  

“But sir, what about the Ascension?”  
“I’ll email you.”  
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“But I swore—”  
“When the stars are right, I’ll send you an email. Until then, get 

out of my sight.”  
And just like that, I’m walking to the warehouse door with my 

chin on my chest, leaving the cult I consider my family. Not even a 
chance to collect my things from my locker.  

I wouldn’t wish killing a superhero on my worst enemy.  
 
 

Normal people shouldn’t have to do great things. It’s not fair. That 
should be for the prepared, the initiated. I was prepared to play a 
part, but it was supposed to be small. I’m just a dude. My creation 
story is that I met some weird people after switching majors from 
kinesiology to comparative religions. I’m not ready for this. 

I’m at the funeral. It’s raining like it always does at funerals. 
Why is that?  

This time it’s because of the Rain Maker. That’s his power. He’s 
standing by the coffin crying and gesturing to the clouds. So I guess 
that’s the answer to that question.  

I’m just some dude, and I’m standing in a crowd ten people 
deep as they talk about Michael Johnston, the Red Ray. Turns out 
the guy we didn’t recognize was some kind of famous journalist. I 
don’t read the newspapers. Kind of hard to when you spend most 
of your days underground planting explosives. Read lots of Reddit, 
though. Great stuff on there.  

The priest says he wrote about himself. He won all kinds of 
awards for his coverage of the Red Ray. What a jerk. I could write 
an expose about Acolyte Tu’yarath. Well . . . I could have, before 
the Black Skull took away my name and sent me out into the 
normal world where if you cut a coworker’s finger off for screwing 
up they sue you.  

I can’t stop looking at Ray’s family. There are three: his wife and 
two children. The girl looks almost exactly like him. She has his 
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obnoxious forehead, that’s obvious. She’s a little JFK Jr., composed 
and straight-faced, her red eyes giving away the morning’s tears.  

And the boy has the super jaw. He’s probably going to grow up 
to don the Red Ray costume. His jaw is perfect for the mask. You 
don’t need powers to shoot ray guns, just a strong jaw line. Maybe 
he’s looking around the crowd, wondering which of us did it, 
thinking, “Vengeance will be mine!” I guess that’s something 
villains say. But he might be thinking it.  

Seeing his wife is what hurts the most. I had a girlfriend before 
the Acolyte vows. But she wouldn’t have cared if I’d died, I don’t 
think. Not like this. Ray’s wife’s lips are curled; she’s grimacing so 
hard you could mistake it for revulsion.  

But I know it’s sadness. Even from here, through the Rain 
Maker’s gray, noisy curtain, I can hear her sobs, like she’s choking, 
even dry-heaving. I ruined her life. Forever and ever. She’ll be 
someone new when she leaves this cemetery, and it won’t be 
someone brimming with joie de vivre.  

“Hey, Fred, what are you doing here?” someone whispers.  
I don’t need to look behind me to recognize Jimmy’s accent, but 

I turn anyway. There’s a whole group of the Acolytes here, all in 
black suits instead of their robes. Only one is wearing his Acolyte 
ring; I guess people figured it was a little gaudy. Or conspicuous. 

As I turn to my colleagues, I notice something. Half the people 
in suits or black skirts are surprisingly . . . muscular. The tight, 
bulging muscles of the men are almost ripping through their 
button-down shirts. I swear there’s a guy whose muscles are 
jiggling gently under the fabric, causing his shirt to flow like an 
American flag in the wind. As for the women, their dresses present 
a sea of cleavage and most of them have almost identical, 
cheerleaderesque faces. My god. I’m surrounded by Powers.  

“I just came to . . .” I start. I don’t know why I came, so I trail 
off. I look into Jimmy’s eyes. I’m giving him some crazy, desperate 
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stare, I realize. My eyes ask him to take me away from here, from 
everywhere.  

And so he does. He says, “Hey, I’m fixing to get a cup of coffee. 
You want to join me?”  

“Sure, Jimmy,” I say. “That’d be great.”  
He puts his hand on my back. Good guy, Jimmy. Together, we 

leave the cemetery. No one says goodbye or interrupts the sermon 
to ask how we’re doing. Not that they should. I’m sure the Powers 
know we’re just goons.  

Across the street, it’s a sunny day; the Rain Maker’s powers stop 
just outside the cemetery fence.  

“Dude, this is too heavy,” I say as we approach the coffee shop 
we used to get drinks at after our plans were foiled or fell through 
due to mismanagement. “I’m done. I’m done being a villain.”  

“What are you going to do?” Jimmy asks.  
I shrug, but I do have one strange idea.  
“When I was a kid, my parents made these porcelain horsies,” I 

say. “Maybe I’ll do that.”  
“Are you seriously saying you’re going to quit the cult and 

paint horses?”  
“I’m not quitting,” I say. “The boss doesn’t me around anymore. 

Anyway, it’s not just painting. It’s a whole process. You’ve got to 
make the mold, fire them . . .”  

“Yeah. The horsies.”  
“Look, man, this villainy stuff, maybe it’s not my destiny. I 

thought killing a superhero would be good—”  
“You!” a woman’s voice shouts. “You’re the one who killed the 

Red Ray?!” 
I twist around and don’t see the speaker. There’s no one around 

us. Jimmy’s twisting, too. Then we see her. The Incredible 
Stretching Woman. All we can see are her head and elongated neck 
peeking around a fencepost. Her body’s back at the funeral.  

You know, I understand super strength and being able to jump 
high, but I never understood her. Does she have bones? If not, 
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where’s her bone marrow? Does it just float around inside of her? 
How does she produce blood cells? Or does she, like, have a totally 
different immune system than us? If so, did she gain not only 
elastic skin but a completely new immune system and way of 
storing nutrients all from some stupid experiment with rubber?  

Anyway, this is bad.  
“Uh oh,” Jimmy says. The head disappears as quickly as it 

appeared, snapping back to its body no doubt, starting the game of 
whisper-down-the-alley.  

“You’ve got to go, Jimmy,” I say. He shakes his head ‘no,’ but 
his eyes are darting around and he can’t make eye contact with me. 
I’m sure he’s thinking, You’re right. I say, “No use getting your ass 
kicked for an idiot like me.”  

“Fred, I respect that you killed—” Jimmy starts. But the air’s 
filled with a low rumbling, as though the Rain Maker decided to 
add some thunder and lightning to the mix. We turn to the 
cemetery . . . and it isn’t lightning we see. Through the gray rain, 
we see a gray shape moving our way. Stone Brute. When he 
changes, his skin becomes stone. I think part of his brain turns, too, 
because he becomes angry, unreasonable, and sometimes 
murderous. And he’s charging at us.  

The thunder grows louder. Jimmy and I are too terrified to 
move. I keep thinking, The fence’ll slow him down. We’ll have time to 
escape.  

But he doesn’t pause at the fence. Like, I’m not sure if he notices 
there is a fence. It bends before his weight as if on its own free will, 
and he keeps rushing us.  

“Go!” I say, but before Jimmy can move, Stone Brute’s arm 
connects with Jimmy’s chest. Jimmy moans and is airborne in a 
moment. I don’t know if he’s okay or not, because he ends up on 
the roof of the coffee shop and I can’t see him. I can’t see him 
because Stone Brute is lifting me into the air by my tie. I’m being 
hanged by my tie.  
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Two feet off the pavement, I swing my legs and clutch at my 
throat. My last words are, “Gack, ack, gack.” 

“Stoney,” someone says. “Put him down.”  
It’s Admiral Atlantis from the League! He’d never let Stone 

Brute kill a human. But Stoney’s not listening, and I’m still hanging 
here, choking.  

I slip my fingers between the tie and my neck. It’s so taught I 
feel like my fingernails are ripping off. I jerk outward, and the tie 
falls off. I land on my ass.  

As my vision clears, I see Stoney’s lips jammed outward in a 
pouty face and Admiral Atlantis shaking his finger at him. There 
are a few other super types around him. Not sure who. Too rainy. 
Eyes too foggy. Thank God Admiral Atlantis showed up.  

“You can’t kill him here,” Atlantis says. I shake my head. Of 
course not. The League doesn’t kill. “Too many witnesses. Let’s 
take him to the Red Ray’s cave. We can bury him there. That’s what 
Johnston would have wanted.”  

“Wait,” I say. “What?”  
The last thing I see is the blue, gloved fist of Admiral Atlantis 

heading for me.  
 
 

I can’t see anything. Well, I can see one thing. It’s Atlantis’s blue 
chest, pressed up against my face. He’s reaching above me. He’s 
handcuffing me to a pipe or something a few feet overhead. He 
smells like brine.  

“He’s awake,” a voice says. It seems to happen in my head. It 
must be Eternity Ghost; he projects his thoughts into your brain. I 
used to be scared of him, but it’s hard to be scared of someone 
you’ve worked alongside, or against, for so long. Once, he had 
some kind of disease from the Seventh World and he couldn’t 
control which thoughts he projected into your brain. Hard to take 
someone seriously after you know he’s afraid of getting an erection 
in his tights.  
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Atlantis jerks back and stares at me. His face is still so close to 
mine I can’t tell who else is in the room. But I know we’re not 
alone. 

“Who are you?” he asks, his voice raw, like he’s been screaming 
in anguish and mourning for days. Like if Ben Affleck played some 
kind of character who spent the whole movie yelling at people 
about his dead mother. Like, I don’t know, if Christian Bale played 
a dude who got trained by monks, then had to kill the monks. That 
kind of raw voice.  

“I’m Acolyte—I mean Fred Tully.”  
“Who?”  
“He said he’s an Acolyte,” Eternity Ghost says in my head. 

Somehow his voice sounds raw and gravely too. But how can 
someone who isn’t actually speaking hurt their voice? “Are you 
one of the Black Skull’s people? Did he put you up to this?”  

I try to answer, but Admiral Atlantis is choking me too hard. 
Finally, he releases me. I drop to my knees, almost tugging my 
arms out of the sockets. Now I’m dangling here, and I’m not going 
to cry in front of the assholes who are going to kill me even though 
they always swear they don’t kill humans. Not going to cry, not 
going to cry.  

Ah, screw it.  
“I’m so sorry I didn’t mean to but it just happened look I’ve 

tried to hit him a thousand times with my Acolyte Dagger and he 
always blocks it or melts it or catches it and throws it back into my 
leg and I didn’t expect to kill him and Black Skull told me to but I 
didn’t want to and Black Skull was mad at me even though he told 
me to do it and seriously like I didn’t mean to do it I mean I saw his 
wife and kids dude and they were crying and all kinds of stuff I 
mean I don’t even want to be a villain anymore I just want to paint 
h—I mean I’m so sorry I’m so so so so sorry,” I say. Something like 
that. I’m saying it through sobs; even I miss some of what I say.  
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“You’re . . . you’re nothing more than a goon,” the Incredible 
Stretching Woman says. “A minion.”  

“Yeah, goon,” I say. 
“Someone like you wasn’t supposed to kill the Red Ray,” she 

says, her face stretching into a goblin-like snarl on the emphasized 
words.  

“Words hurt too, you know?” I say as the tears fade.  
“Shut up,” Stoney says. And when that big brute speaks, you 

listen.  
“So it really was just an accident,” Admiral Atlantis says. “No 

greater plan. Not the beginning of the Black Skull’s Ascension, or 
the ghost of the murderer who killed the Red Ray’s parents back 
for one last crime. Just a stupid accident where some stupid little 
minion killed one of the best of us.”  

“Dude, I’m right here,” I say.  
Admiral Atlantis steps away and I see the incredible array of 

machinery in the Red Ray’s lair. I know I’m supposed to say “Ray 
Cave.” But how come only villains have lairs? It’s like a dirty word 
or something.  

The Red Ray wasn’t kidding around; he’s got some of the most 
impressive computers I’ve ever seen. Things I didn’t know existed. 
Holograms of heroes and villains scattered around the cave like 
icons on a desktop, hundreds of monitors, and ray guns of all sizes 
and shapes.  

“Stoney, Eternity Ghost, find a room in this cave to dispose of 
our guest,” Admiral Atlantis says. “Far from the equipment, and 
far from the entrance. Cherokee Scout, wait here with the goon 
while Stretch and I charge up the Red Ray’s red ray and have a 
heart-to-heart about grief.” 

“Yes sir,” a chorus of voices says, and I hear hurried footsteps 
around me. I’m left with the awkward Cherokee Scout, his bow 
slung over his shoulders, his feathers . . . I mean, he’s wearing 
feathers. What the hell with this guy.  



	
	

	
	 February	2017	 27	

In college, my roommate and I used to smoke pot and talk 
about the Supers. My roommate was half Caddo, half some other 
tribe I’ve taken too many blows to the head to remember. And he 
hated Cherokee Scout. Said he gave American Indians a bad name. 
‘Why can’t a native have just like normal superpowers? Why does 
he have to have Super-Indian powers? I bet that dude’s not even 
Cherokee.’  

Yeah, Cherokee Scout. I may be a white dude, but I can still be 
pissed for my friend.  

So as soon as I’m alone with him, I ask, “Cherokee Scout? 
What’s up with you, anyway? Are you actually Cherokee?”  
He doesn’t look, but he says, “My grandfather was a Cherokee 
princess.”  

“Uh . . . okay. So what’s your power? Like you’re just really 
good at being American Indian, or what?”  

“Shut up. What do you know about me?” 
He’s ready to punch me. And you know what? Why not let it go 

down this way? It’ll be faster than whatever torture they’re 
planning. 

“I know there are some American Indians who know things 
besides whether deer poop is fresh or not. My college roommate 
was half Caddo, and he rocked kinesiology.”  

“What the hell are you implying?!” 
“Hey, relax,” I say. “I’m just saying, it’s a surprise you made it 

through the Continuity Crisis in the 1990s, that’s all I’m saying.”  
He punches me, and I feel a tooth break loose. But he’s no Red 

Ray. That was a guy who could punch.  
We studied a lot about superheroes in college, about how 

obnoxious they are, how racist, how problematic. Bunch of big 
establishment jerks in tights. In the old days, they wouldn’t even 
hire a superhero who was ethnic unless his power was being, like, 
really ethnic. In fact, turns out a lot of those supposed ‘ethnic’ 
superheroes were European . . .  
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“You ever hear of Ancestry.com?” I ask. “Maybe you should try 
it; in a couple of weeks maybe you’ll be calling yourself the Polish 
Scout or something.”  

Cherokee Scout punches me again, and this time something 
breaks. But not something in me. His punch pushes me so far 
backward the pipe I’m tied to breaks. It collapses and water pours 
into the cave and I’m on the floor.  

“What the—” Cherokee Scout starts. Asshole. I bet his 
grandfather was a Polish princess. I’ve got a little bit of momentum, 
and though I’m too weak to fight, a minion is never too weak to 
run.  

I push myself to my feet. I’m standing, standing after a beating 
from half the League. And I’m running, running about four feet 
before Stone Brute appears in front of me. The other League 
members stand behind him.  

I stumble backward and my arms reach out to brace my fall. But 
I’m at the main computer terminal; I’m not falling. Out of the 
corner of my eye, I see a big red button. It’s labeled ‘Alarm.’ It’ll go 
off and I can get away from these leotard-clad sociopaths. I slam 
my hand on it as hard as I can, which is unnecessary, because it’s 
not like it’s encased in glass. But where’s the fun in gently pressing 
a big red button? 

“Initiating defense sequence,” the computer says in a silky, 
feminine voice. All sorts of lights and dials start flashing and 
buzzing; red sirens emerge from the top of the computer and wail 
like we’re in some kind of death camp.  

“Analyzing threat,” the computer says. “Computer detects 
presence of League members without the Red Ray. Threat is 
League members turned rogue.”  

“Huh,” Admiral Atlantis says. “I guess Red had a contingency 
plan for us.”  

“Kill all League members,” the computer says. 
“Huh,” Admiral Atlantis says. “That’s a problem.” 
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“Wait, the Red Ray is dead! We’re here to—” the Incredible 
Stretching Woman starts. Then the rays start. The first ray fires 
from a massive cannon-like device beside the computer. It hits a 
mirror in the ceiling, bounces off, hits another mirror, bounces off . . 
. and it’s continuing around the room, so quickly anyone who tries 
to leave will be shredded. Every time it bounces, it triggers another 
blast of the ray, another deadly red dart.  

A wicked hum fills the room, almost as loud as thunder, almost 
like Stoney’s howl at the cemetery. But this has the unwavering 
sound of the mechanical.  

“Target acquired,” the computer says.  
A pair of, I don’t know, like, clamps on a thick chain drops from 

the ceiling; they snare the Incredible Stretching Woman around her 
neck and jerk up again, stretching her fifteen feet tall. There’s the 
zap of a ray gun, and she splits in the middle. She’s so taught the 
separate halves bounce away from each other and end up rolled 
like Fruit Roll-Ups. And I can’t see any bones in there, so that 
answers that.  

“Jane!” Admiral Atlantis shouts, reaching for her.  
Oh God, I realize. I’m going to have to go to another funeral.  

“Target acquired,” the computer says. Another ray, this one less 
focused and more like an animation of sound waves, radiates from 
the computer. It surrounds Admiral Atlantis. He puts his hands up 
to fight, but can’t do a thing. It’s – oh god, it’s draining the liquid 
out of his body. It’s desiccating him right in front of me! 

I look away, to Eternity Ghost, who’s floating toward the 
computer. Stoney’s there too, smashing screens and ripping at 
wires, but none of it does anything. 

“Rays can’t destroy me, Red Ray,” Eternity Ghost says.  
“Target acquired,” the computer says. This time, there is no ray. 

Rather, one of the mirrors flips over, revealing a sheet of smooth 
obsidian on its other side. The obsidian begins glowing.  
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“No!” Eternity Ghost shouts. “Not the Eternity Trap!” He, too, 
lifts his hands to fight, but his hands are already being sucked 
away like dust towards a vacuum. The moment he’s gone, one of 
the bouncing rays slams into the obsidian, which shatters into a 
thousand pieces.  

The loud humming stops. It’s quiet in the cave. Even Stone 
Brute has stopped smashing. Maybe he finally hit the right button.  

“Stone-pulverizing ray charged,” the computer says. “Target 
acquired.”  

Another red ray, thick as an oak tree, and Stoney explodes into 
thousands of shards. The rocks fly around the room, shattering 
more computers, cutting my arms and face, raining over the bodies.  

I don’t expect to survive, but eventually, the rain stops, and 
there I am, bodies all around me. I’m the only one standing, though 
I’m not actually standing. I’m sitting with my knees pressed against 
my chest. I’m rocking back and forth. I don’t know when I got into 
this position. I didn’t even see Cherokee Scout die, but at some 
point the ray from some ray gun got him, and now they’re all dead.  

“Analyzing threat,” the computer says. “League neutralized. 
One hostile remaining. Non-powered. Lethal force not authorized 
on non-powered targets. Escort from premises.”  

 
 

By ‘escort,’ the machine apparently meant ‘gas and eject,’ because I 
wake up in soft, wet grass and the cave entrance is nowhere to be 
seen.  

I’m bleeding, I’m sore, and in the last three days, I’ve killed like 
ten percent of the Super Powers on the planet. And I’m not happy 
about it. This was never supposed to happen. Slowly, I stand. 
Breathing hurts both my neck and chest. My mouth is throbbing. 
I’m missing more than six teeth. I’m going to go paint some damn 
horsies.  

 
 



	
	

	
	 February	2017	 31	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
ISAAC	TEILE	lives	in	Austin	and	feeds	lots	of	stray	cats.	Follow	him	on	Facebook	or	
Tumblr	(arqueogato.tumblr.com).



 
32	 Jersey Devil Press	

	

The Postman’s Wedding 	
Hamdy Elgammal 
 
 
I married my wife last Thursday. I’m a postman; she’s a six-foot fly. 
Diane and I had lived together before the wedding, but we had 
never discussed marriage. We don’t talk much.  

The wedding took place in my backyard. To make space, I 
deflated the blue pool and moved the grill inside. We invited a 
couple of people to our wedding: Dr. Yoko, an adjunct entomology 
professor at the University, and a friend of Diane’s, and our 
neighbor Mr. Cross. Mr. Cross had spent his twenties in a 
seminary, so I asked him to stop by and officiate. He agreed, came 
an hour late and stood there, checking his watch. 

“Vows?” he asked.  
I hadn’t prepared any vows. The wedding had been set on 

Diane’s whim Wednesday night. She had whims like that. She’d 
decided the topic of her Ph.D. dissertation in anthropology based 
on a dream she’d had one night. I had understood little of that 
dissertation, but I told her I’d gotten all of it. I attended her final 
presentation at the University and took her out to dinner 
afterwards. I listened to her talk about all the things I didn’t 
understand. I thought of that as I stood in the yard, the sunlight 
brushing my forearms.  

“Aren’t you supposed to say a few words first?” I said to Mr. 
Cross.  

He blinked at me.  
I turned to Diane to see if she had anything to say.  
“I’m glad,” she said, “glad we’ll have each other.” 
I grinned and her folded wings moved up and out.  
Dr. Yoko wrote frantic notes during all this.  
“Okay,” Mr. Cross said, sighing, “ we can cut this short: you 

both down for this marriage thing?” 
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Diane nodded first, then I did.  
“Okay, I guess,” he said, “you’re a couple now. You may kiss 

the bride.”  
Diane and I weren’t big kissers; we hugged instead. Then all of 

us sat for lunch at the picnic table. I served turkey sandwiches and 
a pitcher of lemonade. Dr. Yoko gifted us four miniature bottles of 
champagne he’d bought at the corner store. They made the faintest 
pop when opened. 

Mr. Cross stole uneasy glances at Diane and managed a pursed 
smile whenever their eyes met. I thought he was being rude. I 
didn’t choose to be a postman, Mr. Cross didn’t choose to be so oily 
and obese, so why would he judge Diane for being who she was? I 
cleared my throat and he stopped staring. A few minutes later 
Diane left to use the restroom. 

“Mitch,” Mr. Cross said, leaning against me, “Are you sure this 
is a good idea?” 

“What do you mean?” 
“Don’t you think Diane being, well, Diane, could come in the 

way?” 
“Come in what way?” 
“You’re both very different.” 
“Mr. Cross,” I said, “we’ve been living together for two years — 

” 
“Two months,” he said, “you’ve been together two months.”  
“That’s not right.” 
“Well, it’s true. She moved in after I got my appendectomy and 

I got my appendectomy two months ago. So, two months.” 
Dr. Yoko looked up from his notebook, half-moon spectacles 

hinging on the bridge of his nose. “You’re on fly time,” he said, 
grinning. “Things stretch.”  

I didn’t know what to make of that; it was strange how the 
months had crawled like that. It made me think of the only part of 
Diane’s dissertation that I got: a chapter about the members of a 
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Sub-Saharan tribe who never talked. They used twigs to draw 
elaborate pictures for each other in the sand; their language 
detached from time. The picture representing ‘water’ looked like 
the sun and the picture representing ‘the sun’ looked like a bearded 
old man. They labored over sequences of drawings that stretched 
for yards across the windswept dunes but communicated only the 
simplest things. I wondered, as I poured some champagne into my 
lemonade, what picture they had for ‘talking.’ 

Diane headed back to her seat. She looked uncomfortable, her 
body forced to bend so she could tuck three legs under the table. 
Her translucent wings parted behind her and turned silver in the 
sunlight. Before the wedding, I had helped her fix a small plastic 
rose to her right wing with a bit of Scotch tape. She kept rubbing 
her two sparsely haired middle legs together.  

“Is everything okay?” I whispered to her. 
“What do you mean?” she whispered back, tilting her head. I 

could never tell what Diane meant; her face was mostly eyes.  
“How does all of this feel, Diane?” Dr. Yoko said, flipping his 

notebook to an empty page. 
She didn’t respond right away but turned to me. Her antennae 

floated involuntarily and formed the outline of a heart.  
“It feels,” she started, “like warmth in my chest, this day.” 
Diane reached out a middle leg for me to hold. For a second, I 

only looked at it. I had seen it so many times, but it looked different 
now, scalier and wetter.  

“Is everything okay?” she said.  
 
 

I couldn’t sleep that night; I wanted to talk things out. “Diane,” I 
said. She was sleeping. I poked her again and she awoke, turning to 
me. I saw my face a hundred times in her eyes. She pointed at the 
alarm clock on the nightstand with her top right leg. It read 3 A.M. 
Then she went back to sleep.  
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I stood and observed her for a minute. She slept on her side, 
flaccid wings folded behind her. They looked like dead leaves now, 
brittle and yellowed, more an expected part of the bed than 
anything else. I felt a lump in my throat. 

I walked to the kitchen, poured some milk, and sat in the living 
room. I watched the deformed reflection of my face on the 
television screen. My head was stretched and grey across the glass.  

The next morning, Diane toasted my toast and served it to me. 
Diane ate her breakfast standing—it was more comfortable—and 
she stood next to the sugar jar by the window. She dipped her top 
right leg in the jar then licked the leg’s tip. She was blocking my 
view of the street.  

“Could you move?” I said.  
Her antennae curled into a question mark. 
“The window,” I said. “You’re blocking it.” 
But Diane didn’t move. She didn’t even speak.  
She stood, leg still dipped in the sugar jar, as if forcing me to 

stare at her. I tried to eat, but I couldn’t stop looking at that 
question mark. When I didn’t feel like looking anymore, I put on 
my cap and went to work.  

 
 

That morning, I delivered mail to old ladies in an assisted-living 
facility called Paradise on the edge of town. I drove to Paradise 
every Friday morning. I liked going in and handing out everyone’s 
deliveries; the women there loved their mail. They all knew my 
name. 

They smelled their envelopes first, inhaling the crisp scent of 
paper. Then, once they’d read the letters, they put the pages in an 
old shoebox or tucked them under a pillow. Others hung the letters 
over their beds with sticky tape, the thousand words and prayers of 
their children, their long-lost lovers, their remaining friends, gazing 
down at them like tired stars.  
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There was one resident, Greta, who was pen-pals with a twelve-
year-old cricket from Japan named Togo. She was my favorite of 
Paradise’s residents. When I entered the common area, there were 
two women braiding each other’s hair next to the television and 
Greta, eating bright red Jell-O with a plastic spoon. She sat on the 
couch, wearing her thick glasses and a white nightgown with a 
pattern of roses. 

“Any letters for me, Mitch?” she said, her face lighting up.  
“Not today Greta,” I said and she turned her eyes back to the 

television where an episode of Tom and Jerry was starting.  
“It’s been awhile since his last one. How long would you say it 

has been?” 
“I’m not sure I’m the best person to answer that,” I said, taking 

a seat next to her. “What do you two talk about anyway?” 
“I’m telling him my life story,” she said, smiling to herself. 

“And he is sewing the letters together on a giant piece of fabric, 
making a sail.” 

“A sail?”  
“For his fishing boat. Isn’t that something?” 
Tom chased Jerry down some hallway with red walls, the colors 

danced on Greta’s glassy eyes.  
“I always like seeing you, Mitch. How’ve you been?” 
For a moment, I pictured the question mark forming on top of 

Diane’s head.  
“I’ve been okay, Greta,” I said. “I got married yesterday.” 
“Well, congratulations, honey,” she said, never glancing away 

from the cartoon. We sat there for a while, Greta watching and me 
picturing her letters steering a fishing boat on the Pacific.  

Then I thought of something. “Hey, Greta,” I started. “I was 
reading about this tribe that never talks. They draw pictures for 
each other in the sand.” 

“Like art?” 
“Yeah,” I said, “like art. What do you make of that?” 
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Greta grunted. She was frowning in concentration as she 
watched Tom get his face flattened by a pan.  

She turned to me again, with curious eyes. “I always like seeing 
you, Mitch. How’ve you been?” 

Her spacing out caught me by surprise. I leaned in and 
embraced her. I had never done that before, and I didn’t know why 
I was doing it now. I smelled the stuffy smell of her thin hair, felt 
her tender bones under my fingertips. When I pulled back, she held 
my hand and brushed a finger across my palm as if recognizing 
something in it that she had never seen before.  

“I’ve been okay, Greta,” I said, starting to laugh. “I got married 
yesterday.” 
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“This is Our 
Constellation”	 
	
BORDA	D.	ADRIAN	is	a	
surreal	painter	living	in	
Reghin,	Romania,	a	peaceful	
place	with	no	social	life,	an	
ideal	place	to	observe	the	
artistic	fight	inside	himself.	
He	started	to	take	painting	
seriously	in	high	school	and	
graduated	with	a	degree	in	
fine	arts.	His	work	has	
appeared	in	private	
collections	as	well	as	in	
individual	and	group	
exhibitions	in	Romania	at	
Targu-Mures,	Iasi,	Reghin,	
and	at	Eindhoven	in	the	Netherlands.	Online,	his	work	is	available	at	
adrianborda.com	and	borda.deviantart.com	as	well	as	on	Facebook	
(@adrian.borda.art)	and	Instagram	(@adrian.borda).	


