AMY STERLI NG CASI LCHROMOSOVE Cl RCUSAy Casil's first professional sale was
"Jonny Punki nhead" in our June 1996i ssue. Since then, she has sold stories to
Tal ebones, Zoetrope: Al Story Extra,and several Witers of the Future

ant hol ogi es and we'll be hearing nore fromherin the future (that's a

prom se). She lives in Southern California, where shehas been working on
several novels, teaching witing, conducting onlineworkshops, and raising her
daughter Meredith. Her new story takes us to thecircus to ook at sonme of the
out casts of that same society we firstencountered in "Jonny

Punki nhead. " MACADAM S Cl RCUS HAD pl ayed out their week in Fontana, forty niles
east of L.A ,when Joshie the Cown found Little Bear. Joshie was packing up
the VR headsetsin the Tokyo Tank trail er when he heard whi npering. He
patrolled the rows of gumy plastic chairs until he found the source: a boy in
a fuzzy blue sleepsuit,huddled in the next to the last seat in the back. The
hood was pulled tight overthe kid' s head. He | ooked to be about four, and he
stared up at Joshie withstill brown eyes."Hey, don't be scared,"” Joshie said.
He put on his best clown grin. The boyshrank away and tucked his chin into the
sui t.Montego Bay, Macadam s hul king | ead carny, came up at that noment.

"Anot her lostkid," he said. "Better call the cops."Joshie said, "I don't know,
Monty. Look at his clothes."The sleepsuit was snmeared with yell ow streaks of
dried mustard. Joshie caught awhiff of sour child sweat as he | oosened the
knot at the boy's neck which hel dthe hood tight. He pushed the soft fabric
away fromthe boy's forehead to exposeshort, |uxuriant golden fur."He's a
freak," Montego said. Amid the fur were two delicate pointed ears. The boy
grow ed deep in his throatas Joshie touched the tip of his right ear."No point
in calling the cops, is there ?" Joshie put his armaround the boy andlifted
himfromthe seat. The boy made little hooting noises as he nestled hishead
into Joshie's white and red striped ruff."Wnder if he can tal k?" Montego
stepped into the aisle. Montego was a normal,in the sense that his powerful
chest and arns as thick as the average woman' swai st were pai d-for

nodi fications, cosnetic only, as opposed to Joshie, who' dbeen born a cl own,
his nose ending in a tip the size and color of a ripeapricot. Joshie's nost
enbarrassing disability was hidden beneath his red satingl oves: he had only
three spatul ate fingers and a thunb on each hand. "Hooti e-hoo! Hooti e-hoo,"
said the boy."H s parents nust be real w nners, dunping the kid here," Montego
sai d. Joshi e shook his head. "Were el se?"Montego fingered his chin. "You got a
point," he said. Then, his face darkened."You' re not thinking about keeping
the ki d?"Joshie stroked the soft fur on the boy's head. The small | egs
tightened |ike avice around his chest. "Mybe," he said. "You know what ?
think he's a littlebit like Gyla.""Wong color."” Gyla was the silver wolf girl
and her fur was all over her body. Montego crossed his arnms and his bul gi ng
muscl es tensed until it | ooked asthough they'd leap fromthe skin. "Don't be
stupid. Macadamwi Il be royal lypissed if you keep that kid."The boy squirned
and Joshie got a whiff of the fur on his head. It was silky,but it smelled
dark and oily, or maybe it was only the filthy snmoke fromtheburning tires. "I
know sonebody who does child welfare in L.A. County. I'll callher when we get
there. "Montego squinted at him "Yeah? Well, maybe so. You'd better cal
her.""Sure, Monty," Joshie said, grinning with his big red nouth. Montego
cracked asnile and waved himoff.Joshie |l eft the Tokyo Tank trailer and
started across the lot, his big red shoesfl apping and crunching in the

pul veri zed bl acktop. He started toward his owntrailer, then paused a
nmonent . The boy said, "Hot! Hootie-hoo!""Yeah, I'll take you to see Gyla,"
Joshie told him H's heart skipped a beat atthe thought of her, and he pushed
the feeling away. Gyla could never, ever haveany interest in Joshie other than
friendship. He'd told hinmself that a mlliontines. Gyla was beautiful, even

t hough Gyl a was, |ike Joshie and the kid and themajority of the people of
Macadamis Circus, a freak. A vitally produced geneticaccident, sterile, a
sport, a loser. The big man, Macadam had scales. A fishman. Gyla had silver
fur, a heartshaped face and gol den eyes. Joshie crunched his way around the
back of the trailers to Gyla's, which waspink, freshly painted, with a nice
whi te awni ng over the door. The kid wasgetting heavy, and he was hooting



loudly in Joshie's ear by the tinme Joshi eknocked on the door.Gyla wore only
her bright blue g-string when she answered. Joshie tried to | ookat the

pi ctures on her wall and not her breasts when he came inside."Wat's this?"
she asked. She was buffing her silvery fur with a soft brush, thekind they
made for horses. She | ooked curiously at the boy, who kept his facefirnmy

pressed into Joshie's ruff."l found himin the last rowin the Tokyo Tanks,"
Joshi e said. "Look at hishead."Gyla smled and petted the boy's head lightly.
"Don't be afraid, little guy,"she said. She gave Joshi e one of her sharp

hundred-watt smiles and his cheeksfl aned under his greasepaint. "Hey, you're
just like ne. Want to cone to AuntieGyl a?" She held out her arms, and the boy
hoot ed harder. Joshie grimaced becausethe kid was hooting right in his ear

H's floppy cauliflower ears were noresensitive than average ears, and even

t hough his rai nbow wi g gave soneprotection, it didn't nake any difference when
someone was maki ng noi ses thatloud, that close to his eardrum Then, the boy
started to scranmbl e agai nst Joshie, his little feet digging |ikeknives into
Joshie's ribs. "Hey, easy," Joshie said, but the kid had al readyl eapt away,
into Gyla's arms. She grabbed himand stunbled."Gyla!" Joshie stepped forward,
but she wasn't upset, she was | aughing. She fell back on her blue vel our couch
with the boy, who was hooting fiercely and tuggi ngat her silver fur wherever
he coul d get a handful of it."Yeah, you are like nme, little guy." She | ooked
up at Joshie amid her westlingwith the child. "He's pretty dirty," she said.
"Need to give hima bath."Joshie nodded and sat on the edge of Gyla's dressing
chair. "That's what | camefor."Gyla deftly began to unzip the boy's sleepsuit.
"You' d better cal mdown now, "she told him "Auntie Gyla's going to get you

cl eaned up." The boy squirned, joyobvious in every nmovenent of his small,
wriggling body, and tried to buryhinself in Gyla's stonmach."Help ne out, C own
Boy," Gyl a said. She was | aughing.Joshie got up, careful not to flap and break
something with his big, ungainlyfeet, and held the boy around the wai st as
Gyla got himout of the suit. Savefor his face, the child was covered
conpletely in curly, golden fur."He |looks |ike a teddy bear," Joshi e said.
Better than a clown, he thought. Evenfish nmen |ike Macadam were better than

cl owns. They got the boy into Gyla's clean, peach-col ored bat hroom and Joshie
ran thewater while Gyla poured pink bath crystals in the water. "See, it
makesbubbl es,” she told the boy. He flapped his thin furry arms and
gurgl ed. Li ke a baby, Joshie thought. He wondered if the boy's parents had even
tried totalk to him or if they'd done as so many had done, treated the little
freak kidlike a pet. He seemed |ike an animal, but there was intelligence in
hi s darkbrown eyes. He splashed in the water, and giggled, just like a regular
kid. Gyl a | eaned over the tub and her perfect round furry breasts | ooked so

| ovel yt hat Joshie forgot to breathe for a nonment. The boy splashed, and where
thewater hit Gyla's fur, she was dark and oily-sleek. Joshie sat on the toilet
seatand bit his lip."Scrub his back, will you?" she asked. Joshie's hand
trenbl ed and he gri maced ashe took off his glove. He didn't want Gyla to see
his ugly hand. He grabbed asoft brush with a wooden handl e and wor ked suds
into the boy's fur.Then, the boy reached over and pulled the glove from

Joshi e's other hand."d own, clown,"” he said.Gyla gasped. "Hey, he can talk!""lI
guess so," Joshie said. He tucked his hand in the pocket of his striped
satinpants. Gyla's delicate face grew serious. "You're going to call soneone
about himaren't you?"Joshie shrugged, then | athered the boy's head, careful
to keep the soap out ofhis eyes."He is like a little teddy bear," Joshi e said.
He had a sudden reverie,picturing a little white house with a picket fence, a
mai | box, a revol vingsprinkler in the front yard, watering a perfectly trimed
green lawmn. He, Joshie, sitting in a swing on the front porch, and Gyla next to
him in ablue-and-white checked housedress and a white apron. Wite slippers
on her tiny,furry feet. They were sw nging, and the boy was wearing checked
bermuda shorts, runni ng through the sprinkler, |aughing."You d better cal
someone about him Joshie," Gyla said, alittle nore firmythis tinme."l know
someone in L. A who helps kids like this,” Joshie said."Wll, good," Gyla
sai d. She got a star-shaped sponge wet and began to dab atthe boy's face.
"He's a nice kid, but how would you take care of hinf You don'tknow anyt hi ng



about ki ds.""Yeah," Joshie said."Even though you did cone froma normal fanily

and all," she said."It wasn't all that normal," Joshie said.Gyla s eyes
narrowed. She bared her teeth. "You don't know, Cl own Boy. You don'tknow
not hi ng about it, being in a home."Gyla, like nobst of the freaks of Macadam s

Circus, were jeal ous of Joshie, whohad lived with his parents until he was

ei ghteen, in Orange County. He'd gone toschool with normals, he even had his
hi gh school diploma. It had been hell, hetried to tell them hell until he
went to C own Coll ege and discovered thatthere were whol e societies of people
like him some of them even worse off thanhe, though in his heart, there was
not hi ng worse than being a clown. But nost ofthe freaks had been in hones,
dorms, going to school all together. Their hurtswere different fromhis, and
even with Gyla, trying to talk about being a Iivingclown in the endl ess
purgatory of a public high school was like trying toexplain sand dunes to an
Eski nmo. " Pl ease,"” the boy said. Joshie and Gyla both | eaned over the tub

Gyl a's earspointed forward. "Please wanna stay," he said. "Like you." Then, he
| ooked upinto Gyla's face. "You pretty. Like you best.""Aw, jeez," Gyla said.
"Can you believe it?"Joshie pictured the house again, then, as Gyla brushed
agai nst himand he felther warm danp fur against the back of his hand, he
shuddered. He guessed hecould find that social worker's number. She'd been a
friend of his parents. Hi sfather, nmother, it had been duty nore than anyt hing,
keepi ng Joshie. The | ooksof disgust on his mother's face, when sonetines he
cane into a room and shehadn't been expecting him or the beaten expression
that his father had worn foryears. A man who had wanted a son...who had

i nstead gotten a clown. And theargunents. Late at night. Accusations. The
virus cane from sex, that was onething everyone knew. Joshie's nother and
father had invested a lifetine inaccusing each other of being the one who'd
picked it up, the one who' dcontributed the tainted egg or sperm and nmade
Joshie. He renmenbered one of hisfather's parting shots: "I'mjust thankful you
won't make anot her one |ike you,Josh. You won't be getting any girls
pregnant." Joshi e had thought for a longwhile his father had neant that Joshie
was too ugly for anyone to nake |l ove withhim and the bitterness was al npost

pal pabl e, but after a tine he realized thathis father had been talking about
sterility. Al freaks were sterile. Maybe the white house with the picket fence
(whi ch was Joshie's house, until agefive or so) was not such a good idea.Gyla
i nsisted on making a bed for the boy on her blue velvet couch. Joshiecurled on
the floor under a soft satin quilt that Gyla had sewn by hand. Helistened to
the boy's soft, contented breathing, and also to Gyla, who novedrestlessly in
her sl eep, and who nmpaned, and with each noan, Joshie could nothelp thinking
of going to her bed and forming his body around hers, then runninghis hands up
and down her lean, furry flanks, stroking the soft, round breasts, but he
willed this thought away by gazing at the boy's perfect, snmooth littleface,
the way the fur curled away fromhis forehead in the noonlight and glintedoff
the tips of his small, pointed ears.He did look like a teddy bear, Joshie

t hought, and at that noment, he decided tocall himLittle Bear. He told Gyl a
in the norning, and she agreed, while sippingcoffee, that it was a fine nane,
very good, until they got to L. A and Joshiecalled his friend fromthe child
protection office. The next day about four, they got to Long Beach, and
everyone was grumnblingbecause Macadam had picked a new spot for the circus, in
t he | oom ng shadows ofthe huge waste conversion plant. It had been an oi
refinery at one tine, but asthere was little oil left, it had been refitted
for waste conversion. It wasraining and the lights of the plant shone dimy

t hrough the fog. If Joshiesquinted the right way, he could picture the high
steel spires as the turrets ofa castle."You' re going to call?" Gyla had
borrowed sonme clothes for Little Bear, who' dcooed and hooted as she'd dressed
him He was eating a corn dog in Gyla' strailer while Joshie stared out the

pl astic wi ndow at the waste plant."Yeah. Guess |I'll use Macadamn s
phone. """ Good, " Gyla said. "Wiy don't you go now? Before they come and get you
to hel pset up. I've got to fix my costunme. I'Il watch him" She gestured at

Littl eBear, who grinned. His T-shirt was snmeared with grease and fried batter
crunbs. Mustard streaked the fur around his nouth. Joshie found the soci al



wor ker' s nunber in the pocket of his green arny jacket,the ugly one with

sl eeves | ong enough to cover his hands. Probably the number wouldn't work. He
considered returning to Gyla's trailer andtelling her that he hadn't been able
to reach the child wel fare woman. No, hecouldn't do that. He wal ked across the
muddy yard to Macadam s. Macadam was eati ng conpressed soy pellets froma

pl astic container, pouring themdirectly into his nmouth, then crunching them

i ke peanuts."Hey, Joshie!" Macadam s head was slick and oval, hairless,

greeni sh-white anddelicately scal ed. He had epicanthic folds around his eyes,
and thin lips thecolor of spoiled knockwirst. Joshie had once watched Macadam
l[ift the rear of atrailer out of the nud. That had been in Fresno. Macadam

hadn't even gotten outof breath."l need to use the phone,"” Joshie said."Sure,"
Macadam said, his nmouth full of pellets. "Heard about the kid."Mntego Bay had
doubt| ess shared the story. Joshie now knew he had to make thecall. The house

with the white picket fence faded to a pinpoint, then blinkedout. "Yeah, I
know a | ady who can take care of him""Should have called the cops back in
Fontucky, " Macadam sai d. Macadam had aderi sive nane for every town, and
Fontucky was his for Fontana."Didn't want himto be taken to a hone," Joshie
said. He went to the phone andpi cked up a pencil, then began to punch the
nunbers. "Wiere the hell do you think he'll end up? Little bastard's better off
t hereanyway. " Macadam wi ped his lips.Joshie didn't bother to rem nd Macadam
that he'd grown up in a house, w thparents. Someone answered the nunber with
"L.A County Special Services."Joshie asked for the woman who'd been his
mother's friend, Caire Brigham"She's not with us any longer.""l needed to
talk to her. It's a special case," Joshie said, feeling nervoustwinges in his
stomach. "She's retired. What was your nane?""Josh Petersen. She was a friend
of my nmother.""M. Petersen, anyone here can help you. Do you have a child for
pl acenent ?""1, uh," Joshi e paused. Macadam was | eaning over, listening in. "I
m ght know of sonmeone, yes. Ms. Brighamis still in the area?""Yes. Look, is
this about her volunteer work?"Joshie heard rustling papers. "Sure," he
sai d. The woman gave him C aire Brigham s nunber and he clicked of f and punched
t henunbers as quickly as he could, struggling with the pencil in his
clumsyfingers. He turned so Macadam coul dn't see his face, and he heard the
bi g fi shman chuckling. Laughing at his hands. The nunber rang a long tine

bef ore sonmeone picked up the phone, an ol der woman, | aughi ng. "Look, if you're
trying to get Pizza Pirates, | guarantee this isn'tthe right nunber.""Ms.
Brighan? | don't want Pizza Pirates, | wanted you," Joshi e sai d. Macadam sai d,
"Ha!" and began rattling the drawers of his desk."l"msorry, | can't hear
you," the woman said. Her voice was a mature woman' slight trenolo."This is
Josh Petersen. Maybe you renenber my nother, Shirley?"There was a pause on the
other end of the line. "Yes, | do renenber. You' re theson, the one who...""I'm
the clown,"” Joshie said."You got that right," Macadaminterjected. Joshie's
face grew fiery."Wll, how may | help you, then? Is your nother in trouble?
Has sonet hi nghappened?""No, nothing like that," Joshie said quickly. "It's
just that, well, I'"'mwth acircus now, a real circus. I'ma clown. And there's
been sonething conme up.""l1'mglad you found a place for yourself," Ms.

Bri gham said. "Not nany can saythat."Joshie turned to stare at Macadam who
was filing his nails to a point. Healways kept themlike that. Macadam had
four long, slender fingers on each hand, but they were webbed. Maybe there were
wor se things than having only three bigfat fingers."W found a boy abandoned
yesterday, in Fontana. W're in Long Beach now He's...""He's a changed child,"
Ms. Brigham said.Joshie had never heard that way of saying it before. He
decided that he likedit. "He's got the virus, yes," he said."And you wanted to
find a placenent for him" Ms. Brigham|aughed, but nothappily."Yes. W...

can't keep him""No," she said. "No, of course you can't. Well, you got ne
here at hone, so yourust have heard |'mno |onger with the department.""I did.
| was calling because we don't want himto go to a horme. | thought

maybet here' d be sonewhere el se, sonething else.""There are no famlies for
children like this," she said."But maybe sonething better. Isn't there
somet hing that can be..."Ms. Brigham paused. "There is something, but it's
only for the children withthe greatest potential. |'ve been involved in a



project for some tinme. It'scalled H gh Haven. In Lake Arrowhead. Maybe you' ve
heard of it?"Joshie hadn't. "H gh Haven?" It sounded wonderful ."It's like a
canp, only year-round. Run all by people who' ve been changed. Privately

funded. "Joshie's heart leapt. Something like that for kids like Little Bear?
"That'swhat | want," he said."lIt's not that sinple. This boy has to have sone
support system outside of H ghHaven. People who care about him and a place to
go when he turns eighteen."Joshie's nother had packed his things and put them
in a large cardboard box onthe front porch on his eighteenth birthday. "I

see," he said."I'll have to cone see the boy, neet with him" Ms. Brigham
said."W're in Long Beach," Joshie told her."Quite a drive. I'mnot sure | can
make it.""I1'lIl pay for an electric cab,"” Joshie said. He thought of his neager
stash of nroney. Macadam fed them and housed them but he paid wetchedly.

Still, hisnmoney should cover it, providing Ms. Brighamdidn't live very far

away. Hernunber had been fromthe San Fernando Valley."That's very nice of
you," Ms. Brighamsaid."W're here for a week. Wen can you make
it?""Tonmorrow afternoon, nost likely." She asked for directions, and | aughed
when hetold her they were in the shadow of the waste plant. Awful area, she'd
said. Ocourse it was. Those were the only areas where Macadam s Gircus
went . When Joshi e got off the phone, his heart was light. He could hardly wait
to tell Gyl a about Hi gh Haven. Somehow they'd work sonething out, convince Ms.
Bri ghant hat there was a, what had she called it? A support systemfor Little
Bear. Gyl awoul d hel p, he knew it.Macadam had finished filing his nails and was
rearrangi ng his desk. "Heard youtal ki ng about Hi gh Haven," he said. "Let ne
tell you kid, it's a ripoff."Joshie bit his Iip. "Wat do you know about
it?""1t's all a scare, Cown Boy. Ain't nothing up there. Didn't | ever tel
you how ucky you were to be working for ne? At least | pay."Joshie put on his
gl oves. "Yeah, you told nme," he said."Look, maybe | should just call the cops.
That kid's gotta be in a home.""Don't do it," Joshie said. H s heart was
racing and he couldn't fathomtheexpression on Macadanmis face. "Don't you do

anything like that. I'mtaking careof the problem "Micadam | eaned back in his
chair. It squealed fromhis weight. "You know what ?After you screw this up
you'll be back, Cown Boy. It's ne who takes care ofall of you here. Don't

forget it."Joshie didn't trust hinself to say anything el se, so he just shook
his head andstunbled fromthe trailer. He'd only gone a few steps when Montego
Bay canetrotting up."Hey, |'ve been |ooking for you. W' ve got to get the
Tanks set up, and theAbom nable Showman." It was drizzling rain and Montego's
hair was slicked downover his forehead.Joshie was still shaking fromthe
run-in with Macadam "l-- | wanted to tellGyla |I've got sonething great set up
for Little Bear. | nean, the kid.""No time," Montego said, then he grinned. He
didn't seemto notice that Joshiewas breathing like a bellows. "That's good
news about the kid. Calling hinmLittle Bear, huh? If he was a little ol der, you
m ght get himset up as a clown. Think of that, did ya?" Mntego grabbed
Joshie's armand | ed hi maway. Joshi e had no choice. He slapped the seats up as
qui ckly as he coul d, andchecked the VR connections, which had al ways been his
job. Hi's fingers wereclunsy, but his brain wasn't, and no one knew t he system
better than Joshie. Montego then had hi m brush down the ani mated Abomi nabl e
Snowman, which requiredlittle coordination, and check the dry ice bays not
once, but three tinmes. Oneof themwas stuffed with wads of blue and orange
chewi ng gum and sticky usedcotton candy cones. G unbling, Joshie scooped out
the nmess. Then, finally,Montego rel eased himwi th a sharp slap between his
shoul der bl ades that took hisbreath away.Joshie rushed to Gyla's trailer. It
was already so late, nearly dusk. He boundedup the steps and tried the door

It was | ocked. Maybe she'd taken Little Bear toget something else to eat, or
to neet some of the other performers."Hey, Gyla," he called. There was no
answer. Joshie went to the wi ndow, wherethe |ace curtains Gyla had sewn on a
wi ndy night on the road between Escondi doand EIl Centro were drawn. The | ace
was filmy, transparent, and Joshie could seeshadows within.Gyla was inside,
nmoani ng, and a man was behind her, a large nman with sl ender, webbed,

| ong-fingered hands, stroking her breasts in slow, circular notions."You hairy
little whore," Macadam sai d. Joshi e wat ched Macadam s bi g, sleek, scaly body



t hrough the | ace as he didbarbed things to Gyla, and he listened to her soft
moans and Macadam s wetgrunting. Then, Joshie turned fromthe wi ndow and wth
a sudden, sharp pain deepin his gut, he bent near the steps and vonited.
Thunder crashed and it began torain, and he headed for the clown tent. At

least Little Bear had not been in thetrailer. Little Bear had been sonewhere
el se, and for this tiny thing, Joshiewas very grateful.Little Bear was in the
clown tent, sitting on Hunny the Pig Grl's |ap.She turned her sniling pink
face to Joshie and said, "Gyla asked nme to watchhim He's a real sweetie,

isn't he?"Little Bear saw Joshie and went, "Hootie-hoo! Hootie-hoo!" Then, he
fl apped hisarnms |ike w ngs."Cone on," Joshie said, and he grabbed Little Bear
roughly, under the arns, andbegan to carry himoff."Hey, sonething wong,

Joshi e?" Hunny the Pig Grl's face was full of concern.Her small eyes were as
wi de as they could get."Nothing," Joshie said. "Thanks a lot, Hunny." He
retreated to his trailer,where he tried to interest Little Bear in sonme cheese
doodl es and a ganme ofgo-fish with a crunpled deck of cards. Little Bear began
to cry."Want ny lady," he said."Aw, dam," Joshie said. Then, he renenbered
his balloons. He filled balloonsand nmade animals for Little Bear, who cooed
and hooted madly as he put a ball oonhat on his head and pi nched and squeezed
the bright yellow rubber until itpopped. Wen Little Bear tired of ball oons,
Joshi e got out his makeup kit andnade a sweet, smiling clown face on Little
Bear, who sighed in wonder, thenrubbed the red and the blue into the white
greasepaint until his face turnedinto a pink and purple abstract work of
art.Joshie took Little Bear to get a bow of soup and some crackers in the
nmesstent, then returned to the trailer. After Little Bear, who tal ked when he
want edt o, begged and begged, Joshie allowed himto paint his face, or rather
snear greasepaint on with his soft little fingers."Like your nose," Little Bear
said. "Funny.""Yeah," Joshie said. "Real funny.""Not sleep with |ady tonight?
My lady?""No, Little Bear," Joshie said. He turned away and Little Bear hooted
softly."Lady wants to be by herself."Joshie tucked Little Bear into his own
narrow bed and drew his rough green Armybl anket around his neck. Little Bear
conpl ai ned about the scratchy wool so nmuchthat Joshie got out an ol d padded
ski jacket and draped it over his small body. He took the bl anket hinself and
sat in the folding chair by his card table,staring out the rain-streaked

wi ndow. Whenever Joshie closed his eyes, the i mage of Macadam bendi ng over

Qyl a, kneadi ng her soft, furred breasts, cane to himlike a cheap Pol aroid
snapshot. So, Joshie kept his eyes open and stared, a dry, enpty feeling in his
stomach. Fromtime to tinme, he thought of what Macadam had called Gyla, and his
st omacht ur ned. Joshi e's only experiences with wonen had been of a business
nature, quick, roughand dirty. And the wonmen had never | ooked at his face,

never. And he stillrecalled the chili shudders of some of them when he'd
touched themw th his uglyhands. Gyl a had seened to enjoy Macadam s hands, wth
t hose awful pointed nails, thewebbing between the Iong fingers. Still, nmaybe

he'd threatened her. Macadam wasli ke that. Several wonen had |eft the circus,
suddenly, in the nmddle of thenight. Al Micadam s doi ng, Joshie knew But
Gyl a had been noani ng, soft andpliant. WIIling. No one had ever npaned that way
with him Joshie put his head in his hands andrested his el bows on the
unsteady card table, and thought, bitterly, that maybeGyla mght like to be
hurt. He | ooked at his stubby hands, and wondered if hecould hurt with

t hem The next day the circus was open. Joshie had three shows. He made Little
Bear uplike a tiny clown and instructed himto sit quietly in a slat-sided red
wagonand smile at the people as they canme by. Little Bear hooted and cooed
ateveryone."He's darling," a wonan in a | eather bodysuit said. "Look at that
little teddybear clown." Children pointed at Little Bear and Joshie and
giggled. After a while, the clowns were finished and the acrobats came out.
Gyl a rode auni cycl e and danced wi th hoops to delicate piano nusic. A hush cane
over thecrowd when she cane out in her pink costune, a little risque for the
young ones,wi th her pink g-string and a coupl e of patches over her breasts.

But the circusgot away with it because Gyla didn't expose snooth flesh, nmerely
sl eek, silverfur.Joshie held Little Bear on his hip and worked quietly al ong

t he edges of thecrowd, handing out neon plastic flowers to the kids. Joshie



never tal ked to thecrowd. He m med everything."Look at that girl," a woman
said softly. "She |ooks so strange.""But she's beautiful,” canme a little
girl's voice. "Her fur is so shiny andsilvery. I wish | could dance |ike
that.""No, you don't," the woman said. "Don't say that, honey.""Mam, she's
pretty,” the girl insisted.Joshie stroked Little Bear behind his furry
ears."\We enjoy the circus, dear, but we don't want to be like them" the woman
sai d. Joshie could not bear to listen any |onger, so he noved on. At |ast, the
showwas over. Macadam canme out in his gleam ng green suit, the bullet-headed
fi shman, and bade everyone a safe trip hone after enjoying the sideshow Gyl a
caught up with Joshie and Little Bear on their way to the Cown tent."Hey! |

m ssed you |l ast night. Hunny told ne you picked up Little Bear, and lwaited
for you all evening," Gyla said. Her tiara was crooked. Joshie reachedover and
straightened it."Sure," he said. "I bet you did." Couldn't she see him

trenbli ng?Gyl a stopped. "What's wong?""Nothing," Joshie said. "Let's get
something to eat. Look, that woman | told youabout is com ng today. She m ght
take Little Bear.""Really?" Gyla grinned. She tried to link her armw th
Joshi e, but he pull edaway. She caught his eye. "Joshie, what's the

matter?""Nothing's the matter," he told her. She | ooked so beautiful, in her
tiara andsatin costunme. O course she wanted Macadam He had the noney, and he
waspower ful . Joshie didn't blane her, not at all. Probably it had been going

on along time. Macadam s hands had been faniliar, knowi ng, as they ran al ong
her sl ender body. "Let's get something to eat and we can tal k about Little
Bear.""Sure," Gyla said, still uncertain. She wal ked silently with theminto
the tent. Gyl a fetched soup and crackers for her and Joshie, and another corn
dog forLittle Bear, along with plenty of nustard and napki ns. She fussed with
a napkinat Little Bear's neck while Joshie talked. It was better to talk about
Littl eBear. Better to tal k about anything except Gyl a.The words rushed out.
"Her nane is Ms. Brigham She's coming this afternoon. She's ol der, didn't
want to drive all the way out here. | told her 1'd pay forher cab.""That was
sweet," Gyla said.Joshie cleared his throat. "Look, she told me about a place
called H gh Haven,up in the nountains. Little Bear could go there, if he's
got...what did she callit? If he's got a support system""Ch," Gyla said. "I
think I mght have heard of it."Joshie kept on tal king. "W've got to convince
her that Little Bear has sonekind of honme base here with us. O herwi se,

don't see as if he has nuch of achance. After all, he doesn't talk very well.
The noi ses, the crazy flapping. Wknow it's fromhow he was treated.""Bad,"
Gyl a said."Yeah," Joshie said. "Very bad. But | don't think Ms. Brigham cares
aboutthat." Little Bear was gnawi ng on his corn dog and hooting happily.

Joshi epaused and wi ped nmustard fromhis chin."l have heard of this place,"”
Gyl a said. She crunbled a cracker into her soup."It's run by people |ike us.
Al of them Only...only they have educations. Andnoney. And they care." Gyla
stirred her soup."Were'd you hear about H gh Haven?""Sonmebody told ne about
it. Not in a nice way."Joshie started to touch her delicate, furred hand, but
he saw his big, ungainlyred glove. Gyla |liked sharp nails, webbed fingers. Not
a baggy clown glove withonly three fingers and a thunb."Seens to nme that place
t akes noney," Gyla said. "Donations and such. Muybethey'd be nore likely to
take Little Bear if we agreed to send noney eachnonth."” Her head hung down
now, and she was wat ching the crackers softening towhite nmush in the hot

soup. "Maybe, " Joshie said. "I got the inpression Ms. Brigham nmeant that the
ki dsneeded to have a place to go after they turned eighteen and had to | eave

t hi sHi gh Haven. Like, a job and a hone and such."Gyla brightened. "I can ask
Macadam He likes the kid. He...""No!" Joshie shoved his soup away so hard

t hat noodl es and broth splattered overthe table. "You dam well won't."Gyla
stared and started to say sonething, but Montego Bay interrupted."There's a
worman here," he said. "Says she's here to see the kid."Joshie | eapt up and
grabbed Little Bear. "Come on," he said. "There's a | ady whowants to neet you.

She's very nice, | promise."Gyla foll owed, and Joshie didn't dare stop her. He
couldn't chance upsettingLittle Bear before Ms. Brighamhad a chance to talk
to him Ms. Brighamwas outside the clown tent. She was a small, neat woman

with aman's fishing hat pulled tight around her ears. The corners of her



eyescrinkl ed. "Josh Petersen? | didn't recognize you. You've grown up.""They
call me Joshie here. Joshie the down. ""Ah," Ms. Brigham said. "This nust be
the boy.""We're calling himlLittle Bear," Gyla said, stepping forward. Ms.
Brigham smled. "You're another friend, then?""I'mw th Joshie," Gyla said.
Joshie held Little Bear tighter, and Little Bearbegan to squirm and hoot. Ms.
Bri gham ext ended her hand. "I'm Ms. Brigham Do you know your nanme?""Little
Bear," Little Bear said.Ms. Brighamtried again. "Yes, |'ve heard that, but
do you have another name ?"Little Bear shook his head and said, "Hootie-hoo!"
Then, he flapped his freearm instead of taking her hand. Ms. Brigham | ooked
guestioningly at Joshie. "Has he done this as |long as you' vehad hi n?"Joshi e
paused, then decided there was no reason for lying. "Yes.""It's called autism
of change. W see it in many changed chil dren, especiallythose who' ve been
negl ected. ""Auti sn?" Joshi e remenbered hearing that word, it was sonething
likeretardation, or craziness."No, not to worry. It's not like classic autism
It's responsive to treatnentand training. In fact, nost outgrowit.""If they
go to a place like H gh Haven," Gyla said. Joshie thought that shel ooked |ike
she wanted to cry."Yes, if they go to a place |like H gh Haven." Ms. Brigham
crossed her arms andstudi ed Gyla. "You' ve heard of H gh Haven, then?"Gyla
nodded. "Listen, | want you to know that Joshie and | are commtted tolLittle
Bear's future."Little Bear scranbled so hard agai nst Joshie's side that Joshie
had to put hindown. Little Bear ran inmrediately to Gyla and buried his face in
the fur of herstomach. Gyla stroked the back of his head and kept tal ki ng.
"You takedonations, don't you?""l'mnot precisely associated with them" Ms.
Bri gham said. "You' d have tospeak to the staff. Al Hi gh Haven staff are
changed.""1 like that word," Gyla said. "Better than freak, or differently

abl ed. What Iwanted you to know is that | make good nobney here. Good enough,
anyway. | canafford to send nobney each nonth for Little Bear, if that's what
you want."Ms. Brigham shook her head. "Donations are wel cone, but H gh Haven
is moreinterested in the human side of things.""But |'mnot human," Gyl a

sai d. Joshi e stepped between them "Please, just talk to him" he said. "Can

you dosone tests here? See if he's...how you said to ne...if he's got

potential ?""1'1l come back another day," Ms. Brighamsaid. Little Bear let go
of Gyla andran to Ms. Brigham and held her |eg. She | ooked down and
tentatively strokedhis head. "That's all right, Little Bear. 1'll cone back
with some friends andwe' |l play games, okay?"Joshie didn't know whether to cry
out in anguish or relief. "Can't you take hinPTake hi m now. "M s. Brigham shook
her head, slowly. "No, I'Il have to get sone help for this.He obviously
doesn't talk much. We have different tests for that. |I'"mnotqualified.""l
renmenmber," Gyla said. "I've taken all the tests. Little Bear is smart. Andhe's

young enough. If you take himto your High Haven, he's got a chance."Joshie
saw now that Gyla was crying. "You can have as much noney as | earn. ldon't
care, just so long as he has a chance." Then, Gyla | ooked up at

Joshi e, straight in his face, and opened her nouth as if she was about to say
nore, butinstead, she turned on her heels, in her delicate white slippers, and
ran away,toward her trailer.Joshie stood silently a while, then collected
Little Bear and pressed his faceinto his ruff. "I"msorry," he said to Ms.

Bri gham "She was raised in a home. Mbst of them around here were.
She's...""Bitter," Ms. Brighamsaid. "I can understand that."Joshie examn ned
her broad, honest face. "Are you coning back?"Ms. Brigham | ooked at her
shoes, which were practical brown brogans. "Yes. I'llcall sone friends.

They' Il come back with me. Gve me a couple of days.""All right," Joshie said,
because it was all that he could say. Then, Ms. Brigham wal ked back across the
danp, packed dirt ot to her waitingcab. She hadn't asked Joshie for any
nmoney. He called after her and asked aboutthe nmoney, but she waved himoff." CGo
and talk to your girl," she called. "I'"mthinking right now she needs afriend,
Josh.""She's not ny girl," Joshie said."My lady," Little Bear said in Joshie's
ear . Joshi e knocked on Gyla's door with his red-gl oved cl own hand. He and
Little Bearwaited a long tine before she answered."She's not going to take
him" Gyla said when she opened the door."Hey, don't say that," Joshie said.
"She's com ng back with sone other people,in a couple of days.""l've got sone



nmoney, " Gyla said. "I can get nore."Macadam s noney. Joshie put Little Bear
down on the bl ue vel our couch, noreroughly than he shoul d have. Gyla had been
crying, and her golden eyes were red.Joshie wanted to feel sorry for her, but
i nstead, here she was tal ki ng about Macadam s dirty nmoney. Little Bear ran to
Gyl a's bat hroom Gyl a rubbed her eyes, and Joshie heard the water running. "He
want s anot her bubbl e bath," she said."Ms. Brigham doesn't care about noney,"
Joshi e said. "You heard her."Gyla bent over and unhooked her bra. Joshie had
to | ook away, and she wal kedaround hi m and sat on the blue vel vet couch and
crossed her |egs, then rubbedher eyes."Everybody cares about noney," she said.
She crossed her arms behind her headand thrust her chest out at himJoshie sat
in her dressing chair and fiddl ed with her conbs and brushes. " Everybody
doesn't care about it," he said. "O selling thensel ves."She gasped, a little
gasp, then her face hardened. "Wat are you tal king about, Joshi e?"He sl ammed
the big brush down on her dressing table, then picked up one of herblue
fringed bras which she had flung aside. He held it up. "This? How aboutyour
good friend, Macadam ""He's not my friend," Gyla said."Yeah?" Her silky round
breasts jutted out at him"One of us is going to have to go in and check on
the kid," she said."You do it," Joshie said."All right." She stood, then

saunt ered past him As she wal ked by, Joshie reached out, with his awful clown
gl ove, and grabbedher waist.She gave a little cry, then said, "Joshie, don't

play ne that way. | like youtoo nuch."He pushed her fromhim "You don't |ike
me, " he said. She ran her hands over her hips, then turned toward the w ndow.
"No," she said."Maybe | don't. But | like your face."Late afternoon |ight

streamed in through the lace curtains and fell across herslender shoul ders.
She turned and straightened her g-string."Tell ne that again," Joshie said.

H s voi ce sounded strange and rough. She turned back and she was snmiling. "I've
al ways |iked your face, Joshie."He |eaned forward and he touched her side,
gently now, and stroked the soft fur."Hunny will watch Little Bear," she said.
"I"'msure she will.""That's not the right thing," Joshie said."Ch, yes it is,"
Gyl a said. Then, she bent over and put her hand on Joshi e' scheek and ki ssed
him Her fur smelled of sweet powder, |like a baby. Her littletongue flicked in
his mouth and Joshie felt the trailer spin around him Then, just as quickly as
she'd ki ssed him she pulled away and went to thebathroom "Hurry up, Little
Bear," he heard her say. "You're going to visit w thHunny tonight." Then,
Joshie heard Little Bear's squeal of delight.After the arrangements were made
and Little Bear was |left safely with Hunny,who'd been thrilled at the honor of
keeping him Gyla canme to Joshie. Hisfingers played over Gyla's soft fur.Gyla
caressed his face, lightly touching the tip of his nose, and he hated it
atfirst and wanted to turn away, but she would not let him"You re so gentle,"
she said, over and over.Joshie, his heart slamming in his chest, ran his
fingers over her thighs,feeling as though he would cry each tinme she cried
out. And she did not shudderat the touch of his hands, his clown hands."M
beautiful girl,"” he told her. "Beautiful Gyla."Late in the evening, as he |ay
besi de her and cradled her in her soft,sweet-snelling bed, she began to
talk."l can get a lot of nobney," she said, and he put his hand on her cheek to
hushher, but she turned, and kept talking. "They all give ne noney. Lots of

it. Butl'd never take it fromyou, Joshie. | care about you."Joshie renmenbered
Macadam bendi ng over Gyla, handling her so roughly andcoldly. It had enraged
him but now, he felt only sadness. If Gyla had been anormal girl, she never
woul d have had to endure sonething |ike Macadam Joshiecouldn't think that
Macadam was "soneone. ""That place," Joshie said. "That H gh Haven. Mybe they
woul dn't just take kids, Gyla. Maybe there'd be a place for us."Gyla | aughed.
"No, | don't think so," she said."l neant it," Joshie said. "W can at |east
try.""This place was freedomfor ne," Gyla said. "Can you understand that? To
you,it's just a job."What did she think he was? Wiere el se would he earn a
living, with his clownface and ugly hands and feet? Joshie ran his fingers

al ong her flank and said,"l"mno different fromyou.""Ch, yes you are, Joshie.
You' re a human being," she said."You re a human being, too," Joshie said.
"Don't ever think you're not."Micadam s ugly words coul dn't be how Gyl a

t hought of herself. He stroked herback gently, until she fell asleep. Curled



besi de her, after a time, Joshieslept. The next norning, he woke to the patter
of rain on the roof of the trailer. Gyl awas gone.He dressed and ran out in
search of Gyla and Little Bear. Macadam greeted hi nmbesi de the C own
tent."You' ve got an appointnent this norning," Macadam said."Wat? |'ml ooki ng
for Gyla and Little Bear. The kid." Joshie rushed past himfighting the desire
to drive his fist into the big man's scaled gut."The boy is in ny trailer

Lady says she has full payment for you and the boy togo to a place called High
Haven." Macadam | aughed. "I hear it's real nice upthere."Joshie stopped.
"Where's Gyl a?" Macadam pi cked at one pointed nail. "She's taking a

break. "Joshi e rushed at him his heart pounding. He grabbed Macadam s jacket.
"Where isshe?""She's fine, clown. Don't worry about her. Your ticket has been
punched. " Then, Macadam rai sed his arms and pushed Joshi e away. "You' d better
not have hurt her,"” Joshi e said. Macadam shook his head. "I'd never hurt her
She's very special to nme," he said.H s eyes were hard and blind-1ooking, |ike
a shark.Joshie ran past himto the trailer. He would grab Little Bear, then
find Gyla,and they'd all get out of the circus. That was the right thing, he
realized. Thelittle house with the white picket fence. Gyla in the sw ng
beside him andLittle Bear playing on the | awn. Wen Joshie reached Macadam s
trailer, Ms. Brighamwas there with a tall,red-haired man and short, dunpy
worman in a caftan. Little Bear was playing witha set of colored bl ocks behind
Macadam s desk."You're a very fortunate man, Josh," Ms. Brigham said.
"Someone has endowed youand Little Bear."Joshie | ooked between the man and the

ot her woman, then at Little Bear. "I don'tunderstand.""You and Little Bear
will both be going to High Haven. Little Bear will startpreschool there and
you are to be trained as a cook.""Cook?""Yes, |I'"'mafraid it's the only opening

t hey have right now ""What about Gyl a?""She's staying," Macadam said as he
stonped into the trailer and pushed thebl ocks aside to sit at his desk. He
smled down at Little Bear with hissharklike smle.”"l won't | eave w thout
her," Joshie said."l'mafraid you have no choice," Ms. Brigham said. She was
still wearing thefisherman's hat. "The person who gave the endowrent has
stipulated that it'sjust you and Little Bear.""Then just take the boy," Joshie
said. "I'mnot leaving without Gyla." He gl aredat Macadam who nerely sniled
and toyed with the drawers of his desk. Macadam snail fileglittered on the
desk. It had a sharp point, and Joshie was closer toit than Macadam He could
junp, grab it, hold it to Macadamis scaly fish throat.Ms. Brigham noved cl ose
and said very softly, so softly that Joshie m ght nothave heard, had it not
been for his over-large, sensitive ears, "Just come withus and it will be all
right. Trust ne."Joshie nearly gasped, and he | ooked between her and the nai
file. Macadam sneck...he was so close. Little Bear threw a block, and said,
"Hot!"Joshi e deci ded he would have to trust Ms. Brigham "I1'll be back for
Gyl a," hetold Macadam "You can count on that.""Right," Macadam sai d,
grinning. "You frighten me, Cown Boy.""Let's go now, son," the red-haired man
said. He |l eaned over and Little Bearscooted farther behind the desk."Conme on
Little Bear," Joshie said. He squatted, and Little Bear |ooked up fronthe

bl ocks, then reached for him Joshie picked himup, feeling the

fam | iarwei ght. The woman in the caftan beamed. "You'll have a lovely tine at
H gh Haven," shesai d. Macadam | aughed as they left the trailer. They wal ked
toward the chain-link fence which surrounded the circus encanpnment. The waste
conversion plant |ooned overhead, spunmes of white effluent snokingfromits
stacks. "Go ahead," Ms. Brighamtold Joshie. "Get in the van."Joshie held
Little Bear close. "You nust think I'"mcrazy. | won't |eave Gyl a. Never.""Just
get in the van," Ms. Brigham said. The red-haired nman stepped forward.
"There's no cause for alarm"” he said. Thewoman in the caftan patted his

arm There was a driver in the van, and he opened the side for all of them
Theot hers clinbed in, and Joshie turned, |ooking back on the collection of
circustents and trailers. The sideshow lights flickered in the early norning
light. The door to Macadanmis trailer swng open, and he | eapt down the
steps."Pl ease,” Ms. Brigham said. The red-haired nan pushed Joshi e hal f way
into the van. "Didn't think he'd figureit out this quickly," he said.Joshie

| ooked around, confused, then the woman in the caftan and the red-hairedman



both forced himinside. Gasping, Joshie grabbed Little Bear as thered-haired
man buckled themin their seat.Ms. Brighamslid to the front, then turned to
the driver and said, "get going."Macadam was cl ose enough that Joshie saw the
gun in his hand."Let's hope he's a poor shot," the red-haired man said."Ch,
he's a circus freak," the worman replied. "Not a professional."Macadam
crouched. Joshie bent over and tucked Little Bear's head into his chest. He
heard poppi ng noi ses, then dull whacks, and a few high, whining noises."He is
a poor shot, isn't he?" the red-haired nan sai d.Joshie was conpl etely huddl ed
now, his breath com ng in gasps. "You people areout of your mnds," he said.
The van jerked and threw Joshi e agai nst the door. The red-haired man | aughed.
"You can sit up now. We're well out of range."Joshie sat up and turned to see
the circus lot fading in the distance. LittleBear curled against him and he
held himfast, then grabbed the red-haired man' sshoul der. "Gyl a's back there
with Macadam He'll kill her!" Joshie dug hisfingers hard into the man's
shoul der. The red-haired man snmiled. Joshie at first didn't understand when

i nstead ofreplying, he reached with his free hand and tugged at the red hair.
It peel edaway to expose a perfectly smooth, white scalp. "I'ma clown too,
friend," hesaid. The wonan in the caftan | eaned across the seat. "And I'm
porci ne," she said, andshe renoved her face in one neat piece to show a round
little pig snout and api nk rosebud nmouth underneath it.Little Bear said,
"Hooti e-hoo! hootie-hoo!" Fromthe back of the van, Joshieheard a tearing

noi se. He turned and saw the carpet covering, lifting up. Joshiefunbled wth
his seat restraint.Then, Joshie saw a pair of pointed gray ears above a
delicate, heart-shapedface. Ms. Brighamwas trying to say sonmething. "I didn't
t hi nk Macadam woul d figureit out so quickly," she said. "I'msorry,
Josh."Joshi e barely heard her. "Gyla," he whispered. Little Bear struggled to
escapet he seatbelt. His feet dug into Joshie's thighs."l gave them noney to
pay Macadam " Gyla said. "It didn't work out just like |I'dthought."Little Bear
sai d, "Hootie-hoo! Hootie-hoo!""It worked out fine," Ms. Brighamsaid. "You

have a good friend in that manMontego Bay.""Money doesn't matter to us," the
other clown said. "But it mattered toMacadam ""Even with the noney, Macadam
still tried to keep her," Ms. Brigham said. The bl ood was rushing in Joshie's
ears. The other clown, the pig woman, theywere so confident. Powerful. Gyla

| eaned over the seat and took Little Bear.Then, she kissed Joshie on the
cheek."l love your face, Joshie," Gyla said. "I |ove your hands.""Hootie hoo!"
Littl e Bear shoved his furry head hard between the seats. Just forthis one
nmonent, Joshie paid no attention, except to Gyla's velvet fur, evenwhen the
tears stung his eyes and ran along his big clown nose into the short,soft fur
of her exquisite face.



