It had never occurred to Awesome Jones that he was unhappy.
Until the previous Friday, Awesome Jones had worked for a company
that sold washing machines and other household appliances. But,
thanks to a battle between Commander Clay and one of Arc City’s
newer heroes—The Hurricane—the building had been completely
flooded and everyone inside had been let go while the company
moved its offices away from the city.
Across town, Lona Chang’s lease lay on the table as she ate her
breakfast. She would have the option to re-sign in about a month
but, since the building next door had been partially demolished,
she was considering moving farther out of the city. She hoped
something else would come along. Something usually did.
Awesome thought about the circled classified ad in the newspaper
as he rested his hand against the cool metal of the doorknob. He
looked back at his little house. Inside, a clock ticked and echoed
through the rooms. Although the sun sifted through the sheer
curtains, it seemed dark to him.
Lona set the empty plate in the empty kitchen sink and listened to
the thunk of ceramic against steel.
As a rule, Mr. Jones had always been quite content. Those who knew
him (though he knew almost no one very well) described him as
polite, considerate, and mild-mannered.
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Ms. Chang’s smile was what is often referred to as “infectious.” Those
who knew her (though she knew almost no one very well) described
her as kind, courteous and smart.
It wasn’t at all well known that Awesome Jones and Lona Chang had
always, without a doubt, been very lonely indeed.
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AWESOME JONES stepped into the offices of Akai Printing
Company carrying his impeccable resume in a manila folder.
Moving forward, silent against the metallic clatter of keystrokes, he
surveyed the room. It was all black marble floors and tall windows,
which glistened as rainwater tapped against them. Desks were
arranged in a maze. Men and women sat behind them, clacking
out keystrokes on black keys that bobbed up and down under their
fingers.
Despite the spring shower, Awesome Jones was not at all wet. He
had come prepared. He shook off his black umbrella and folded it
up.
He hesitated. Should he leave it or take it with him?
“I can take that!”
He looked to his right at the desk closest to the entrance. A girl (or
maybe a woman?) sat at the desk, the uneven light filtering through
the rain and glass behind her. She had wild hair that seemed to shift
between red and blonde, it waved around her face as she got to her
feet and extended her hand.
“Thanks.”
The girl smiled. The light shifted. The girl’s teeth were slightly
crooked, and Awesome felt himself smile back, awed by her, by
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something about her very nature. It was a feeling that he was not
accustomed to. She took his umbrella and slid it neatly into a brassy
stand. It clanked and came to a stop next to a pink one that was still
dripping dry.
“I’m here to see Harvey Sprat.”
“Down the hall, third door on the right.”
“Thanks.”
Awesome knocked on Mr. Sprat’s door and entered. Some time later,
he exited. This job interview was no different from the last one. His
resume and references were perfect, of course.
“Did you get it?”
Awesome turned to the receptionist and, for the first time, noticed
her nameplate.

4

Awesome Jones
“Yes.”
“Good.”
Then, after some time, in which his eyes never drifted from the
letters of her name:
“Just like it looks- Low Nah.”
“Ok.”
She smiled.
He liked it when she smiled. In fact, he was so distracted by the
subtle movement of her lips that he made it all the way into the
elevator, down to the ground floor of the building, and out on to the
street before-“Your umbrella!”
There she was, breathlessly clutching two umbrellas—one black, the
other pink. Awesome realized she must have run to catch up with
him.
“Thanks, that one’s mine.”
He took the black one.
“Oh, this one’s mine. It’s my break.”
She opened it and rested the metal stem on her shoulder. The
umbrella’s fabric cast a rosy glow about her.
She thrust out her hand.
“I’m Lona Chang.”
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He took it in his.
“I’m Awesome Jones.”
She chuckled at the sound of his name but, with her, it didn’t seem
to bother him.
“Well, Awesome Jones, when do you start?”
He opened his mouth to speak then closed it again as Captain
Lightning streaked by. His silver costume was a blurry shimmer
as the hero sped past. The breeze from his flight caught Lona’s
umbrella and spun it into the street where a passing car—black with
dark tinted windows—plowed over it. Pink and aluminum shreds
fluttered in the city air.
Awesome opened his own umbrella and held it over both of them.
Lona stared in the direction Captain Lightning had flown.
“I wonder where he’s off to.”
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IN A WHITE ROOM, with white walls and a white floor, white
lights washed the scene so that no shadows formed. A man (or
a beast?), his hulking, deformed chest heaving steadily under the
buzz of the lights, lay on a sturdy hospital bed in the middle of the
room. His hands, beautiful hands with long, graceful fingers lay
still, manacled next to his hips. His face would have been blank and
peaceful but for the twisted nature of it.
The man’s nose, a straight, sharp point, did not belong to his face. His
ears didn’t match. His left ear was long with a detached and pierced
lobe while the right was a small, gentle curve, a darker shade than
the rest of his mottled face. His lips, marred by a milky scar that cut
a diagonal swath from his left nostril to the right underside of his
chin, hid a set of mismatched teeth. His hair grew in tortoiseshell
patches, a crazy quilt of color and texture.
A steady pulse sounded in the room, telling the tale of his heart,
which kept beating while his brain slept and dreamt.
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AWESOME JONES DID THE DISHES. He was terribly good
at dishes. He ate take-out because he was very bad at cooking. He
never ate out of a box or a carton, though, because he so thoroughly
enjoyed the dishes. Awesome used lemon-scented detergent, which
mixed with the smell of duck sauce in the hot water. He never used
gloves, because he never had, and because he relished the feel of his
submerged hands.
He read the newspaper. Awesome enjoyed the newspaper sections
in the following order: Classifieds, Arts and Entertainment, Local
Stories, and Announcements.
He liked dogs but didn’t have one and had never had one and he
thought it might be nice, so he habitually read the ads of people who
were buying and selling them in order to educate himself on the
topic of canines and other animals which lived in people’s houses.
Awesome knew that pit bulls were advertised as both potential killers
and baby lovers. He knew that house rabbits were often afflicted
with bladder problems. He knew that lovebirds didn’t always get
along but he wished they did.
He enjoyed local news because he was lucky enough to live in the city
where Captain Lightning worked. On this particular day Captain
Lightning had thwarted the plans of an infamous jewel thief who,
the article reported, was after a local exhibition of a rare and ancient
blue stone. A full color photo followed.
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It was a nice evening—warm and quiet. The rain had stopped and the
air was thick and misty. Awesome Jones took his umbrella and left
for a walk. He encountered a man with a golden retriever. Awesome
had long thought that a golden retriever would make an excellent
pet. People always wanted them and they were advertised with the
words: Faithful, loyal, playful. And often: Beautiful coat, very shiny.
He walked past a corner market and a little restaurant that was still
in the repair process, its front windows smashed and the door off its
charred hinges. Chaos Team had knocked over the bank across the
street the week before and men in black suits were overseeing the
repairs as they always did.
Awesome stopped and browsed through a street vendor’s selection
of flowers. The blossoms hung heavy with rainwater. He bent to sniff
a large, purple bloom.
“I would like some of these.”
“Sure. You want some baby’s breath?”
“What’s baby’s breath?”
“This—”
The man held up a scrubby plant.
“Ok.”
Awesome Jones walked away with a small bouquet.
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AWESOME JONES was terribly good at filing. Lona watched
him while handling a cranky Mrs. Sprat on the telephone. Awesome
was fast. He was so fast. It was as though he didn’t even read the
names.
“Yes. Yes. I’ll have him call you.”
Lona hung up.
She was transfixed. She sat at her desk, her phone unplugged, through
her entire break. Awesome had finished the backlogged files and
was moving on to the adding machine. His fingers moved fluidly
over the keys. They were beautiful in motion, long and dexterous.
Receipt paper flowed over the edge of his desk.
“Do you need anything?”
“No. But, thank you.”
“Just let me know!”
They awkwardly stared at the adding machine, he for 3.6 seconds,
she for a solid and even 5. He saw her smiling at the adding machine
for 1.4 seconds and then at him for a lifetime.
Lona blushed, turned toward her desk.
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Awesome opened what had become an empty drawer.
“Wait, I need another roll of adding tape.”
“Ok.”
Awesome followed Lona to her desk.
She stood behind it, watching him read her nameplate. He was so
still, so quiet. She admired his thoughtful consideration of all things,
his easy tranquility.

“Your last name is Chang?”
She nodded.
“Is your first name really Awesome?”
That should have been expected.
“Yes.”
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“Does that ever affect your ability to do anything?”
“Like what?
“Car loans? Credit card approvals?”
“I don’t have a car or a credit card.”
“What about job interviews?
“No.”
Lona tapped the first letter of her last name with a short, crescent
moon shaped fingernail. She shrugged and said,
“I’m adopted”
“Oh.”
She sat down and opened the drawer by her right calf.
He stared at an orange coffee mug on her desk. Almost empty.
“Here.”
She held out the roll of adding machine tape.
He reached for it. His fingertip brushed against her hand. He worried
that she would feel his quickened pulse in the tip of his finger as it
grazed hers.
“I didn’t even realize I’d run out.”
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WHEN Awesome Jones was four years old, his parents put on their
best. His mother in fine silk; his father in pearl cufflinks. They kissed
him goodbye.
Their bodies were never found.
Awesome was raised by his grandmother and grandfather. He never
cried for his parents but he loved their pictures, his father’s shoes,
his mother’s hatbox.
Children were cruel. Awesome didn’t know or understand why he
had to carry the burden of such a name.
“Your parents knew that you were destined for greatness,
Awesome.”
His grandmother was generous.
Greatness?
He was terrible at math.
“You can do anything if you just practice enough.”
His grandfather was kind.
When Awesome was seven years old he tried to fly. He broke three
bones and never tried again.
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But he did get better at math.
Much better.
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TAKE OUT. Curry and lemon detergent soup cycloned down the
drain.

He closed the paper and left the house. The evening air was chilly
but not uncomfortable. He passed a cardigan-clad woman with
two cocker spaniels. They seemed nervous. Spaniels were often
advertised as exceedingly mentally stable dogs but Awesome
thought they always seemed teary eyed and scared.
He stopped at the flower vendor as he had every night for a week.
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“Those.”
“You want some baby’s breath?”
“No.”
Awesome sat on an iron park-bench and watched as the dusk
transitioned into night. The flowers smelled nice. Nice, but not
perfect. Not yet. They were a light shimmery pink with small,
delicate blooms. They were almost right. But not quite.
He took a shower, clipped his nails, brushed his teeth. His teeth
were magnificent. He had never had a cavity.
The flowers sat in a plain vase on his bedside table. He smelled them
and thought briefly about work the next morning. Then, he turned
off the lights and fell asleep.
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PAPERS MOVED WITHOUT RESISTANCE quickly and
efficiently through the air. Did he even check the page numbers?
The papers grew into a neat stack of sorted and stapled booklets.
Lona stared. She bit her bottom lip. She drew in a breath.
So did he.
Awesome stuck his thumb in his mouth then pulled it out and
cradled it in his other hand, studying the blood that oozed from the
clean slice.
“Hmm.”
He looked around. Was she staring at him?
“Paper cut?”
“Yeah.”
Awesome got up and moved to her desk. Lona motioned for him to
give her his thumb and proceeded to study the wound. He studied
her mostly empty coffee cup. She blew air through pursed lips over
his skin.
“That’s some paper cut.”
“Yeah. Would you like to get coffee with me?”
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“Absolutely.”
They went out for coffee that evening and every following evening
for two weeks.
Every night Awesome went for the same walk. Every night he bought
a different bundle of flowers.
Lona Chang enjoyed the newspaper in the following order: Classifieds,
Local News, Arts and Entertainment, and Announcements. Lona
asked only once more about his odd first name. She learned of
his own ignorance surrounding its source, of the tragedy that had
befallen his family, of his life without answers. She didn’t ask again.
She had lost her own parents when she was very young. Captain
Lightning’s predecessor—The Baron: Hero of the World—managed
to pull Lona, and only Lona, from the wreckage of the car. Her
mother burned within. A few months later, her father had died
on an expedition to the Arctic Circle. Before that, her father was
Humphrey Langdon, heir to the Langdon fortune and famed world
explorer and philanthropist. Her godparents, Mr. and Mrs. Chang
of Chang’s Antiques Emporium, who had been the loyal butler and
maid to Lona’s parents, adopted her and loved her.
Lona remembered her mother’s voice, the feel of the plaid jacket she
left behind. The way her old cat-eye glasses made the world seem
so strange when Lona poked her face into the too-big frames. She
remembered the way her father had smelled, like pipe smoke and
talcum powder. She cherished an old history textbook he had used
in college, his neat notes dotting the margins throughout.
Names became a non-issue for them both.
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THE ORDERLY’S NAME WAS BAILEY. But no one would
remember that later. They would all remember Melinda.
Bailey entered the room at the start of his shift. He didn’t wear
gloves, as he was ordered to, because he had worked in this wing for
five years, had visited this man almost daily in that time, and had
grown complacent. After all, this man had been here long before
that and he had never moved, never even blinked.
Bailey listened to the rhythmic beep as he checked the man’s vital
signs and, as he unclipped the bag of fluids from its stand, he felt a
slight itch under his jaw. He scratched at it and then remembered he
had cut himself shaving that morning.
Bailey finished his job, made a note in the chart and checked his
watch. It was almost time for his lunch. He left the room and
whistled as he walked down the hall.
Bailey had seen the faint smear of blood under his fingernail but
he had missed the miniscule trickle that leaked out and dotted the
man’s arm like tiny pinpricks. Bailey had missed the sight of the
man’s nostrils flaring open. He had missed, as his pencil scratched
the paper, the flush of color in the man’s cheeks. And, as the door
closed and locked behind Bailey, he had missed the opening and
closing of those beautiful, long fingers within their steel trappings
while specks of his own blood soaked refreshingly into the man’s
pores.
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ON THE MORNING of the fifth Tuesday since he’d come to
occupy the desk across from Lona Chang, he finally asked her to
dinner.
“Tonight?”
“Yes.”
They ate in a fragrant restaurant with a brick oven in the center
of the dining room. The aroma of seasoned lamb and fresh baked
bread floated around them.
The table was candlelit. Lona’s hair glowed and shimmered. Red
and gold. She waved her lovely hands when she spoke. Her fingers
flashed and danced in front of him.
She was beautiful.
Awesome was transfixed.
He suggested a walk. She suggested that it end at his house. And so
it did.
She leaned into him when they reached the front door.
He inhaled everything he could from her.
They went inside.
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Awesome Jones’ bedroom was sparsely furnished and neatly kept.
Everything seemed to be a cool blue in the late evening light. Lona
saw, on the bedside table, in a creamy porcelain vase, pink and
orange flowers with large full blooms all clustered together.
They were perfect.
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THE FOOD WAS GOOD, the walk was good, the sex was good.
And it was every night. Every night she went home with him. Lona
loved to cook. She made him anything he could want. She made
him spaghetti and meatballs, chicken teriyaki, lentil soup, and
broccoli casserole. He did the dishes each night as she read him the
classifieds in her clear voice.
“For Sale: One Mastiff. Black, gentle disposition, three years
old.”
Awesome dried the casserole dish and wondered where to put it.
With all of the meals, Lona had gradually brought over a variety of
pots, pans, and cooking utensils.
“You can put it in the cupboard with the others.”
“Ok.”
He went about arranging the pots and pans.
“You wanna hear some more?”
“Sure.”
She carefully thumbed through the pages.
“Captain Lightning.”
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“Yeah?”
“Captain Lightning…”
“What’s wrong?”
He left the sink and stood behind her.
“It’s been so long.”

Her usually steady voice shook as she stared at the full color
photograph. The scarlet flames bounced off Captain Lightning’s
silver uniform as he stood next to a flaming car. His white blonde hair
was blackened in the front from ash and smoke. In the background,
a mother sat on a gurney cradling her baby against her sooty breast.
Lona touched the tip of her finger to the mother’s paper face and she
sighed a long, sad sigh for her own mother and father.
“I think I need to go see them.”

26

Awesome Jones
He kissed the top of her head.
“Ok.”
“It’s just been so long.”
He stroked her hair. Awesome looked at the date on the paper as he
said,
“I know. I would be going anyway. Tomorrow is the
anniversary.”
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THEY BOTH took the next morning off. Mr. Sprat was glad to give
it to them. Awesome Jones was, perhaps, the most valuable worker
he had ever hired. And Lona was like a daughter to him.
Lona was like a daughter to everyone.
They drifted down the street until they came to Frank, the flower
vender they visited nearly every night.
He handed Lona two small bouquets, both comprised of a series of
deep blue, tiny, bell-shaped blooms. They smelled like springtime.
Awesome took a pair of white roses and held them close to his chest.
They walked, hand-in-hand, not speaking until they came to the
gate of the public cemetery. Rain had fallen early that morning and
the metal was shiny and slick.
Awesome took in the scene. Everything seemed shiny. And slick.
Including the granite headstone of Mr. and Mrs. Langdon.
The graves lay side by side. Two humble plots of earth, years old. By
now they contained next to nothing. Old bones and dust in wooden
boxes. But it didn’t matter. Not to Lona.
She took both smoky blue bouquets and laid them softly on the flat
earth in front of the stone. Lona got down on her knees. Neither of
them was religious, she just thought it might bring her closer. Closer
to something.
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“Baba and Mama have been wonderful. I have been wonderful.
I just thought I would come by and say hello.”
She sat there, awkwardly, on her knees for some time.
“If you were still around, I would want you to meet Awesome
Jones here. He’s a great guy. I’m very happy.”
She checked his position over her shoulder. She got up and brushed
the accumulated dust and pollen from the top of the grave.
They stood together, two hearts beating side by side, and looked out
over the cemetery. An entire population of the dead.
“Jones?”
Her voice was quiet.
“Yes?”
“Where are your parents?”
“They’re here. I’ll show you.”
When they reached the little, black marble headstone, Lona’s eyes
widened at the sight of the rock, of the words upon it, and the area
surrounding it.
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“Where did these come from?”
She meant the flowers. There were bouquets, bundles, baskets, and
single arrangements; too many and too fresh to have been left by
one, single person. There were yellow daffodils, a basket of tiny
violet pansies, a few roses, and some flowers they had never before
seen. Large and exotic blossoms on long, thick stems.
Awesome sighed.
“Today is the anniversary of their death. These flowers are
always here today. Pop says they had a lot of close friends.
And, every year these are here. Just like this.”
He leaned down and rested his own pair of roses atop the stone,
then put his finger to one of the petals. It was velvety and cool. Lona
knelt beside him. She touched a daffodil.
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“They’re all so beautiful.”
She stood and put her arm around Awesome’s waist and kissed his
cheek. Awesome sighed and stared at the grave for some time. After
a while, he stared at the city instead.
“Come on. Let’s go get some lunch.”
Thirty feet back, a man observed them. He brushed the hair out of
his face and watched them go.
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