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Tuesday always awoke when the train stopped. There was the sudden cessation of movement, 

and the gentle rocking motion that lulled her into a sense of security. Nicole sat up and yawned, 

stretching her back. She stood up and touched her toes, feeling the muscles in her back find their 

purpose again. She planted her hands and swung her feet up over her head and twisted her body, 

changing the direction she was facing. With one hand supporting herself, she pointed to Tuesday, 

seeing the girl she claimed as her sister still lazily dozing in the hay. It was cold even as their car 

stood still and Tuesday pulling the burlap blanket up over her head. 

“Wake up!” Nicole said. Her brown hair matched the skin tone of her southern european 

descent. Nicole reached out with her pointing hand and grabbed the edge of Tuesday’s burlap 

blanket and yanked it away from her. The girl groaned and rolled over in the hay, offering Nicole 

only the back of her tattooed legs and arms. Her hair was full of hay. 

“Git up now,” Millie called as she brought the bucket of applesauce to the open door of the 

rail car. The other children in the rail car began to stir, making their way to the open door 

carrying their bowls and metal spoons. Most of them sideshow performers, they began to emerge 

into the light. Sam the wolf boy, with hair sprouting from every square inch of his body was the 

first to make it to Millie’s breakfast bucket. Nicole brought her legs back, her belly to the ceiling, 

as she executed a roll. Bringing her body into a perfect circle and nearly sticking the landing, as 

she reached the edge of the door she skittered on one foot and caught the door frame to avoid 



tumbling out. Patty the mermaid girl, whose legs were fused together and painted green for 

performances wriggled to breakfast and as usual would help flipper-armed Nelson eat. 

“Come on, baby girl,”Millie said calling to Tuesday. Tuesday sighed and pushed herself up 

from the floor and driven by the instinct, pushed her legs out and manipulated her arms so that 

she could walk on her hands, perfectly balanced with her feet out straight behind her. 

“That’s enough of that!” Millie said. “You chillin’s gonna find yourselfs hurt and then you 

cain’t perform. You know how Mistuh Delmar won’t pay if you’se hurt.” 

“Yes, Miss Millie,” Tuesday said. 

“And I’m lookin’ at you too, Miss Nicole. No foolishness. You’se gonna be tumblin’ and 

flippin’ to beat the band soon enough,” Millie said as she ladled the applesauce into their bowls. 

“Yes’m,” Nicole said. 

A girl sat beside Tuesday, her face and body scarred and marked from thousands upon 

thousands of needle insertions. Her sideshow act like so many of them was the result of a genetic 

malady. In the case of Katey who could not sense pain, her side show act was of the ability to 

stick pins and needles into her skin. Some of them were as large as knitting needles. Tuesday 

looked at Katey’s arms and legs, bruised up in different stages of healing. She could feel the hits 

that Mr. Handfield dished out when he was drunk. Mr. Delmar didn't object to it as Katey 

couldn’t feel it anyway, but then again nobody bothered to ask Katey what she thought. 

“G’morning, Katey,” Tuesday said as Millie handed the girls their applesauce. “How’d you 

sleep?” 

“Fine,” Katey said. Her bottom lip was thick but she smiled. “Mr. Handfield was angry last 

night,” she added. He was a drunkard and rumored to have been a policeman before being forced 



to resign. Mr. Handfield had a tendency to live up to his name sometimes becoming 

inappropriate with the young girls who could do little to speak up for themselves. Tuesday knew 

this all too well, getting her fair share of bare bottom spankings, traded off with tickling till she 

wet herself or having her pants dropped in a vague attempt at playfulness. 

Mr. Francis Eugene Delmar ran his circus on a budget and manner that was quite different 

than he handled himself. Mr. Delmar was a rotundas man who wore fine pinstripe suits, the same 

style worn by the up and coming men who ran night clubs and speakeasies in the big cities. 

While he treated himself, he saved money by thinning the food rations of his animals and 

performers. The feed he gave was mixed with sawdust and the meat was sometimes tainted or 

old. His performers were paid under the table with room and board taxes deducted by Mr. 

Delmar himself for their living accommodations, such at the lavish rail car the Tuesday and the 

other sideshow performers lived in. What money was left over after Mr. Delmar’s taxes were 

taken out was for them to spoil themselves buying their own food, soap, or bare essentials. More 

often than not though they relied on pooling their financial resources together to purchase things 

like bags of oats for oatmeal or the apples that Tyler had secured for them. 

Their view of the rail yard was what they would have expected. Other cars blocked the view 

of the landscape, but it was smaller than the ones in the big cities like Chicago or New York. The 

morning sun was getting higher in the sky and it was beginning to warm the air around them. 

Tuesday knew that by noon the chill would be gone in the air and her act, before the main 

attraction where she’d be expected to wear bloomers and a sash wouldn’t be as uncomfortable. 

The discomfort would be from the ever watchful eye of Mr. Handfield, Mr. Delmar’s creepy 

right hand man. 



Millie watched the last of them wipe their mouths on their shirts and hands and then collected 

their bowls and spoons for cleaning. Millie did their cleaning for them such as it was, and took 

care of them when they were sick. For most of them she was the only mother they had ever 

known. Tuesday was acquired through a trade deal when she was just a toddler. A young woman 

had brought her to a soup kitchen in Boston and traded her for a warm coat and a bottle of pure 

laudanum. Tuesday was passed to an “adoption agency” for “special interest buyers”. An 

associate of Mr. Delmar thought that Tuesday’s fair Nordic skin would make for an interesting 

canvas. Given her young age she could also be duly trained as an acrobat and tumbler. 

A whistle blew from the engine and the children knew their signal to disembark. They 

climbed down from the rail car and made their way to the front of the train. As always Nelson the 

flipper boy returned Patty the mermaid girl’s breakfast favor and allowed her to wrap her arms 

around his neck and carried her to the meeting point where they would begin to dress for their 

grand parade entrance into the town of Rocky Mount, North Carolina. 

Mr. Tyler, the young man wearing a handlebar mustache, proudly sauntered by. Wearing 

soiled overalls, his chest was bare displaying a muscular physique and a handful of tattoos, but 

nothing compared to Tuesday’s. She ran up to him leaping, placed her hands onto his shoulders 

and giving herself an added thrust brought her legs up and over his shoulders. She covered his 

eyes saying “Guess who!” 

Even if Tyler hadn’t known who this was, the presence of the tattooed all-seeing eye on her 

right hand and the pentagram on her left would have given Tuesday away. 

“Is it… Miss Millie?” Tyler asked. 

“No!” 



“Is it… Patty?” 

“NO!” 

“Nicole?” he asked again. 

Tyler held his arms out in front, the palms of his hands facing the sun rising in the east and 

Tuesday reached out for them, flipping herself over his head and sticking her landing on the dirty 

ground in front in front of him. Not satisfied with the motion Tuesday turned over a cartwheel 

and a handspring before sticking her landing facing Tyler, her face beaming. 

“Ta-da!” she said. 

“Oh it’s Tuesday!” Tyler exclaimed. 

“You knew who it was!” Tuesday said. 

Tyler stroked his mustache and pulled a bit of straw that had been lodged in it. He flicked it 

away and shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll never tell,” he said. “How was your breakfast?” 

“Wonderful, Tyler. Thank you!” Tuesday said. She leaned back and put her hands to the 

ground, flipping herself over twice trying to keep up the same pace as he. She stopped short, 

appearing dizzy and paused trying to find her bearings. 

“Don’t make yourself sick,” Tyler said. “You might want to let your stomach settle first.” 

“Yea,” Tuesday said. Tyler reached for her and slung his arm around her shoulder and led her, 

kicking the dust on the ground around them as they walked. When she felt her dizziness dissipate 

she pulled herself up, placing her foot on his knee as he bent it to walk and sat herself on his 

shoulders for the rest of the trip to the front of the train. 

At the front of the train the circus people met Mr. Handfield. Tuesday wrapped her arms 

around Tyler’s neck and slumped down, resting her chin on the top of his head. He tried to look 



at at her, patting her arm and letting her know that he knew she didn’t like him. None of the 

children did and so Tyler made it his point to make his rail car near theirs just to watch over 

them. 

Mr. Handfield stood six feet tall with a short thin mustache and a broad frame that had once 

been muscular, but had gone flaccid with age. His hair was gray and white and he smelled of 

stale tobacco. His skin was marked with blemishes from an old acne problem and he spoke with 

a deep baritone voice so that all around could hear and appreciate his presence. If it was 

something that Mr. Handfield liked it was being the center of attention and having people listen 

to him who were also required to do what he said. Tuesday clenched her jaw and Tyler felt her 

knees tighten over his shoulders as they approached Mr. Handfield. She wrapped her arms 

around under his chin as she felt Mr. Handfield look at her. His gaze shifted to Tyler, and a cold 

glance was exchanged between the men. Mr. Handfield snorted through his flat nose and 

forfeited the battle to win the war as he began issuing orders. 

“You men start unloading the tents and riggings,” Mr. Handfield barked. “Animal handlers 

get your beasts harnessed and loaded onto the show wagons. Freaks and sideshow performers 

assemble at the costume carriage for the parade.” 

“Off you go, kiddo,” Tyler said. Tuesday sighed and felt the support give out from under her 

as Tyler knelt down. Tuesday didn’t like the feeling of being lowered. She had no qualms 

swinging on a trapeze with or with out a net, but she preferred the stability of a platform that she 

could work off of. Mr. Tucker kneeling down forced her to climb over his head. He grabbed her 

hands and let her tumble over, her feet kicking the dust. She turned and smiled to him as he 



waved and went to meet the other men and strong butchy women who would start to unload the 

main circus equipment. 

Nicole wrapped her arm alongside Tuesday’s and said, “I’m cold.” 

“Come on then…” Tuesday said as she broke out into a sprint, passing Tyler as she ran back 

to the costume carriage. Nicole was only a pace behind her, both girls running in their soiled 

tattered dresses. The best way to keep warm and not be picked out of a crowd for lounging 

around while set up or preparations were taking place was to tumble. The girls executed a series 

of cartwheels, flips and somersaults ending with them conjoining each others hands and feet and 

cartwheeling together, a two-headed Tuesday and Nicole creature, their hair flying about like 

tassels. By the time they reached the costume carriage they were sweating and out of breath. The 

woman at the costume cart saw the girls approach and using a rusty skeleton key opened a 

rounded top steamer trunk, pushing the top open and letting it fall heavily against the wall of the 

rail car. She rifled through the collection of costumes and tossed out their sashes and short pants. 

“Can’t I please wear the trapeze costume for the parade?” Tuesday asked. “I don’t like 

tumbling in this. 

“Mr. Handfield’s instructions, Tuesday,” she said. “You’re in the sideshow, people want to 

see your tattoos.” 

“Yes’m,” Tuesday replied as she pulled off her burlap dress and wrapped the sash around 

herself. the short pants were at least warmer and thicker than her bloomers. 

Miss Millie called to them at the costume carriage and the children scurried over to her as she 

took her seat in a folding chair at the edge of the rail yard. Patty was carried over by Nelson 

while she carried their costumes in her hand. Sam, The Wolf Boy, was busy trying to button his 



red jacket over his shoulders, his long pants and bright shiny shoes which contrasted with the 

slightly revealing costumes of the girls. The rest of the hair on his body was not as prominent as 

that on his head and face, and so they made sure to cover that which would not make him an 

anomaly. 

“Gather ‘round,” Millie said. She fixed her sullied dress and sat on the wooden folding chair 

and watched the children run to her for their morning lessons. There weren’t any proper 

schooling books, but Miss Mille would read to them from the works of authors such as Oscar 

Wilde, Edward Gibbon, Jonathan Swift and other notable authors. The current book Miss Millie 

was reading to them Tuesday had been enjoying was about a boy named Huckleberry Finn 

written by a man called Mark Twain. The children sat and listened to Miss Millie reading to 

them, never once uttering a sound louder than that of their own breath while all around them the 

strong worked to pull the large elements of their traveling circus off the train. Those were then 

placed onto colorful carriages that would be pulled by all manner of the beasts they had into the 

town of Rocky Mount. 

There was something about the story of Huckleberry Finn that Tuesday found intriguing. It 

might have been because she could relate to traveling all over and feeling the fear of those who 

made decisions for her. She might have resented her physical image if she had known anything 

different, but she was amongst freaks like herself. She had once heard of a place called Havana, 

it was something that Tyler had spoken of. A long time before he came to the circus, two or three 

whole years perhaps, he had been a performer in a different company and visited Havana. He had 

said it was always warm there and there were exotic birds and good foods to eat. The people 

there spoke Spanish like in Mexico but it wasn’t like Mexico, it was nicer. In Havana men 



smoked big cigars and played calypso music all night. Someday Tuesday would ask Tyler to take 

her to Havana, and maybe he would do just that. 


