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Margaret shook her head. No, no. This would not do at all. 

Pulling herself to her full height, she marched down the hallway, clipboard tucked 

against her ample bosom. 

Ever since that new administrator had been installed—and over her wishes!—the 

paperwork coming from the Department of Hellish Assignments had dwindled to 

nothing. So of course, it fell on her to once again clean up someone else’s mess. What 

was that lazy bum’s name again? 

She glanced at the notes on her clipboard. Rufus T. Firefly?  

She stood, staring at the name. Surely that couldn’t be right. 

Then again, this was Hell. Stranger things were seen every day.  

With a snort, she stepped forward, taking long, purposeful strides. No silly name 

would thwart her quest. 

Margaret had died in Year of Our Lord 1872. Positions of power that remained 

unobtainable for her gender at that time had eventually been provided in Hell—although 

perhaps not as quickly as among the living. Still, she couldn’t complain. Her current 

assignment gave her sufficient responsibility for her talents, and she consistently proved 

her worth to those around her. 

Nevertheless, obstacles remained. Her supervisor hounded her, and often made 

jokes behind her back. Well, she assumed they were jokes. She never quite understood 

them ...  



Work cubicles filled with beautiful young women typed away furiously at their 

computers and sorted papers with alacrity as she passed, only to visibly relax once they 

felt she was out of range.  

She slowed her pace as she approached a reception area. A large oaken door, 

cracked from the constant heat, contained a traditional smoked glass window hiding the 

activity within. The name of the previous occupant had been unprofessionally scraped off 

and replaced with an announcement in sloppy red paint: “Rufus T. Firefly, President for 

Life. If You Can Call This ‘Life’.” 

Margaret’s nostrils expanded. She tilted her head, lifted her clipboard, and made a 

note, using perfect penmanship. 

Tinny music filtered through the door.  

She raised her hand and daintily tapped on the glass.  

A sharp ripping sound cut the music instantly. Shuffling noises filled the next few 

seconds, and then footsteps. 

The door opened a crack. A dark fellow with expressive eyes stared at her. When 

he spoke, it was with a slight Italian accent. “What’s the password?” 

Margaret stood tall and harrumphed. “Good sir, I am Marg—” 

The door slammed shut. 

Her mouth slimmed to a delicate line as her eyes bore holes into the door. She 

made another note and then rapped the window again, this time with more force. 

The man peeked out. “Password?” 

“Now see here—” 



“No, that’s-a not it, either. I’m sorry, lady, but you can’t come in here unless-a 

you say ‘swordfish.’” 

Slam. 

Margaret let out a long, lady-like exhale. Fine. If that’s what these clowns 

wanted... 

She tapped three times against the glass. 

“Password?” 

“I do believe it is ‘Swordfish.’” 

“All right, you can come in.” The fellow opened the door and waved his hand for 

entry. 

The room was a mess. Papers and files filled every available surface. Empty 

bottles acted as dividers between overflowing three-ring binders. The smell of stale cigar 

smoke assaulted Margaret’s senses. 

Hidden underneath the mess was a desk, upon which the soles of a pair of brown 

leather shoes blocked Margaret’s view. They parted to reveal a middle-aged man leaning 

back in his chair, smoking a large stogie. He raised a very expressive eyebrow and then 

shot up from his chair with a burst of energy more appropriate to someone half his age, 

scattering papers in his wake. 

The faded black tie, wrinkled shirt, and tattered tails of his tuxedo appeared to 

have been slept in. A bushy moustache displayed a pallet of grays absent from the 

fellow’s dark hair. Leering eyes pierced through wire-framed glasses. 

“Welcome, welcome, welcome! You are a fine specimen, aren’t you?” He circled 

Margaret and eyed her appraisingly, as if analyzing a work of art in fast motion. He held 



out a hand. “Firefly, Rufus T. Firefly. And you are?” He pulled his hand away. “No, 

don’t tell me—it has to do with the sound the wind makes breezing through the trees, like 

the whispering tones of a butterfly wing as it glides in the afternoon sunlight...” 

“Mr. Firefly!” 

“You’re Mister Firefly? What a coincidence!” 

Margaret gave another harrumph, just to make it clear she was not pleased, and 

looked over to the other gentleman who idly shuffled a deck of cards with one hand. He 

winked at her. 

She gave a quick sniff and turned back to Firefly. “My name, good sir, is 

Margaret Dunwoody, and I am here to inspect the work your office has been doing ... or 

should I say has not been doing.” 

Rufus rolled his eyes like a little boy caught doing something wrong. He pivoted 

on one foot and playfully hid his hands behind his back. “Oh no, you aren’t. I know why 

you’re here. It’s because of me, isn’t it? You just had to meet me. Why, the first minute I 

saw you, I knew we were meant for each other. Will you marry me? Do you have any 

money? Answer the second question first.” 

“This is no time for levity, Mr. Firefly.” She marched to the desk. Reaching 

down, she removed a pile of papers from a chair, gently placed them on the floor, and sat 

at the desk, facing the small hand-written nameplate that announced “Rufus T. Firefly, 

Boss.” She stared at the man. She meant business. 

Firefly merely smiled. “Look, Mrs. Dimwitty—” 

“Dunwoody.” 



“—I have everything under control here. Don’t you worry about a thing.” He 

danced over to his recliner and threw himself in as if he didn’t have a care in the world. 

The action caused the chair to swirl, and he threw his hands out in pleasure. 

Margaret was not amused. These people were clearly insane—or at least 

incompetent, which was just as bad. She opened her file and held a pen over the 

clipboard. “How exactly did you get promoted into this position?” 

Firefly chewed on his stogie. “I assure you, it was all on the up-and-up. I worked 

for years to get this job.” 

“Atsa right, boss,” the other man said. “It took years to get enough to bribe your 

way here.” 

Firefly slammed his fist on the table. “And how dare you insinuate we have done 

no work! Why, look at all these files.” He waved his hand at the mess. “We’ve got piles 

and piles of files. Miles and miles of piles of files—” 

Her mouth tightened. “Mr. Firefly, according to my records, you’ve been here for 

three months now—” 

Firefly leaned forward. “Well, according to my records, Minnie the Moocher was 

a red hot hootchie kootcher.” 

Margaret jumped as the music blasted through the room. The Italian fellow had 

cranked up an old gramophone. 

“Turn that off!” 

“Whazzamatta, you no like music?” 

“These are work hours.” Margaret stood and glared at the Italian. “And I didn’t 

catch your name.” 



“Ciccolini,” said Firefly. 

“Ravelli,” said the Italian man at the same time. 

The two men exchanged glances. 

“Well?” Margaret said, looking down her nose. “Which is it?” 

“Ciccolini Ravelli,” the Italian replied. “I got two last names. My father, he was 

very generous.” 

She closed her notebook and turned back to Firefly. For a second, a hint of 

apprehension shone in his eyes, quickly replaced by the carefree incompetence she had 

first observed. “Mind if I don’t smoke?” he asked, placing his cigar into a breast pocket. 

This was an act, surely. But why were these two pretending to be insane? 

She sat back down and crossed her arms. “Mr. Firefly—allow me to cut to the 

chase. Somehow, you were appointed to be in charge of this department three months and 

twelve days ago.” 

“Ah! Time flies like an arrow.” He gazed off into the distance. “And fruit flies 

like a banana.” 

“Since that time,” Margaret continued, “Work has practically ceased. Those who 

were assigned here were fired, only to be replaced by young women, all of whom have 

the sole qualification of being good-looking.” 

“Oh contraire.” Firefly held up a finger. “One of them knows how to do the 

rumba.”  

Margaret leaned forward. “You do realize you are in Hell, right? That there can be 

worse punishments for you than merely being assigned to the bureaucracy?” 

“True. I could be forced to listen to Chico’s piano playing all day.” 



“Who?” 

“Ciccolini,” said Firefly. “I mean Ravelli.” 

“My father, he was very generous,” the Italian man said. “He give me lots of 

names, most of which I no can repeat in a woman’s presence.” 

Margaret sighed. “Mr. Firefly, you try my patience.” 

“Thank you! You must try mine some time.” 

“Your department is responsible for keeping track of all assignments here in Hell. 

You are supposed to know where we can find anyone, on any of the levels, or even in 

Purgatory.” She opened her notebook again. “Strangely enough, I can find no record of 

you at all.” 

For once, Firefly had no response, and merely tapped his fingers together. 

Margaret smiled. “So I have a choice here. As you are no doubt aware, there are 

some very effective—and painful—ways to discern the truth about you, and your Italian 

friend as well. Or you can make it easy on yourself.” 

Firefly pursed his lips. “Can you give us a few minutes alone?” 

“Mr. Firefly, I was not born yesterday.” 

“I was bored yesterday,” the Italian fellow replied—except his accent had 

disappeared. 

Margaret stood, brushed some non-existent lint off her dress, and strode behind 

Firefly’s desk. “May I?” she asked, indicating his computer. 

Firefly stood to allow her access. The sparkle in his eyes had disappeared. 

“Now then!” Margaret sat in his chair, placed her hands on the keyboard, and 

typed in her password. A new window opened—the kind that people like Firefly would 



never get to see. She tried to her suppress a satisfied smile. “So! What are your real 

names?” 

Firefly and the fake Italian remained silent. 

Maragret spun around. “Gentlemen, please. I am certain you would prefer telling 

me than telling one of our more enthusiastic demons.” 

“This isn’t fair,” Firefly said. “We’re Jewish. We were taught that Hell doesn’t 

exist. Technically, I believed God didn’t exist, either...” 

“And yet, here you are.” Margaret leaned back in Firefly’s chair. Quite 

comfortable, really. “You must have done something to be admitted here. By the looks of 

the two of you, I’d say adultery.” 

The two would not meet her eyes. It was just a lucky guess—but then again, it 

applied to almost every man she had met here. She held her fingers over the keyboard. 

“Now. What are your names?” 

“Julius Marx,” Firefly said in a tone that surprised Margaret in its sincerity. 

“Leonard Marx,” replied the other. 

“Brothers?” Margaret asked as she typed away. “Should have known. My 

brothers were always getting each other into trouble.” The image of her brothers flashed 

in her mind, distracting her momentarily. Taking a deep breath, she forced herself to stare 

at the monitor. “Well, that’s interesting...” 

“We’re not there,” said Leonard. “You didn’t find us. Proof that we shouldn’t be 

here at all.” 

Margaret frowned at him. “Proof that you have managed to find a way to erase 

yourself from the database.” 



Julius held his hands to his cheeks. “Shocked!” he cried. “Shocked I am to 

discover that there are dishonest people in Hell!” 

Leonard pranced over and sat on the edge of the desk. He smiled at Margaret in a 

way that indicated he knew how to charm women and was usually successful at it. 

Margaret hated men like that.  

“Look, Mrs. Dunwoody. Maybe you can help us, and then we can be on our way. 

No one has to know we aren’t in the database, and no one has to know where we are. Just 

help us.” 

Margaret sat up straight. “Help you? My good man, you have done nothing but 

cause me trouble. You have placed the department behind three months. Furthermore, 

you have broken all sorts of regulations that should send you to the lower levels for a few 

thousand years. Why in Hell should I help you?” 

Julius pushed files off a coffee table and sat with a grunt, looking much older. 

“When I first got here, it took me twelve years to find Leonard,” he said. “I had to call in 

all sorts of favors—you’ll never believe the things I owe people. And we’ve spent 

another twenty years or so since then.” 

“We finally realized we needed to get to the main database here,” Leonard said. 

He spoke quickly and excitedly, obviously trying to convince her. “That took years as 

well.” 

“Just so you can remove your names?” Margaret asked. “What can you possibly 

be hiding? Hitler, Genghis Khan, and countless mass murderers are here—what did you 

two do that’s worse?” 



“No, no, you misunderstand,” Julius said, in a tired voice. “We just needed to hide 

our identity in order to get this job. So we could search the database.” 

Leonard continued his charm offensive. “We are simply trying to find someone. 

Our brother. It’s just not the same without him, and we’re worried about him. All you 

have to do is use your special password”—he pointed to the screen, as if she couldn’t get 

the reference—“and find him for us. We haven’t been successful.” 

Margaret slitted her eyes. “And then you’ll leave?” 

“I’ll quit right now,” Julius said. “Although I’ll miss Rumba Hour.” 

Margaret observed the two men, now quite old and tired. She could make a quick 

call and have them punished accordingly since they had no right to be there, which would 

solve her immediate problem. Or she could help them, in which case they’d leave—

which would also solve her problem, but without any bloodshed. 

The image of her own brothers once more flashed through her mind. 

What the Hell. 

She gave a sigh and looked back at the screen. “What’s his name?” 

“Adolph,” said Julius. 

“Arthur,” said Leonard at the same time. 

Margaret crossed her arms. “Are we playing this game again? Because—” 

“No, no!” Julius said, waving his hands before him. “No game. When he was 

born, he was Adolf. And then Hitler came along, and he changed it. But he might still be 

listed here under his birth name.” 

Leonard nodded his assent, and looked at Margaret expectedly. 



Margaret glanced at Julius from the corner of her eye. “I would appreciate it if 

you would not peer over my shoulder. There are some passwords and processes I would 

prefer—” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Leonard replied, and the two of them backed away to give her 

privacy. 

Margaret began typing. The two men watched anxiously. It appeared that having 

to remain still and quiet was difficult for them. Margaret enjoyed the power this gave her. 

She punctuated her search with a few “hmmms” and a couple “oh, dears” just to watch 

them squirm. Finally, after a few minutes, she moved her hands to her lap, leaned back in 

the chair, and turned to face them. 

“Well?” Julius asked. “Where can we find him?” 

Margaret smiled. “I’m afraid you never will.” 

“Hey, lady, come on!” Leonard stood and leaned across the table again. “You 

promised.” 

“I did no such thing,” Margaret said. “But the fact is that he is not here.” 

Leonard pointed to the computer. “Not in the database?”  

She shook her head. “Not here.” 

Julius got a far-away look in his eyes. A smile slowly grew. “Of course. He’s not 

here.” He reached into his pocket, retrieved his cigar, and held it before his face without 

ever placing it between his lips. “I should have realized. I can see him now, playing a 

harp.” 

Leonard’s grin was infectious. “And a horn.” 

Margaret closed her file. “You must have loved your brother very much.” 



The two men just smiled. 

“Very well. I have done my part, and now you must do yours. I will expect you to 

be gone within half an hour. If you remain here after that, I will not be held responsible 

for what will happen to you.” 

“Atsa fine, boss,” Leonard said. 

Julius wiggled his eyebrows, and shook his cigar. “Are you sure you don’t want to 

get married? I can see you now, leaning over a hot stove. Only I can’t see the stove...” 

 

*    *    * 
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