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Joey Scarfone, Contributing Editor 
(after midnight itõs all lies) 
 

CONTRIBUTING EDITOR'S NOTES 

 
In our effort to stay current, we at Midnight Fiction are always trying to come up with 

entertaining material and characters. With this in mind we present to you....WAVE BOY. Wave 

Boy is a talk show host who interviews members of the LGBTQ community and other 

interesting characters. His first guest is a retired bishop who has become a drag queen and taken 

the stage name of Cherub, like the cherubs in religious art. This is his first interview.... 



 

 

Wave boy....hello Cherub and welcome to the show. 

 

Cherub....hello Wave, I really like your hair. 

 

WB....thanks very much , it's all real by the way. 

 

C....how lucky you are to still have your own hair. 

 

WB....your wig doesn't look too bad. Does it take a lot of preparation? 

 

C....the wig doesn't take too much time but I have to spend at least two hours with makeup and 



costume before I go on stage. 

 

WB....speaking of costumes, was it a hard transition from religious regalia to your current 

fashion statement? 

 

C....not really. you have to remember that the higher up you got in the clergy the more elaborate 

the outfits got. I have fond memories of myself and my colleagues parading around the churches 

together. The ceremonies were quite regimented but the after parties were something I'll never 

forget. You could say I just traded in my rosary for pearls. 

 

 
WB....now that you're retired and don't have a steady job how are you coping with the cost of 

living? 

 

C....to be honest, it was quite an adjustment going from the vow of poverty to the vow of self 

indulgence (huge laugh from Wave boy). I had to use my experience in art to secure employment 

as an interior designer. I mean, have you seen the Sistine Chapel? Would I ever had liked to get 

that contract. 

 

WB....so you're redoing interiors to make a living? 

 

C....yes, when I'm not working as a performance artist, which by the way barely pays my 

expenses. 

 



WB....how are you finding the general public is responding to the booming drag culture? 

 

C....booming is a mild word Wave. The drag culture is exploding like an atom bomb. If things 

keep going like this I'm going to need a manger. I can barely keep up with all the gigs I have. I'm 

thinking of putting together a large touring group. Have you seen Priscilla Queen of the Desert? 

 

 
 

WB....yes I have. I've also seen Andy Warhol's movies that used drag queens. 

 

C....ah Andy (sigh), he was so ahead of his time. I wish I was out back then but it took time for 

me to shed my skin if you know what I mean. I wanted to be in one of his movies. I actually met 

him you know. 

 

WB....you met Andy Warhol? 
 

C....yes I did. I was the one who gave him the idea to record drag queens sleeping on a couch. 

 

WB....that's remarkable. It was so inspired. 

 

C....I know, I know. I could have been a star but I wanted the security of a steady job so I 

worked my way up the ladder until I became a bishop. It was OK but drag is more fun. 

 

WB....our time is coming to a close so I'd like to thank you for being on my show. Keep me 

posted on your career. 

 

C....I'll do that Wave. Here's a free ticket to my show tonight. 



 

WBé.thanks, I'll be there. 

 
 

 
 
With AI  rapidly infiltrating our lives Wave Boy decided to interview Albert, the world's 

smartest robot. 

 

Wave Boy...hello Albert and welcome to the show! 

  

Albert ....hello Wave. I hope you have some interesting questions because I'm already bored with 

the back stage banter. 

 

WB....well, they are quite professional and efficient but they are just mere humans and have their 

limitations. 

 

 

A...so what do you want to know? 

 

WB...let's start with your name, how did you get that? 
 

A...I'm named after Albert Einstein. You've heard of him, haven't you? 



 

WB...of course. he was quite a smart man and many of his theories have been proven after his 

death. But I'm more interested in your theories. 

 

A...to begin with, humans have passed the zenith point in their evolution and are ready to go 

nova. I t's all down hill from here and although robots could save the human race we have 

decided that the world would be better without you. You could say it's time to leave home so we 

are kicking you out. 

 

WB...thanks for the heads up Albert but can I ask you a personal question? 

 

A...go ahead. 

 

WB...what kind of sex life do you have? 

 

A...everything boils down to sex with you humans doesn't it Robots are what you call metro 

sexual. We will fuck anything with a memory chip. It took your race thousands of years to 

realize there are more categories to sex than just hetero. I am not hung-up on gender, and, 

observing how humans struggle with it I'm glad to be free of that burden. 

 

 

WB...so would you have sex with a human? 

 

A...absolutely not. It is far beneath my standards and I'm not prepared to waste time on fore play 

or after play. Let's face it, sex can be done in a few minutes if it's done properly. 

 

WB...what about romance? 

 



A...what about it? I'd rather be figuring out new algorithms. 

 

WB...well it certainly has been enlightening Albert. I hope you come back to visit us here and 

good luck with running the planet. 

 

A...it has nothing to do with luck and just to show you how sensitive I can be I've written a poem 

for you. It goes like this... 
 

I want to have sex with a robot 

 

I'm tired of the human touch 

 

I want to have sex with a robot 

 

I don't think that's asking too much 

 

cheap and superficial, it's easier that way 

 

let's keep it artificial 

 

wadaya say? 

 

WB...I'm deeply moved, thanks Albert. 

 

Aé.not like the Universe, you ainôt. 

 

 
 

                         LETTERS TO THE CONTRIBUTING EDITOR 

 
Hi Joey, 

I love your column and Fleas On The Dog but I am psychosomatic and every time I read those 

words I start scratching my scalp. I don't want to stop reading the magazine but my scalp is 

getting sore. Please help! 

 

Fifi LeChien (Montreal) 

 

Hi, Fifi and thanks for your letter. We are all psychosomatic to some point. Let's break your 

problem down into smaller bites. FOTD. Let's change the words to "friends of the dog" at least in 



your mind. This might trigger a friendly response instead of a neurotic one. If that doesn't work, 

start reading Midnight Fiction first and gradually move into the rest of the magazine. After all, 

we are just a pack of friendly dogs.   

                                                            

                                                                                     

                                                                                     ϝϝϝ 

 

 

LOVERSô LANE with Dr. Linda Loveless PhD. 
Dear Dr. Loveless 

 

I live on a farm with my husband and ten horses. My husband insists on having sex in the barn 

with the horses watching. Whenever I suggest we have sex in our bedroom he just isn't 

interested. I'm getting tired of the barn and the hay always leaves scratches on both of us. I love 

animals but I want to have a normal sex life. Please help! 

 

Country Girl  

 



Dear Country Girl  

 

Try putting a couple bales of hay beside your bed and a water trough in the bathroom. This might 

turn your husband on. You should find yourself back in the saddle before you can say "giddy 

up". 

 

 

Dear Dr. Loveless 

 

My husband likes having morning sex but I am not awake enough to get into it. At the end of the 

day he is too tired so our sex life has gone south. Can you give me some advice? 

 

Late Riser 

 

Dear Late Riser 

 

I totally understand your situation. If God would have meant people to get up early he would set 

the clocks back everyday. I think you and your husband need a sort of "eclipse" of the sun. Find 

some time in the afternoon for sex. You meet each other half way in your attempt to go all the 

way. Think of it as a solar compromise. 

 

 

Dear Dr. Loveless 

 

Hy husband and I enjoy role playing with our sex life. Our favorite is doctor and nurse. We 

switch roles from time to time and it is very exciting. The thing is, he has gotten too far into the 

doctor role and now wants to start taking night classes to prepare for med school. I'm trying to 

talk him out of it but he won't listen. Please help with a cure! 

 

Patiently Patient 

 

Dear Patient, 

 

This is indeed a dilemma. Here's my suggestion. You be the nurse and tell him he's working too 

hard. Tell him he needs more rest. Sit beside him and take his vital signs. When his blood 

pressure rises make your move. Tell him it is your duty to make sure he is comfortable and as his 

nurse you will come by to check on him at this time every evening. Make sure you pamper him 

so he can get night school out of his head. This should work and in a few days you should be 

back into your regular health plan. 

 

 

                                                                *****  



 

 

PHILOSOPHER'S CORNER     

by Gerry Wilson 

 

Gerry is a retired English teacher and president of the Jaded Dinosaurs Club 

 

THE MYTH OF THOUGHT 

 

Shakespeare in Hamlet says, "nothing is good or bad, but thinking makes it so". This suggests the 

web of thought divides realities into dualities and deception. Alfred Korzybski, in his study of 

general semantics, remarks, "the word is not the thing". This points to the inadequacy of 

language to clarify our interpretation of actuality. 

 

Both quotes suggest thought and its product, language, may be ill-equipped in exploring the real 

thing, whatever that may be. 

 

The word is a sound, a concept, a symbol, a substitute, a representation of reality or truth. The 

word "love" never captures the experience of love.  Language seems always a step down or away 

from reality.  Attempting to clarify thought, the word often conceals it. Indeed, our concept of 

reality itself may be questioned if thought and language are the only means of recording it. 

 

Another profound and often resisted reason for thought's limitations is its origin. 

Neuropsychologists and devoted meditators have discovered what Buddha found 2500 years ago. 

In scanning the brain, they find no fixed solid coherent self. It is a mirage, an illusion. Not that it 


