
In the Shadow  of  the Rooster
by Stephen  DeVoy

Boris  boarded  the  bus  in  Miami  Beach.  He  was  d ru nk  again.  His  shift  as  a  bellhop  
ended  jus t  hours  before,  bu t  t he  misery  t ha t  was  his  life  com pelled  him  to  waste  
away  on  the  beach  th roughou t  t he  early  evening.  A  pile  of  em p ty  beer  bot tles  
s u r roun ded  the  den t  in  t he  san d  tha t  he  vacated.  He s taggered  down  the  isle  of  bus  
51  jus t  long  enough  to  reach  the  bench  of  sea ts  reserved  for  t he  elderly an d  infirm,  
whereupon  he  collapsed, one  ar m  over  a  me tal divider, only to  be  roused  by a  Cuban  
wo man  ran ting  on  an d  on  abou t  being older  t han  he  an d  th us  m ore  deserving of  t he  
sea t.  He  raised  a  mid dle  finger  in  p ro tes t,  for  t here  were  plenty  of  sea t s  available, 
an d  p ro m p tly passed  ou t.

Roused  into  a  half awake /  half asleep  se mi - consciousness  by the  convulsions  of  t he  
bus  as  it  lurched  forward  and  backward  on  the  causeway  over  Biscayne  Bay, Boris'  
d rea m  took  hi m  back  sixty  years  to  when  he  was  a  s mall  child  in  t he  ar ms  of  his  
m o t her  riding  a  s t ree tcar  t h rough  the  s t ree ts  of  Kiev.  It  was  t he  las t  time  he  
re me mbered  being ha p py. He could  hear  t he  voice of  his  m o ther  h u m ming  Ljuli Ljuli  
Ljuli Naletily Huli sweetly into his  ear. It was  t he  las t  me m ory he  ha d  of his  m o ther.

After  his  m o t her's  dea th,  his  father,  a  Russian,  was  s ta tioned  in  Cuba.  His  fa ther  
loved  Cuba  an d  decided  tha t  he  and  Boris  would  se t tle  per ma nen tly  in  Cuba,  where  
t hey  became  citizens.  Boris  was  sen t  to  a  Russian  school.  Russian  was  s poken  a t  
ho me.  His  Spanish  developed  slowly.  It  was  passable  Spanish  bu t  Spanish  did  no t  
beco me  his  na tive  language.  He  re mained  a  Russian /Ukrainian  boy  s t randed  in  a  
foreign land. As his  me m ories  of Kiev faded, Cuba beca me all t ha t  he  really knew. He 
grew to  love Cuba bu t  Cuba never grew to  love him.

Boris  went  to  t he  Universidad  de  Oriente  Santiago  de  Cuba  and  earned  a  degree  in 
mechanical  engineering.  The  govern ment  foun d  him  a  pos t  an d  his  career  began  to  
take off.

Many  Cubans  resen ted  the  Russians  an d,  by  extension,  resen ted  Boris  as  well. 
However,  all  occupiers  have  a  cer tain  s ta tus  and  wherever  t here  is  s ta tus  t here  are  
wo man  who  seek  to  m ar ry  into  it  an d  thus  Boris  beca me  the  target  of  t he  affections  
of a  Cuban  wo man. Ximena  was  a  beautiful woman, bu t  s he  was  a  social climber. She  
se t  he r  hooks  into  Boris.  After  all,  he  ha d  fair  skin,  was  a  foreigner,  an d  ha d  a  
posi tion  as  an  engineer.

Some people are  good  a t  judging character. It is a  sense  t ha t  so me  have an d  so me  do  
no t  have.  Boris  did  no t  have  this  sense.  The  absence  of  t his  sense  is  of ten  
accom panied  by  an  inability  to  correctly  p roject  one's  inner  feelings  u pon  the  ou ter  
per sona.  It  is  t he  o ther  edge  of  t he  sa me  double  edged  sword.  Boris  could  not  see  
Ximena  for  what  she  really  was  an d  interp re ted  her  ou ter  facade  of  love  with  t r ue  
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love. He fell for  her, bu t  did  not  know how to  express  it.

Boris  shared  with  Ximena  the  intimacies  of  his  life.  Those  who  canno t  express  well 
with  t heir  pe rsona  rely  u pon  their  words  and  Boris  relied  u pon  his  words.  He  piled  
on to  Ximena  m o u n tains  of  words  �  s poken  words  �  writ ten  words  �  words  an d  m ore 
words.  He s hared  with  her  his  m os t  loving  of  t houghts  and  his  da rkes t  of  t hought s. 
He  expressed  is  dis dain  for  Fidel,  his  ha t red  for  t he  com m u nis t  sys te m,  an d  his  
longing to  leave Cuba. He told  her  t hings  he  had  never  told  anyone else. It was  as  if a  
hole ha d  been  m a de  in a  da m, so  p rofoun d  was his  sense of isolation.

Somewhere  along  the  way,  Boris  did  or  said  so mething  tha t  u pon  interpre ta tion  by 
Ximena  caused  Ximena  to  go  her  separa te  way.  Boris  never  u n ders tood  what  
ha p pened.  All  he  knew  was  tha t  Ximena  left  his  life  an d  would  not  com m u nicate  
with  him.  He  fell  into  a  deep  depression.  He  s t r uggled  to  win  her  back.  His  effor t s  
failed. He was devas ta ted.

Ximena,  however,  had  no t  left  Boris'  life.  She  was  a  climber.  If s he  had  grown  u p  in  
California, she  would  have  sucked  u p  to  corpora te  society. If s he  ha d  been  a  child  in  
Nazi  Germany,  she  would  have  joined  the  par ty  an d  shoveled  Jews  into  t he  ovens. 
Had  she  lived  in  ancient  Rome, s he  would  have  th rilled  to  Chris tians  being  ea ten  by  
Lions.  That  was  t he  kind  of  per son  s he  was.  Boris  was  jus t  what  s he  needed  to  
ingra tia te herself with  t he  com m u nis t  par ty. She tu rned  Boris in.

One  Spring  day  in  1975,  Boris  was  arres ted  by  the  secre t  police  an d  interned  a t  
Combinado  del  Este. Charged  with  coun ter revolutionary  activities, he  was  sentenced  
to  life in  p rison. Ximena  had  exaggera ted  Boris'  in timations. He was  left  to  ro t  in  t he  
Rectangle  of  Death,  t he  wors t  section  of  t he  p rison,  where  he  baked  in  t he  heat  of  
t he  day,  shivered  th rough  the  cold  night s,  and  received  regular  bea tings.  For  five  
years  he  got  t hinner  and  thinner. He los t  his  desire to  live and  he  los t  his  min d.

Boris  had  no  living  relatives  left  in  Cuba  an d  no  known  relatives  ou t side  of  Cuba. 
This  left  him  in  an  interes ting  position,  for  no  one  was  sending  aid  to  Boris.  The  
guards  an d  p rison  officials  regularly received  bribes  an d  fun ds  fro m  the  rela tives  of  
p risoners.  The  inten t  of  t he  relatives  was  to  win  favorable  t rea t men t  for  t heir  loved  
ones. However, t he  side  effect  was  t ha t  t here  was  a  financial  incen tive to  keep  these  
well fun ded  p risoners  in  p rison.  There  was  no  incentive  to  keep  Boris  in  p rison  and  
so  it ha p pened  in October  of 1980  tha t  Fidel ha d  thousan ds  of p risoners  released  for  
t he  p ur pose  of  expelling  the m  to  t he  United  States  in  wha t  became  known  as  t he  
Mariel Boatlift. Boris beca me a Marielito. Boris arrived  in Miami.

Boris  was  ha p py  to  have  left  Cuba,  bu t  Boris  was  no t  well. Years  of  beatings  within  
t he  Rectangle  of  Death  da maged  Boris'  mind.  He  was  u nable  to  find  work  as  an  
engineer  in Miami an d  s u p por ted  himself by doing u nskilled  work. He slept  where he  
could  an d  quickly  descended  into  alcoholis m.  With  t he  da mage  tha t  Ximena  ha d  
done  to  his  soul,  Boris  could  no t  relearn  to  t r us t.  Nevertheless,  Cubans  were  all  he  
really knew an d  though  they  did  no t  like  him,  he  se t tled  in  Little  Havana.  The  years  
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passed  by and  his  life p rogressively worsened. He was  now a  broken  m a n, d ru nk  an d  
passed  out  on  a  p ublic  bus  d rea ming  of  being  held  by  his  m o ther  on  a  s t ree tcar  in  
Kiev.

As  the  bus  reached  downtown  Miami,  a  nigh tly  deser ted  concre te  wasteland  of 
news paper  t u m bleweeds  an d  t rash  whirlwinds,  Boris  awoke.  He  began  m u m bling  in  
Russian.  To  his  su r p rise  a  gringo  on  the  bus  un ders tood  him  an d  began  s peaking 
with  hi m  in Russian. Boris, excited  to  s peak Russian  once  again, blur ted  ou t  his  life's  
s tory  to  t he  curly  haired  gringo  with  green  eyes.  When  the  bus  passed  its  closes t  
poin t  to  Little Havana, Boris got  u p, said  dosvidanya  and  s t u m bled  on to  Flagler.

The night  was  h u mid  and  one  of  t hose  ubiquitous  s tor m s  broke  ou t, raining bucket s  
of  water  on to  t he  t rashy  s t ree ts  of  Miami. Boris  d ragged  himself  sou thward  heading  
towards  t he  general  direction  of  Little  Havana.  A Cuban  saw  what  ap peared  to  be  a  
gringo s tu m bling down the  sidewalk, swerved  inten tionally into  a  nearby p u d dle, and  
d renched  Boris with  t he  grimy runoff of dir t, t rash, piss, an d  palm p rongs.

Boris  t u rned  left  on to  Calle  Ocho.  As  he  s taggered  by  a  bus  s top  in  front  of  a  Pollo 
Tropical a  grou p  of teenage boys harassed  him.

� Gringo  pen dejo,  wha t  t he  fuck  are  you  doing  here,  hijo  boracho  de  u na  p u ta!  Go 
back to  your  own bario, cabron!�  yelled one of t he  Cuban  boys. The o ther s  laughed  a t 
him.  Boris  said,  � No  soy  gringo,  soy...� ,  bu t  before  he  could  finish,  he  was  p us hed 
into  t he  s t reet  in  fron t  of  a  passing  pickup  t ruck.  The  t r uck  slam me d  into  hi m.  He  
was tos sed  into t he  middle of t he  s t ree t  where another  car ran  him over.

� Get  ou t  of  t he  s t ree t, you fucking gringo!�  yelled  t he  d river. No one  s top ped  to  help. 
Boris  p ulled  himself,  as  bes t  he  could,  towards  t he  curb,  d ragging  his  broken  body 
an d  leaving  a  s t rea m  of  blood  which  inter mingled  with  t he  rain,  piss,  pollution,  an d  
palm  p rongs.

At  t he  curb,  Boris  m a naged  to  get  on to  t he  sidewalk  an d  rolled  over  on to  his  back.  
He  looked  u p  and  saw,  s tanding  above  him,  t he  s ta tue  of  a  pain ted  roos ter.  As  the  
life ran  out  of him, a  d ru nken  m a n  walked  over  an d  pissed  on  him.

All sensation  s top ped. He saw darkness  abou t  him. A sense of peace filled  his  soul.

After  wha t  see med  like  an  eternity,  he  saw  a  light  in  t he  dis tance.  Boris  m oved  
towards  t he  light.  The  light  grew  larger  an d  larger  u n til  he  could  see  clearly  t he  
source  of  t he  light  -  a  flashlight  in  t he  han d  of  a  woman.  She  was  s hining  the  light  
u pon  herself.  Her  han d  was  as  white  as  death.  A noose  was  aroun d  the  woman's  
head. He looked  a t  her  face and  saw the  face of Ayn Rand.

He  looked  away  an d  rubbed  his  eyes.  � This  is  peculiar,�  he  t hough t.  � What  is  Ayn 
Rand  doing here?�
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He tu rned  to  look  again  an d,  t his  time,  with  his  eyes  adjus ted  to  t he  light,  he  could  
see  t he  entire ty  of  t he  scene.  Ayn  Rand  was  hanging  from  a  noose.  She  was  
com pletely naked  except  for  large wads  of cash  s t uffed  into  all of  her  orifices. A sign  
was  nailed  to  her  head  which  read,  � Queen  of  t he  Selfish� .  Despite  all  of  t his,  Ayn 
was no t  dead. Indeed, s he  was intentionally shining the  flashlight  u pon  herself.

Boris  p ulled  a  wad  of  cash  ou t  of  Ayn  Rand's  m o u t h  an d  asked  her,  � Why  are  you 
s hining a  light  u pon  yourself? You're naked! Aren' t  you as ha me d?�

� Yes,�  m u m bled  Ayn  Rand,  � but  re me mber  t he  firs t  rule  of  m arketing,  even  bad 
p ublicity is good  p ublicity. Think of how m a ny books  I will sell!�

� Jesus  Chris t!�  said  Boris. � Where t he  hell a m  I?�

� Correct�  said  a  sweet  voice.

Boris t u rned  an d  found  Jesus  s tanding beside him. � You're in Hell, Boris.�

Indignan tly, Boris asked, � Why a m  I in Hell?�

� More on  tha t  later,�  Jesus  replied.

� Tell me, if you don' t  min d, Jesus, why is Ayn Rand  hanged  by a  noose?�  asked  Boris.

� Well, t here  are  m a ny  reasons,�  Jesus  sh rugged.  � But  chief - m os t  a mong  the m,  leaps 
an d  boun ds  beyond  the  fact  t ha t  she  was  com pletely  wrong,  is  t he  fact  t ha t  she  
willingly acted  as  a  witness  for  t he  House  Com mit tee on  Un - American  Activities. She 
willingly played  a  role  in  a  reign  of  te rror  agains t  her  fellow h u ma n  beings.  For  t his  
s he  has  been  sen t  to  Hell. I offered  her  any p u nish ment  available  and  she  chose  t his  
one.�

� Is s he  t he  only one in Hell?�  queried  Boris. � As best  I can  tell, we're alone here.�

� We're not  alone,�  Jesus  said. � Hell is a  p re t ty crowded  place. Let's  take a  s t roll!�

Together  Boris an d  Jesus  walked  through  the  darkeness. Jesus  held  an  oil lamp  in his  
han d  an d  as  t hey ap proached  a  pi t, Jesus  bent  over  and  exposed  the  pi t  to  t he  light.  
At  t he  bot to m  of  t he  pi t  was  Judas,  snakes  nipping  a t  him  and  coiling  their  bodies  
aroun d  his  body. Jesus  giggled, � This one is my favorite, aren' t  you Judas?�

Next  t hey  walked  over  to  a  t ree  where  t he  light  revealed  J.  Edgar  Hoover  tied  to  a  
crucifix.  He  was  d ressed  in  a  t u tu  an d  his  han ds  were  tied  to  t he  cross  with  pink  
pan ties  p urchased  fro m  Victoria  Secret.  Jesus  s pa t  a t  J Edgar.  They  continued  their  
walk.

A red  glow could  be  seen  cas ting  the  sha dows  of  rocks  u pon  the  walls  of  Hell. The  
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pair  ap proached  the  source  of  t he  red  glow. Boris  could  feel  t he  burning  heat  u pon  
his  face.  A  po n d  of  m ag ma  pooled  before  him.  Waste  deep  in  t he  m ag ma  was  
Ximena,  screa ming  in  agony. Im mediately and  withou t  hesita tion,  Boris  ran  into  the  
pool of m ag ma  and  d ragged  Ximena from  the  hellfire. Indignan tly, he  looked  Jesus  in  
t he  eye  an d  de man ded,  � Why have  you  done  this  to  Ximena?  What  kind  of  'god'  a re 
you?�

� Well,  Boris,�  said  Jesus,  � this  is  he r  p u nish me nt  for  be t raying  you.  She  des t royed 
your  life  on  a  mis un ders tanding.  She  u sed  you  to  advance  her self  a t  your  expense. 
I've sentenced  her  to  an  eterni ty in Hell.�

Boris  cradled  Ximena  in  his  ar m s.  � I'm  taking  her  ou t  of  here,�  he  insisted.  � We're 
leaving.�

� Wait!�  said  Jesus. � She has  earned  this  p u nish ment.�

� No, she  hasn' t!�  t he  anger  in Boris' voice exploded. "Anyone tha t  could  do  the  t hings 
t his  woman  has  done  is  not  well. There  is  so mething  wrong  with  her. She  is  missing  
half  of  what  it  takes  to  be  fully hu m an.  She  is  mis sing  com passion.  She  is  defective. 
We s hould  pi ty  her.  She  will  never  know  the  joy  of  p u t ting  another  before  herself. 
She will never  know what  it is like to  be a  com plete  h u ma n  being.�

� Poor  Boris,�  chided  Jesus,  � it  began  with  caring  for  birds  with  broken  wings  an d 
now you're caring for  hu m ans  with  broken  souls. What  will I do  with  you?�

With  t ha t,  Hell  an d  everything  in  it  disappeared  an d  a  war m  white  light  caressed  
their souls. Jesus  s miled  an d  said, � Boris, t here is no  Hell. There is no  Heaven. You've 
passed  the  tes t. Not  t ha t  it really m at ter s. It's  no t  like you  get  so met hing  for  passing 
the  tes t.

� Where do  I go fro m  here?�  asked  Boris.

� Wherever you want, Boris. Ximena is t ha t  way!�  Jesus  poin ted  to  t he  right.

� No thanks,�  said  Boris. I'll go t he  o ther  way.
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