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Joe is a yellow rat hunkered down inside a dark place. All around, cold and hard. Above is pounding and
screaming. He drops to the floor and lies there quivering, pressing his soft body into a corner of the

place, as far away from the mad thing as he can get. He feels rather than knows this,
something too big for his animal mind to grasp hold of. And when he tries to move his legs, he can’t...

The clock on the bedside table reads a groan worthy 11:15 am. On the table, the remains of a six-pack and
a bottle of pills. The room is too bright.

Joe stumbles to the window. Outside there is snow on the ground, a child’s broken tricycle rusting into a
neighbor’s yard. He pulls down the blind, steps into the bathroom and takes a leak. When he gets out his
mother is standing there.

she asks. Joe looks away.

She tells him about the home on the edge of town that she bought for herself and his sister, sounding like
the real estate agent she used to be.

She wants Joe to move in with them, . Joe is tempted. And yet...
he says. she says, y . The conversation is strange

because both mother and sister have been dead for fifteen years, but it would be rude to point this out.

he tells her.

Upstairs a home movie marked “Keepsakes” is playing. Joe has seen the ending a thousand times. The
ramshackle house where he grew up. The dank cellar with the rusty iron furnace. His sister with her cleft
lip and her coloring books. His father on one of his tears. His mother grimacing as she bends down to
button his coat, his father absently nursing a bruised right hand. White napkins, dark and crusty with dried
blood.

The swish of a belt, his mother’s cries. A small pale arm. Empty green eyes. Twisted bloodless lips.

his sister shouts. Only twelve years old and bossier than thou...

Then they are gone. Joe catches sight of the knife on the dresser. The note he wrote the night before. He
starts to climb out of bed but a hand restrains him. , a voice whispers.
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