
Chapter 1 
Its not that I don’t love my family. 
Chad swung a backpack over and onto his shoulder. 
He felt the tenderness there of the bruise he’d sustained 
While pinning his door closed against his mother’s crusade. 
 
Why was she so concerned for him? 
He didn’t have a problem.  
Even thinking he did heated his blood. 
 
He’d need that heat now cuz his choice was final. 
He was gone. Fuck them. 
 
Fuck her. 
 
Fuck me, what have I done? 
 
 
Chapter 2 
Everything seems a little sharper without the insulation of family. The lights are sharper. 
Voices, more biting. The wood is splintery-er 
 
You fall, they catch you. You run into trouble, they’ll run into it right after you. In the lowest 
moment of your life, mom used to lift me, like a basket lifted into the air by a hot balloon, the 
silent softness. Everything seems smaller from up here.  
 
Now, staring into the shadowed corners of the pub, Chad felt small, Ill-equipped. He had 
tools, but they’re all from home. From her. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction. I don’t want 
your world, so why would I bring it with me?  
 
Here’s to my world. 
What, you didn’t see me sitting here?  
Whatever, man. 
 
Too many people here. 
 
 
Chapter 3 
OK. I can breathe now.  
The pipe and torch still warm in Chad’s trembling fingers jump back into his pockets. 
He turns to each empty tunnel of alley way stretching across interrupting roads. Long and 
lonely. 
 
No one. 



Just what he wanted. He is here. Alone. Feeling safe. 
 
Safe my ass! 
Chad spins around at the intrusion. Vern crouches, 4 joints spiking up toward the light just 
above the metal horizon of a pregnant dumpster. 
 
How did Chad not see him? 
And….. 
You can hear my thoughts? 
 
Yep. 
 
I’ve never met a cat who can read my thoughts. 
 
I’m not a cat. I’m a rat. 
 
Vern’s long limbs shrink while his nose stretches. His tail sloughs off its hair. 
 
OK. 
 
I get around better as a cat, but its in my true form that I must help you. 
 
Chapter 4 
Chad hears distant sirens. 
 
You feel a corner is ever before you, never able to be turned. A light radiating from around its 
eternal edge. 
 
Holy shit. He knows my dreams too? 
 
That corner is my every night for months. Why is it so magnetic? Why must I ever be 
running, never reaching? Always wanting… 
 
Join me, Vern squeaks.  
 
In the trash? 
 
Where else? 
 
I thought maybe a portal would open up, or a secret staircase, or something. 
 
I’m a rat, not a wizard. 
 
The sirens cut through their silent conversation. 



 
From beneath the blaring of the sirens, Chad hears a low murmur from above.  
 
Why don’t you mind your own fucking business you fucking prude! 
 
She drops the window closed and conceals herself in curtains. 
 
Sirens. 
 
Now or never, Chad. 
 
Vern, I’ve never traveled across dimensions before, will it hurt? 
 
Yes. 
 
The sirens grow brighter. From around one corner, threatens a bouncing beam of blue and 
red.  
 
Its either that corner, or your corner, Chad. 
 
 
Chapter 5 
Its like that feeling of a roller coaster drop, only trash everywhere. How long had he been 
falling? 
 
It tastes bitter. 
 
Trash does when you think about it long enough, Chad. 
 
 Its too much, Vern. I’m not that hungry. 
 
Then why do you keep eating, Chad? 
 
Oh. 
 
Chapter 6 
The light struck his eyes painfully. His lungs felt like one big Indian….  
…burn.  
His everything felt ouchy. 
Chad spit out a crumpled Styrofoam something. 
 
Why, Vern? 
 
Vern? 



 
Vern let out of a soothing hiss, if you can imagine that. 
 
Much better here. Thank you for taking the plunge, Chad. I do very much prefer this. 
 
Vern was radiant. He was a rat. A radiant rat. But beautiful, somehow. An ironically radiant 
rat. 
 
Now that he noticed it, everything was radiant. The sky above him, the trash around him. The 
ground below him. The sounds of life surrounding him. It was all radiant. 
 
So was the incessant pain. 
 
Chapter 7 
K. So, this my world. I’m treading trash. 
 
Mom. Help me. 
 
And there she was. A hand grasping at nothing just above the horizon of this liquid lavatory.  
Other hands, too, stretched out, grasping at either nothing or only other sinking shapes. He 
knew them all. 
 
Chad wondered why he was standing while others sank. 
 
One must plunge before proceeding.  
 
Vern’s voice was like sand paper, rough and grating, yet polishing and finally pleasantly 
smooth. Each sentence started strangely. Chad’s ears searched to decipher Vern’s directions. 
Just as he began to understand, the wisdom was over. 
 
Goddamn it, Vern, slow down. 
 
Slow down yourself. 
 
Chapter 8 
And so he did. 
The trash seemed no more deep than puddles.  
 
This pace, if possible, Chad. 
 
Ok, Vern. 
 
Where’s my backpack? 



Chad saw a monkey swinging through low hanging branches. Its arms had plastic cinches. Its 
mouth a zipper. 
 
Chad rolled his shoulder blade back with a wince. He cried. 
 
I’m sorry, baby. 
 
Mom, your breath smells like monsters. 
What did you say? 
I said…. 
My Breath Smells like monsters? 
Yah! 
 
Well, can’t you see why!? 
 
Chad finally noticed it. It was there the whole time, just unaware of it. Like a frozen cherry in 
your ear, when its really cold outside. 
 
 
A rainbow arc of dreams, dreads, desires, and disgrace streaming from mother’s mouth like a 
slimy rave party spilling out from a crowded club. 
 
Mother’s eyes stretched. Or was it her sockets? 
Either way. She’s not that eye limber, so it hurt. 
 
A few tears squoze out, for the trauma. 
 
A few tears squoze out, for the moment. 
 
And a few for the opportunity. 
 
Chad waded through his path to his mother, stretched out his hand, and lifted his mother to 
higher ground. But she wouldn’t stay. 
 
Mom, just stand up. 
 
I am standing. On Nothing. So…. 
Mom dropped down again. 
 
Damnit.  
 
So, I’m supposed to unlock some secret to happiness with you bobbing and puking?!  Hey 
Vern…  
 



He was gone. 
 
Chad. My love.  
 
Mom, you’re still spraying garbage at me. 
 
Sorry, honey. Its either this, or silence. And as much is this sucks, silence is much, much 
worse. 
 
Mother continued. 
Chad listened, and just as Vern’s words were, at first, uncomfortable, but then finally 
tolerable, so were his mother’s. 
 
I’m sorry I never listened. 
I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you. 
I’m sorry I didn’t try to understand. 
I’m sorry I judged you. 
 
I am too, son. I am too. Thank you. 
 
Mother and Son stood facing each other. Eyes clear. 
 
 
Chapter 9 
Déjà vu 
 
Chapter 10 
Chad stood in the alleyway, blue and red sheets of light swirling in and circling the brick and 
shadows.  
 
Vern? 
 
Squeek. 
 
Thanks buddy. 
 
Squeek. 
 
Chad stood straight toward the light.  
The officers approached. 
He didn’t answer questions. 
They left. 
Chad walked out of the alley. 
 



Chapter 11 
Furrowed it was… 
The lady from above’s brow.  
What she observed that made her call the police was a young man cooking a pipe with a torch.  
Then he talked to a cat in a dumpster.  
Then he chased it into the garbage, headfirst.  
Then he began shoveling garbage into his mouth.  
Then the young man triumphantly stood up in the dumpster, paced back and forth while 
mumbling about his mum.  
Mumbling about his mum, good one, she thought. 
Finally, overcome with some deranged joy, he exited, pled the 5th with the police, and walked 
away. 
 
Urban decay, she chalked it up to, as she released the hem of the curtain around which she 
peeked out on the ritual below. She turned to her lonely second floor apartment. She loved 
her island of isolation. She could keep it pure. 
It was empty except for the rack on which she stretched her final victim. The end is drawing 
near. Your blood will usher in the glorious return of my late husband Norm, may he reign 
with unending terror! 
 
Chapter 12 
Chad’s mother, from the kitchen, heard the door creak closed. 
She turned her head around like a person with raccoon eyes. Which is sorta sudden like. 
 
That was quick!!  
What?! No one to take your sorry ass in?!  
You finally ready to start growing up?! 
 Huh!?  
Ready!?? 
 
Stretched sockets…. Stretched sockets.  
Chad took a deep breath and walked toward the lighted corner. 
 
 
I’m ready to talk. 
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