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G randma's purse opens l i ke an aged oyster. 
Barnacles crack, the s i l ica h uffs 
a heavy cloud from the crusty she l l ,  
sett l ing on the n ight  stand 
catch ing stray f ingerprints in the sand. 

The room lays awake with eyes closed. 
A hand g lances q u ickly ins ide the purse, 
fu rtive l itt le  d ig its gather coins 
from the bottom. The furnace pops, 
B i l ly  reels, the moon buzzes loud 
through the window. Curtains h iss, 
the cold hairs on h is arm fal l  in 
l i ne and brist le at attention. 

Bi l ly's grip loosens and the hand is  lost 
among sharp penci ls, safety pi ns, 
laugh ing  photo faces. The m i rrors loom 
and crowd the room l i ke dark bubb les: 
fifty wide-eyed lenses showing 
a h u nd red g nawi ng jaws g u l pi ng two hundred 
fifty f ingers that d rop one sh iny coin apiece. 
The throw rug s l i thers along the hardwood floor. 

Bi lly s l ips to h is  knees with a thud. 
G randma sti rs, smacks her l i ps, turns over, s nores. 
B i l ly's arm feels l ike a dry tong ue. 
He yanks it free and skates away on h i s  socks. 
The knob g ives h i m  a shock as he leaves. 
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