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BROOKLINE, Mass, May 27, 2007— 
 
 
 
The yellow moon rising in my window.  The clock closing in on midnight.  The talk 
radio bleating out its nonsense.  The thermostat reads 78° in here.  The city is 
vacant because it’s Memorial Day and people have better things to do, for the 
most part, then drive by my house. 
That’s good.  For a moment, all is still, and all I can hear is the clacking of my 
keystrokes… 
 

 
 
 


