A brief introduction to Ratman




In the thick darkness,
  Ratman licks his lips,
    runs the tops of his furry fingers
      through his whiskers,
        then slides around the corner on silent feet,
          from one shadowed alley into another.

From the midnight dented cans,
  the smell of old fish skins
    floats into his long nose.
      Sniffing left and right,
        he locates the ripening sour milk 

in the black breeze.     

