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						For my daughter,  
					
				

				
					
						who says I don’t write  
					
				

				
					
						enough dog stories, 
					
				

				
					
						and for Roscoe, 
					
				

				
					
						who inspired this one. 
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						The car accident killed everyone but me, and I was in a coma for a couple 
					
				

				
					
						months. While the doctors tried to sew my brain back together, they buried my 
					
				

				
					
						mom, dad, brother and the drunken attorney who smashed his Mercedes into our 
					
				

				
					
						Taurus. My uncle told me later that he went to the attorney’s funeral so he could 
					
				

				
					
						spit on his grave. 
					
				

				
					
						“I would have, too, sweetheart,” Uncle Jimmy said, “only the line was so long, 
					
				

				
					
						and they let all the ones who wanted to piss on it go first.” 
					
				

				
					
						My uncle never really went anywhere after the accident. He quit his job and spent 
					
				

				
					
						every day and night with me at the hospital, holding my hand and talking to me. 
					
				

				
					
						He had them bring food to my room, one of the nurses told me later, and slept in 
					
				

				
					
						the armchair next to my bed. He did all that for eleven weeks, six days, fourteen 
					
				

				
					
						hours and nine minutes straight, without a break. 
					
				

				
					
						When I asked him why, all he said was, “I wanted my face to be the first thing 
					
				

				
					
						you saw when you woke up.” 
					
				

				
					
						Not that I would ever tell my uncle, but the first thing I saw when I woke up was a 
					
				

				
					
						dove sitting outside the window of my room. I heard a very sweet voice say 
						I 
					
				

				
					
						think she’s snapping out of it, Red
						 and Uncle Jimmy leaned over, his tired, 
					
				

				
					
						whiskery face beaming. 
					
				

				
					
						“There’s my girl,” he said, his voice a rusty saw. “How you doin’, Rache?” 
					
				

				
					
						I didn’t remember much, but I found out I was doing pretty well. The hole in my 
					
				

				
					
						head had already healed, so a week after I came out of it the doctors let Uncle 
					
				

				
					
						Jimmy take me home. He had told me about Mom, Dad and Mickey in the 
					
				

				
					
						hospital, but it really didn’t hit me until he carried me into the house. His black 
					
				

				
					
						and silver German Shepherd, Roscoe, came to meet us at the door, but other 
					
				

				
					
						than the dog the house was empty. 
					
				

				
					
						“What did you do with Roscoe while I was at the hospital?” I asked him. 
					
				

				
					
						“My neighbor, Dan, took care of him. But he missed me, didn’t you boy?” Uncle 
					
				

				
					
						Jimmy put me on the sofa, and then gave Roscoe a good scratching all up and 
					
				

				
					
						down his back. The dog’s tail wagged like crazy. 
					
				

				
					
						I felt weird. I knew my family was dead, but a part of me still expected to see 
					
				

				
					
						Mom to come smiling out of the kitchen, and Dad to be snoring in his Lazy Boy. 
					
				

				
					
						My brother should have been in the back yard kicking a soccer ball into his 
					
				

				
					
						practice net, or playing Halo on his computer. 
					
				

				
					
						“They’re really gone,” I said to my uncle. I hadn’t cried in the hospital – too many 
					
				

				
					
						lights, too many strangers around – but now I couldn’t help the tears. “They’re 
					
				

			

		

		
			
				
					
						never coming back.” 
					
				

				
					
						My uncle sat down beside me and pulled me into a hug, and I felt Roscoe lick my 
					
				

				
					
						hand. I heard him say 
						It’ll be all right, doll face
						 and 
						We’ll take good care of you
						 a 
					
				

				
					
						couple of times while I cried. 
					
				

				
					
						I didn’t know why he kept saying 
						we
						 when it was only me and him, but I held on. 
					
				

				
					
						♥
					
					
						 
					
				

				
					
						Over the next couple of weeks my uncle helped me catch up with my schoolwork 
					
				

				
					
						so I could finish out my junior year with the rest of my class. He didn’t have to go 
					
				

				
					
						back to work, not with all the insurance money that came in, but he told me he 
					
				

				
					
						wouldn’t touch a penny of it. 
					
				

				
					
						“This is for your college and your future,” Uncle Jimmy said when he showed me 
					
				

				
					
						the check. He explained how my Dad had taken out a big policy years ago to 
					
				

				
					
						provide for my mom and us in case something happened to him. “I filed a lawsuit 
					
				

				
					
						against the attorney’s estate, too, and we’re going to win. When that’s settled, 
					
				

				
					
						you’ll be set for life.” 
					
				

				
					
						I didn’t care about the money. “I can’t spend all this, Uncle Jimmy. You should 
					
				

				
					
						take half of it.” 
					
				

				
					
						“And do what? 
						Retire
						?” He made a face. “I’m only thirty-two, kid.” 
					
				

				
					
						Uncle Jimmy was younger than my father, and a lot wilder, according to my 
					
				

				
					
						mom, but he had the same coal black hair and laser blue eyes. In that moment 
					
				

				
					
						he looked so much like Dad that it made a sob catch in my throat. 
					
				

				
					
						“Hey. 
						Hey
						.” He put his hand to my cheek. “We’re gonna be okay, Rache. We 
					
				

				
					
						don’t need to worry about the money now. You go back to school, I’ll work, and 
					
				

				
					
						Roscoe can do the laundry.” 
					
				

				
					
						It worked out. Uncle Jimmy didn’t try to be my mom or my dad; he was just there 
					
				

				
					
						for me. He worked while I was in school, and came home every night to watch 
					
				

				
					
						TV, tinker on his pickup truck, or play catch in the backyard with Roscoe, who 
					
				

				
					
						was still mostly puppy. He mowed and took the trash out and took care of the 
					
				

				
					
						laundry for Roscoe. 
					
				

				
					
						After we got comfortable living together, he invited his girlfriend, Lydia Herman, 
					
				

				
					
						over to meet me. Lydia was nice. Her father, Pat, owned the garage where my 
					
				

				
					
						uncle worked, and she got Uncle Jimmy his job back after I came home from the 
					
				

				
					
						hospital.  
					
				

				
					
						“See, this is what you would look like if you were a girl,” Lydia told my uncle as 
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