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Broken brick

and shattered ceramic

form a path

leading to an open gate.

Barely strong,

it hangs on one rusted hinge.

Lioness statues

guard each side of the entry.

Eyes follow every movement made.

A few bricks later,

steps of termite-infested wood

greet the approaching feet.

The building’s walls are flaking,

stripping themselves of their former existence.

The porch swing

does not swing at all,

for its chains are gone,

and the backless seat

leans against the wall.

Where a doorbell once was,

a hole now exists.

The only sign of communicating presence

is a tarnished knocker

with the face of a fanged beast.

Under the pressure of fingers,

the door squeaks open.

A host of cobwebs,

rat dung, and dust

greet any willing company.

