In the Room of My Brother  8-3-02

Upon the floor rests clothing

of those clean and those worn.

Sweat-stained fabric

emits a stench of body odor.

Gum wrappers fill in

the empty spaces.

They were discarded freely.

Half-filled soda cans

lean upon one another:

their abandonment is each other’s support.

Towering shoe boxes

hold memories:

old love letters tattered

from repeated reminiscing.

A crooked desk 

clings to the wall.

Its top contains thoughts

jotted down.

Attached is a bookshelf,

now left for termites.

It once collected knowledge,

but it now collects dust.

Upon the bed

lie carefree sheets.

A blood-stained pillowcase

has not been changed

since the last midnight fever.

Mildewed curtains

flap back and forth,

moved by the fresh outdoor wind.

Muffled tunes are heard 

from a radio

that eternally shares divine beats.

Smears of paint

and permanent marker

are scrawled across the wall

in forms of illegible graffiti.

The only thing that holds the door frame in place

is a single strip

of duct tape.

All of this can be viewed

for a second time

in the cracked glass

retained in a faux-wood frame.

