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Without stopping to wipe his feet, Patrick shrugged into the bedroom and gently shut the door. His grip remained tight on the doorknob for several seconds before releasing and walking towards his bed. He stepped over the rug lying at the foot of the door, and instead tracked muddy footprints into the pristine room. When he slugged his backpack onto the bed, it wrinkled the bedspread around it. Patrick started to straighten it, but stopped short, choosing instead to flick a piece of marinara-covered spaghetti out of his hair. It landed on the crisp white carpet next beside a bottle of 409 stored beneath the bed. He cringed at the sight, but made no move to clean up the mess. Pouting, Patrick sat on the end of the bed, and picked at the tassels on the end of his blanket, looking out at his room. His open closet showed a line of ironed khaki and black pants next to several starched shirts. The shoes underneath were arranged in a line, gleaming in the fluorescent light from Patrick’s overhead fan. His trophies sat on a shelf behind his desk, tallest to shortest, followed by a stack of bright blue ribbons. The only thing visible on the desk was a small, white computer and a row of pencils, all perfectly sharpened and the same length. On the table beside his bed laid a bottle of Goo Gone, an alarm clock, and a silver picture frame, holding a photograph of a boy and his father. The boy was wearing a dirty baseball uniform and holding a trophy above his head, while the father grinned beside him, an arm draped over his son’s shoulders. Patrick closed his eyes for several seconds, and then opened them, his face stoic and resolute. He reached into his backpack, allowing several more chunks of spaghetti and birthday cake to fall from his clothes, staining the bedspread. The envelope he pulled out was addressed to him, with a single name in the upper left hand corner. There was no return address. Crinkling the card into a ball, the boy reached back towards his bed stand and grabbed the picture frame. Frowning, he threw both at the calendar next to his desk, on which a single day was circled, with a crudely drawn birthday cake next to the date. The card bounced off the 17th, then fell silently into the empty trashcan. The picture smashed into the desk, and littered glass onto the floor. Shrugging, Patrick turned his back, then began scrubbing marinara sauce out of the carpet.  
