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The house looks abandoned.  
White clapboard  speckled gray and chipping,  
long ivy twines of bittersweet climb the southern facade  
and the front porch, which is collapsing on one side,  
is pocked with splintered holes as if a giant threw a  
tantrum and stomped too hard on the tender pine. 
 
But it's not abandoned.  
Inside, there are mazes of jaundiced magazines and  
newspapers, stacked high to the ceiling and covered  
in mouse droppings and wispy fly carcasses felled from 
webs that blanket the ceiling cornices. There's a persistent  
under-scent of urine, continuous and subtle and  impossible to ignore, like  
the low hum of fluorescent lighting  in a small town Grange Hall.  
 
Through this labyrinth of yesteryear’s news, you'll find him,  
nearly fused to his velour recliner with his old cat stretched on his lap, 
its fur matted and caked with little shit balls, pilled like the fraying sweatpants  
the man hasn't changed for months. They both sit and seep into each other, eyes  
fixed on the rabbit ear tv that still works, its licorice cable running alongside the exterior vines  
that try to consume it.  They're watching the new Family Feud - host Steve Harvey curling  
over in his chortle as he flirts with the matriarch of the day. 
 
As cat and man watch their shows inside, little kids on bikes pause 
at the perimeter of the property, daring each other to run up the  
dilapidated steps and rap on the front door, but instead they  
furiously peddle past and yell "mutant" and "chester the molester" and  
"fuck wad" as the courage from their rolling tires shoots them to safety.  
The cat's ears prick up as the urchins race by; the man pretends like he doesn't  
hear the hurt they hurl, his face remains the same - a clay baked grimace that hasn't left  
since she did. 
 
They used to start their day with coffee and tea. 
Him reading the newspaper and she her magazines. 
Together, they’d prune the flower gardens on the south side of the house -  
his irritation blossoming when she clipped too many Black Eyed Susans for her vases inside.  
She thought flowers were ephemeral - meant to delight then wither away -  
but he'd rather they spread throughout the yard - permanent and perennial.  
After a spell, they'd step inside hand in hand,  eat a lean lunch - baby strawberries, sharp cheese and deli turkey rolled into little blankets, 
 and retire to their recliners. Side by side, they'd watch Family Feud with Richard Dawson, each rooting for the opposite side,  
shouting out answers and playfully tallying scores in their head. 
 
Now, Steve Harvey's cackle barely penetrates the man's head, his eyes glazed and fixed on the screen - watching but not watching.  
The newspapers and magazines run up the walls like the ivy outside, their ghostly seeds spreading and running wild through every room. 
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