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TO MY CHILDHOOD HOME
Packenzcl Chr'shi

i was born in a homemade house

full of hand-me-down people

fresh paint smell still fills the hallway, lingers
in my nose like smoke from the

home oven, caught fire when

monkey bread and memories

turned to charcoal on the drip pan

my body is a sanctuary for those

scorched crumbs of life, scarfed down the way
starving animals do it

gluttonous and nostalgic, a tendency to devour

time in mouthfuls

i’'m most alive in my thoughts, mostly the
living room dance parties on friday nights and
flash karaoke recorded on the home computer
the whole world stuffed inside a

10x12 kitchen space with

yellow walls that looked nothing like the sun



to my childhood home

life leaked through the doors we left open overnight
and God crept through window screens

like a secret that stops existing in the morning
vulnerability became volatile

when we started leaving

fresh cooked food on a dimly lit counter space
our moments died in the form of
fruit flies and black mold

and for the first time, i realized that life decays,

but time rots
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