The Freak in his Underpants

by Chad Descoteaux

***

Bloody lumps…

Infected sores…

You never know what you’ll find

behind closed doors

I thought I knew what to expect

People’s routine

to some effect

A broken window

Some children’s toys

A negative scene, but

I still have poise

Star walking up

some rickety steps

I start hearing creaking

These stairs have wept

I hear a vacuum

behind the door

Somebody is cleaning

dirt on the floor

I knock to be heard

over the buzz

of the vacuum cleaner

that is picking up fuzz

I wait for a long time

The door stays closed

They’d rather be cleaning

Than wearing clothes

For some other reason,

he opens the door

The guy didn’t hear me

while cleaning the floor

He let out a scream because

he didn’t expect

me to be standing there

I made him a wreck

He closed his eyes tight

They were covered with black

stuff made by Revlon

I was taken aback

His hair was so messy

Saturated with spray

He wore pale make-up

He might have been gay

I tell you that is not

the kind of sight

You expect to see in broad daylight

Black lipstick and make-up

was caked on his head

He looked like a vampire

The living undead

He closed up his eyes and

he let out a shriek

Didn’t see any fangs, but

“Man, what a freak!”

He was almost naked

I covered my eyes

when realization did hit me

replacing surprise

In most circumstance,

such a grooming technique

denotes the inner trauma

of the morbid and the weak

He didn’t even know why

I was at his door

I wanted to offer him something

that had helped me more

than anything this world could offer

in a million years

something that could do away

with all of his jeers

but sadly,

I didn’t get my chance

I scared him

and then he did a little dance

I heard the door slam

far in advance

That’s the day I met the freak in his underpants.
