Room 302

1IN

Devesh More

The Boy




THE FLUORESCENT LIGHT
OVERHEAD FLICKERS WITH
A RHYTHMIC HUM, CASTING
LONG, JITTERY SHADOWS
ACROSS THE YELLOWED
LINOLEUM OF THE

HOSTEL HALLWAY.

AT THE FAR END OF

THE CORRIDOR STANDS
JULIAN, A TEENAGE BOY

IN A STIFF WHITE UNIFORM,
HIS POSTURE SO UNNERVINGLY
STILL THAT HE SEEMS TO BE
PART OF THE ARCHITECTURE.

THE GRAINY TEXTURE

OF THE VINTAGE FILM
CAPTURES HIS PALE SKIN

AND THE DARK, HOLLOW VOIDS
WHERE HIS EYES SHOULD BE,
STARING INTO THE NOTHINGNESS
OF THE DIM LIGHT.
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THE FLASH CUTS
THROUGH THE DARK.

-

AT e

! é
£

.

‘v } ‘\
X,
¢

FOR A SPLIT SECOND,
EVERYTHING 15
OVEREXPOSED—







	The Boy in Room 302

