
  

Through a Looking Glass 

 

 
I always liked watching the raindrops slide down 
and race to the bottom.  
Watching the fat, heavy drops consume the smaller ones  
and grow fatter and heavier.  
I hardly ever noticed the shapes beyond  
the blur of the rain. The shivering bodies  
huddled under some nook in the wall,  
some shaded corner, curled up, their knees  
under their chins, with everything they own on their backs. 
 
Why would I want to focus on the shaking fingers 
when I can feel the blast of warm air on my cheeks? 
When I could press my nose deeper 
Deeper into the fur lining of my winter coat? 
 
I always avert my gaze faster when they have children with them. 
 
I can see the hail outside  
between the raindrops 
lashing down, down, spat out of dark clouds  
obscuring the blueness of the sky.  
The grey of dirty blankets almost matches  
the muddied pavements. 
 
I turn back to the raindrops. 
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