From the roof
From the roof

I can see the bells in the church tower

as they toll their evening song.

Grey clouds fill the sky.

Brown birds flit among the trees.

And a few doors away

a dog begins to howl.

On the street below,

a bearded young man,

wearing jeans and a faded denim jacket,

pushes a grocery cart

as he collects aluminum cans

and oily rags.

Gusts of an algid wind

blow through the orderly tack

of trees and shrubs along the block.

Row after row of street lamps

burst into light

as the rain begins to fall

in widely spaced drops.
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