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HAILSTONES
STRIKING THE
ROOF

SANDY
ANDERSON

You think I am listening to the tympani
of your fall, but I hear the whistle
of the passing train

and roll the silk scarf

of its sound between my fingers
like a rosary I don’t own.

You think I cover my head

with my hands,

but I sidestep the small explosions
of you by seeing clearly the air
between me and beyond,
balancing on my own

imaginary tightrope.

When I pick you up

and cup you in my hand,

you are so fragile

you cease to exist,

roll through my fingers like water.
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