
Mary Dilworth 

HOMELESS 

In the alley, 

in the warehouse doorway, 

she is crouching. 

And the wind's blowing. 

It clatters the loose iron, 

hammers a rhythm. 

And it's no use thinking 

of her own door, 

slamming shut: 

that certain room 

with the frozen faces, 

receding. 
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