Rain

Rain swarmed

above our newspaper
umbrellas, trees
shook like guitars.

Reflections from neon
signsran likelines

of wet mascara, staining
paving slabs hues of red,

blue and yellow. We took
shelter in anearby church,
the light from the stained
glassfilling in the wire

frame outlines of our lives,
blank as an uncoloured tattoo.
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