Crail Kanop
STRANGERS

One mormning

freshly showered

slaring

in the mirror

brushing my testh

I thought about

witter in Dresden
during a holocaust.

Fuor that moment
whather

my teeth wore clean

ar if [ made i o work

o e

didn't matter

Like expecting Gladis
from next door

and getling

a tribe of

religious peddlers.

Ot hurrving to wark

late ome morning
wrecking vour car

on the wrong cnd of bown
outside a colfee house
with bad service.

Like looking at yoursell
in the mirror

for the first Lime,

my father is more a stEnger
Lik e

than other strangers
because | come from him
bioeause our faces are similar,
wir have thoughts in comman,
wir suffor equally

ard hug on departures
like sirangors.



