At the Door

Original teaching poem

The rain has left its coins along the rail.
A bus sighs past the shuttered corner store.
| count the windows brightening down the street

and keep my folded letter by the door.

At noon, a patch of sunlight finds the page.
The ink stays still; my shadow crosses through.
| turn the handle, carrying the words

| have not found the courage to send you.

Original example created for this guide. Notes model possible readings, not a fixed answer.



