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View from the Car 
Windscreen 
by Shey Marque 

i 

A man stands on the pavement as if a road worker directing traffic, talks aloud to no-one 

in particular. I notice he’s reading from a small book, its red hard cover faded, tattered, 

coming undone around the spine. Passers-by suddenly remember they need to be on the 

other side of the road. He continues on louder, grins as they flee, until he catches sight of 

himself in a shop window. What he sees jolts him into stopping. At first he stands 

motionless, almost surprised, as if he were the last person he was expecting to find. I had a 

bird like that when I was three, a yellow budgie named Bimbo. Once he discovered his 

reflection in the little mirror, bell tinkling, he couldn’t look away.  

 

ii 

Street guy rubs chin stubble, smooths rogue hair, splashes water from a bottle into both 

hands, runs them over his curls, flicks excess. He hitches up trousers, twisting them about 

the waist until straight, does up a shirt button, untucks the collar on a faded black coat. 

Raising one foot at a time, shakes each leg as if to remove creases, hands rub up and down 

coat sleeves. A routine so deft you’d think he were rehearsing a role for film—that guy 

forever on the street in Russian Doll. I want to ask if he’s seen my lost cat, shout out hey, I 

know you, don’t I? But I don’t say anything. He sniffs his armpits, his breath, takes 

another long look in the shop window, gives two thumbs up to the reflection before 

moving on his way, comes back to the window three more times for one last look.  
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iii 

While he speaks of the bee taking a break to wipe its forehead, of spiders pegging flies on 

the line to dry, a skirt suit in high heels & a string of pearls walks right up to him, asks 

does he mind very much telling her how to find the nearest homeless shelter. He starts to 

say I don’t know, I’m a poet— but his words are carried away by passing sirens, nothing 

left but the rising and falling of hands. 

	


