Glass Ghosts

As I sit by the window

Two worlds become one

A confusing jumble of inside and out

Reality and reflection become inseparable

A man with spiked hair and studded jacket

Walks through a woman in a business suit

But she doesn't mind

She doesn't even notice

People who wouldn't even look at each other

Appear to be engaged in one gigantic conversation

Two bodies occupy the same space

And suddenly a teenage girl, huddled in a ball

Has a guardian angel above her

Smoking a cigar, coughing nervously

He looks very protective

I laugh at the fact that my table is square

But its reflection is round

I examine my counterpart

He is dressed all in black, like me

And carrying a pen, like me

But he writes on his arm

While I write in my book

One gloved hand flicks a cigarette

The other carries a stick

With a black feather tied to the end

I wonder why I am alone

While my reflection is surrounded by people

It has no trouble making friends

And then I realize

All I have to do

To become one of them

Is step outside

To be a ghost in someone else's mirror

