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An elegantly dressed gray-haired woman swathed in a cloud of white fur 

sizes me up as she passes by. The look in her eyes tells me what she’s 

thinking: Dirty. Useless. Goodfornothing.  

Wouldn’t be the first time someone’s thought that about me, but damned if it 

doesn't hurt like hell, every time. I look away, swallow hard, and try my best 

to push the hurt deep down inside. The wet, icy sidewalk feels extra cold 

beneath me with nothing but the thoughts in my head for a blanket. 

 

I blow on my hands, trying to fight off the bitter frost just a little 

longer. Nights like this can get to feel pretty damn long -- it's enough to wear 

a person down, near to breaking. 

 

The woman walks into a fancy restaurant on the arm of a tall, slim man in a 

dark suit. Her sky-high silver heels kick up the slush -- click-splosh-click --

 gliding along the slick pavement as she goes. I can't help but look down at 

my raggedy sneakers with the holes in them and sigh. 

 

My daughter, upon seeing the woman glare at us, asks, “Momma, why’s that 

lady looking at us like that? Didn’t she like us?” 

 

“Some folks just don’t understand, baby girl,” I say. “They think we choose 

to be like this. They don’t know about our life. They don’t know we’ve got 

nowhere to go right now but the street. Way folks like that figure it, you and 

me deserve to be here. We’re asking for it.” 

 

She sits for a minute, and I can tell she's turning my words over in her mind. 

A tear falls and she brushes her brown corkscrew curls out of her face with 



soft little hands. I press her fingers inside mine and hug her close. I have no 

words to make it better. 

 

We don’t speak for a long time after; we just sit there, huddling together in 

the cold. I wrap her in the folds of my tattered overcoat and sing her to 

sleep. 

 

Some time later, the tall man comes rushing out the front door of the 

restaurant, holding the lady in the fur roughly by the elbow. He starts talking 

to her through clenched teeth as he drags her past us, toward their shiny 

black car. He almost pulls her arm clean out of the socket as he scolds, “I’ve 

had enough of your lip for one night!” He slaps her across the cheek, and she 

stumbles back. She stares up at him with the saddest, most pitiful look, then 

mumbles something I can’t hear. He says nothing, just smacks her again. 

The look on her face turns blank, like a light’s gone out from somewhere 

deep inside. 

 

She glances our way one last time before getting in the car, and I figure, 

maybe it's because she suddenly understands what I’ve been sitting here 

knowing all along. 

 

Sometimes, a little bit of nothing is better than a whole lot of something. 
	  


