Kevin’s sun tanned face looked up into the dark sky wondering when the rain would stop.  At least when it was hot and the sun was out you could find some refuge in the shade.  There was no refuge from the rain.  It came pouring down and soaked everything.  The grass, the parking lots and the streets were all flooded.  His soaked clothing clung to him only further reminding him of how much he wanted this storm to end.  It was times like this that he was almost grateful to be on the streets in the sun.  In the rain, no one rolled down their windows and no one stopped.

The pangs in his stomach reminded him why he was out in weather like this.  Yesterday the storm had caught them unaware and everything they could call food had been soaked.  Paul would be hungrier than he was.  They hadn’t eaten since last night.  As Kevin walked by the gas station, hugging close to the pumps to try and find a moments respite from the rain, he couldn’t help looking through the window at all the junk food on display.  Unconsciously he moved closer to the window to get a better view.  As he pressed his hand against the glass, the memories came flooding back as they always do.

Just three years ago he stood right here supervising his crew washing this very window when it was a Diamond Shamrock.  Then a drunken night with the wrong crowd sent his life into a spiral that ended with a year in jail and the fire sale of his business.  Two years before that he’d just been starting up his business and washing the window himself.  As he pulled his hand away, Kevin smiled bleakly at the smudges his fingerprints left.  Only someone like him who’d cleaned thousands of windows would even notice them.
Kevin walked away back into the rain not really sure where to go.  A fender bender in the intersection turned him toward an empty strip mall parking lot.  He didn’t like being around a lot of people.  A few seconds of sizing up and they would know who he was or at least what he was.  The unkempt hair and beard and the worn clothes were tell tale signs.  At least the rain diluted the smell of weeks without a bath.  He could deal with the ones who gave him a cold shoulder.  It was the ones who were mean, or worse, violent that were dangerous.  So he avoided the group entirely.

The sound of the rain falling on uneven sidewalks and potholes echoed in the emptiness.  He walked around to the back.  It would be wetter with nothing overhead but he hoped to find something discarded from the one or two pads that weren’t vacant.  No luck.  Yesterday must have been garbage day.  All Kevin found were a few rusting drums and scattered styrofoam.  
Looking up again, Kevin tried to come to terms with sleeping wet and hungry.  Life was hard, but it wasn’t so bad.  He was worried about Paul.  His chair was soaked and now it looked like there was no food.  Kevin turned to head back, but the crowd was still there so he walked along the fence of an apartment complex.  Kevin idly dragged his fingers across the bars not hearing the rhythmic thumping.  It wasn’t until his slipped forward through the fence that he stopped and looked around.  On the landing of an apartment across the fence he saw a pizza box.  Already disappointed and still soaked, Kevin shook his head and trudged on.  He would have kept going if at that moment his stomach hadn’t complained with a sharp hunger pang.  Kevin sighed and decided he wasn’t going to get any wetter.  He might as well go back and check the box.
Jumping a wet fence in the rain with soaked clothes is never easy.  There were no easy footholds and the fence was six feet high so Kevin couldn’t pull himself up.  Twenty minutes of futile jumping and cursing passed with no success.  The sputter of a passing car in need of repair turned made Kevin look back the way he came.  The car continued on, but Kevin saw the rain filled barrel sitting there.  Another five minutes and a mini tidal wave later, the barrel was rolled up against the fence and Kevin jumped over.  He tried to be nonchalant crossing the parking lot and going up the steps.  The No Loitering sign was never enforced, but sometimes apartments had people living there who just watched everything and everyone.  Kevin opened the pizza box to find four slices.  Only one slice had a bite out of it.  There were even some left over crusts.  Whatever had driven him to struggle over here was now worth it.
Earlier the rain had been a nasty but bearable reality.  Now each droplet of rain looked like bomb ready to explode and it was coming down in sheets.  He couldn’t let his prize get wet.  Not after all the toil it took to get and the promise of a better night for Paul.  Kevin glanced around for something, anything he could use to keep the box dry.  From his perch he saw a dumpster at the end of the parking lot.  Tucking the box under and hunching over, Kevin scuttled down the steps and sprinted to the dumpster.  He worked quickly shoving the pizza box inside one plastic bag and then another.  He even grabbed a broken cabinet door to help keep the rain off.
Kevin took a slow satisfied walk back to the parking lot behind the Indian restaurant that he and Paul occasionally called home.  Paul was there huddled between the dumpster and the building in an awkward attempt to keep the rain off of him.  Sitting in a wheelchair made him seem even smaller than he was.  His thin body and tanned skin looked eerily skeletal, but he was smiling.  After a hello and some pleasantries Paul’s curiosity drew him to the bundle in Kevin’s hands.
