the roofer 

several houses away,

down the street,

locked eyes with me

as i stared from the 

front of your windowed home

towards his hands 

firmly gripping a 

roof hoe and i thought

that i may be watching the

murder of innocent shingles

and the end of cheap american 

labor that grew into an 

ego that isn't worth it's 

weight in fake silver coins.
