curtain girl

Roar of motors

As the steam settles

&

the day starts collecting the forlorn takes

of naughts in numbers 

&

might in the flickering streetlights.

Whistling peddlers ready 

To

Sift through the trash

Made all day .. 

The baker goes out trying to find his sweet thing as

The

Investor takes everything he owns—

Yes,

Tucked in his linen drawers

While the curtains

Begin curling in 

Laughter

With the man 

Still going through the trash down low.

