dirty clothes

The queen of

Dry cleaning

Mistresses

Waving to strangers as

Though their tucked and lost

Cousin’s hidden after a war.

Telling of Mayors,

Dignitaries and Presidents she knows.

Believing she can convince 

The flock

In

The length of her words.

Wise women cleaning trousers

With suspicion,

Dripping spoon in soup of adventure.

Lay it on me cold,

Hit me with hot words for in the end

We all know

That clothes

Indeed

Get dirty.

