only speculative

She puts 

On her coat,

Flips back a short tuft of blond hair

As she patches up

Her work of several hours or more

While the traffic

Went teaming by like a parade without

Imaginative eyes.

Dropping off cups for a good cleanin’,

Leavin’ back what was

Not necessarily consumed

As

She flops back to the powder room..

Before leaving out the

Orange door

Into the night air

And a bigger powder room .. 

She can only speculate.

