
 
 

Window Shopping 
Yesterday, a fall sale of birds 

flew south 
over the checkout counter, 

their cries ringing 
the sun’s cold zero. 

This morning the aisles are emptied 

and one red sweater 
swings 
high on a branch 

while invisible workers 
whitewash old walls.  

 

 
By Kathleen Moore 

 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 


