
​AFTER THE PARADE​
​While fireworks bloom above the city,​

​someone is sweeping their ashes from the street.​

​The crowd has disappeared,​
​leaving ribbons, paper stars,​

​half-crushed cups,​
​and footprints pressed into the pavement.​

​I know that quiet.​

​I have stood beneath bright lights,​
​heard applause fill a room,​

​felt the warmth of being seen​
​and watched the chairs empty​
​before the work was finished.​

​So I notice him.​

​He sweeps without a spotlight,​
​gathering what celebration leaves behind.​

​No one thanks him.​

​No one stops to ask his name.​

​Maybe this is what we overlook​
​the hands that build the stage,​

​clean the street,​
​hold everything together,​

​and never step into the light.​

​By morning, he is gone.​

​Only the road remains,​
​clean and open,​

​waiting for someone else to dream.​
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