I built a tower of money

I built a tower of money
A house of dog-eared cards

Fragile to the exhalation

Of even a hummingbird 
with emphysema

Croaking out deals in dialects

Flitting amongst the commodities

To suck at what ever sells

Euro, Yen, Dollar, Fresh Organs?

The sharks pass smoothly

Through the tower and flood 

The foundation

Flipping the cards

Conjuring new pork bellies

Then devouring them.

