
twenty-three

 

I look upon tensed shoulders and perched arms, crossed defen-

I look upon groups of individuals muddled together in rife proxim-

 

I look upon scores of youth, and even though their sobs and wail-
ing may be silent, and their cries out for help may be inaudible, the 

I hear the cries and whimpering of infants being held on the hips of 

 

-

Employment severally abated, so bill-collectors and landlords sub-

I look upon busloads of schoolchildren being driven toward 

 
I hear the squeaks and croaks of rocking chairs as elders gather and 

I gaze upon games of hop-scotch and double-dutch being played 

School children walking the same streets where the ‘working girls’ 

I hear the resounding celebrations of those who’ve for so long hid-
den their true identity for fear of enmity from the masses, but now 

 

 —Dawud Wilson


