The Cross Bronx Children

The Cross Bronx children sing “Yahweh” at night
Their voices are syrup maraschino

Raw and wailing “Yahweh” they cry

Underneath the girders and Latinos

Stores of Babel hawk desires at night

Stacked block by block calling “ni~nos!

Talons grasping drumsticks on the sly 
With black birds guarding momma’s small fry.
Eyes peer out of cracks in the concrete

So as not to fall through them

The thin voices drift up with the steam

So sweet so as not to choke on them.

The Cross Bronx children sing “Yahweh” at night

Deep inside the trusses cabled corset

Their voices drift above the pearl toll gate

Carried way by their uncertain fate.
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