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Front yards with grass,

old trees and shiny crab apples

liquor stores here got bulletproof glass
the churches, tattered lighthouses
hold all our secrets

we lost Martin Luther King Boulevard
we hum our shame in moans

old Spirituals shaped the bricks
hand-me-down houses

delicious trees that gossip over fences
Popeye’s chicken, Church’s chicken
Laundromat-check-cashing-payday-loans
we, who know each others’ names
and borrowed cups of sugar

twenty dollars until payday

just until we get on our feet,

And did we not? Get on our feet?

We made this, all of this

We made it.

Fresh cut,

clean as first-day-of-school sneakers
even the mirrors finesse

the new banks on the block

bundles of slow plunder

but the sidewalks ain’t cracked no more
the alleyways, smooth as untested promise
of former corner store seedlings
blooming into downward-facing dog

and parks that unwelcome children,

bike lanes and boutique wine bars

or family-friendly microbreweries

hear all the scents and sounds conspiring,
flooding to the teeth in whispered howls,
drowning in hissed welcomes

adrift the taunting memory of ground.
Air, made fat and wet with our breath,
for you.

For you.
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