
How the Rooftop Speaks 

The city lost its voices long ago: 

human shadows drowned by

marketing and ambulances 

shunting people dreaming

in unheard languages.

Crow calls rule the black  

steel of the gleaming trees,

metallic behind the rooftop

monuments to satellite TVs.

Refusing to be scripted,

an arial points a wash of pink 

across December afternoons, 

naming something I have lost 

in the silence of a room. 


