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The grey of night settled in the room like the dew settles upon the grass before the 

sun rises. The silver light from the moon danced against the crib closest to the 

window of the three-story Harlem brownstone. It was rare that silence filled the 

halls of Hale House, an orphanage for some of the worst cases of drug addicted 

and abandoned babies at the beginning and the height of the crack and AIDS 

epidemic in New York. This house that love built offered refuge from the city 

bustling all around.  

 

Somehow on this summer evening inside the walls of this brownstone a single 

cricket found its way from the grass. Grass that was two very long city blocks 

away at Marcus Garvey Park in Manhattan. The orphanage was not often filled 

with crying but mostly laughter, songs, and morning affirmations that we would 

say as we walked down the steps in the morning, looking in the mirrors on the last 

row of steps as our little hands held onto the banister.  

 

The warmth of the cook’s love always filled the air and never were we put to bed 

hungry. This little cricket found its way through the city streets and bustling heat of 

the summer on the hot pavement to the shade of the crack in the wall. The wall 

next to the loudest screamer in Hale House. As I lay there in my crib awaiting 

sleep to come, I was greeted with the song of the cricket.  

 

I stood up a bit wobbly at 15 months old and tried my best to find where it was 

coming from. As it sang, I joined in unison, repeating the song I heard. “Iccket, 

iccket, iccket” I sang in response to its melody. My eyes wanted to glance the new 

friend I had found and sing this duet up close with my new companion. As I 

plopped down, leaning my head against the crib, the song I was singing became a 

lullaby that began to sing a tale of dreams calling me to sleep.  

 

Mother Hale looked upon me from her bed. She kept my crib close out of 

necessity. They had never seen a case as bad as mine before. Due to being 

premature, underweight, and the severity of withdrawal from the crack and heroin 

my mother did, I needed constant supervision. They called me a miracle baby, but  
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all this little miracle baby wanted to do was sing the song with her little friend the 

cricket.  

 

This went on for a few nights until the cricket found another haven from the city 

heat. Still, I find myself in awe of the song of the crickets. Standing for a moment’s 

pause to sing the song in my heart of the summer evening’s call. 

 
 

Whisper my name again in your song  

 

Find me again in the summers long  

 

Sing of the evening, that relief from the sun  

 

As the moon shines in and a duet begun  

 

Musical notes fill the air where sirens out the window blare  

 

But the walls hold captive two lucky little ones  

 

Plant the seeds of love for music once more  

 

As all else seems still but the time that’s shared 

 

Take me away to a land where fairytales call home  

 

But take me as I am for it is your song that consoles 

 

Let me join, remembering the song and   

 

The one who found its way to me in ‘79  

 

Let us recall once the moment again.  

 

My dear little “iccket” friend.  
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