George Roe, Art 2

Poem;

Yellow pebble picked,

Out through cold water it glows,

Like sunshine in hands.

Panelled pine, old cream,

Paint chipping thick with year’s layers,

Worn shiny knocker.

Deep shadowed steps glow,

From above and below,

Where do they lead to?

Someone’s ancestors,

Fierce faces posing, prying,

Who are you, yourself?

Yellow pebble picked,

Out through cold water it glows,

Like sunshine in hands.

