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IN PERSPECTIVE

 On the streets of the city late one night
In a doorway, huddled a lonely sight
Slowly I got closer to an outreached palm
Hey mister spare some coins said a voice quite calm

He looked full of sorrow as he turned to look up
I only glanced once as I put money in his cup
Any worries or problems that had been haunting me
Were now gone, vanished like a pebble tossed to sea

I felt his loneliness as I trudged on my way
And I have not forgotten to this day
Any self pity is now gone out of sight
I left that in the doorway that very same night


Dave Tye 

Silver End resident

