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About her person 
A small photograph, faded and old,

Two little girls, no disaster foretold.

A tube of cream, little left,

Now forgotten, no use if kept.

A no-use biro, dried, ink freed,

Even if dipped in water, no ink will lead.

A ten pound note, weighed down by cash,

Oxford allowance, as much as the trash.

A no leaded pencil, of no use anymore,

Dropped from a bag, laid on the floor.

An old piece of paper, never read,

Smudged with tears, but of happiness instead.

A note to be sent, but maybe no longer,

A watch of the time, when she was stronger.

By Fiona

(About someone close)
