                              Back Road to Dignity

                          Artists walk this back road way to dignity,

                          twisted with sorrow we carve broken truths,

                          muted grey landscapes of forgotten beauty.

                          A road travels on, and so it swallows us into

                          collective memory lanes, foreground horizon

                          drinking history’s blood – generations spent.

                          Each day, a tree split by growth not our own,

                          where winter burns self-worth, with eloquent 

                          whispers, and wisps, in the brushwood scrub.

                                                               Poem by Jim Larwill                                                          

