
A Bowl of Fruit 

It was placed 
No t quite to the centre, 
It was alive as colour 
To be turned but 
Pa r t l y upwards 
Conceal ing shapes and the 

shadows below. 

It was a th ing to be touched, 
Accentuated f rom as 
Fingers creased to that 

glass of surface. 

It was placed 
No t quite to the centre 
To be perfect, to focus ones 
Thoughts, but alive as 
Colour extended sl ightly, 

upwards. 
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