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Bedford Row

In the waiting rooms of anxious smiles

Hearts forget the pain

Of all the things that have come and gone

And come and gone again

Thirty minutes of intensity

Dilutes all through the week

Until the return of a hug and kiss

Soothes a tear-trailed cheek

“I drew this for you Daddy”

“When are you coming home?”

Anger in the question

“Why did you leave us all alone?”

A goldfish bowl floating in a pond where families swim

Searching for the grail of towels embroidered “Her & Him ”
Grasping at all that was in the hope of it once more

Trying not to change within the change of life’s shut door

Yes the journey’s hard and sometimes very long

And within the highs and lows are found moments weak and strong

But today there is a place some know as The Row

And behind those walls there can be found someone who will know

What it is to be a prisoner or a prisoner’s kin

The good results of a well planned course and were one could begin

Furthermore there’s solace in the company of a friend

Who has conquered a bad experience from beginning through to end

This is the other door welcoming and wide

Opening opportunities that may well gently guide

A soul out of despair and into a life anew

Tell me could it be a gentle soul like you?
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