
       
 
      STAIRS 
 

 
Where is this old staircase  
at the back of the house? 
 

                                                 I am walking downwards, 
always waving. 
 
Stained glass  
catches the late sun 
 
pooling warmth  
onto grey carpet. 
 
Apart from a blackbird  
singing in the garden 
 
and a voice calling   
from the kitchen, 
 
the silence is everywhere. 
The quiet of mass. 
 
The quiet of evening. 
 
 
        
                                            


