
 
 

Dignity 
by Fran Duffield 

 

Dignity is a cold throne 

given only obeisance, 

no warmth 

can reach your blue heights 

on that sharp rock 

 

I’d rather a crude stool 

around the fire, 

rather rough hands 

held out warm 

in forgiveness 

 

rather crush the thorns 

of my pride 

and cradle with care  

the tender plant 

of my happiness 

 

 


