
BRUSH IN HAND 
 
 
I was a peasant 
 
scrubbing the floors, 
 
and you, Royalty 
 
passing by, 
 
dropping a smile 
 
in my puddle. 
 
 
 
My lowered eyes 
 
saw your reflection 
 
meet mine, and  
 
for a moment,  
 
we were equal, 
 
we were alone, 
 
and you smiled. 
 
(2/1/87) 
 
Robyn M. Davis 
 
© All Rights Reserved 


