
Rocklands Beach 
ftN a hot summer Sunday afternoon I lie upon this little beach 

Children and parents dip in and out the sea, others enjoy a picnic tea-
Yachts and speedboats passing by, gulls awheeling in the sky. 
I should be thankful and serene, enjoying the beauty of this scene 
But my mind is a turmoil of despair— why me down here those up there? 
Where well-dressed dark people line the rails and longingly upon us gaze. 
You men who enact our laws — pause. 
How would it be if your children and you lined those walls? 
And they ask, "Why can't we go down, Daddy?" 
What would your answer be? "RSB" 
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