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Session 1 – Crafting and Drafting - Leaving a place behind

Gműnd Austria 2018
Condensation still blurs the image of the town as we leave it behind,
he wipes the mirror to reveal Gregor still waving.
I take a last deep breath, the smell of fresh cut wood should 
stay with me for a mile or two.
Visor down, and the yellow of sunflowers and orange of the roofs
are muted by the polarized screen, they flare then subdue.
Hidden amongst crumpled clothes
a stolen branch from the orchard,
a nascent apple at the end.
My hands are cold under the silk and leather of the thick gloves
as I feel the new weight of silver on my finger,
the blue diamond nestles tiny and bright in its embracing claws.
Settling into the seat and rhythm of the ride,
I look up the valley to the slender bridge
carrying the autobahn through the sky.















Session 2 – Sonnets and Triolets
TRIOLET

Leaves
[bookmark: _Hlk3974730][bookmark: _Hlk3974756]Guillaume Apollinaire you seduced me
The patterns of your words concrete and spare.
On paper I tried to compose a tree
[bookmark: _Hlk3974816]Guillaume Apollinaire you seduced me.
[bookmark: _Hlk3974883]My pen worked hard but it was not to be
[bookmark: _Hlk3974930]The leaves fell and adorned my tangled hair
Guillaume Apollinaire you seduced me
The patterns of your words concrete and spare.

















[bookmark: _GoBack]Session 4 – Keeping it concrete    
Abstract is grief – Concrete is a red kite 
       
Milvus Milvus Daddy Dearest
It’s the unexpectedness of that searing pain that surprises.
A decade gone, and still the exhalation of breath
as my solar plexus is imploding, 
lachrymose of eye and nose I gasp at the rawness.

Then I see you, in the centre of a wake of kites
high over the village.
I want to see more, a murmuration of kites, 
see them soar on the thermals,
sketching circles in the muted blue fabric of the sky.

From the centre of the lift it dives towards me 
then hovers above the car, wingspan shadows absorb the light.
Black eyes observe, questioning my presence in his space,
I return the gaze.

Laughter cannot be surpressed, those colours, 
my father’s favourite suit,
the stare was him first thing in the mornings.
Oh my God, that forked tail as it flew away, 
white and perfectly shaped.
The last photograph of my parents together,
his carefully curated white
muttonchop mustache is in my head.

This ones for you Pa.

Session 5 – Imagery, Metaphor and Simile
Choose one memory, write poem using one simile and two metaphors

Water and Fire
The baby smelt like a talcum powder bomb,
smaller than my rag doll but as noisy as a siren.
Present retrieved from beneath the blanket
I forgot her and left the room.

The siren sound smashed back
too loud, too close, too real.
Through the kitchen door smoke insinuated itself 
like a perfume in my head.

Shouts fell like fists onto my unprotected ears.
As flotsam is tortured by the tide I followed the flow,
behind the lights of the men with golden urns on their heads.
My screams drowned by the waves of noise, seasick with fear.

Then Neptune bent down and picked me up above the foam,
don’t worry little mermaid the black snake has gone,
and the dragon captured by the knights in armour.
The baby cried softly in the crib.








Session 7 – Writing workshop in the Special Collections Library

Journeys
Grandpa Jack was a gentle man,
a gentle regular killer.
Man of the north fighting for King and country, before the shilling was bit.
Packed off on a train, then ship, armoured car and camel,
did he ever entwine the Kernow of the regiment with his broad Lancastrian vowels?

To Egypt seasick on the sea of sand as the camels spat back,
burnt then frozen, repeat,
burn and freeze repeat, the desert is a bitch he always said.
Repeat until the co-ordinates are reached,
X marks the spot of the killing zone.

Crawl, watch, look, duck, look, watch, crawl,
then check still alive.
Aim, fire, retreat.
The Turk unseen mutters the same;
gezinme, izle, bak, ördek, bak, izle, gezinme.

This sniper returns behind the lines, rather shoot that bastard Lawrence
than those poor sods out there in the dark,
dirty little man, he’d tell no-one for fifty years.

1917 from Cairo to Archangel, a bloody volunteer,
Let’s evacuate them all, 
too late,
just go home said the red coats in plumes and resplendent with swords.


Off to Blighty, smell that sea air, look the Isle of Man he said and waved,
but along came SM UB-64, 
13.12.1919 was his significant date,
the torpedo, killed one hundred and one men and boys, not Jack.

Home and marriage, hooray, the end of the war,
no work no home no money, better stay in then says he.
Off to Germany, 1922, let’s build a new country said the occupying forces,
such devastation he told us,
I felt so ashamed, but the opera still sang, so I watched and listened.

A child is born, please leave the uniform behind pleads Elfreda,
she wins the fight.
This man, this small gentle man, this gentle killer, 
scarred by conflict, 
in mind and body left the khaki behind.

Five decades of polishing furniture 
and tending the lavender gardens at the back of the house,
Jack just survives.
Pacifist yes, protector yes, coward yes he said,
the conundrum of age and class still unresolved in 1970.

Our hero, our idol, but in his eyes
what did he still see?
He journeyed full circle and prayed to the
God he never believed in
to save his sons and their children.



Session 8 – Ditching the clichés
My cliché – Every cloud has a silver lining

The Bond Was Forged
We hit turbulence at sixty thousand feet
oxygen masks dropped and panic screamed around the cabin.
Eyes closed I began to pray,
being an atheist, my rosary beads were profanities.
Every word shouted out loud felt good,
the woman behind was Hail Marying
a man across the aisle communed with Allah.

As the plane dropped
the adolescent boy beside me turned,
we looked at each other.
I love you Mum and here are new words 
to add to your litany.
Shrieking abuse in unison
the bond was finally forged.
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