Session 6 – Titles, list poems and line breaks
A list poem

Survivors Room
A sign on the door so prettily done
KEEP OUT THIS IS MY SPACE.
If you did open it wide and walk right in,
                                                       the chaos may overwhelm and confuse.
                                                       You have entered my world,
                                                       my space,
                                                       do not presume to judge me
                                                       ever.    

This middle-aged woman, who occasionally
wears glitter, metamorphoses here. 
From dour to fantastical.
                                                        A needle threaded with gold foil, stitches
                                                        unicorns, narwhals and turtles onto the 
                                                        fine linen cloth.
                                                        Purchased in far off lands, the pelagic birds,
                                                        wheel and swoop across the warp. 







A paper pattern is restrained on the floor,
reluctantly. The velvet beneath bruised 
by the stone weights collected from the shore.
                                                        Evening wear this time perhaps,
                                                        coat, skirt, trousers, chemise, cloak or dragon?
                                                        A gown is dreamed of, jewelled, beribboned
                                                        and fastened with violet buttons.
                                                        A memory evoked from the picture on the wall.

Meditating on life whilst gazing at the dawn,
a need is remembered, dredged up when
the verdant colours focused her mind.
                                                        Green, any green; moss, emerald, olive or                   
                                                        sea foam. An origami purse folded and worked,
                                                        felted with love, embellished with beads and 
                                                        shards of light.  The machine is too brutal,  
                                                        a hand gentle, the rhythm hypnotizing.

                                               
                                                               




Books and papers adorn the shelves.
With pen, paint, glue, seashells and glass 
an image emerges, it sits quietly on the easel.
                                                       It is pink, purple and turquoise, very safe,
                                                       until from the tower a blade is retrieved.                                                          
                                                       Four slashes enhance, then the bit from the drill
                                                       arcs across the canvas. Magnifying glass in one                   
                                                       hand, palette knife the other, it is completed.

                       
The image pleases, so a picture is taken on the phone,
then uploaded for the world to admire. 
Postcards from the lino cut print will be sent across the sea.
[bookmark: _GoBack]                                                       Family and butterfly’s surround her.
                                                       Pots of brushes, pencils, and ink pads litter the                                                                                                                                                     
                                                       desk. And always Apollinaire, purple and 
                                                       apologetic. A name written in dust is a reminder
                                                       of life outside the room.

