Session 8 – Ditching the clichés
A valentine’s poem in with no clichés and an object

On Romance in Marriage
Year ten it was roses and wine,
[bookmark: _GoBack]twenty-five and we completely forgot,
but thirty, oh thirty you smashed it.

Paper torn, ribbon discarded, in private, just in case,
good sized box, expectations high.

The Dremel drill drew screams of delight.

And a full attachment set and stand.

You remembered, you never remember.

Fix your memories he said,
our memories.

That sea glass from the islands and home,
shells with the colours of Orkney sands and Irish storms,
you have wood from the beach and twine from the shore.

Drill, polish and adorn
taste the salt, sun and freedom.
Engrave a poem on that plaque,
screw prose down tight on a block.

Build a monument to our time together,
for the one that is left behind.




