Task 2
To Arts we go
Peaceful, darkness shattered, broken
My alarm grows louder in the distance
Desperate to be heard
With each shallow breath
It’s screeches for attention grow louder
I’ve out laid my welcome I know
The sun seeps through a crack in 
My shields 
Children’s laughter- 
That should be pleasant bring my mind nothing but pain
I don’t want to rise
But, I’m upright
Eyes darting
Heart pounding
Where is it?
There.
A pillow in its direction soon put the nuance at bay

I don’t want to go to class
Is what ran through my mind
As I walked down the gravelly path to Art
Nothing had changed
I walked down the same road yesterday
And everything was the same
The buildings where still dull and grey
The paint chipping away
The grounds falling in dismay
My hoodie read
‘I’m not okay’
Never had such words rang truer
But like yesterday, tomorrow will be the same
I will be forced to walk this gravelly path again
My head throbbing in pain
My footsteps heavy with sleeps chains
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	Absolutely


	Disgusting-

He made a right tit of himself
Shaking like a new born pup
In his slightly too big tux



A man shouldn’t cry
At the sight of his bride. Pathetic
	
Beautiful-



She was like a swan
Floating down a moonlit stream
Each step light, careful, thought-out


Not one eye in the room was dry
As all our tears formed white swans stream
Under the early evenings stars


	I was


	Disappointed with the choice music
Far too stingy 
Far too cold






What was with the contemporary dance?
That’s not what you call a first dance
Prancing around ,jumping up and down
Out with the old in with the new
Gone are traditions
	


Swept away by the delicate strums of the harps
The way their long fingers danced across the strings set a certain mood 
Don’t you think?






Their dance could have been a professional piece
They only learnt it last week
“Le poète perdu” Is what she called it
Breath taking, Beautiful…

	
I’m sure


	Lilly being Lilly –
Loving when things followed the traditional way hated it just the same.
	



Dave being Dave – 
Being swept away in the new funky change
Trying to keep up because it was our daughter’s day.
Loved it. 




Task 4 - Keats

Memento mei - Perdita poeta

I was not always a romantic
From my early years I was forced to tango
with death, despair, disaster
On a cold pavement my father’s body was found
And almost mockingly god-
If there is one 
Let his stallion gallop on
Clip clump - through the empty streets of London
beautiful
A haunting image 

I have learnt that in all things, to love,
One- no matter how faced with disaster
Must love all things…
This realisation dawned on me during my final operation
At that moment
During my patients’ blood chilling screams 
Did I truly understand I must live-
I must heal
Not the physical pain
But the heart
For there where people for the body
But the soul remained untouched. Broken

I feel too much
I love too much
And without a god to worship or believe in
I fear death. 
Death that had already set its cold gaze on me
I ran to Rome for some kind of comfort
And in its art I found hope
Immortality in its statues
But I am not an immortal
My works, are, as I write, already forgotten

I can already feel the daises growing over me
My death is near
I loved everything
The flowers, the trees, the earth, the sea
I loved more than this world 
Loved me…
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