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Stanley Picker Gallery and Rhythm &
Muse, a local Kingston-based poetry
collective, invited members of the public
- first-time writers to aspiring poets and
professionals. to participate in a special
poetry and creative writing workshop
inspired by Seroxat, Smirnoff, THC, an
exhibition of drawing, painting, text and
photographic artworks by psychogeog-
rapher, zine-maker and Stanley Picker
Fellow in Fine Art Laura Oldfield Ford.

Taking suburban South West London
as a starting point Seroxat, Smirnoff;
THC addresses issues surrounding
contested space, landscape, architecture
and memory, reworking the ‘dérive” or
drift as a subjective process of mapping
territory along the lines of social antag-
onism. Navigation of the exhibition in
turn formed the starting point of the
poetic explorations, and complemented
the current National Poetry Day theme
‘Remember’.

We hope that you enjoy our muses.

To find out more or share your own texts visit
www.rhythmandmuse.org
www.stanleypickergallery.org



SUBURB

Green blue grey rose-red-tinted

Queen of the suburbs, @7“
A

Metroland time capsule,
has roofs with perfect pitch,
Grade 2 listed double glazing
and a model landscape moulded
by the rocks of ages:
- Cut stone architected into border gateposts
- Welsh slate crushed and sprinkled up the garden path.

Iron railings black paint spikes
that would be so unsafe
if they fell into the wrong hands
here show polite restraint:
they beat the bounds between
private house public space,
holding back
the sculpted hedge,
flowering shrub, swaying hollyhock

from the sterile street.

The houses may be full of life

and its happening behind closed doors
but the street itself is empty.

And you only step outside

cos the garden needs attention

or you're on the way to someplace else
or you've just got back.

You're never in the street

for the sake of hangin out.

Say one fine day

you did defy convention,

took a garden chair,

placed it on the pavement, sat there,
just to make a statement.
Somebody might notice,

they might pick up the phone,

call you if they know your number -
Is there anyone at home?

No? So are you acting alone?

Or are the carers on their way?

But say they do not see you:

you are still being looked at....

cos the windows over there are watching,
the windows are always watching.

A dreary wet day weighs heavily down

Houses line the streets one by one in formation
Perfectly pruned rose bushes kiss the walls
And cry out for something to be out of place.

Emptiness fills the streets and pavements miss the clatter of footsteps
A breeze rustles through one or two trees

And a tree tilts over straining to carry the weight of living in the suburbs
What is this weight?

How can a place occupied by people be so utterly deserted?

Where is everyone? Why does no one show their face?

Pedro de Barros
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High rise flat, brown walls, no curtains.
A laptop is the only connection with the outside world in this prison.

Pedro de Barros

Diamond in the Rough

Scribble down to the underneath
Beneath him

A deserted shop

Blacked out windows bin linered shut
So no-one can peek in

Jake sits behind a window on this world
Of scribbled graffiti and broken glass
He works from home

Tap tap taps on the keyboard
Finishing the project

Staring out at detritus

Living in his suburbed mind

His thoughts off to the side a little
Uncentral

He sees a couple kissing

Diamond in the rough grass and broken glass
Enter in the shop below

He hears mumbles and muffled

Clumps

Calls the police

Jake rages, he paid 2k for his so they can get theirs?
Sympathetic coppers break in but nothing is found
Ghosts of graffiti and broken glass

A diamond fracture splinters his perspective
On screen or in a dream

He sees a car driving towards him

He sees goats leaping

He sees a love fake

He sees a tree, graffittied and broken glass
Stuck in its bark

Scribble down to the underneath
Beneath his tap tap tap

He is blacked out windows

He is bin-linered shut

No-one peeks in

By Rachel Sambrooks

Suburban Thorns Cut Deep

The girl labelled Savage Messiah hails wine glass wisdom,

eyes blinkered, one shattered, no illusions beneath the surface.

She’s smiling away from the camera, oblivious to its tense, searching radar.

Yet her shoulders are relaxed, her silk dress flimsy in its negligence.

It’s the same conversation she’s had many times,

so she knows most of the answers.

Overblown roses splice black and white, blood seeping reality;

is this death of the outer city dream, or something else?

A jumble of suburban gardens, flashing by from a high speed train —

juxtaposed, montaged, overlooked.

She’ll grin in the face of adversity every time;

grin and bear nothing, grin into eternity.
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