
To make a light – pull  

for her dark room 

she thumbed  clay 

into a plaster mould. 

It slid 

into inner curves, 

arches and bows. 

Once freed – it was rubbed.  

Once dried – it was warmed. 

Birthed 

in flame and veined 

with a skin of smoke. 

It became a beautiful thing -  to her. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


