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High Entropy in Odd Time 

somewhere between states
nevertime	there’s always time
to walk in the rain
to stand still	to ask questions
always ask questions
always leave	the door open
order exists here
in chaos	here pupating
everywhere scattered
discarded	random moments 
are drawn together
making mountains	from stardust
the arrow of time
this small window 	is fleeting	














The Perfect Fifth	 In Common Time

so damn common 	we didn’t see
all the good things	appreciate
this humdrum life	this odd pattern  	
familiar			deadly, damaged
I was hoping		you would notice	
the harmonics		in my gesture	
cloaked in moonlight	wrapped in kindness	
imperfect me 		perfectly you	
(or so you say)		half and half two 	
the wheel of time	edges closer	
through days and years	through shit and stone
make tiny waves	that rock the boat
soaked to the skin	let us begin	
perhaps, again		at the refrain
if I change key		will you follow?














The Last Waltz

sway to me/                /mirrored moves/                 /cheek to cheek/	    /fingers deep/ 
	    /metallic/	                       /precision/	                           /together/
bittersweet/                /stolen kiss /                  /razor sharp/                   /scissor snip/
    /sarcastic/	              /entwined/	            /silhouette/
place your hands/              /on my hips/                /acid etched/                      /rest your head/
	              /forever/                    /embody/                      /momentum/
on my breast/                      /spoon of sighs/                    /spin and slide/                  /twist and slip/
	       /this broken/                           /kick inside/                         /torso lifts/        
wooden floor/                         /butterfly /                         /empty hall /                /monument/                       
	        /ghost echoes/                  /lost shadows/                     /a hollow/
tousle in/                        /hotel sheets/                     / yesterdays /                          /rolling sea /
              /becoming /                           /tomorrows/                     /perfect dream/
















[bookmark: _Hlk155455695]In Conversation: With a Shitstorm

I know you’re there.
Then why aren’t you saying anything?
Because, I quite like ignoring you.
Well, that’s not very nice.
You’re not very nice.
[Laughs] Ouch. You know, I’m not going to just vanish.
Even if I pretend you don’t exist?
Nope.
What’s your name then? All storms have names. 
I think I’ll call myself, [Pause] Bean.
But – that’s my name!
Is it?
Why don’t you call yourself Abigail or Dennis, they were big storms?
Because I’m your shitstorm, not bloody Abigail’s. 
[Silence]
Oh, stop sulking. What you gonna do? Bury me? You have to face me at some point.
[Silence]
Look, i'm not that bad. I’m quite invigorating really. I could shake things up a bit, blow out the cobwebs. You can say whatever the hell you like – no one will hear you!
[Silence]
Fine, have your silly name back. You know, the sooner you talk to me, the sooner I’ll be out of your hair.
[Mumbles] Tomorrow?
[Sighs] I’ll wait over there. But, don’t you go ignoring me again, will you?
I won’t (Shithead).




[bookmark: _Hlk155457038]How to Play the Game of Love

Guess the other persons thoughts in six goes or less.
Every guess must be on their list.
Each guess must be a valid 5-letter word such as:
L O V E R
Or
H E A R T
Or
T O N I C
A correct guess gets a green light.
A correct letter in the wrong place is considered inappropriate, such as: 
H O V E L
Or 
H A T E R 
Or
P O I N T
Incorrect letters show a total lack of judgement:
R U S T Y
Letters can be used more than once: but exercise extreme caution.
Words are never plurals.







[bookmark: _Hlk155532995]

This one’s for the girl that rode a goat bareback down a dirt track

To the girl that answers back,
that will argue ‘til the cows come home for truth.

The girl that stands on her desk
wears her hair like daggers and fists all clenched.

The girl that bares her teeth
and puffs out her chest.

The girl that won’t – no – can’t sit still,
that’s not afraid to be the odd one out.

The girl that collects mistakes like badges 
and wears them with pride.

The girl that will tell you to (take your pick):
fuck off mate/ pick on someone your own size/ get a life, motherfucking arsehole/ whatever, (twat)

The one that sits with her friend on the floor in the ladies, 
locks the door, prizes the broken bottle from her bloody hands. 

To the girl that walks her home.






The Rock Pool

[bookmark: _Hlk155539639]fills up every night
with or without the moon,
lost things scooped
from deep lagoons
spooned into my lap,

worlds within worlds
tiny faces mistook for aliens,
stone smoothed
by a persistent tide
holds me liquid
in cupped hands.

Don’t look, it’s 
nothing –

foolish silence swells like the ocean;
floods the house from noon ‘til dusk,
I’m drowning in things I don’t understand,
things I can’t speak of

soon

a pink flower blooms in salty water
rooted to rock,
I come barefoot on the tide
marooned like driftwood
[bookmark: _Hlk155472538]in knots.
Dear (you know who) 

I’ve been trying to tell you
in person, but the words just 
sit on my tongue.
I thought it would be easier
to say it in a letter. But 

if I write them down, 
they will be here forever, 
for anyone to read. Unless 
I add a disclaimer:
*BURN AFTER READING*
but then, knowing you,
you probably won’t. 

Perhaps I could write
a song, a little ditty
like a sea shanty with
a catchy rhythm you could 
tap (or stamp) with your foot.

Or ifisayitquickly
maybe it would be as if 
Ihadn’tsaidanythingatall. 

Of course, I could ask you for 
(space, space, space)
some bread from the shops.
A particular kind of bread
made from wheat 
that only grows in 
the Outer Hebrides.

But it would be unfair
to make you go all
that way.

[bookmark: _Hlk155543285]Let me go.

Yours untruly
(you know who)


















1985. Waiting in a Beanfield.

[bookmark: _Hlk155544322]Open your shutters – man!
Our wheels are grounded, 
tumbling out of vans with chimneys,
movement is in our bones, the stars
the ancient stones, the 303 
on the road converging 
on this long summer’s day,
herded little cattle
into your field of fodder
by sweating pigs in riot gear
itching for a fight.

Open your shutters – man!
this slow movement will not conform
to a greedy system 
built on dodgy foundations
threatened by a peaceful
community of diesel engines and spliffs
music and laughter that rises 
with the sun.
Dreadlocks, skinheads, mohawks
bare feet and painted faces,
painted in blood. 

This siren. This pregnant woman. This Bloody nose. 
This child. This truncheon. This broken window.
This home.
Can you hear them calling?
Open your shutters – man!

[bookmark: _Hlk155615274]Jimmy taught me to play Stairway to Heaven (Version 1)

It happened in the shed without any tools.
Well, it was a tiny lawn, the kind that newbuilds  
on new estates have, virgin ground, concrete drive 
no bushes or plants. 
They were new, this family, a son
with long hair and ripped jeans 
he could play the guitar like Jimmy
Page and Hendrix – I was in love with them all
not to have them, but to be them. I wanted to grip
the neck like he did, let my fingers glide over the frets
hold a note like I was making love, 
chasing an orgasm, like I was giving birth to a song.
It was our smoking shed, where we would get high
giggling, licking, sticking rizlas, 
breathing smoke into each other’s mouths.
Kissing, not kissing. Unzipping – 
then he arrived, Jimmy’s friend, Jim, 
Morrison. A poet, brooding and present
sexy as fuck. Jimmy was mad at Jim
for looking into me, he was mad at me 
for looking into Jim, he broke the door 
of the smoking shed, said 
there wasn’t enough room for three – 
Jimmy, Jim and me.

I told Jimmy I wanted Jim. I told Jim 
I wanted him. Jim shrugged and left while Jimmy cried.
In the smoking shed, my head is humming and it won’t go
in case you don’t know, to be a rock and not to roll –
I’m still chasing that bloody note.
Jimmy Taught Me to Play Stairway to Heaven (in the potting shed) (Version 2)

He was new to this virgin estate, 
Jimmy with long hair and ripped jeans, 
he could play the guitar like 
Page and Hendrix – God, I desired them

to hold a note, stand with parted legs, 
grip the neck like some wooden appendage
finger the frets, head slack
as if I was chasing an orgasm. 

Then he arrived, Jimmy’s friend, Jim, 
Morrison. A poet, brooding, present, 
sexy as fuck. Jimmy was mad at Jim
for looking into me, 

he was mad at me for looking into Jim, 
broke the door of the potting shed, said 
there wasn’t enough room in there for three – 
Jimmy, Jim and me.

I told Jimmy I wanted Jim. I told Jim 
I wanted him. 
Jim shrugged and left 
while me and Jimmy cried.

In the potting shed, my head is humming 
and it won’t go, 
in case you don’t know –
I’m still chasing that bloody note. 

This Changeling

There was this boy. No, there was this girl, with short hair, scabby knees. Disappeared inside herself when forced into a dress. She had no name; it fell out of her pocket. She folded it into a paper boat and floated it out to sea. 	This boy, this girl, had blood down her thighs. She howled like a wolf, threw her bloody knickers in the bin. As her shape curved, her shoulders stooped. She moved into the forest and became a wild. This wild was spikey and thorny, tucked up into itself, was difficult to hold, spoke a language nobody understood. This wild kissed boys, fell in love with girls, gave birth to babes. There was this boy, this girl, this wild, and this mother loved them all. They fit inside her like Russian dolls. This mother watched over her children. She grew softer and wider as they grew tall. Her children stretched their thoughts, become these orbiting planets. This boy, this girl, this wild, this mother, tumbled out, gasping for air, into the arms of this woman. This woman who began again.














Reflective Essay
The poetry pieces in my portfolio demonstrate my understanding and awareness of the craft, using form and voice to create a sense of connection with the reader. 
Prose follows a basic grammatical structure using sentences and paragraphs, unlike poetry, which follows a metrical structure though lines and stanzas. In literature, the basic purpose of prose is to convey an idea, deliver information, or tell a story using characters, setting, conflict, a plot, and a resolution. We can do this using a variety of tools such as: world building, voice (first, second, third person narration and omniscient, where a disembodied voice is looking at a scene), vocalisation (where language is used to create atmosphere), dialogue, jumping in and out of perspectives, show and tell, the unreliable narrator – all of which can be delivered via a selection of different genres such as, crime fiction, autobiography, historical, fantasy etc
Focalisation is a term coined by the French narrative theorist Gérard Genette[footnoteRef:1]. It refers to the perspective through which a narrative is witnessed: either by zero focalization (where the narrator says more than the character knows, either through a character’s internalised thought or an omniscient narrator), internal focalization (where the narrator says only what a given character knows) and external focalization (where the narrator says less than the character knows).  [1:  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/G%C3%A9rard_Genette
] 

Poetry, in comparison, has a different set of tools available, including assonance, consonance, and metaphor. These poetic devices use words, phrases, sounds, and even shapes to convey meaning. A poem can be enriched by using simple tools similar to prose, such as: show don’t tell, using a different point of view, starting in the middle, using wit, rationing rhymes and removing yourself out of the poem.
 Traditional poetry has set formal patterns, such as rhythm and rhyme, metrical structure—repeating patterns of beats. Poems visually stand out on a page with varying, deliberate line lengths, and often more white space on a page than words. Poets, such as Tom Phillips in his altered book project, Humument,[footnoteRef:2] uses art and space to his advantage in his poetry erasure hybrid poems.  [2:  https://www.tomphillips.co.uk/humument/slideshow/1-50] 

The main methods of delivering a poem are either through formal verse or free verse. There are over 160 different poetic forms from around the world, each one containing a set of rules. Some of the most common forms where there is a particular rhyme scheme that must be maintained are the sonnet, ballade, cinquain, haiku, pantoum, sestina and villanelle – a good example being, “Do not go Gentle into the good night” by Dylan Thomas[footnoteRef:3]. [3:  Do not go gentle into that good night by Dylan Thomas - Poems | Academy of American Poets] 

 There is a selection of particularly playful and experimental forms, such as blank verse, prose poetry, the fib and the golden shovel[footnoteRef:4], created by poet Terrance Hayes, allowing poets to pay tribute to poets they admire, by borrowing a line from an existing poem, using each word from that line as the last word of each line in a new poem. There are also 24 Welsh poetic forms and four metres. The cynghanedd has more in common with music than traditional poetry, being made up of more than just one note. this lyrical metre practises ‘consonantal harmony’, unique to Wales as consonantal repetition is part of the landscape of the Welsh language. [4:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/55678/the-golden-shovel] 


	In free verse, there are no particular rules to follow. The poet can break lines, use rhyme, rhythm, syllables at their own discretion. There is a vast amount of knowledge about language and sound we have learned since childhood that allows free verse the freedom to access. Robert Pinsky says in, “The sounds of poetry”:
	The medium of poetry is a human body: the column of air inside the chest, shaped into signifying sounds in the larynx and the mouth. In this sense, poetry is just as physical or bodily an art as dancing.[footnoteRef:5] [5:  Robert Pinsky - The Sounds of Poetry, Farrar, Straus and Giroux 1999
] 


Pinsky also goes onto say, Ezra Pound wrote:
That in prose, one aims an arrow at the target. In a poem, one does the same thing, while also riding a horse.

Prose and poetry share a few tricks in common; the ability to jump in and out of perspectives, creating pace by using shorter or longer sentences or words. Poetry works on a molecular level, breaking down words; while prose deals with a larger structure. 
Although when writing prose, you may have more tools at your disposal, with the space to elaborate and create worlds upon worlds, and the poet’s toolbox in comparison is compact; it is also complex, allowing a deeper exploration into individual sounds, the use of language and words. Its limitation is also its greatest asset. 

In my portfolio, I have a selection of poems that explore form. The first three poems: “High Entropy in Odd Time”/ “The Perfect Fifth in Common Time”/ “The Last Waltz”, are all created following my own explorations into musical time signatures, using syllabic metres. I’ve called this form, Poetry Signature. I wondered if it would be possible to create poems using the rhythms found in musical scores, recreating the number of beats in the syllables used. 
“High Entropy in Odd Time”, uses the irregular beats of the musical signature (in this case 5/7), it’s the most uncommonly used time signature, due to its irregular beat. I decided to couple this with the topic of entropy; the scientific measure of disorder, randomness and uncertainty. 
“The Perfect Fifth in Common Time”, uses the most common beat 4/4 paired with the circle of fifths, which is a bit like a colour wheel of musical notes, illustrating the harmonic relationships of chord progressions.
In, “The Last Waltz”, I have used the boom, chink, chink of a waltz but have also paid attention to the stressed syllables. In my first draft, although I was breaking it down into 3 syllables, the rhythm wasn’t there. I redrafted, keeping the stressed syllables on the first beat, which had the desired effect. I decided to interject with another line (in red), instead with the stress on the middle beat. This way, the poem can be read in two parts: the black line a poem of togetherness, the red line a poem of discord. They can also be read together as one poem, slightly offbeat, illustrating the hidden subtleties required to create a harmonious relationship.  
These poems were quite challenging to produce, but a great exercise in rhythm and meter, nonetheless. I would be interested in exploring this form further, adding metrical verse structure.
	“In Conversation: With a Shitstorm”, was written using a form which I’ve called, hermit crab poetry, after hermit crab essays, where, like an actual hermit crab, you take on an existing form from another type of writing. For example, you can use an obituary, a recipe, a text message, etc as a form. I have borrowed the shell of a transcript to write a conversation poem between the poet and a storm. Here I have been able to play with two different voices to create tension and show the relationship between the two characters. The poem is told using dialogic narrative, where the two perspectives from the poet and the shitstorm tell the story. The reader understands, through the dialogue presented, the poet is a little reluctant to embrace the shitstorm that’s desperate to enter her life. Using transcript as a form allowed me to add instructions for the reader, such as [Silence] and [Pause], that might otherwise be out of place in a free verse poem.
	“How To Play the Game of Love”, is a rather playful poem in the form of an instruction manual. The idea was to write a poem describing how to play a game (in this instance, wordle) while also to be giving instructions about the complexities of love. It allowed me to structure the poem in an unconventional way, inserting five letter words to suggest how best to play the game of love. By inserting the word R U S T Y at the end indicates that the poet, is indeed no expert. The constraint of five letter words and repeating letters was quite challenging in this poem. There is a puzzle element that I wanted to illustrate without over labouring.  
	“This one’s for the girl that rode a goat bareback down a dirt track”, is in the form of a list poem. This form allows for built-in repetition or anaphora, which delivers a simple repeating word, such as ‘for’, ‘when’ or ‘she’ at the beginning of a line, or ‘Who’ as in Allen Ginsberg’s “Howl”[footnoteRef:6]. In my poem, I have repeated the words “the girl” at the start of each stanza. I have built the poem up by turning what is perceived as a negative trait (I started with the word feisty), into a courageous quality that is to be admired.  I’ve also used the title in this poem to act as a signpost to the content. The reader knows this is about a girl who is willing to take risks, before they even start. The original title was “This one’s for the feisty girl…” but I decided to take the word feisty out, as the content of the poem says it all. This is also using the principle of, ‘show, don’t tell.’  [6:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/49303/howl
] 

Titles are a great way of doing some of the hard work in a poem. They can be used as an advertisement to entice the reader, to signpost and direct you to the heart of the poem, to locate you in time and space, to make a statement or a comment, or provide the reader with a puzzle. 
One of my favourite list poems is, “British Place Names”, by Philip Wells[footnoteRef:7]. It comprises only of a list of names. It accumulates with great rhythm throughout and ends the with three words; “Hungerford, Lockerbie, Dunblane” The last three names hit with such a punch because of the build-up the previous names in the list deliver. [7:  ] 

	 “The Rock Pool”, is a nested poem but also verging on a lipogram, where only one vowel is used throughout. I have attempted one of these below using ‘I’:
I swim
With inky birds
I flip, I dip, idyllic
I sing, shill din, icky –
I’m sick, I’m ill
I’m inching in bits,
I’m shit. I’m impish
I wish I did
I wish
I wish, I did.
 	“The Rock Pool” started with the ‘oo’ sound. I wanted to keep bringing the reader back to the ‘oo’ throughout the poem. I’ve used the words, pool, moon, scooped, lagoons, smoothed, noon, soon, rooted, marooned, intersected with the harder ‘o’, like, rock, lost, look, knot. The subject is also a little provocative, which is fitting with the sound. It comes back to what Robert Pinsky was saying about feeling the sounds of poetry; certain sounds are very physical and fit perfectly with the subject you are writing about. For me, the core image of this poem is: “spooned into my lap.” It feels very tidal, and tentative, an invitation to let go. This poem was a great exercise in using the effect of sound to direct the poem, the repetitive ‘oo’, always drawing the reader back to the core.
The following three poems are more focused on voice. I wanted to experiment with creating an atmosphere and a sense of place through the characters in the poems. 	
“Dear (you know who)”, is a free verse poem, in the structure of a letter. I chose this to demonstrate the use of voice in a poem. The poet is the narrator, writing a letter to a someone they are trying to shake off. It’s written tongue in cheek, using humour and playfulness to lead the reader (who is presumably the jilted lover) all the way round the houses, to the words ‘Let me go.’ I decided to leave it ambiguous so the reader does not know who it is addressed to or from. It’s not really important. By addressing it to and from, ‘you know who’, it could also be a letter to oneself. Leaving it ambiguous allows the reader to form their own relationship with the words.  
	 “1985. Waiting in a Beanfield”, is based on a historical confrontation between Wiltshire Police and travellers on June 1st, 1985. Using a photograph taken at the scene of the incident, (See Biography) this poem responds to the event that occurred using the voice of the traveller in the picture. I spent a while observing the image and wanted to imply a sense of urgency. The first stanza starts with a call to attention, “Open your shutters – man!” Its saying to the reader, ‘listen up, I’ve got something to say.’ Jo Bell, poet and co-writer of, “How to be a Poet”, says about strong beginnings: 
Starting your poem with a direct address to the reader is compelling and grabs the reader’s attention.

	For example, Roddy Lumsdon’s poem, “The Young”[footnoteRef:8], begins, “You bastards! It’s all sherbet, and folly,” The sharpness of the statement demands that the reader stops what they are doing immediately, as something very important is about to be said. It’s the oldest trick in the book, used in traditional fairytales, ‘Once upon a time,’ for example is a direct instruction that a story is about to unfold.  [8:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/51937/the-young] 

	When approaching this poem, I wanted the travellers voice to carry through the poem. To imply a sense of injustice, to make it political. Once again, Jo Bell, in “How to be a poet”, says, on politics and polemics: 
Poetry is a uniquely powerful outlet for such feelings. It can be anthemic, with refrains, rhymes or pointed repetition to rally the audience. It’s not enough to be angry. To get the message over, you need to be good and angry.

	In this poem, the speaker, although angry, is beseeching the reader to wake up and see the injustice and hopelessness of the situation.
	The next two poems demonstrate the value of editing and redrafting. In my first draft, “Jimmy taught me to play Stairway to Heaven” (Version 1), I was telling a coming-of-age story, giving a sense of place and character building. I wasn’t very happy with the delivery, I felt as if it was taking me a long time to get to the point, and I wasn’t really sure what that point was. The challenge for me in this poem was to find the core, the heart of the poem, so that I could focus on that image and let it carry through. When I brainstormed the poem, I realised that this poem was about a specific moment in time as a teenager, when I became aware of my sexuality. Once I realised the story was about a sexual awaking, I felt as if the first four lines were not necessary and more of me easing myself into the poem.
In, “Jimmy taught me to play Stairway to Heaven (In the potting shed)” (Version 2), I introduced this character Jimmi and his guitar from the offset. I used the technique of putting the shed into the title, so the reader already knows we are there. I also introduced form by breaking it down into six, four-line stanzas. It’s written in free verse, without any rhyming pattern. 
The final piece in my portfolio, “The Changeling”, is a prose poem. This means, there are no line breaks, which is one of the biggest markers that sets poetry aside from prose. Denise Levertov has written a fascinating essay called, “On the Function of the Line”[footnoteRef:9], in which she discusses the uses and merits of a line break.  [9:  https://paulenelson.com/wp-content/uploads/2020/08/372323709-Denise-Levertov-On-the-Function-of-the-Line.pdf
] 

The most obvious function of the line break is rhythmic: it can record the slight (but meaningful) hesitations between word and word that are characteristic of the mind’s dance among perceptions but are not noted by grammatical punctuation.

There is some controversy about whether a prose poem is actually a poem at all, as it lacks poetic form. Some may call it hybrid writing or flash fiction. Although a prose poem doesn’t display verse lines, it demonstrates other traits such as symbols, metaphors, and figures of speech common to poetry. 
“The Changeling” shares attributes of prose; there is a narrator and a character arc, where the central character changes over the course of the story. However, it also relies heavily on metaphor, a common poetry tool, to describe these changes. It’s treatment of transformation is surreal, yet the language and imagery are one that the reader can understand the inner conflict, resolving finally in acceptance by ‘the woman’. 
I feel as if I have demonstrated a wide variety of poetic forms using voice, rhyme, and syllabic metre on this module, referencing, poets and styles to support the choices I have made. My portfolio includes twelve different styles of poetry, some of which have been challenging and experimental. This exploration into poetry has been invaluable at helping me develop my own writing craft. Through my studies and research, I’ve understood that fiction requires the writer to be someone they are not; telling the story from above, inside, or outside looking in, and to write good poetry; the poet must do all these things, while remaining present. 
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British Place Names

Thundersley
Tempar
Upsettlington
Yelling

Tiptoe
Calmsden
Lulsley
Healing

Nancledra
Drumwhindle
Rora
Malaclete

Rescassa
Thornfalcon
Soundwell
Merrymeet

Ring O' Bells
Wordsley
Ayres Of Selivoe

Warbleton
Rubery 
Perranzabuloe

Scarastavore
Babbacombe
Combebow
Ryme Intrinseca
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Lockerbie
Dunblane
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