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For Hads
‘We built this city on rock and roll’













My feet, when they talk to the earth, are tapping out liturgy




If you wanna be my lover, you gotta get with my friends

The Spice Girls -Wannabe



I just entered the country with derringers. Cause these Karens just turned into terrorists

Beyonce - Energy
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[bookmark: _Hlk167522812]Walking is how the body measures itself against the earth.
Rebecca Solnit - Wanderlust



A Recipe for the Living 
 
Take one godforsaken day and add an outdoor path: a path that curls to the back of the house before it breaks away, chopped at the incline. Here you will need to pulse the gravel with your feet. Mince it if you must until the gravel turns into dust, the dust into mud, the higher path fully consumed by the mountain when mixed with rain from the day before. 
Today you will need to apply warmth. Enough sun so that the peak of the hill is visible beyond the gate, not so much that it’s necessary to remove an outer coat. Whisking air into the lungs will achieve height. Leave it rest a while, no need to overdo it. It may be useful to roll it out across a bench, a log, a kinder stretch of grass. Let it set.  
You may want to fold in the flecks and jars that line those shelves in need of dusting. May as well make use of these. May as well empty them out. A whole jar of rage could risk overpowering the mixture, make it too sharp on the tongue. You will not need much hope to counterbalance. One spoonful, maybe two and the rage will become equal parts palatable and necessary. The hope, not so sickly sweet as to condense the mixture beneath the feet.  
There is kneading then, at the knees between the conifer trees that shouldn’t be there, and the flat long line of bramble that marks the outline of the village you have left. Timing is everything of course and you are not out of it, remember that. The lungs will be hissing now, climbing up the hot sides of the pot, then at the pique, cooked. 
For the downhill you may choose to add a peppered laugh, find that your legs can cope quite well again with running. Do this at pace, unwatched, and you’ll notice bubbles form and pop, the edges of the mouth begin to curve towards a breathless grin.  
Season to taste, and decorate with daffodils, snowdrops. Notice these on your descent in a way you could not when the body was consumed just with breathing. Beware of course of frost. It will not do to freeze it. Add some rain again, though not too much and watch, as the day springs out warm and sweet against a sky that has a tendency for turning quickly, from light to dark, dark to light.  











[bookmark: _Hlk165971442]

The Father

[bookmark: _Hlk163811503]I have wanted to know you – on my own terms. 
To believe with my skin – the verse that leaves the throat.  


[bookmark: _Hlk167523110]But I suffer a woman not to teach, 
nor usurp authority over the man, 
but to be in silence.


The Fall

There are those who say the trees are sexless. 
But, when their leaves fall – always in predictable

patterns. And when they are cut – at the trunk. 
Made into chairs. And cots. And cupboards. 

All manner of useful things. I know, they are
all women. Who wear their knots – their stories

across their flanks. These wooden hearts –
part of the furniture. Beams holding houses up across 

the world. On Sunday a pulpit. Did Mother Nature 
know she would be silenced from this pulpit, carved 

from her own lungs? 1 Timothy 2 quoted from her breast. 
This preacher, who speaks about a God that looks nothing

[bookmark: _Hlk163809231]like the trees, but is the spit of himself. Outside the chapel 
walls, leaves fall, kiss the forest floor as they arrive. 

Monday Morning when men’s work begins – 
there are voices in the woodland – calling 

–  timber. 
  





We the girl power generation, who grew up but stayed angry. Who remember the dance routines and the lyrics like its still Christmas morning 1997. Who sent off a stamped address envelope for equality twenty years ago and still haven’t had it delivered…There are those of us who still haven’t quite got the glitter out of our hair, and plenty of us still haven’t quite got the Spice Girls out of our system.”
“A whole new generation of girls can now discover how it feels to storm through life in shoes that could kick a bin over.”
(What would the Spice Girls do? – How the girl power generation grew up. - Lauren Bravo)

For just one giddy year, maybe two, we were all lime green. 
Fluorescent Oranges raged from our mouths.
We are not behind the bike sheds. We are not 
sat on curbs in rows chewing at our sleeves, watching,
watching the boys kick a ball across the tarmac,

marked with lines we may not cross. 
We are it. Ginger hair, from a bottle we bought 
at Safeways. Stacey’s got the white hair mascara 
because you have to have the streaks. We form
clans, allegiances at lunch time and hand out parts 

and the boys sit behind these lime green lines and 
watch.
I dye my hair the night before because I have 
to be the ginger one. The one who speaks, 
makes those around her squirm so much 

I notice it. Notice she does not squirm at all. 
We could not know that lads-mags were on the horizon. 
Zoo, Nuts. The top shelf, top shelf argument that no one
bothered to have. For one loud summer, we parade 
in packs, peace signs, orange inflatable furniture that



came free with a magazine, stretches our neon 
bedrooms at the seams. And posters of the ginger one. 
It seemed to end as quickly as it arrived. She left. We cried. 
Our hair dye faded. We didn’t buy another bottle. 
The inflatable furniture – popped. 

We had our first real boyfriends then. They read Zoo. We bought bras. 
Our shoes shrank. We shrank into the millennium.
Everything turned beige, and we became a different 
kind of girl group.

The kids, the rent, the random sexist comment. The pay 
gap, the motherload, the way we’ve been 
pregnant then screwed. 
pregnant then screwed, 
pregnant then screwed. 

In the que at Tesco on Wednesday morning, 
my mouth lifts towards a smile when I think
about how – she is probably the only person to have pinched
the arse of the King in public. Reversing the space time continuum 
for a moment, though I admit, problematic. Immediately – 

I am laughing, and the sky is lime green again, mixed with ginger –
Then, I am singing – on this normal weekday morning – under my breath – 
but just loud enough for the que to hear it – they are looking. 
Maybe squirming. But I am Singing, 
like a girl whose eye lashes are electric blue, and who, 
is wearing shoes that make her taller
taller, taller, when she walks into a room…
…I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want.


The Chamber Choir  

Well versed in Rutter, Requiems, we are as accurate with our harmonies. 
as our eyerolls. Maroon gowns covering to the calf, further on the younger
girls so they are walking polyester. 

Following the duck and rise of the music teacher’s hand, we sing – 
the b flat syrup on the tongue. Pitch an eight-part harmony just the twelve of us.
Surprise the room.  

Then, the gaggle of the minibus, home through countryside we barely blink at
because Bethan has a bet on that she can eat twelve bags of sweets and not be sick 
across the back seat.

For two years our Saturdays are singing inside churches sticky with history, 
we care little for this though. On the way home we will chat in noisy whispers 
about who kissed who. 



















After R.S. Thomas’s -The Coming 

The Manger

Tonight – the earth hums in a major key. 
Hopes frequency hums soft – in the warm palms 
of an infant. Small hands that hold fast
to April – to spring. 

For now, all song is carried in – from hill, from 
hovel – this and that normal day – to rest. On
just a mother and her child. Under her spell 
he sleeps. 

Voices – further off – stumble over wine in houses – 
better dressed than this – a stable.  Moons turn
 and look – reflect a fiercer light. The same bead that
 will one day line a mourning stone – 

tonight – makes rows and stalls of cattle glow. 
Angelic beings host a lullaby, whose crochets 
are divinity –  their minims made from dust.   









Fishing

She follows him over the fence that is the outline of the playpark.
They lie down by the river. She listens out for voices – loud 
and mingled with the hiss of leaves playing with the wind. He 
is all too aware of her hips, her hair. She has forgotten them though. 
She folds herself inside out for the first time – not the last. Rides off
across the river on a warm, strong boat. From its deck she watches 
as a girl is pulled from the current. Her rigid body laid out on the bank. 
Then – gutted like a fish. 

























Flowers 

These bouquets of transparency 
were hard fought. We have tied blue 
ribbons round our weaknesses. 
Given them as gifts to each-other
in the dark. 














[bookmark: _Hlk165971418]

“Another world, not under male/human control, stands as the earlier beginning, ruled by a huge theriomorphic Great Mother, who gestated all things, gods and cosmic beings, in the mingled waters of her womb. The strory mandates her dethronement, and with it a demotion of the female from primal power to secondary consort.”
Gaia and God – Rosemary Radford Ruther 


Creation

I

When the moon spoke, atoms rose from the forest floor. Credulous. 
In search of meaning, purpose. Tiamut stirred them in a pot of her own 
making. Then, setting them in a glaze of love and fire she spoke, with a mouth the shape
for decreeing, singing. Her words wrapped around the earth like Saturn’s dusted hoops. 
Held the debris of a thousand hearts in their orbit. This earth – spinning on a mother’s axis. 


II

The hoops shook that day. The debris falling from the sky like bombs, intent on destruction. 
A fierce pursuit of justice has split me in half, like a shellfish, God said. The world balanced, from the beginning on a violent point. This man of her own making catches her in a net – drives an arrow through her heart, because, if the heart dies so will the rest. Only when she is dead can the world be split apart. One half of her body lifted to make the sky – to seal off the waters above. Inside the other half – he fashions stars. 


III

Was I with you in the beginning? The sweet curve of my hip. The black hole in my body calling out a liturgy – the start of all things. In some stories, I am little more than a rib – 
and then the violence. In others I exist before the bloodshed. Before nets are laid out on the sea to catch the dreams of little girls whilst they sleep. Before wars and the sharp needle of revenge. I was spinning amongst embryonic planets. I am. 


 




“Within the new globalised western belief system, our very understanding of what a body is fundamentally informed by scorn for it. Little wonder, then, that our beauty practices lend themselves so well to capitalism and its centralising logic of constant improvement.”
Emma Dabiri – Disobedient Bodies

Mascara 

I am contemplating putting a grenade in my daughters stocking. 
Standing in boots, I feel the tube of it. Pick it up. Put it down. 
Pick it up again. Every woman has one I suppose. I have one. 
She borrowed it just last Thursday which is the reason I am here
in Boots, on this December morning. Thinking about putting a knife
in my daughters stocking. I could tell her it will not cut her as long 
as she wields it well. Knows when to use and when to put it down. 
Every woman has one. It is only a small knife. The stick-on eyelashes
are an isle over. I put it back again. She is thirteen after all. Is she old
enough, to choose her own gun? I could purchase this incendiary bomb 
for her. Wrap it in silver paper. It is vegan. It is not hurting anyone. 
I pick it up. Think about her perfect lashes. About my own. I am 
wearing tear gas right now, if I cry, it’ll run. I already fund 
the war. Could I reframe it. As an art form? As a skill? 
It is these of course. I make my way to the till. 
In Newlook, I see a bikini for a toddler. 
Walk the mascara back to the shop. Get a refund. 







[bookmark: _Hlk165971482]

“Newtonian physics had assumed that matter could be reduced to hard entities, atomic particles that remained inert until external force was applied to them to make them ‘move’. This mechanical system resided in a fixed , static framework of time and space, began to dissolve.”
Gaia and God – Rosemary Radford Ruther 

 
E = mc2 – St Non 

A body smarting – against the spit of rain. 
The curl of thunder not far off – the anguish. A storm 
sent to protect the baby. Through gritted teeth 
she mutters – where was the storm when I needed it?
Clings to the skin of a boulder. Like a sister it holds her body – 
against its cool surface, the sky dousing her head. Kneeling, 
she rests across it, traces the calm of its lines and cracks
in the early hours when the pain is bearable. 

When transition comes, and the contractions cup death, 
she and the rock converse. Non grips it tight enough to leave
fingerprints for a thousand years in its side. Prays and prays
to the atom writhing in dust. Sings hymns to this molecular
baby, passes him out – her belly moving away from stone, 
now soft as the grassy cradle he rolls into. 
If we are silent, even the rocks cry out – 























An Extremely Brief Feminist History of Art and Literature - Curated Whilst Jogging. 

Picassos Weeping Woman, if she had not been caught up to a wall, deformed and irregular with anger nothing to do with her, could maybe have told us of her love of swimming in lakes, green and red and every colour apart from blue. Place her nose on her face wherever she might choose. 
And Madonna, in all her many perfections standing glowing skywards, or sitting, the ever peaceful, doting God mother – might, rather than cry, laugh – downwards and loud – displacing a churches silence. Inappropriate as a cackle behind an altar. 
And Botticelli’s Venus would jump. From the shell. Because she needs a piss – and as she does her stomach curls in the way a woman’s stomach will when she is bent at the hips, and we would notice that her hair is shorter than he has made it – her skin a little more tanned – her toenails long, because she did not have time to cut them.
And Natasha would be raving – take up a gun – And Jane, would, perhaps, whilst eating toast, tell Rochester it’s over, and she’s leaving for the coast.
 

















All of me, why not take all of me?
Can’t you see? I’m no good dear, without you.
Billie Holiday – All of Me

This Body

If I could be anything. It would be a steam engine. Thick and hot with soot. Inanimate but animated. The demands of the day racing at the piston of my legs. You’d stoke the fire, believe me resilient. Ready for the track laid out as it is, in lines, straight enough to carry the weight of me, of you, forward and into the morning. Smoke scatting from my funnel like kettle – black – blues. All the while stoked. Until the fire burns so hot it could kill a man. I 
would be a wide-built – hunk. Metal raging through the landscape. A mountain, all natural and unruly. I am more unruly though. Demand answers from the trees as I pass them, streamlined with intention. Poop, poop at the children as they alight, happy as a cartoon. I carry on into the night – heavy. Full on the distance taken. Hungry for the distance yet to come. Yes, I would be a steam train. Oblong – Sparse – Useful. When all the while a fire 
is what makes me run. 













The Stages of Grief

We’re going on a bear hunt. We’re going to catch a big one.  
Today we are inside the sweet spot, and I am aware of it. You walk on ahead. Through fields wet with left over rain, on this rare morning, painted with sun so that the grass shines green, the water blue with a little reflective yellow. The three of you are taken up with sticks, mud, a piece of gentle sky to chase. I am walking, slowly behind you. No holding hands today. No baby on the hip. Just the sweet ease of watching, as you run, towards the lake, lose a boot, run back for it, faces red and smiling.
We can’t go over it, we can’t go under it, we’ve got to go through it.
In the early days when all was mud, thick oozy mud. Walking was only done when necessary. Hold up as we were, inside that castle. Walls too high to climb. Your cries were thick as January. Yet every room like treacle, hard to move through. I prayed for rain, for forests. An outdoors to stumble trip through. 
What a beautiful day, we’re not scared. 
The line of the lake is drawn to a halt at the gate that leads to a mound. You whisper of its history. Demand we creep. I am with you all now. With you through the forest, through the mud, through the snowstorm. We reach the top and you are bored, despite the way time has moved about you. You don’t stand still for long. You never did.
We’re going on a bear hunt. We’re going to catch a big one. What a beautiful day. We’re not scared. 
This book must be about the stages of grief. I know it now. 
The way things can only be really known, once really lived. 











Thursday evening in C7

I am leaning against the open door – hands sunk deep into the pockets of my oversized coat. There are no seats left so I make do with the door frame. – in the centre of the room, a girl – tall – ever so tall. I know this girl of course – just this morning I had made her breakfast – ironed her shirt – the only space in the room is between her and the rows of riveted people. 
She occupies it with ease – There’s space between her and I too – I hadn’t noticed this till now. Under this synthetic day light, she is a new entity – a forceful star – I lean deeper into the door frame – fumble at the keys in my pocket – keys that open the door to the house where this girl lives – where I have made her dinner a thousand times – fed it to her with a spoon in the early days. I notice the space again – the space – then the 
[bookmark: _Hlk158290552]tears come – slowly at first – and I let them – hidden from onlookers by this darkness and my back-room position – hidden because this fluorescent girl holds their attention as easily as buttering bread. She is magic – she has always been – Thursday evening in C7, she is magic that belongs a little less to me. She is herself. And I am watching – whilst a room applauds. 
I join in of course – with the same hands I clapped with when she took her first steps – lit by sunlight as she was – that flowed through the window of our second floor flat – our little theatre – and I her only audience.


















We argue in the kitchen about whether to have children.
About the world ending in the scale of my ambition. What is art really worth?
Florence and the Machine - King

Body Clocks

This body tick, tick, ticks. In time with the sun,
Supposedly.  Arms - twist at awkward 
angles. Relay information to a spectator,
who - oblivious to the true nature of the mechanism,
will read the time only as fact.
The clock arms. Clock legs, stop at three and nine, 
The flat line of a nearly-smile. Unequal numbers. But there it is. 
The mechanism. The ticking. The rust. Face draped at right angles – 
Sometimes curled more softly about a smaller life. 
A Persistent memory, that melts in heat.



Returning
[bookmark: _Hlk163833236]You sing with your feet. Each body part in perfect harmony with the other. When your hands spin – your head tilts- when your head tilts – your feet pulse. I put on Beyonce – she is our meeting point. I love her vocal – you love the way the base makes the floor shake, taking your feet with it.
You spin round the house then – up the stairs – down the stairs – through each room – whilst I dance with dishes. They had told me not to have another one. It is rare to hope again after a psychosis. They could not have known how you can churn the darkness up with the soles of your feet – small but fierce, as a cub practicing its pounce. 
You force the dust cloud out of the window whilst you dance – with it all the sadness. I command a tea towel in one hand, try to move as you do – to replicate Beyonce’s vocal as best I can – mirror your feet – the way you sing with all your body – 
I’ll be damned if I cannot dance with you – throw some sugar on me honey too.


Carmarthen Museum 

We want to see the Rembrandt as it passes through. 
I talk to my children about the flowers. The use of colour. 
The gently crafted light. My own mother told me that financial 
and cultural capital are not one and the same – in Wales especially. 

My daughter is distracted by a cauldron in a glass case. 
Found on the Myddfai mountain, half submerged in soil. 
We imagine how Rhiannon stirred goats milk, chickweed 
with a long spoon, because the pot is deep.























The Tree of Knowledge 

In Mandal Village, women hold trees like children. Arms curved about the trunk, comforting the bark that shakes like skin, terrified – They are defiant. Ignore a symphony of chainsaws, their hum anthropocentric with denial. 
In a different garden, Eve clings to a tree too. It will be said that she wanted just its fruit. The Hebrew writer when penning her hips, her breasts – her hunger – will build on the Babylonian text. Cut into it the kind of death that subordination demands. In the Sunday school bibles – the apple is always red. 
The first time I see a woman naked on the page, she is shamed. In Mandal – when women stood like trees, for four days resisted felling. The Logging. Colonial knowledge that starves villages to feed the rest. The women sang
 – the notes the body forgot. 






[bookmark: _Hlk167526732]I've been watching you for some time
Can't stop staring at those ocean eyes.
          Ocean Eyes – Billie Eilish


The Eye of the Storm 

Sapphire boy. Who’s eyes reach – wide and blue
as the Atlantic. On a crisp day, full with adventure. 
Fierce as the pacific, and just as clear. 

Standing in the kitchen or, some evenings, when I walk upstairs,
and tuck you into bed, I sing – about ocean eyes,  
I’m scaaaaaared, I stretch the phrase, like in the song. 

Sometimes you join in with the shanty. Bounce about your bedroom like a fish. Laughter rippling out from the belly of you, until it hits every deck, every person in our little boat. 
We have always been pirates you and I. 

The morning I held you for the first time,
I was a sailor – blissfully unaware of the depths we would traverse – the sickness.  
You only remove your glasses now when you sleep – Your eyes are still cobalt, Lapis, 

as the Indian Ocean when the sun meets it. We both know how eyes that don’t work as they should, can tie knots in the heart. How a simple crossing can become stormy. How sometimes you long for treasures that others wouldn’t blink at.  

When I stood that night at the Mariana Trench, a doctor the other side of it, calling out to me from another vessel – Prepare yourself. I knew I must become a mermaid.
You are a small but great white shark. All night we swam together - 

in that hospital room, your little arm fitted with tubes and ropes. 
The mark from a spear in your back because death came hunting. 
I sang with every lung I had, over the sirens that beeped and clicked into the early hours.

Dolphins, leading us away from danger. You and I know
what it means to tread water in the dark. To hope below the rip tide.
And then – to laugh. 




Notes
‘We built this city on rock and roll’ Lyrics from the song of the same name released by Starship on their 1985 Album ‘Knee Deep in Hoopla’.
‘If you wanna be my lover, you gotta get with my friends’ lyrics from The Spice Girls debut single “Wannabe”, released in July 1996
‘I just entered this country with derringers cause these Karen’s just turned into terrorist’s’ Lyrics “Energy” a song on Beyonce’s Album, “Renaissance” released July 2022.
‘Recipe for the Living’ is headed by a quote from Rebecca Solnit’s book ‘Wanderlust’ –‘Walking is how the body measures itself against the earth.’
‘The Father’ and ‘The Fall’ use text taken from the King James Bible, 1 Timothy 2 – ‘But I suffer a woman not to teach, nor usurp authority over the man, but to be in silence.’

‘I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want” Title of the poem is a quote from the Spice Girls Debut single – ‘Wannabe’ released July 1996. This poem is also inspired by Lauren Bravo’s book, ‘What Would the Spice Girls do? – How the Girl Power Generation Grew Up.’ It is headed by the following quotes from this book. 
‘We the girl power generation, who grew up but stayed angry. Who remember the dance routines and the lyrics like it’s still Christmas morning 1997. Who sent off a stamped address envelope for equality twenty years ago and still haven’t had it delivered…There are those of us who still haven’t quite got the glitter out of our hair, and plenty of us still haven’t quite got the Spice Girls out of our system.’
‘A whole new generation of girls can now discover how it feels to storm through life in shoes that could kick a bin over.’
It also contains a quote from Joeli Braley’s book ‘Pregnant then Screwed’
‘The Manger’ was inspired by R.S. Thomas’s poem ‘The Coming’ 
‘Creation’ is inspired by the work of theologian and ecofeminist, Ruth Radford Ruether, particularly her book ‘Gaia and God’. It is headed by a quote taken from this book. 
‘Another world, not under male/human control, stands as the earlier beginning, ruled by a huge theriomorphic Great Mother, who gestated all things, gods and cosmic beings, in the mingled waters of her womb. The story mandates her dethronement, and with it a demotion of the female from primal power to secondary consort.’ 
Mascara is headed by a quote from Emma Dabiri’s book ‘Disobedient Bodies’ 
‘Within the new globalised western belief system, our very understanding of what a body is fundamentally informed by scorn for it. Little wonder, then, that our beauty practices lend themselves so well to capitalism and its centralising logic of constant improvement.’
‘E = mc2’, a poem about St Non also references the work of Dr Rosmary Radford Ruether and is headed by a quote from her book ‘Gaia and God’.
‘Newtonian physics had assumed that matter could be reduced to hard entities, atomic particles that remained inert until external force was applied to them to make them ‘move’. This mechanical system resided in a fixed , static framework of time and space, began to dissolve.’
‘This Body’ is headed by a lyric from ‘All of Me’ recorded by Billie Holiday in March 1941.
‘The Stages of Grief’ references the Children’s book ‘We’re Going on a Bear Hunt’ by Michael Rosen. 
‘Body Clocks’ is headed by a Lyric from ‘Florence and the Machine’ song ‘King’ released 2022.
‘We argue in the kitchen about whether to have children. About the world ending in the scale of my ambition. What is art really worth?’
‘Returning’ The final line of this poem quotes a Lyric from the song ‘Texas Hold ‘Em’ released by Beyonce 2024. 
‘I’ll be damned if I cannot dance with you, throw some sugar on me honey too.’ 
‘Carmarthen Museum’ references visiting the ‘Rembrandt’ painting ‘Saskia van Uylenburgh in Arcadian Costume’ that arrived there on tour in 2024. 
‘The Eye of the Storm’ is headed by a lyric from the Billie Eilish song ‘Ocean Eyes’ 2016.
‘I’ve been watching you for some time, can’t stop staring at those ocean eyes.’ 
‘I’m scaaaaarreeedd’ 
2








Notes the Body Forgot – Reflective Essay
Word Count – 2200



















This portfolio functions as a forest. A landscape of poems, grown from a biodiverse mix of research soil. My hope is that as the reader walks through it, they experience a celebration of girlhood and music, as well as a deconstruction of sexism, its impact on ecology and a closer look at the colonial and religious soil of its origins. 
There is an attempt to stare at the ancient trees of theological and cultural context and assess their impact both on women and the environment. A view to celebrating the wonderful, whilst magnifying the insidious, nature of girl and womanhood. A witty deconstruction of women’s invisibility in the arts, and, a sewing throughout, of the topic of maternal mental illness and the impact of patriarchy on the individual, and the whole.  
My intention is that this portfolio goes some way towards demonstrating how all these things are one and the same. How one forest, one eye-scape, can contain very different species of plants, grown out of complex soil constructions, which, may all be burned by the same fire. 
Rather than splitting the portfolio into discrete topics, I have juxtaposed poems that at first sight work as very different entities. My hope is that the reader will recognise thematic connections, discovering how the poems intersect. Pieces fed by the work of theologians and eco feminist’s, can be found standing next to others inspired by the Spice Girls. A poem about St Non, finds its neighbour in ‘Mascara’, which expounds the complex landscape of female beauty as capital gain. ‘The Coming’, that could be described as a Christmas poem, neighbours the tongue in cheek, ‘An Extremely Brief Feminist History of Art and Literature.’
The form each poem takes is equally diverse. Modern verse, its careful curation of lineation is used throughout, with nods towards more traditional formation in the loose sonnet of ‘The Fall’, as well as a frequent offering of prose poetry, largely inspired by the work of Nerys Williams’ Republic.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Williams, Republic (Seren 2023)] 

On closer inspection, the reader may deduce that the narrative of the poems in this portfolio is more the same than it is different, just as a dismissal of girlhood, ‘women’s issues’ and that of ecological crisis, are also linked.”[footnoteRef:2] [2:  As Ruether explains, “Eco feminism brings together these two explorations of ecology and feminism, their full, or deep forms. And explores how male domination of women and domination of nature are interconnected, both in cultural ideology and in social structures.  Ruether, Gaia and God (Harper Collins, 1992)  pg 2] 

Poetically, the work of Mari Ellis Dunning[footnoteRef:3], on writing women and motherhood particularly, was important reading informing this project, alongside that of the lyrical and faith laced work of. R.S Thomas[footnoteRef:4] and Menna Elfyn.[footnoteRef:5]   [3:  Ellis-Dunning, Pearl and Bone (Parthian 2022)]  [4:  Thomas, Collected Poems 1945-1990 (Orion Publishing, 2000)]  [5:  Elfyn, Menna, Murmur (Bloodaxe Books 2012)] 

Music is a key branch running through this body of work. There is a regular citing of song lyrics, as well as a musicality in the rhythmic construction of the poems themselves. Despite variation in structure and content, many of the pieces possess a lyrical energy, that points towards a girlish enjoyment of music. The quotes and lyrics that head many of the poems provide intertextuality, intended to connect the research process with creative experience. 
The poem, ‘I’ll tell you what I want, what I really, really want’[footnoteRef:6], attempts to bounce the reader awake with colourful imagery and snappy, statement lines, “we were all lime green.” before it makes it’s more serious judgements later on. Each stanza, omitting the last, is five lines long. Five lines for five Spice Girls. Although happily nostalgic, the poem also speaks to the diminishing of the culture of the girl child,[footnoteRef:7] as well as the ongoing conversation around employment equality.  [6:  (The Spice Girls) “Wannabe” Spice, Spice Girls, Rowe, Stannard, 1996]  [7:  As Lauren Bravo explains it was“a time when lad culture was so all pervasive that the coolest thing a girl could be was a ‘ladette’; just a diminutive version of a man.” The Spice Girls proclaimed “a philosophy based entirely around the power of the girl,” which, “was a pretty radical departure.” Lauren Bravo, What would the Spice Girls do? How the Girl Power Generation Grew Uo (Bantem Press, 2018) pg 23
] 

Colour imagery is used to demonstrate the move out of this lime green,“just one summer”, that deposited so much liberation potential, into the lads mag landscape of the early noughties and then, the “beige of the motherload, the pay gap”. This arrival, this dead end, is brought home by the repetition of “pregnant then screwed”[footnoteRef:8] towards the end of the poem. The final lyric, once sung by schoolgirls in a playground, by the end of this poem becomes both a subject of mourning, as well as a clarion call to the group of women now grown up, “who sent off a stamped address envelope for equality twenty years ago and still haven’t had it delivered.”[footnoteRef:9]  [8:  Brealey, Pregnant then Screwed (Gallery Books UK 2021) ]  [9:  Lauren Bravo, What would the Spice Girls do? How the Girl Power Generation Grew Uo (Bantem Press, 2018) pg10] 

The use of song lyrics occurs throughout this portfolio with a celebration of music as connection alongside a lyricism and rhythmic ambience in the poems themselves. Thus, in ‘Chamber Choir’ the first line opens with an alliteration of r’s, “Rutter…requiem” allowing us to roll over the first phrase of the poem. The “duck and rise of the music teachers’ hand”, classical imagery sits with the “gaggle of the minibus”, demonstrating the juxtaposition of the introduction of classical music into a young girls lively early life. 
In ‘The Eye of the Storm’ the musicality of the short and then longer phrasing is intended to roll, oceanic, like waves over the reader. The use of sailing and ocean imagery, married with the magically mundane nature of putting a child to bed, sit together inside this shanty that speaks even in the ebb and flow of line length, of the ups and downs of mothering a small child who is unwell, and then, an older child who is vision impaired. It also hints at a mother who may have ridden the waves of illness herself. “You and I Know what it means to tread water in the dark.” 
Mothering and music are placed together more obviously in ‘Returning’, where movement is music, this child a dancer. Domestically accessible with its talk of “dancing with the dishes”, the lines are often condensed, giving an overall inception of a beat. They are broken up however by dashes rather the full stops which gives the necessary flow, allowing the beat and cadence of the language to mimic movement itself. 
In ‘E = mc2’, ‘The Fall’ and ‘Creation’, the ecological and theological combine, challenging the “dethronement, and with it demotion of the female from primal power to secondary consort.”[footnoteRef:10] Here, the scientific is wrapped around the spiritual and religious through the tale of the birth of St David. This poem presents a challenge to the colonialist world view framed by patriarchy, which has led to the demotion of the natural world, by placing the experience of the birthing mother front and centre. Giving Non a voice that predates her identity as the mother of a patron saint.  [10:  Ruether, Gaia and God (Harper Collins, 1992)  ] 

The comparison of the rape of the natural world and that of a woman is not approached lightly, but with extreme caution. Zoe Brigley and Sorcha Gunne expand on the complexities of this metaphor in their exploration of Heany’s “Act of Union”[footnoteRef:11]. “His use of the eponymous symbolism that equates the violation of women’s bodies with the rape of the land and culture has been challenged by feminists for perpetuating the view of women’s bodies as a resource, property or guarded secret belonging to men.”[footnoteRef:12]  [11:  Heaney, North (Faber and Faber, 1975) ]  [12:  Brigley, Gunne, Feminism Literature and Rape Narratives – Violence and Violation (Routledge 2010)  pg2] 

An attempt is made in this poem and through the collection to avoid “voyeurism and exploitation”[footnoteRef:13] by portraying both realities as separate entities, not, one as a means of amplifying the other through metaphor. They are placed together not, as metaphorical mechanism but, of literal consequence as the two topics are directly related. As such, these poems look to amplify each, rather than use one to magnify the other. This distinction is important as it gives each topic, as well as the interlinked nature of each, voice through the portfolio. Something poetry is uniquely equipped to do in its creation of the microcosm sat in a wider topic cosmos.    [13:  Ibid pg 3] 

The image of birth in ‘E = mc2’, is not metaphoric but visceral. There is an attempt to move away from a “Sovereignty Motif”[footnoteRef:14]  in St Non’s case and restore to her, her humanity. Her suffering not, as that born for a nation. But, born simply in herself, alone, “Where was the storm when I needed it.” However, as much as these are the words of a human woman “smarting”, they are also a carefully curated cry to return to the precolonial Celtic Chirstian respect and understanding for the earth not as resource, but as living being. “If we don’t speak, even the stones will cry out.” [14:  Valente, Roberta L, Merched Y Mabonigi: Women And The Thematic Structure Of The Four Branches (Welsh, Celtic, Law, Feminist Theory) (UMI Dissertation Publishing, 1986). Pg.1.
] 

In ‘The Fall’ we meet with the forest directly. This loose sonnet takes on the topic of patriarchy within Welsh chapel culture particularly. The damage an evangelical interpretation of scripture continues to have not only on women, but our western cultural ecology as rooted in the concept of “dominion.” 
The domination of the natural world, it’s purpose as resource at our disposal, is aligned with the treatment of women. “And when they are cut, at the trunk, made into all manner of useful things, I Know, they are all women.” There is an unsettling violence to the language, “cut” and “carved”, enough doused in metaphor though, to demonstrate the domestic and everyday nature of the cutting. 
The ecological and the feminist is expounded again in ‘Creation’, which explores the earlier Babylonian creation story that predated its Hebrew sister. In this poem, as in the story itself, the violence is obvious. I used the original story to overlay a sense of personal discovery and longing for connection with a deity, that through sexist theology, has felt distant. The last line in the final stanza amounts to a returning. A realisation through eco feminist theology, that she, is already, “I am”.
The topic of female beauty and capitalistic gain is pronounced most fully in the poem ‘Mascara’, headed by a quote from Disobedient Bodies.[footnoteRef:15] The poem itself forms one long block of monologue. A mother stood in a shop, undertaking the seemingly mediocre task of choosing a mascara for her teenage daughter. Throughout, the mundane is bombarded with language more suited to war. The mascara is a “grenade”, a “knife”, a “bomb”. The mother, torn between justifying this normal purchase, whilst being aware of the devastating and, even life-threatening impact of beauty expectations on girls.  [15:  Dabiri, Disobedient Bodies (Profile Books 2023) ] 

In ‘Fishing’, the opening line is immediately menacing, “She follows him over the fence that is outline of the playpark.” The use of playpark early in the piece introduces the notion the protagonist is young, the poem describing a sexual assault. The girl in the poem removes herself mentally from the perimeter of the space she is acted upon.  If the poem remains too ambiguous its final line is clear. “Then – gutted like a fish.” 
The girl is related to as nothing more than animal, mineral, herself, a technique used throughout the portfolio to demonstrate the reduction of women’s bodies to be acted on as “furniture”, a “steam engine”, “a clock”, vehicles that carry the capitalistic narrative of “constant improvement.” [footnoteRef:16] [16:  Ibid] 

The topics of motherhood and maternal mental illness are a wind that blows consistently at the leaves of this portfolio. Sometimes gently, the account of a trip to ‘Carmarthen Museum’, watching one’s quickly growing daughter from a classroom doorway in ‘Thursday Evening in C7’. Sometimes more strongly. As in ‘Stages of Grief’, which describes parenting and the “thick oozy mud”[footnoteRef:17] of maternal mental illness through the narrative device of the well-known story book “Were going on a bear hunt”[footnoteRef:18].  [17:  Rosen, We’re Going on a Bear Hunt (Walker 1993)]  [18:  Ibid] 

In ‘Recipe for the Living’[footnoteRef:19] the framing of the outside world inside the domestic narrative of a recipe, is a device that reverses the construct of the home as less important, whilst also cooking the piece into an insight into managing mental health.  [19:  Fielder-Hobbs, R. (2024) ‘Recipe for the Living’, Modron Available at: Plots & Plants: Rhiannon Fielder Hobbs on Talyllychau – Modron Magazine
] 

Throughout this portfolio the reader is walked through a girlhood decorated with theological dogma and sexist contradiction, the thicket of motherhood and its mental health ditches, out into the open treescape of an understanding of womanhood and, how we are powerful to exert change in a time of ecological crisis, by singing the “notes the body forgot.” 
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