HPEN 4006 Reading and Writing Poetry and Prose Portfolio
Prose piece 1
He knocks on my door early. It seemed like the beginning of the end, I joke, my smile briefly faltering. He brushes it off as panic-induced nonsense I’d heard from the conspiracy nut who lived downstairs.
Our parting couldn’t be described as sentimental or particularly romantic. The mindless chatter of earlier long gone. Long awkward pauses. At the end, a quick, one-shouldered hug.
It was strange, being struck with the knowledge that you need someone rather more than they need you. 
“See you on the other side then I guess”. 
He says nothing, and I take the silence with resigned acceptance. A stiff chuckle, before he disappears amongst the crowd. An odd thought strikes me – he looks like a bear balanced on its hind legs. He doesn’t look back; I check to see if he does, more times than could be considered dignified. 
It seemed so easy for him to just walk away from everything we had together.
Later, his message rears across my phone, 
	“You were lucky to escape when you did, my sister’s just been arrested for staying outside too long.”
I write a polite albeit brief text back, enquiring about her two kids – his beloved nieces who beg him to bring me to their family Sunday dinner again. 
He doesn’t seem to find it in his heart to ask how I or my family are doing, let alone ask if I even made it home safely.

Prose piece 2
I leave when it’s already dusk outside. Pulling on my boots, the soles heavy and pulling my entire being down, I call the dogs to the backdoor and quietly put on their leads. All I can hear as I lean down is the jangle of metal fastenings and the excited huffs of the dogs trying not to bark in my ear. As I walk to the orchard, I notice the sky – high up in the heavens it is --- but down here there is still the orange glare of light pollution even in the midst of nowhere. The moon reflects faintly off the dainty pale apple blossoms.
I make it to the dark rows of trees, while the dogs become lost to the dusk. They are zigzagging ghosts, the faint pants and the thundering of paws the only accompaniment to the night’s noises. It is astoundingly quiet, as if a blanket of snow has fallen and muffled the world. I have not seen another person in days, and I am glad for that. Mine are the only footsteps in the drying mud, and I feel more at peace.
The darkness drops, causing a fog across the trees and I can make out the porchlights for each small gathering of houses across the countryside. For the first time in years I hear conversation. Held over garden fences, shouted from open doors, muttered from opposite sides of a driveway. There is a feeling of togetherness, overcoming the sheer loneliness of having to be apart.






Poetry piece 1
They are here to feast and I am the dish.
Someone strokes my hair, 
And I hear the mutter of reassuring platitudes. 

To patiently give and give and give,
To never ask to receive.
This my final act of service.

I wince as the first incision is made at my lower stomach, 
The knife traces one clean line upwards toward the chest.
They gut me in the same way you would a fish.

They tear away at my skin greedily
Stripping out intestines with renewed vigour,
Crazed by the sight of blood.

All I can do is lie back, 
Briefly stroking the face of the man to my right,
Before he nibbles the tip of my thumb delicately.

They will feast upon my eyeballs soon, 
A slippery delicacy to be consumed with upmost reverence.
I will no longer be able to watch my body being devoured

So I must imagine what will happen next.
When they crack my head open, will I succumb?
Will I be painfully aware as they pull out splinters of skull to get to their true prize?

How will they choose to commit this deed?
A simple blow to the head, or more precise
Incisions marked as if going through surgery.
Perhaps they will pull the fleshy matter out through my nose.




Poetry piece 2
My father’s family only meet with us for weddings and funerals.
They sit, prim-faced, straight backed with stiff upper lips, 
The remnants of the last true middle class.

The year my father dies they invite us to Christmas dinner,
Fifteen people sitting in a musty dining room,
Originally intended to only sit a perfect nuclear family.

There is a noted absence of my father,
During the pauses I keep expecting to hear his voice 
amongst the many conversations happening around the table.

I sit there lost, trapped between conversations,
Accepting my fate and eating my gammon in silence,
Until I hear a small voice pop up across the table.

It is my aunt, a wonderfully religious lady who
Cannot be taller than five foot,
And frail, she wouldn’t hurt a fly.

She teaches using Steiner education methods,
Which disturbingly is based on Aryan ideology.
The hypocrisy is astounding as most of the table is ethnically Jewish,
and certainly do not fit the designs of the Übermensch.

I have to laugh at the casual spouting 
of seemingly neo-Nazi ideology 
over the dinner table at Christmas.









Critical comment 1
I was somewhat unsure of how this poem would be received (poetry piece 1) primarily due to its unusual content, which some people may find somewhat distasteful, and the fact that the task that was originally set asked us to write about something from experience – I cannot say I myself have experienced cannibalism in any way! Apart from not quite fitting the assignment’s parameters, I was worried about the structure and overall quality of the poem. I worried that the volta of the eyeballs appeared too late in the poem for it truly to be the turning point for example. I disliked the fact that the last verse is four lines instead of three, but perhaps it adds more emphasis, and gives the reader more time to truly think about the horror unfolding before them.
I felt that I perhaps hadn’t included enough description, or that the description I had put in was a little cliché, during one of the feedback sessions for example we discussed the usage of shards of skull in the original poem, and so I changed it to splinters. Maybe with the use of less description than I would have liked, it allows the reader to uncomfortably imagine it taking place, adding in their own details in their head, creating a sense of unease. 
I wish I had the space and time to come up with a more creative backstory and hint at it more during the poem rather than simply only writing about the feast.

Critical comment 2
I struggled somewhat with prose piece 1. It originally started out as a 700 word story submitted for one of the first class exercises, and at the time I was incredibly happy with it. However, I had to chop it down to 250 words to submit in this portfolio, and while I managed to do so succinctly, I feel I lost the original tone of the piece somewhat. In the first draft, I went into more detail about what was happening
Whereas this version gives off a general sense of something being wrong and I would have liked to include more lore/backstory to interest readers. 
I’m somewhat unhappy with the ending. I wanted to truly capture the crucial sense of waste of life, but I felt despite working on different drafts that I did not quite achieve this. Very short fiction is all about capturing a moment’s emotion, and I feel I did not fully successfully achieve this. I felt I also did not imply the imbalance of need present fully to the readers. In short, a major issue I found with writing this was that I struggled to show an action or emotion without stating the obvious. 
However, I was happy with elements such as the beginning in media res, the use of present tense, and the dramatic use of short sentences in the second paragraph.
The use of bear imagery ties the piece together, from the description of the boyfriend which gives an insight into their relationship to the message from him rearing across the phone.













Other critical comment 1
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Other critical comment 2
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Ilttle in my opinion. If i did have a complaint, the reaction to the woman who opens the door felt a bit much to me, and it surrounds her giving him a kick. I just
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though it felt a bit cartoony given everything else, like she just went up to him and just kicked him. Maybe she pushed him slightly with her foot or shoo'd him
away, something along those lines? Other than that though, | really enjoyed it.
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Re: flash fiction 1 Richard
by Richard Sylvan - Monday, 6 April 2020, 4:57 PM

the protagonist is a sofa!
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Re: flash fiction 1 Richard
by Saskia Klopper - Tuesday, 14 April 2020, 3:12 PM

The use of first person narrator creates an unusual perspective from which we read the piece — it aids the depersonalisation of having a non-human character.
There is a definite confusion on the first read through, but that works in its favour.

| found the perspective of having the protagonist treated as a homeless or as an older person interesting, it definitely reinforces the personification.

The only thing | would perhaps suggest changing is the somewhat unrealistic reactions other characters have in response to coming across the sofa — while it adds
a humorous element which isn‘t necessarily what one would look for in flash fiction.

The use of dialogue throughout helps to characterise the piece and adds depth.

I love the image of the sofa still providing its service for the old lady passing by. The phrase “there’s life in the old girl yet” can apply to the elderly woman but
clearly hints that the sofa is not ‘dead’ yet and could possibly have a new lease of life. You use interesting, unusual description which matches the subject matter,
and my absolute favourite piece of description is that of the inelegant waltz the old lady performs. There is lovely amounts of description which I think really add
to the piece, for example the lists of items that add detail and make the story more realistic and personal.

1 would definitely be interested in reading a longer version of this story, and I like the idea suggested for the ending in regards to it becoming a modern kids fable.
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would perhaps add some Intentions of the ghost to get a broader sense ot the character. From what | got trom It is that the ghost seems friendly, however it
would be good to see who the protagonist or who I am rooting for. It is definitely a very novel idea as we do not see this much. | thought it was cool how the
physical can interact with the supernatural as it gives a chance for more communication other than a played out ouija board.

1 think also the ending could be more impactful. As it is now it is a subtle and humorous ending ‘Tentatively reaching out again, she took a deep gulp from her
glass and turned her attention back to her article, the word “haunted” highlighted in flamboyant yellow." Perhaps maybe she could take another sip of the wine
and as she looks up she sees the ghost and freaks out completely.
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Re: Another Flash Fiction
by Saskia Klopper - Tuesday, 14 April 2020, 3:14 PM

1 absolutely adored this piece. | think the sentences flow well, and the reader is kept well entertained with the suspense held throughout and the amazing
descriptions!

The use of so many tactile, sensory images allows the reader to become involved in the fictional world you are writing about, and helps them picture and
experience the surroundings described. The use of our senses works very well in this piece. The occasional short sentences spread throughout emphasise
important moments, and they bore more meaning on my second read such as “I arose again”.

The noticeable turn in the story, as night falls at the house, adds an element of depth and time passing.

Flash fiction is all about capturing a moment of emotion, but you've managed to capture what feels like multiple moments in one. The story, the character, the
implied backstory — so much is said in so few words and | commend you for that. | feel you have perfectly nailed it with this task.

It is interesting how the human and ghost both react to contact, and | thought this was rather novel considering the general clichés used in ghost stories. It adds
an element of interest that | would love to see explored and expanded upon in a more detailed, longer version of this story.

1 did have some slight confusion of the mother’s figure floating in place, perhaps | misread this and it was the protagonist seeing themselves in a mirror. The
description does add interest but perhaps more clarification is needed.
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Re: Invitation to submit work here
by John Phillips - Tuesday, 31 March 2020, 4:35 AM
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