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Level 5 – Assessment Part 1
Portfolio of 6 poems

1) Lecture 4: 22nd March 2019 Keeping it concrete
Inspired by my antiquated cup from India which I have been using since my teen years. 

Time Reflected in A Bone China Cup
She gazed into the hollow of her cup,
The deep hairline cracks mirrored her face,
Bone fractured and scarred with every wash,
Mesh covered her china like a cobweb of lace.

Cracks cut through clay like steel slicing through skin,
Trembling, she touches the network of lines. 
Did the woman fall when lighting the kiln?
Embalmed with line breaks she covered the signs.

Mended but bruised she remembered midway
When her muscles worked like ceramic bytes,
And porcelain teeth flashed devoid of decay,
Each strand of her hair glowed like shafts of light.

And as fresh lines every morning muted the glaze,
She embraced each scratch in her diary on age.

***




2) Lecture 3: 21st March 2019 Using narrative in verse
Poetry triggered by the unprecedented event of that fateful Thursday morning on my way to work.
Below Ground
The crowds swarm up stairwells,                                                                                       stampeding through the station – 
fleeing from a platform spewing smoke, on 
July’s seventh morning. 

Concrete corked exits, trapping                                                                                             commuters from street level. Once an air-raid shelter,                                                                      today a volcano venting gas. The explosion                                                                                        hurled people on the floor, 

heat contorted metal. 
A man screamed, his arm ensnared 
in a window blown out, his child, a youngster, 
lay rooted, raised her head to see

her father felled, inside the carriage, 
his one leg lost, fused to the ceiling. 
She crawled over to him, an eerie
chorus of voices groaned. 

He was infrequently inhaling. 
Speak, speak to me.  She wrapped him                                                                                                  in the birthday scarf, he had given her that morning, 
before their trip to see                                                              

her mother; hours stretched, minutes extended, then,                                                                they enfold each other, like at story time.                                                                                      The suicide bomber, perilous with hate, 
became worthless graffiti.

[bookmark: _Hlk5535189]Above the labyrinth,                                                                                                                     London’s open spaces, the squares, the parks,                                                                                the gardens had kept her breathing. Lives like light 
were darkened but remain luminous. Many others and the child’s mother 
still wait for kin and her.
***
3) [bookmark: _Hlk5361380]Lecture 2 - 19th Mar 2019 Sonnets and Triolets
Living for a few years on the coastal shores of southern India, a submarine wreck on the beach stole my imagination.

A Sailing Mishap
Sea salt fills her nose, she fights the water. 
Salvage her against the stealing Ocean! 
Waves like battleships bombard and batter,
She’s a washing machine of emotion.

Draped in a wall of water, her head spins
Like laundry tossing and tumbling in swirls. 
Like sheets on a clothesline tugged by the wind,
her breath is snatched by the sea as it whirls.

Above, skimmers screech their dirge like sirens.
Strung between sky and sea, the line loops round,
Foam folds over her like a shroud veiling
the stealth of the sea that stifles her sound.

Sea Salt like confetti cover her bed,
No time to question the sea she has wed.

***







4) Lecture 8: 29th March 2019 Shaking out clichés 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Task: Write a poem on a Valentine's gift which is not a cliché gift
My Shoes
Endowed with the comforts of footwear that’s old, 
My shoes hum with the heartbeat of a mother,

Crescents of red in the folds. 
These cat booties offer a cover. 

It’s been designed to lace out the cold of winter,
On a day when frost clogs your mood, 

Like a sheath swathed in leather,
The suedes will shelter you in wet spells with a hood

It will barricade the barnacles and blisters, 
From pricking the insoles when you run.

These boots, a home with a roof overhead,
Are insulated like a squirrel’s nest to snuggle in.

Weatherproofed from depression and drafts,
It will block out the damp in your path.

While flavoured with the boogieing of a lobster,
They are filled with the zing of adventure and fun, 

Roaring with the fibres of smiles and laughter,
In my boots, your feet will be dancing again.

A pair of moccasins, like a coffee shop 
of perfumes and creams, 

Will soothe the pain that spills
through your veins like a hymn, 

My collection of shoes, 
Will aid you in my absence,

And help you walk with confidence 
My Valentine.
5) Lecture 5: 25th March 2019 Using imagery (Simile & Metaphor) 

This poem has been inspired by a pond located behind a bungalow in the Tropics (India).

From the Confines of Home

I observe the pond behind the house,
partially canopied by banyan trees, and watch 
how the garden insects and creatures on her water’s edge, 
rouse, 
with the onset of every morning stretch. Her water,

crayoned in with blue from the sky, lures the wasps, 
the bees and butterflies; the reeds, 
stand upright around, in control,
like caretakers
safeguarding the tadpoles water-bound. Their mother 

a bullfrog, belching, plumped up by flies, lazes, 
on a rock, her eyes bulging; her tongue,
darts in and out at gnats, and 
like an angler,
she spools back the line, to retrieve her catch. Midday, the falcon,

swoops down, a visitor behind a veil of vines, eyeing 
rabbits and rats for lunchtime. The lotus leaves, pads on the pond
like elephant’s feet, large and round,
keep afloat,
providing bugs with a freshwater boat.

At dusk, when the lotus droops to rest, the revelry runs on;
fireflies flash-dance to form a gold-leaf crest. And when 
the owl’s attention is stolen by the moonlight 
seated on the rocks, 
the crickets play their symphony for this lingering lunar fox.

I smile, as I observe, from my bed at night,
the outside, behind the house, under the Gulmohar trees;
the pond once again, 
entertains with a 3D performance of life.
***
6) Lecture 7: 28th March 2019 - Roderic Bowen Archive - Writing workshop - Stains
A personal expression.
Stains of Depression – A loss
In the shadow of her room
the air rises in the heat,
Her long hours outside the womb,
is marked by the clock as it ticks with a steady heartbeat.

Bruised by her early loss 
she squabbles alone. 
The cosmos of her mind criss-cross, 
Fissures prise open, seizing senses, exposing the bone.

Gun-firing neurons are in combat,
Inkblots splatter on a bloody cloth,
Blemishes of half-eaten-moons in orbit
Stain the dust on the wings of a baby moth. 

The cuts tattooed into her skin, 
Failed to block the eddies whirling through her brain.
She fenced the fiends trying to unpin 
herself, but the pain remained, 
marooning her on the crags within. 

Scars like evil markers, outlined,
the echoes in her mirror, stained 
by the craters exploding in her mind.
Caught in her premature loss, 
she lets her fingers slip again.

A cry, a tear with no remorse, she curled up
in her chair. The sun slid over the edge
and disappeared into the redness of her cup,
Her wearied world waxed and waned,
as she sensed the pitcher drain.

The moon sank deeper behind the drapes,
Descending into the dust from its daily grind,
Her dog crawled over beside her shape.	
She was another victim of the mind!
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