Barriers	Comment by Amber McCoy: Very nice title, especially considering the change of language throughout. ‘Language barriers’ are definitely a thing; even between two people who may speak the same language. 

Do you remember
placing your hand
on my thigh
and petting it?

Rydw i ddim yn deall.	Comment by Amber McCoy: Beautiful. Even through the use of google translate, which isn’t the best, it still came across as very nice. The two stanzas in Welsh I personally think are well done, but it may be the ‘romance’ of another language being used that’s speaking to me. 
Hoffwn i siarad gyda ti
gobeithio bydd y sêr a’r lleuad
dim yn ddisgyn allan o’r awyr.
Gobeithio bod dal amser i ni.

Your tinfoil silver locket	Comment by Amber McCoy: This is very nice imagery. 
nestles and sets up a home
on your breastbone.
A place I once called a pillow	Comment by Amber McCoy: I’m not sure this is needed; I personally don’t think it adds anything to the poem itself. The other stanzas already give this feeling across. 
inscribed on to my brain. 

Ydyn ni gally rhedeg i ffwrdd?
Rwy’n chwarae gyda’r sil ffenest
mae pob nodyn yng nghywir.
Hoffwn i chwarae i ti.
Troi’r golau ar yn fy mhen
a gweld yn glir eto.






















Political rhymes	Comment by Amber McCoy: I’m not sure what to say about this poem as I have no idea of the context of politics in the UK ^^;; but it definitely sends across a pissed off voice which I think is what you were going for. 

Liar liar
pants on fire
student homes
and Grenfell tower
our eyes are flooded
yours are dryer
doesn’t matter
if profit’s higher

It’s not fair
when mother’s cry
because their children
want to die
all on fire
a screaming choir

Winner winner
chicken dinner
won the polls
but you’re a sinner
all the kids 
are getting thinner
must be good
to be a quitter

You always said “united forever”
we all know you think you’re clever
making a deal
we’ll never heal
You’re in luck
you stupid fuck
What’s the story?
When you’re a tory.












A pinch of body sweat,	Comment by Amber McCoy: I’m not sure the word pinch is a good word to use. I associate it with cooking, unless you want to add cooking imagery to all the stanzas that could be a fun thing to play with. I do, however, like the image itself. Stale milky sweat? That’s great. 
the stale milky kind – 
but also wet,
dripping to the carpet.

The stench of drunkenness,
pure alcohol.
A club at 2am
with chewing gum floors.	Comment by Amber McCoy: A little cliché.

Unwanted
but a little sweet.
A scented candle?
Pathetic effort.	Comment by Amber McCoy: ‘Pathetic effort.’ makes me think they are having very bad sex. 
Naked tooth picks
huddle together.

Cloves of garlic fall	Comment by Amber McCoy: Hmm, I’m impartial to these lines only because I like the words used in them but I don’t understand what the imagery actually is; as in what is actually going on here. 
from my eyes.
Fresh bodies become vampires,
soon sucked away.

Underarms leak in to the air	Comment by Amber McCoy: This is very nice. 
and I am at university again.
A shameful stench seeps through the walls
filling my room with an expensive,	Comment by Amber McCoy: I’m not sure I understand this imagery either. 
patchwork bedsheet.
I feel guilty.	Comment by Amber McCoy: Good end, I’m assuming a drunken one night stand is the narrative of this poem? 



















a ‘minute’ poem – 60 syllables

You pop your head through the kitchen	Comment by Amber McCoy: I really like the language in this poem and the simple imagery. It’s provocative at the end and I think you get your point across quite well.

The only thing I would say is you might want to play with the line breaks; read the poem out loud and see where things might feel awkward breaking at and try and change lines up a little. Although I understand this is a minute poem and it has certain constraints, you may want to change the words at the ends of your lines to be either nouns or verbs to help them flow a little nicer into one another. 
 
door wearing just
your stripy pants
and I giggle
as you pass me
the milk carton.
Nothing has changed
since that first night when you gave me
more than just a carton of milk.
I think of your
striped pants once more.
They’ve fallen down.
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