
                               Autumn In America


Sitting on a log of tree, looking up in front of me,
through the branches of flora,
Stands an enormous deer.
His eyes like glass Shine at me,
with steam blowing from his nose.
 A combination of wet moss and warm sun that feels the air,
 with the feeling that morning is here.
His body stands strong and with antler so huge.
 no snap or sign of a scrap
no scars nor wounds upon he. 
This expert of the forest this king within the trees.
 So big so powerful is he.
His huge muscular shoulders stand in a way that says,
I am here.


 






                       My concept of Autum in America.
I have tried to convey a true moment in time, when I was walking through the Swiss Alps on my way to the Italian border.
At around one thousand  to fifteen hundred meters, when I sat to have a rest and have a drink of now not so cold water, but much needed. When I sat on a tree trunk,(a log of wood) I looked up and there he was this magnificent beast. I have been carrying this story within me for years and thanks to this opportunity I can tell it.
This is a first person talking, myself in this case, hopefully expressing how I felt in the moment and how it has relevance to how I see the statue of Liberty today, facing the many changes that lay before her. I Feel that anyone reading the title, and along with trying to express a moment of beauty, that I am trying to put across a message that relates to events of today that affect us all in one way or another. 
I hope by using what I have learnt over the past few weeks, using punctuation and the use of white spaces to create the feeling of drama and tension happening at that moment in time.
I have played around with ideas on how to let the poem flow and at the same time show depth and a sense of continuity, so the reader can follow along the lines and still feel the bumps when needed to. The stops and starts help express what I am trying to say is  happening. Hopefully, there is a start, middle and an end, which lets the reader take a cool breath in the end. 
I must give credit to Gill Scot Heron, and the last Poets. Grandaddy’s of Rap. Performers at a time of the civil rights movement in America. 


 Beneath is a copy of original First draft of my poem.
                   Autum in America

Sitting on a log of Tree, looking up in front of me,
through the branches of flora,
Stands an enormous red deer.
His eyes like glass Shine at me,
with steam blowing from his nose a combination of wet moss 
 warm sun that feels the air with the feeling that morning is here.
His body stands strong and with antler so huge. no snap or singe of a scrap
no scars nor wounds upon he
His huge muscular shoulders stand in a way that says,
I am here.
He has never had to fight for his place as alpha male within his heard.
As I sit here upon a log of tree so strong so powerful is he
I begin to wonder what he could do to me ,this expert of the forest this king within the trees.
With his might and strength, he could so easily overpower one.
However, he chooses to simply ignore me.
And instead, he shows his greatness within the way he ,calmly leaves me. So big so powerful is he.


In this first draft although initially happy with what I had let flow from hand to paper. I needed to give more of a punch when it comes to expressing some depth of feeling, so I spent time reviewing what had been discussed in feedback with the tutor.
 I played with the punctuation and in the use of the page by using the white space to my advantage. I hope that it is now a better read than the original draft. I will keep a copy as a reference to help me when I come to attempt to draft a poem in the future.
One thing I have discovered is how freeing poetry can be with the way you can express yourself within writing.
 



 




