ASSIGNMENT ONE HPEN6020 The Practice of Poetry
Thursday, 28.03.19.  Writing Workshop.

THE VOYAGE

The Esquimaux tell of a ship that sails beneath the ice.
Is this a tale of verity or one of ancient myth? 
Nosing into uncharted spheres

Up anchor and away we go, the good ship “ Daisy”
The elusive North West Passage, will it be found?
The road to the East beckons through deep waters.

“Daisy” ploughs onwards for many a day
A good wind filling her sails.
The ship’s company is a motley crew
Singing and dancing the hornpipe to the squawking squeezebox
While merrily splicing the mainbrace.
A rest well earned for running a tight ship.

A shout, a pointing hand, Land Ho!
A glistening white mass appears
“Daisy” sails into that chilling place
Until she is gripped fast.
Her very bones are being crushed
By unforgiving forces.

Food is scarce they cannot tarry,
Abandon Ship!  The captain cries.
Makeshift sleds pulled by the men
Battling cold winds
And blizzards that blind.
One by one they succumb to that harsh harridan
She freezing their breath and covering all
Until no trace is left.

Do you believe the Esquimaux
The outlandish tale they tell?
Listen to the voices wailing in the wind
Moaning and shrieking at every turn.







Thursday, 04.04.19.  The role of translation in movement in writing.
SIR RANULPH FFIENNES
He struggles across the Arctic wastes
Four decades has he challenged death
The World’s Greatest Explorer.

His heart gives out, but does he quit?
Seven marathons in seven days on
Seven countries tells the tale.

His wife earns the Polar Medal
The first woman to earn the gong
For supporting his Transglobe expeditions quite early on.

His exploits are for charity
He lives a frugal life
This indomitable man
Who scorns life’s petty strifes.

So raise a glass and celebrate
This unique human’s feats
Can anyone match this iron man?
No, not for many a year.









Friday, 29.03.19. Shaking out clichés.
THE CEMETERY
None leave this place brought to reside
A home forever to lay a head.
Carved rocks name memories
Babies with wings are not free to fly.
The stiff flowers in paintbox hues
Do not attract the hoverfly
The black slug cannot feast
On marble greens, they pass them by
To find juicier fare in meadows brews.
 He turned around and entered
His spirit yearning for unending sleep.

















Tuesday, 26.03.19.  Line breaks, list poems and titles.

L:  ICE
It                    could                    except
Insight           cannot                 envisage
Itchy              crawlers               endorsing
Insects’         catapulting          events
Inside            civilised                enclosures
Inhabiting     crowns                 endlessly
Indeed           caught                 extracted
Into                cages                  enforced
Infernal         chitinous             exoskeletons
Interred        cold                      end


















Friday, 22.03.19.  Keeping it Concrete
THE CHAIR
Magnificent oak, lightning struck.
Lichens, ivy, moss, wood warblers, bugs dispossessed.
The master’s vision with log* debarked
the heartwood, grain, knotholes revealed
the mighty oak transformed
by gentle hands that carve and plane, 
that tree born when dark chimneys smoked.
Bevelled, chamfered, tongue and grooved.
Waxed and buffed to a glowing shine
Deadwood reincarnated.

· A tree without its bark is known as a log.

















Monday, 25.03.19.  Similes and Metaphors.
YOUTH HOSTELLING
Boots, lead weights, heavy but
The cindered path spongy and springy.
Rucksack an overweight demon on the back but
Inside manna cheese, chutney chunks of bread.
One foot in front of the other mimicking processionery caterpillars.
Vistas pour in like lens capturing trees dancing rhythmically.
Birds voicing their delight, children at play.
The river cackling, pouring  silver over pebbles.
Hills and tumps baked like round brown loaves.
Uphill breath whistling, a demented bellows.
This is freedom to roam the snakelike ribbons
From here to there mile after long elastic mile.
The colours daubed higgledy piggledy
Faint odours some sweet as bubblegum
Some sickly as stinkwort
The hostel hoves into view 
Welcoming, the weary
A promise of soft velvet rest.











Thursday, 21.03.19.  Narrative in verse.

WHILE WALKING ONE DAY
Stand still.  Don’t move.  I the child  walking on the towpath
A glimpse of a bloodsucker undulating, as they do.
Wonder is the healing freedom to see.
Happy is the wanderer in that favoured place.
Then a slip, a cry, a splash.

Paralysed, shivering, standing  on a slippery rock.
How long did it last clinging to the brickwork of that canalside?
Looking, falling, gasping, the cold water closing over,
Fragile life slipping away, futile struggling.

“Please can you help me,” a voice from below. 
The railwayman startled on his way home.
Looks here and there, sees nothing at all.
“Please, I’m down here.”  Eyes widen in disbelief.

Throws down his snapbag, kneels, grabs,
Brawny arms lifting the child from a watery grave
Clothes cold and clammy, clinging, but alive thanks to the man.

Mother shouting not with anger, fright.
Seems to care more about the wet clothes than the child.
It’s all a bluff, she is in shock,
Not daring to think of what could have been.

The child conquered that canal.
She learned to swim in those khaki waters.

Defying and denying that channel to take her most treasured possession.
Her life.










Tues 19.03.19.  Sonnets and Triolets
LAZY DAYS
Sleepy dreams in a chair bathed by the sun
Birds softly singing a light lullaby
Drifting in and out of slumber is fun
Sleepy dreams in a chair bathed by the sun
Bliss personified, no interruption
What a way to spend a day, time does fly
Sleepy dreams in a chair bathed by the sun
Birds softly singing a light lullaby.
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