Poetry portfolio 

Session 7 – Special collection library
Clean 

I remember when we had that carpet replaced. 
A fresh start. 
A cloud between toes,
Like lint from freshly washed socks. 
The Intoxicating 
Scent of clean. 

I remember when I stained that carpet. 
Wet, oil slick, ink
Hidden under forgotten Jeans. 
Sunk in and dried, 
Like the panic, like
The disease clinging to 
Your flesh. 

I remember scrubbing that carpet, 
a quietly resuscitation. 
The smell of chemicals dizzying 
As if I’d stepped into the hospital wing,
liquid limbs.
Almost clean but tinted.
Sterile does not mean unscarred. 
Now a faint, 
purple egg-shaped shadow 
clings to our fresh start. 

Session 8 – staying away from clichés 

My loving scarf 

It’s too warm for you. 
As the bright glow beats my skin, 
I sweat. 
You are a velvety devil dressed in
Plaid, squeezing my throat.
Bitter, I thrust you off.
I watch the wind pick you up,
I can breathe.
You fly like two doves dancing to an unheard melody
Immediately,
I want you back.
My neck peddles without your embrace,
A passive apology written for your touch
I’ll take your pinching grasp
For the warmth of your cover –
That’s always too much, or not enough.











Session 8 – staying away from clichés 



Shift




[bookmark: _Hlk5544099]Ravines are for children, you say.
But we are children.
And our ravine holds adventures. 
With its metal rusted railing, 
Cold and smiley, made of slugs.

It has moss splattered steps, 
a cheese grater of knees. 
And they descend to our pirate ship 
a walk across the wooden plank. 

But the water taunts us from below
It cackles at our games.
It whispers, they won’t last long. 
It knows before we do

In our ravine 
Bears hide behind bushes 
Like naughty children 
In restricted films.

They hide till
Our ravine becomes
A cavern of bad decisions 
And a lost and found for discarded garments,
Tossed into the streams clutches.
The water, that looks at us,
And no longer cackles. 
 
Our ravine is a hiding place. 
To smoke that joint you stole from your Dad,
And an escape from screaming homes.

And then. 
Our ravine tries to cast us out.
Like a sweater that no longer fits. 
Because like you said, 
Ravines are for children. 









Session 9 – Voice 
Mums who riot 

Two buttons or one? 
Grey cardigan snug to my
Office bound body
Black tights scream decorum but 
Tom DeLonge screams in my ears
I am squeezed between those 
Deserving more space than me 
I can almost -
Feel the wind of 
Forgotten freedom on the 
Crammed train. 
I crave open space.
The unpinned hair of 
An empty womb
But I must pick up 
Lunchable and fruit snacks
After the day work ends
Before the night work begins 
I pick white cat fluff off me. 
Inflicting it upon 
A stranger’s fancy shoes,
My rebellion. 





Session 11 – Translation 

Perspective 

On that night
with dampened socks
The Wolf was writing, 
about the stars.

As Horse finished fishing 
with his friend wild Boar
And they sat on the edge of the creek

That creek. 
Where the snakes took baths 
And crabs danced
And the sad dog Luna 
Howled till morning. 












Session 11 – translation  
Breakup

Insomnia is like a bear who forgot to hibernate. 
And an unforgiving sun,
Gifting me scorched skin. 

But I am grateful,
For those long talks on short nights
Together, hand in hand we splashed through ideas 
You see, I needed you when she died.
I needed the asylum you provide. 

But my heavy eyes dream of leaving you,
Behind. 
Because I am behind. 
The hours have slip past me, 
Your mistress time, has been most unkind. 
I could float among stars and trace my sign 
If only, you consent to resign. 

Insomnia is like a bear who forgot to hibernate 
And an unforgiving sun,
Gifting me scorched skin. 






But sleep, is freshly washed hair 
Silky strands wrapped around my mind
Mint dressed tongue and chocolate combined 
Warm, wet bodies always intertwined 
And a mind that is mine. 


Session 1 – Triolet 

Infection 

If you pay attention 
Your skin sings you a song 
It screams for your protection
If you pay attention 
Not of your imperfections 
But when it all goes wrong 
If you pay attention 
Your skin sings you a song 



















Session 6 – titles, lists, and line breaks 

Love Drugs 


[bookmark: _Hlk5547173]The first moments together were,
Ecstasy. 
A blood pumping rainbow bliss
Followed by a dullness, grey. 
Like when my friends took 
Ecstasy. 
Their cheeks pink and then lips blue.
My stomach turned at the sight of them,
And now at the sight of you. 

At first, the flutter is butterflies.
But they’ve turned to fat, brown, moths
They’ve climbed down my throat and they
Sleep in my stomach. 
Shhhhh.
But you wake them. 
Blindly, they bang against my belly,
Leaving no room for food. 
But my pedals bloom pink 
And you are the sun,
I get everything I needed from you. 

Till my skin grows and grows and grows 
tired of your light.
And the sickness of summer leaves me hurling on sight. 

My body is homesick.
For sheepish young highs,
Not adult goodbyes.
[bookmark: _GoBack]But in my mind 
I see golden butterflies fly. 

 

 


 
