Kirsty Phillips 1704246 Level 5
Assignment 1: Portfolio of 6 poems relating to in class tasks

1/6 – From the lecture ‘Narrative in Verse’ and inspired by Emily Davidson who was the suffragette that was trampled by the King’s horse.

June 8th, 1913

A flower in her hat,
stripes across her chest,
a mother, a daughter,
a sister, a human.
I wonder if she’ll go through with it.

Everyone else is focussed on the race
but her mind is somewhere else.

She thinks of the rolling waves,
her treasures,
collections of shells,
the silence of the seaside
and then she wonders;
What her grandmother would think?

She cried yesterday.
Her brain is tied in knots,
she’s screaming inside.
A coffee stain on her brain
makes her eyes widen
(CODE RED)

The panic strikes
and her body trembles.
She’s gone too far.

Her sash is torn and
the flower is dead.
Someone’s mother,
daughter,
sister.
A human
gone.








2/6 – From the lecture ‘Keeping it concrete’.


Teapot

Decorated with puddled polka dots
on a bare blank background,
a copper river spills from the spout,
a waterfall,
a watering can for my pansies
or a hosepipe to fill the pool.
Inside is a sauna?
Or is it just a warmer climate?
It could be where the fireflies live.
A syrup of sunbeams trickles out,
perfect for a cosy movie day.
Inside the hollow of the pot,
lives the projections of my memoirs.
Christmas morning. A safe blanket.
Together again.



























3/6 – From the lecture ‘Sonnets and triolets’.


The boy in the book

I put him back on the shelf
and forget the world that I entered.
I try to take care of my health,
I put him back on the shelf
as I hope to return to myself,
but instead he is still in the centre.
I put him back on the shelf
and forget the world that I entered.


































4/6 – From the lecture ‘Shaking out cliché’ and inspired by Carol Ann Duffy’s ‘Valentine’ poem.
My chosen object: Rice


Valentine

Hailstones turn technicolour
when mixed with veg.
Granules of sand combine
to make mirrored glass
and of course, I describe rice.

Tricolour or confetti?
Pilau or polo mints?
If you like it can be romantic
or something sickly sweet.
A box of chocolates in your mind,
but it’s just a cup of rice.

A side but never a main,
a plus one or something to accompany.
My leftovers for tomorrow
because it wasn’t your favourite part
and for the final time,
I give you rice.





















5/6 – From the lecture ‘Finding the spine of the poem’.

Slugs

I feed them tiny turquoise tablets
and let them bathe in poison
but they always return.
I wonder if they think about me;
if the finger-like figures would recognise me.
It’s a little like when you left
with a slimy path for me to follow.
You planted yourself on to my brain
but the feelings never grow.
I never want to taste that jelly again
and I refuse to start the journey.
































6/6 – From the lecture ‘Writing workshop in the Roderick Bowen Archive’ inspired by ‘The Stain’ by Samantha Wynne-Rhydderch.

The Stain

Clearing your little library,
I confront your favourite book.

My fingers flicker through the first few pages
and discover your personal collection of notes.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The ink you spilt on the page	
resembling the blood-stained garments
that you once wore.
You told me it was wine.

The bruises of ink seem thin
when blended with raindrops
from the storm that you later encountered.
They cannot be scrubbed away
and now my fingertips are covered with cranberry.

