Autumn is Q3 commentary assignment

Introduction
The purpose of this assignment is to produce a commentary detailing the process of compilation and subsequent evolution of a poem. I will start by describing the initial steps undertaken, how they led to the first draft. Next, I will show how the piece changed through analysis of different forms of poetry, understanding and applying different concepts, feedback forums, workshops, and individual rewriting. I have included an appendix showing each draft of the poem and have included the final version of the poem in this commentary. Finally, there is a short reflective section detailing the impact of the writing process and how my knowledge has evolved throughout this module.
Creation of first draft
After our second lecture, where we studied Keats’ poem ‘To Autumn,’ we were asked to compose a first draft of a poem about autumn. This was a daunting prospect, primarily as I had never written a poem before and had read very little poetry either. I spent 2 hours becoming very frustrated before I undertook a word association exercise writing down what autumn meant to me. I was writing quite a lot of negative words and phrases, for example “the crackling sound of leaves replaced by single use plastic making similar sounds.” I then stopped to reflect on this and wondered whether this cynicism was because of getting older so, I then pondered how my 8-year-old daughter and younger self would have viewed it. The positive phrases I had written seemed to have a theme about the natural music of the seasons created by Gaia/Mother Earth (e.g. “each regions unique sound like an orchestra instrument”). It became evident that my personal belief was that over commercialisation has hijacked society’s view of the seasons, when products placed on shelves meaning that they were coercing people to think about the seasons before they had naturally commenced. 
The next phase was to start writing lines, blending the traditional idealised version of autumn with the anti-capitalist, unecological aspects. Once I had this binary opposition concept in mind I started to write my first draft, unintentionally entering a trance like state where words seemed to flow without even glancing at my notes.
One of the lines I was really pleased with related to pumpkins:
Pumpkins, abused, seeds of life discarded for a plastic candle, palettes rarely recall the flavour of her dance
I was keen to portray a sense that pumpkins, whose dual purpose is to provide food and give an abundance of seeds that allow regeneration, however the importation of USA Halloween traditions means their primary use is often decorative. The metaphorical use of the word abused arose when I perceived the making of faces through disfigurement as similar to torture: their raison d’etre distorted from nourishment to adornment, then left to rot and discarded. 
The stanza about apples was created as they already have a wonderful taste and I am unable to comprehend the reason for adorning them with a sugary syrup. The use of the word ‘ghosted’ was apt as the flavour is more of a memory rather than something that can be tasted, and it alludes to the theme of past memory of autumn’s natural beauty and it also works well with the more recent use of the term ‘ghosting’, which refers to sudden ending of a relationship and withdrawing all communication:
Apples, the original temptation, drowned in syrup, their original sweetness ghosted.
Apart from making some minor grammatical and spelling adjustments I uploaded this first version to the Moodle Forum (see appendix 1).

Second draft 
After tutor and peer feedback the major change in the poem related to its shape. During a class in the second week, we undertook an exercise to consider how you can shape a free verse poem using Ted Hughes’ ‘Thrushes.’ This helped me understand how the use of line and verse breaks can accentuate words or phrases and give them more power. Some lines were cut as they seemed similar and did not really add to the extended metaphor of rhythm and music. I really wanted to create a melodic feel to the romantic ideal of autumn and contrast this with a jagged/jarring tone for anti-commercialism and felt this could be achieved through line breaks at points which were not obvious. I wanted to use the final line of each verse to be consist of few syllables to emphasise the imagery. I also worked to tighten up the auditory (e.g. drone of leaf-blowers) and gustatory (e.g. palettes rarely recall the flavour of her dance) sensory detail, to gain the maximum impact. Another change was to shorten the final line to make it punchier as an ending. 
Alas Autumn is now turning into Q3.
Ther original intention when writing the first draft was to have this as the opening line or title however I felt that rather than setting the scene it was better placed at the end as a summary line. The second draft version is available at the end of this essay (Appendix 2).

Third draft (see Appendix 3)
Whilst free verse poetry does not normally have structures around syllable counts, as someone who enjoys finding order in numbers I decided to insert at the end of each line a syllable count to see if there is any pattern that could be achieved easily. I was unable to discern a pattern but retained it in my third draft in case anyone else on the module could see something. I also reinstated the verse on the planet’s orchestra. My original vision for this verse was to show how each region of our world has its own sound of autumn just like individual instruments in an orchestra, sometimes the sound is only delicately different and sometimes much starker. This fitted in well with the extended metaphor of rhythm. The original verse did not have any binary opposition, so I rewrote and used the discordant cacophonies. I was not comfortable with these words together but unable to put my finger on why and so left it as it was when submitting to the class forum to see what feedback it would illicit. 
In this draft I also removed the reference to Gaia in the opening line, the objective is to help readers enjoy the flow more rather than make them pause if they unfamiliar of her. It also moved this reference from being implicit to something that may be revealed as part of the second reading. 
Finally, I changed the shape of both the ‘leaves’ and ‘pumpkins’ verses from 3 lines to 4. This achieved an improved shape to the verses and made the jagged sections more prominent. This version can be found in Appendix 3.

Feedback session (1-2-1)
Following a feedback session with the tutor a few minor changes were made to create the final version. There was a further change to the shape of the leaves verse, moving the line break to create a better shape and I removed the word ‘discordant’ from the orchestra verse, upon reviewing I realised it had a similar meaning to ‘cacophonies'. Finally, I removed the syllable indicators from the end each line, and I am happy to submit below this final draft of my poem.
Oh, how she weeps, 
her trusted rhythm of old
no longer needed,
those tuning in reduced as she spins
in despair

Our planets orchestra, 
her finely crafted harmonies a distant beat
consumed by new overtures,
cacophonies

Leaves dream of fertilising.
her curtain of soil now shepherded 
by the drone of leaf-blowers
into the drain

Pumpkins, abused, seeds of life discarded
for a plastic candle,
palettes rarely recall the flavour of
her dance 

Apples, the original temptation,
drowned in syrup, their original sweetness
ghosted

Once cherished seasons, beloved of Vivaldi
conducting her beautiful display
superseded as merchants showcase winter’s garish,
destructive baubles.

Alas Autumn is turning into Q3.


Reflections 
I was really surprised at the strong emotional journey I took whilst compiling this poem. Trying to find that creative spark I found very frustrating. I found myself moving from being perturbed, through annoyed to angry. Partly this was attributable to inexperience, having never drafted a poem before, but on reflection I realised it was down to my own limitations. My wife drafted a poem in 5 minutes which compounded my annoyance. Whilst in this heightened emotional state I eventually formed the concept of combining the idealised view of autumn with my anti-capitalist beliefs. I have previously expressed my disgust at shops displaying their Christmas stock in August, writing to their head office outlining my views on the appropriate time to do this and received a response from them advising their customers liked the companies own approach, as it allowed them to plan. 
Another personal reaction to this task was that I had a preconceived idea that poetry was elitist and this was reinforced when we started discussing 3rd level reading (which referenced Ceres), which initially I found aggravating. With hindsight this is down to frustration at my lack of knowledge, the irony was not lost when I included Gaia in my poem. 
The final learning point from this module has been how I initially found it rewarding that my interpretation of poems was not only valid, but often more insightful than I imagined I was capable of. Have I fallen in love with poetry? Not yet, however it is perhaps a little flirtatious, having booked tickets to see a poet later this year.
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Appendix 1 (First draft)
Oh, how Gaia weeps, her trusted rhythm of old no longer needed, those tuning in reduced as she spins in despair
Each region a unique instrument in the orchestra of the planet, her finely crafted songs no longer sing in harmony, 
Pumpkins, abused, seeds of life discarded for a plastic candle, palettes rarely recall the flavour of her dance
Apples, the original temptation, drowned in syrup, their original sweetness ghosted
The oft heard crunch of delight as leaves sing below the feet, replaced by single used plastics, blowing in the wind
The leaves instead of fertilising the soil are now shepherded by the drones of leaf-blowers into the drain
For once we celebrated the seasons so loved by Vivaldi tunes, now the shopkeepers signal the arrival of autumn’s beautiful display to showcase winter’s garish, destructive baubles 
Society longs for autumns fair song, alas Autumn is now turning into Q3
Appendix 2 (second draft)
Oh how Gaia weeps,
her trusted rhythm of old no longer needed,
those tuning in reduced as she spins
in despair

Pumpkins, abused, seeds of life discarded for a plastic candle,
palettes rarely recall the flavour
of her dance

Apples, the original temptation,
drowned in syrup, their original sweetness
ghosted


The leaves instead of fertilising the soil
are now shepherded by the drones
of leaf-blowers into the drain

For once we celebrated the seasons so loved by Vivaldi tunes,
now the shopkeepers signal the arrival of autumn to showcase
winter’s garish, destructive baubles.
Alas Autumn is now turning into Q3.

Appendix 3 (third draft)
Oh how she weeps, (4)
her trusted rhythm of old (7) 
 no longer needed, (5)
those tuning in reduced as she spins (9)
in despair (3)

Our planets orchestra, (6)
her finely crafted harmonies a distant beat (12)
consumed by new overtures, (7)
discordant cacophonies? (7)

Leaves dream of fertilising her curtain of soil (12)
now shepherded by the drone (7)
of leaf-blowers (4)
into the drain (4)

Pumpkins, abused, seeds of life discarded (10)
for a plastic candle, (6)
palettes rarely recall the flavour of (10)
her dance (2)

Apples, the original temptation, (10)
drowned in syrup, their original sweetness (12)
ghosted (2)

Once cherished seasons beloved of Vivaldi, (12)
conducting her beautiful display (9)
superseded as merchants showcase winter’s garish, (13)
destructive baubles. (5)

Alas Autumn is turning into Q3 (10)

