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HPEN5020 The Practice of Poetry
Eleanor Jones-1503268  
Session 1, 18.3.19  
Introduction to The Course, Crafting and Drafting                              

                                                       Leaving the Place, You Love.  
     
It’s winter time at the old Juelz house,
Not even a rustle from the mouse,
The smell of fresh bread lingering in the air,
Ready to be eaten by those who are there.

The place looks old gloomy and cold,
Rover the dog doing as he’s told,
Taking the blanket that belonged to him,
Dear old Frank throws it in the bin.

I carry a memory close to my heart,
When you used to sit there near the hearth,
I dreamt of you every single day,
Didn’t want to lose you in that kind of way.

It was time to leave the old Juelz house,
We even dismantled your greenhouse,
We took it when we left there,
And placed your memory with tender loving care.







HPEN5020 The Practice of Poetry 
Session 2, 19.319
Eleanor Jones-1503268
Sonnets and Triolet

Depression
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best,
To be the perfect mother, but lay asleep in my bed,
With suicidal thoughts in my head, I need to rest,
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best,
I can’t breathe I really have a tight chest,
Why does my body feel like it’s dead,
Depression why do this to me I’m trying my best,
To be the perfect mother but lay asleep in my bed.
                                                           

















HPEN5020 The Practice of Poetry
Piece of Ross Work, Keeping it concrete.
Session 4, 22.3.19
My Chair
My wheelchair means my freedom,
To get me from place to place,
You only see the wheels each side,
you do not see my face.
You pass me by without a thought
how are you today?
I am a human being, not someone to brush away,
I can see, I can hear,
i have feelings and I get hurt.
I also think and talk, not walking it
doesn’t hold me back, i was not born this way.
Did you know only last week, I wanted to jump out
from an aeroplane.
I will have a degree in creative writing,
i bet you didn’t know.
You only see a disabled lady, someone’s
who’s on show
Forgive me my criticism, I’m only saying
how I feel, I still have my humour.
The human race can be an arse,
the way they treat me, however I’m happy
than you will ever know.
I’m full of life and proud to be,
that lady you see on show.


















HPEN5020 The Practice of Poetry
Eleanor Jones-1503268
Session 5, 25.3.19
Using Imagery Simile and Metaphor
Choose one memory write poem using one (simile and two metaphors)

My childhood memories, so bright, and clear,
I admire them dearly, in my youthful years,
Grab those ice-cream tubs, Mamgu would say,
it’s that time of year, it’s blackberry day.

 Dad’s off to work. With his flask and box,
it was a morning picking, up the mountain rocks,
with picnic and pop, her brood near behind,
mamgu lead, so caring, and kind.

 Over Llwyn-ffynnon paths, along a hilly twisting road,
with ice-cream tubs, colanders, we blissfully strode
We climbed amongst brambles, river water flowing,
a field so fruitful, a light wind blowing,

Blackberry’s in thousands, ice-cream tub filled quickly,
tongue, hands, lips stained purple, all feeling sickly.
Mamgu called it a day, home we road,
our stomach hurting, magma’s kisses are like gold.

We washed and cleaned, helped mamgu pastry making,
 dad would come home smelling the baking,
as sweet as sugar. So many tarts baked that day 
Mamgu would shout, get yourself to bed,
Dad took his slice, that was easily unsaid.

Eating mamgu’s tart, the day after,
with hot custard and cup tea
Mamgu smiles with laughter.
 Your dad can go next time, 
and climb a apple tree
And eat a nice apple tart with me.
Mamgu’s words are pearls of wisdom.







HPEN5020 The Practice of Poetry
Eleanor Jones-1503268
Session 6, 26.3.19
Line breaks, List Poems and Titles

List
Days gone by!
some make you laugh or make you cry.
A celebration or holiday
a field of flowers resplendent May
a favourite pet making funny faces.
A memory of all your favourite places
you frame me or save me to your phone,
post it to facebook, twitter, or even too mum.
I come in all shapes and sizes
i can be added to a mug, pillowcase too.
All sorts of item can capture your face,
key rings and coasters each have their place.
Each photo or picture wherever they’re placed
a wonderful reflection which can be erased.
I may be lost or damaged in time,
but the memories for ever will stay in my mind. 












HPEN5020The Practice of Poetry
Eleanor Jones-1503268
Session 7, 28.3.19
Writing workshop in the Special Collections Library

The Journey Home
A soldier with no name,
Would journey back home. From where he 
came.
All dressed in his uniform and his shiny black boots,
The bells would toll in Boulogne. They’d play
the last post.
HMS Verdun would be waiting. For a voyage
coast to coast from France back to England.
There was much to reflect,
for a man with no name. Much love and
respect. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]To a final resting place in 1920, In an Abbey so grand
He would represent the many. Who died for 
our homeland.
With a tombstone made of marble. The finest
Belgian stone,
Engraved with melted brass. the finest words
set the tone
Another reason to remember. We should never
Forget. 
All these unknown warriors. 
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