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Seasons Change

[bookmark: _Hlk135409914]If you’re lucky enough to have a garden, you probably don’t appreciate its value as often as you should. It’s only when your front door opens out onto a main road or an alleyway full of wheelie bins, that you realise how important a patch of grass, however small, can be.
[bookmark: _Hlk135936815]After many years, I am now one of those lucky people whose house is hugged by earth and grass and beyond that, steep fields, overlooked by two magnificent russet hills: Frenni Fawr to the east and Foel Drygarn to the west, the start of the ancient and craggy Preseli hills, steeped in folklore and ancient history, and home to spotted dolerite bluestone – thought to be the source of the iconic Stonehenge monument in Wiltshire – which, incidentally, is where I grew up.
Now, in my patch, as Winter offers us one final kiss and the warm fingers of Spring begin to push their way through the soil; I step out of my old farmhouse into this other space, remembering how in summer, the windows and doors are rarely closed, of how our lives spill out around the wooden table, wafting wasps away from our supper. Long evenings spent beside the fire pit, playing musical chairs to avoid the smoke, necks bent to look at the constellations of stars we can never remember the names of, while the children crisp marshmallows in the embers.
But we’re not there yet. I pull my collar up as a cold wind touches my face. The voices of lambs are filling the valley, birds busying themselves with the important business of nest building. In the distance, the sound of someone chopping wood echoes, chanting like a mantra: Don’t be fooled. We must keep warm. We must keep warm.
Yes, yes, okay, the fire does still need to be fed, even though the sun is shining through my dirty windows.
I find myself beside the graves of my three beloved dogs, and bend to snap the heads off the hollow hogweed stems – brush the decaying leaves from the slates, straighten the resin fairy that waits beside them. I’m reminded of the poem I wrote when I was deep in my grief:

Doggone – gone is my dog
now there’s space where
he belongs. Earth worms, beetles
centipedes; be gentle
with my golden treasure.
Fill yourself with his generous love
and toothy smile. If I cannot
have him by my side, please,
bring me flowers.

They are part of the garden now; as are half a dozen ducks, chickens, the stray cat we found in the well, and the butterfly my daughter insisted on holding a matchbox funeral for. 
Death is a season of life. A changing landscape that the living must adapt to. The shifting sand on a beach, the turning of the tide. We say we will remember the dead, that they have only stepped into another room – but in truth, to picture them is a painful reminder that we will never hold them in our arms again. That from now on, a memory, a name, is all they can ever be.
	I let my fingers sift the soil, and imagine I’m gently teasing the knots in the thick thatch around my old sheepdog’s neck. When the dogs had died in turn, it was as if our lives had been turned upside down, like dirt in a bottle of water, vigorously shaken, then placed back on the kitchen table. The whole family separated into tiny pieces, drifting in murky water, slowly settling, the water gradually clearing. 
I noticed a clump of snowdrops that had somehow managed to squeeze their way between the slabs of slate, undeterred by the heaviness. ‘Bring me flowers’, I think to myself, and smile.
Beside the polytunnel, the vegetable patch is being prepared, covered in a layer of carboard and manure. It’s nearly time to plant the seeds for another year’s fruitful harvest; bees will decorate their legs with pollen and we’ll be picking tomatoes, runner beans and courgettes until they come out of our ears, adding vibrant peppery nasturtium flowers with impressive names such as Purple Empress and Black Velvet, to our salads.
Soon. I tell myself.
Soon.







The Siren Song
[bookmark: _Hlk135421250]“And you sang, Sail to me, Sail to me, let me enfold you
Here I am, Here I am, waiting to hold you”
(Song to the Siren, Tim Buckley)

There was a storm the evening Nell arrived at the harbour. She swept into the cove in her little silver car, like it was a small boat being hurled onto a shaly beach by a gigantic, angry wave.
The engine died.  Nell wriggled into her raincoat, reached into the back seat and picked up her violin case, hesitating before opening the door to the wild weather. She clutched the case close to her chest and tucked it into her coat, as if she were cradling a baby, then moved with urgency up the winding path to a small, whitewashed cottage on the hillside. Within seconds her short hair was plastered to her head, rain dripping off the tip of her nose. 
The blue paint on the front door was peeling, revealing yellow underneath and beneath that, flecks of green. Layers upon layers, each one hiding a colourful past. 
Behind her, the sea slapped against the rocks, finding ways into nooks and cranny’s, rattling the pebbles on the shore. Her cold, wet hands found the key just where Tomos said it would be, under the broken terracotta flowerpot, home to a neglected geranium. She made a mental note to repot it, as soon as she’d settled.
	Home. This was home – for now. This tiny cove in West Wales, 200 miles away from her old life. She turned the key in the lock and stepped into an open plan room with uneven flagstone floors, shutting the weather out behind her. She placed the case down on a pine table and picked up a handwritten note: 
Croeso Nell, welcome to Ceibwr!
There’s milk in the fridge and a basket of wood, 
firelighters and kindling by the fire.
Keep warm and enjoy your stay, 
she’s all yours until spring – 
Diolch, Tomos
Nell slowly let out a cloud of breath and rubbed her hands together, looking at the small log burner with the basket of wood in the inglenook.
[bookmark: _Hlk136102215]‘Great,’ she muttered to herself. It had been years since she’d made a fire. It was something her dad had taken pride of on their camping trips together, many, many years ago. He would stand over her pointing out her failures, until his impatience got the better of him and ushered her to one side, showing her how it should be done. Just like every man she had ever been with. 
‘I can do this,’ she told herself. She took off her dripping wet jacket and hung it on the back of the chair, then rolled up her sleeves and arranged the kindling in the grate. After a few failed attempts, there was a steady flame. She gingerly placed another log on top, closed the wood burner door and thought of her dad. His stiff upper lip. His bald head and thick moustache. His disapproval. The way he could make a 51-year-old woman feel like a 12-year-old kid. 
‘Not as stupid as I look, eh, dad?’ 
[bookmark: _Hlk136162602]The last time she saw him he looked frail. He still wouldn’t accept help from her – his only child – even when he struggling to get out of bed. She wasn’t sure exactly what she was meant to have done wrong, except to have been born the wrong gender. He made it very clear to her how much he disapproved of her life choices: leaving school in the summer of ’88, hitchhiking with Shelly to Brighton, spending best part of a month in and out of gay bars hanging out on the beach, exposing their virgin pale skin to the blistering sun. Smoking cigarettes. Falling in love.   
Nell stood and rubbed her back, looked around the small cottage. A basic kitchen occupied one corner of the room, a few pots and pans hanging from hooks, a whistling kettle, a mug tree, and three stripey matching pots, with tea, coffee and sugar printed on the side. 
She picked up the kettle and turned the tap. It spluttered and spat, gurgling as an air lock moved through the pipes, until a thin dribble of water came out. When it was half full, she placed it on top of the wood burner, that was now kicking out some heat, and put another log on.
She noticed a ladder leading into a crog loft and climbed part way up, poking her head into a very cosy bedroom in the rafters, then climbed back down and lifted the latch on a wooden door she had to bend her neck to go through and was met with a cold draft of air. It was a lean-to bathroom: a loo, a shower, a sink and the obligatory spider tucked into a thick web in the corner of the ceiling. 
Everything in here was basic, no trinkets, no clutter. A blank canvas. It was exactly what Nell was hoping it would be. She walked over to the violin case on the table running her palm over the beaten hard black leather. There was a clunk, as she released the tarnished brass clasp, opening it to reveal her beloved walnut companion, tucked into its emerald-green crushed velvet bed.
Gently, Nell picked it up, placed her chin on the rest and her fingers on the board. She picked up the bow, opened the front door with all its peeling paint and history, the wind whipped the door from her hands, and the outside swept into the cottage. She stepped over the threshold and let the bow glide over the strings. Slowly at first, gathering speed as she slipped into a trance, the music urging, guiding her hand. As the rain and the wind lashed against her on the doorstep, she gripped the bow tighter, her fury and pain pouring through her into the instrument, playing a song as lonely and wild as the sea that buffeted against the rocks. The wind picked it up and carried the song to the raging shore.
Behind her, the boiling kettle whistled a continuous pitch. Somewhere, in the night, an owl blinked. A family of jackdaws stirred in their nest. And deep, deep beneath the waves, a woman awoke.  












Tŷ Canol

[bookmark: _Hlk136156284]Look up, see the tips of your downy birch sway,
your twisted canopy shading an understorey 
of hazel, holly and honeysuckle 

a fine crocheted blanket of roots 
pulses below mossy boulders

generations of lichen, dangling tassels,
old man’s beard anchored to sessile oaks
under your roof, the sick and the dying are never lost.

[bookmark: _Hlk136243451]Reach into your centre, feel your ancient heart beat 
with every footstep, voices of giants sing rising

over rocky crags and glacial streams that roll
from the peaks of Carnedd Meibion Owen, 
to the whispering shores of Trefdraeth.

A Wild Encounter
‘So long, and thanks for all the fish.’
(Douglas Adams, The Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy)

In the summer of 2002, we travelled from Wiltshire to Ireland in our VW camper; myself, my eight-year-old daughter, our dog and the man I had married. So often I wish I could erase him out of the significant moments in my life; but he was there on that trip as we wound our way through the magnificent mountainous countryside of County Kerry. As it happened, we were meeting up with my sister and her family, who had a found us both a secluded spot for our vans on the shores of Dingle Bay. 
We were on a pilgrimage to see a dolphin. The whole village of Dingle celebrated this beloved solitary bottle nosed dolphin, affectionately called Fungie, after a bearded fisherman. The teenager had arrived in this this quiet fishing town in County Kerry on the west coast of Ireland in 1983 during a storm. Nobody knew why; there were speculations he’d been released into the wild from a dolphinarium in England. Some say his parents had been caught and drowned in nets, after which the young dolphin had stayed. Wherever he’d come from, and whatever his intentions were of being here, his interactions with the locals soon won their hearts, and it wasn’t long before his captivating personality had attracted tourists from all over the world.
It was clear Fungie craved human interaction as much as humans craved his; leaping out of the water with the fishing boats that left the harbour, his smiling face bobbing up when the engine died, jumping up at the tour boat to feel the touch of the passenger’s hands on his skin. Although bottle nosed dolphin’s mouths naturally curve upwards, giving the appearance they are always smiling, it appeared Fungie was genuinely as happy with this arrangement as the people who flocked to see him.
On our trip tensions were high. Both my sister and I were in difficult relationships. Hers was complicated with three children involved; and it was only after my marriage ended a year later, that I realised I’d been trapped in an abusive relationship. 
After we’d arrived in Dingle and made camp – both my sister and I went down to the shore with the children. The tour boat had stopped for the day, now a speedboat was whizzing around the bay. One of the children spotted him first. A black fin, the arch of his back, then his tail. The boat slowed down, then sped up again; the two of them were playing chase. There was much excitement on the shore, before the sun set, we’d watched Fungie leap from the water multiple times. Later that evening, after the children were asleep, I went back down to the water’s edge. The sea was calm, just the soft lap of water on stone. I couldn’t see him out in the darkness, but I thought I heard the sound of him releasing air from the blow-hole on his head. Thought I heard him disturbing the surface of the water, curious of our little camp fire, and the guitars that were being played.
The next morning over breakfast, a couple arrived at our camp with two small children. They’d been out on their sailboat the previous day and were disappointed not to have seen the loveable dolphin. We told them about our sightings last night, and they decided to take their boat out once more from the harbour. Within the hour they were sailing towards us. The woman and her husband (whose names I can’t remember) offered to take us out. The men and my young nephew were the first to don life-jackets, while we watched from the shore. The wind caught the sails and they manoeuvred the little boat round the bay. The tourist boat was lurking too, full of people with cameras waiting to catch a glimpse of Fungie. After half an hour and only one brief sighting, the sailboat was back on shore offloading its passengers. This time, I was climbing aboard with my daughter and my niece. 
[bookmark: _Hlk135591647]The five of us sailed out on the still water. Although it was a clear day, a gust of wind caught the sail and we twisted and turned, slicing through the water, gathering speed. Then I saw the dark shape of him below the surface swimming alongside the boat. He was fast, like a dart – and huge! I hadn’t considered how large a dolphin was up close, but he was as long, if not longer than the thin boat that carried us. His fin broke through the surface, his slate-grey back arching out of the water, pushing his body into the boat with such force, nudging us sideways. We slowed down, while Fungie continued to barge his way into us. Inside the boat, my young niece was screaming; the rest of us had wide dolphin grins on our faces, urging him on. He lifted the top part of his body out of the water. We would see his domed head, a playful cheekiness twinkling in his grey eye, his curved mouth slightly open, his tiny sharp teeth on display. He rolled over and over. It didn’t occur to me that we could’ve been in danger, that he was trying to lure us into his underwater world. 
He continued to jump up like an excited dog trying to climb onto our laps, making the boat rock back and forth. I had my arm around my frightened niece while my daughter was leaning in ever closer to the dolphin. This ginormous wild creature bobbed up again to check us out, he was so close we could reach over and touch his smooth skin. The thrill of this connection was contagious. Inquisitive. As deep as the ocean. In that moment I could clearly see that this was not our world at all. We live on a blue planet. There is no space here for the domineering mentality of Mankind in this world, or, for that matter, the bully that dominated my marriage. 
Later that day, our sailing companions came back to our camp to let us know someone on the tour boat had captured our dolphin encounter on camera. A week later, when I was back at home in our bedroom office, in what seemed like a million miles away from Dingle; an email arrived with a series of photos that I will cherish for the rest of my life. The thrill we experienced, our surprise, our love of that wild animal in that precious moment was captured on our faces – except for my niece, who is hiding behind me. A reminder that with excitement, there always comes a little fear. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136243828]Fungie was a free soul. He stayed in Dingle because he wanted to. Because the people and his environment nourished him. For me that made his presence even more special. I would like to think that when I eventually found the courage to leave my husband, I was harnessing some of Fungie’s wild dolphin spirit.
When the world went quiet in 2020, after 37 years in Dingle, Fungie left just as suddenly as he had arrived. Some say it was the lack of visitors during lockdown, and that he simply got lonely, others, that, due to his age, he left the bay to die at sea; either way, his absence has left the village of Dingle in mourning to this day. After extensive searches for the loveable dolphin, there was no trace of him, not a body washed up, or sightings further along the coast. 
Fungie had simply vanished. 






Critical Commentary

The pieces in my portfolio demonstrate a variety of ways to evoke sense of place through the medium of Travel Writing and Psychogeography, Short Story, Poetry and Nature Writing. My aim is to show my understanding of these forms through using different styles and genres. In each piece, I have chosen to use locations and experiences I am familiar with to give a depth to the landscapes in which I am exploring. I reference novelists and poets who I feel are great examples in their fields to illustrate my awareness of this topic.

 My first piece, Season’s Change, was written as a creative non-fiction piece during a dérive[footnoteRef:1] exercise within the travel writing and psychogeography[footnoteRef:2] topic. Using this methodology, I took a walk out of my front door and into the garden, jotting down observations and things that caught my eye. I let myself journey with thought, noting any memories or emotions that came up. I could feel the excitement of Spring in the air, but also the cold lingering Winter. As I walked round the garden, I found there was common theme emerging: the cycle of life – of birth and death. I focused on a couple of elements: the death of my dogs and my grief, juxtaposed with the anticipation of Spring and birth, and flowers.  [1:  The dérive (French: [de.ʁiv], "drift") is a revolutionary strategy originally put forward in the "Theory of the Dérive" (1956) by Guy Debord, a member at the time of the Letterist International. Debord defines the dérive as "a mode of experimental behaviour linked to the conditions of urban society: a technique of rapid passage through varied ambiances." It is an unplanned journey through a landscape, usually urban, in which participants drop their everyday relations and "let themselves be drawn by the attractions of the terrain and the encounters they find there".]  [2:  Psychogeography is the exploration of urban environments that emphasizes interpersonal connections to places and arbitrary routes.] 

Through this exercise I’ve realised a journey doesn’t need to be large to have a big impact on the reader. The writer doesn’t need to have circumnavigated the globe, a journey is as much to do with the internal experience you have while placing one foot in front of the other, more than actually getting the miles in. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136161560]Poet, Simon Armitage, likens this lack of traveling to the feeling attached to an experience, in his poem, ‘It Ain’t What You Do, It’s What it Does To You’[footnoteRef:3], written in free verse: [3:  https://www.poeticous.com/simon-armitage/it-ain-t-what-you-do-it-s-what-it-does-to-you?al=t&filter=latest
] 

I have not padded through the Taj Mahal,
barefoot, listening to the space between
each footfall picking up and putting down
its print against the marble floor. But I
 
skimmed flat stones across Black Moss on a day
so still I could hear each set of ripples
as they crossed. I felt each stone’s inertia
spend itself against the water; then sink.

For me walking is a place of imaginings, dreamings and problem solving. I wanted to evoke this sense of rambling abstract thought in my piece, using elements of memoir and poetry. It’s set in my homestead where I’ve lived for fifteen years, starting with the concept of history, of a time when I didn’t have a garden, “It’s only when your front door opens out onto a main road or an alleyway full of wheelie bins, that you realise how important a patch of grass, however small, can be.” 
Here I’ve hinted at a life before my garden. I then go on to shown where my garden is geographically, “overlooked by two magnificent russet hills: Frenni Fawr to the east and Foel Drygarn to the west, the start of the ancient and craggy Preseli hills, steeped in folklore and ancient history, and home to spotted dolerite bluestone – thought to be the source of the iconic Stonehenge monument in Wiltshire – which, incidentally, is where I grew up.”
Again, placing myself in time and history.
In, A Walk in the Woods: Rediscovering America on the Appalachian Trail, by Bill Bryson, he chronicles his attempt to hike the trail during the spring and summer of 1996, which in contrast to my little stroll around the garden, is an epic journey. There’s a comic element to his writing, but he also captures the seriousness involved.[footnoteRef:4] Bryson describes a connection to simplicity that one can only experience while walking a great distance.  [4:  “Black bears rarely attack. But here's the thing. Sometimes they do. All bears are agile, cunning and immensely strong, and they are always hungry. If they want to kill you and eat you, they can, and pretty much whenever they want. That doesn't happen often, but - and here is the absolutely salient point - once would be enough.”
― Bill Bryson, A Walk in the Woods: Rediscovering America on the Appalachian Trail
] 

“Life takes on a neat simplicity, too. Time ceases to have any meaning. When it is dark, you go to bed, and when it is light again you get up, and everything in between is just in between. It’s quite wonderful, really.”  He goes on to say, “You have no engagements, commitments, obligations, or duties. All that is required of you is a willingness to trudge.”
What is apparent, is the drive people have to walk the trail, almost like a pilgrimage or a right of passage. This is also true in Wanderlust, by Rebecca Solnit[footnoteRef:5], where she highlights a profound relationship between walking and thinking through history and highlights the necessity of making time and space for walking in our ever lives. [5:  Rebecca Solnit, Wanderlust: A History of Walking Published June 1st 2001 by Penguin Books http://www.rebeccasolnit.net/book/wanderlust/
] 

“Thinking is generally thought of as doing nothing in a production-oriented society, and doing nothing is hard to do. It's best done by disguising it as doing something, and the something closest to doing nothing is walking.”
“...when you give yourself to places, they give you yourself back; the more one comes to know them, the more one seeds them with the invisible crop of memories and associations that will be waiting for you when you come back, while new places offer up new thoughts, new possibilities. Exploring the world is one of the best ways of exploring the mind and walking travels both terrains.”
I’ve used sensory elements as a tool to go deeper into emotion and my thinking processes using the simple act of walking out of the door as a catalyst. 

The Siren Song is the opening chapter of what could become a larger fictional piece, created for the ‘sense of place in fiction’ session. The place I envisage consists of a couple of coves that I frequent along the Pembrokeshire coast close to my home. The house is drawn up from my imagination, but again consists of a blend of traditional Welsh stone cottages in the area. One of the coves I am thinking about is Ceibwr[footnoteRef:6], I’ve been there when the sea is wild, so I wanted to capture that raw essence. It’s a remote cove with a small road in and out, which I thought would be a perfect setting. Written in close third person narration, I wanted to give the sense that Nell was a lost soul, escaping from a troubled past, drawn to this isolated cove to find solitude. She is the only character in this opening scene, with her beloved violin as her companion. It ends as her lament is overheard by a Siren, awoken by Nells song, suggesting that the two characters will become intrinsically linked.  [6:  https://www.visitpembrokeshire.com/explore-pembrokeshire/beaches/ceibwr-bay
] 

	 I’m drawn to folklore and fantasy as a genre, so I wanted to bring an element of the supernatural into my writing. In Odyssey, Sirens[footnoteRef:7] were known for luring sailors to their deaths, when men heard their singing and saw their beauty, they were consumed by desire, so much so that it drove them to their deaths as they attempted to reach them.  [7:  In Greek mythology, sirens are humanlike beings with alluring voices; they appear in a scene in the Odyssey in which Odysseus saves his crew's lives. Roman poets place them on some small islands called Sirenum scopuli. 
Sirens continued to be used as a symbol for the dangerous temptation embodied by women regularly throughout Christian art of the medieval era.
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Siren_(mythology) 
] 

In Margaret Atwood’s poem, Siren Song[footnoteRef:8] she suggests that it perhaps not the beauty of the mythological Siren’s voice that lures sailors to their death, but the song itself. The poem plays with gender stereotypes, seduction and vanity. “This is the one song everyone, would like to learn: the song that is irresistible” [8:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/32778/siren-song
] 

As the poem progresses, we learn that this particular Siren longs to be off the Island and out of the bird suit, describing the other two Sirens as ‘feathery maniacs’, and how the song that so many die for is ‘boring’. With each fragmented stanza, the poem lures us in with a promise of revealing the secret, only to show us that at the end, our fate, like everyone else, is death. 
If I were to continue this story, the siren that Nell awakes will lured towards the protagonist, who in herself is stranded on her own metaphorical island.  I hint of a past where she has been judged by her father’s high expectations and his disappointment and also the suggestion that she may not have been living the life she desired.  “He would stand over her pointing out her failures, until his impatience got the better of him and ushered her to one side, showing her how it should be done. Just like every man she had ever been with.” 
“he disapproved of her life choices: leaving school in the summer of ’88, hitchhiking with Shelly to Brighton, spending best part of a month in and out of gay bars hanging out on the beach, exposing their virgin pale skin to the blistering sun. Smoking cigarettes. Falling in love.”  
By adding a snapshot of Nells difficult past, I allow her to be strong in the present, without too much back story. It gives a suggestion of the obstacles she must overcome and how the siren may help her to rediscover her true self. 
I refer to the lyrics of Tim Buckleys song, Song to the Siren[footnoteRef:9] at the start of this story, “And you sang, Sail to me Sail to me, let me enfold you, Here I am, Here I am Waiting to hold you”. I think you really hear the longing in these lyrics and the willingness to pursue love even when it is wrought with danger. I felt as if the use of these lyrics at the start of the story would evoke a sense of place through emotion.  [9:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vMTEtDBHGY4
] 

Seal Skin[footnoteRef:10], by Su Bristow, is a book that I feel successfully takes a mythological creature, in this case a Selkie, and places her in a real-life setting. When Donald, a young fisherman on the west coast of Scotland rapes and captures a selkie, he is left to face the consequences of his decision. This is based on the folk story, The Selkie Wife[footnoteRef:11] Su Bristow manages to evoke a real sense of the magical in this retelling, exploring the boundaries and morality of his actions. [10:  https://www.simonandschuster.co.uk/books/Sealskin/Su-Bristow/9781910633601
]  [11:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0fE11rw0s8w
] 

"There were seals on the skerry tonight... Moonlight silvered everything, casting doubt and shadow. So he scrubbed at his eyes and look again, but they were still rolling, rising up, standing and stepping out of their heavy skins, helping each other to get free."

For the sense of place in poetry piece, I devised my poem ‘Tŷ Canol’ based on the 170-acre ancient woodland[footnoteRef:12] close to my home. The woodland is a designated site of special scientific interest (SSSI), and home to more than 400 species of diverse lichens. I wanted to set my poem in this unspoiled landscape, using the landmarks that make it unique, and sadly, in this time and place, quite rare. The valley of Cwm Gwaun which leads into Tŷ Canol, was carved from glacial meltwaters and is considered to be one of the most important meltwater channels in Britain from the last Ice Age. [12:  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/T%C5%B7_Canol_National_Nature_Reserve
] 

Living in the Preseli hills, the Welsh language is frequently spoken. I’m in my second year of Dysgu Cymraeg Sir Benfro/Learn Welsh Pembrokeshire, entry course level 2, which inspired me to use the Welsh language within the body of the poem. The Welsh language is a large part of the landscape in this area. I’m understanding how to pronounce and translate words, for example, Tŷ means house, and Canol means centre. I have based the poem on these two images to portray the woodland as the beating heart of a home. I also wanted to use the word ‘roof’ in the poem, as the accent over the ‘y’ in Tŷ, is referred to as a ‘to bach’, which translates as ‘little roof’. This was my original starting point for the poem, in the first draft it started with, ‘you are the little roof over my head, my heart, my centre’. During a workshop session, I understood this was confusing for the reader, so I reworked it to encapsulate that image within the body of the poem. I also thought it was important to use the Welsh name for Newport, Trefdraeth. 
I have used alliteration with soft sounding words throughout with an emphasis on ‘s’ and ‘h’, ‘see the tips of your downy birch sway, your twisted canopy shading an understorey, of hazel, holly and honeysuckle’. I wanted to portray a sense of calmness, to evoke the history of the landscape as a whisper, combining sound, visual elements, history and folklore. 
I touch upon the mythology of Carnedd Meibion Owen[footnoteRef:13], (the cairns of the sons of Owen), the legend of the three giant brothers who fight over their inheritance by throwing boulders across the Preseli Hills and end up killing one another. The large boulders in the landscape are said to be parts of their bodies after the giants turned to stone. [13:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-TMhvc3vzoU&t=2s
] 

Recently I went to the woodland by myself, and realised how rarely I venture out amongst the trees alone. I’m usually accompanied by one or two people, and with that, conversation. Without the sound of voices, I was overwhelmed by the sound of birdsong, especially as now they are in the throes of nest building. I stood for a while with my eyes closed to get a real sensory understanding of the landscape, the rich earthy smells and the musical quality of the woodland.
Mary Oliver describes this lone foray into the woodland in her poem, ‘How I go to the Woods’[footnoteRef:14]  “Ordinarily, I go to the woods alone, with not a single friend, for they are all smilers and talkers and therefore unsuitable.” She ends the poem, “If you have ever gone to the woods with me, I must love you very much.” [14:   https://www.poetry.com/poem/150127/how-i-go-to-the-woods#:~:text=How%20I%20Go%20to%20the%20Woods%20Mary%20Oliver,are%20all%20smilers%20and%20talkers%20and%20therefore%20unsuitable.
Mary Oliver, 1935 (Maple Heights, OH) – 2019 (Hobe Sound, FL) Nature. Reflective
] 

One of my all-time favourite poems which evokes sense of place and history is Meadowsweet, by Kathleen Jamie.[footnoteRef:15] [15:  Meadowsweet

So they buried her, and turned home,
a drab psalm
hanging about them like haar,

not knowing the liquid
trickling from her lips
would seek its way down,

and that caught in her slowly
unravelling plait of grey hair
were summer seeds:

meadowsweet, bastard balm,
tokens of honesty, already
beginning their crawl

toward light, so showing her,
when the time came,
how to dig herself out —

to surface and greet them,
mouth young, and full again
of dirt, and spit, and poetry.

1999, Kathleen Jamie, From: Jizzen Publisher: Picador, London
] 

“meadowsweet, bastard balm, tokens of honesty, already beginning their crawl toward light, so showing her, when the time came, how to dig herself out”
In Scotland, Gaelic women poets, and those deemed to be “witches”, were buried face down, apparently so that when the Last Judgement came, the women would dig down into the earth rather than rise into the light. In Kathleen Jamie’s Meadowsweet, the dead poet returns to the living world, young again and full of ‘dirt and spit and poetry’. Traces of meadowsweet have been found in Bronze Age burials in Wales, Scotland and on Dartmoor. In Welsh mythology Gwydion and Math fab Mathonwy made Blodeuwedd (“flower face”) out of oak blossom, broom, and meadowsweet.
With this common wild flower, Jamie takes us to place in time that was unjust and gives this buried poet a voice.
Like Kathleen Jamie, I have also used enjambment[footnoteRef:16] as a tool to break up the lines and keep the poem moving, each line flowing into the next: [16:  the continuation of a sentence without a pause beyond the end of a line, couplet, or stanza. https://notesofoak.com/discover-literature/poetic-line-breaks-guide/
] 

“Reach into your centre, feel your ancient heart beat 
with every footstep, voices of giants sing rising”

For the Nature writing exercise, I have written ‘A Wild Encounter’ based on an event that happened to me in 2002. I have a series of photographs from our encounter with Fungie the dolphin, so I used those and jotted down notes on how it felt to be there in the moment, leading up to that event and the effects it had on me afterwards. 
	As I started writing, I realised that I couldn’t talk about this experience without touching on the difficult relationship I was in at the time with my ex-husband. I felt annoyed that I had to include him in this experience, yet also knew that he needed to be there if I was to give an accurate account.
	We had a discussion in our workshop session about how much of ‘you’ should be in a nature writing piece. It appeared there are people on both sides of the fence; that we should remove ourselves from the experience, and others, that it’s a neat way of illustrating our human encounters with nature. At the time, I was feeling trapped in my relationship, I didn’t have the same freedom Fungie had, so, I decided to connect these two states of being within the piece.
[bookmark: _Hlk135508363]In Seán Mannion’s book, ‘Fungie, Ireland’s Friendly Dolphin’[footnoteRef:17], he says: [17:  Seán Mannion, ‘Fungie, Ireland’s Friendly Dolphin’ Brandon Book Publishers, 1991
] 

“If Fungie takes a liking to you he will suddenly embark on a frenzy of activity, leaping beside or even over you or else poking his head above the water and holding that position close to you. He might even circle rapidly around underwater. If you manage to touch him he accelerates as if delighting in your response.”
	This was very true of our encounter. I wanted to portray this by keeping that pace in my writing. It was also a very good opportunity to observe his features at that point as he was so close to us. Until that moment, I had only ever seen a dolphin from afar, so to see one close up put a whole new perspective on the creature. “He continued to jump up like an excited dog trying to climb onto our laps, making the boat rock back and forth. I had my arm around my frightened niece while my daughter was leaning in ever closer to the dolphin. This ginormous wild creature bobbed up again to check us out, he was so close we could reach over and touch his smooth skin. The thrill of this connection was contagious. Inquisitive. As deep as the ocean.”
	Poet, Heathcote Williams writes about Fungie in his book, ‘Falling for a Dolphin’[footnoteRef:18], which he read on the BBC after his encounters with him. His book is a long poem, interspersed with photographs. “And your mind feels recharged by the nameless wildness of this creature, so stretched that you effortlessly think of it as a person, of your two minds blending, your mind reaching out and becoming one with another.” [18:  Falling for a Dolphin, by Heathcote Williams, London, Jonathan Cape, 1990] 

He speaks about the connection being two species. Of communicating with a wild creature and the excitement of the interaction he had swimming with him.
I’ve used a quote from The Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy by Douglas Adams[footnoteRef:19] to illustrate the fluidity of the dolphin. I would seem fitting that the parting phrase from a dolphin would be cheerful. I really enjoy the truthful wit in Adams’ writing. He has a good way of bringing poignant observations to the fore. “It is an important and popular fact that things are not always what they seem. For instance, on the planet Earth, man had always assumed that he was more intelligent than dolphins because he had achieved so much, the wheel, New York, wars and so on - whilst all the dolphins had ever done was muck about in the water having a good time. But conversely, the dolphins had always believed that they were far more intelligent than man for precisely the same reasons.” [19:  So long, and thanks for all the fish, Douglas Adams, The Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy, Pan Books 1979] 

In Findings, by Kathleen Jamie, she describes this excitement at seeing a Crane in the wild.  “As it approached, it was like a brittle flying stick, side-on, growing thicker as it neared. It flew hugely and slowly and looked as If it would pass directly overhead.”
I’ve tried to capture that same excitement and wonderment in my interactions with Fungie, “Then I saw the dark shape of him below the surface swimming alongside the boat. He was fast, like a dart – and huge. I hadn’t considered how large a dolphin was up close, but he was as long, if not longer than the thin boat that carried us.”
She goes on to describe her excitement after the event:
“Then as it moved slowly out of sight, I raced for home excited as a child, holding its image in my head like a bowlful of blue water – mustn’t spill a drop.”
There is a moment after coming into contact with a wild animal that is almost otherworldly. Especially when it’s a rare creature or one you don’t ordinally see up close. I had a similar experience once with a stag in a field. As I came round the corner there it was in the corn. We stopped, both startled by the sudden presence of one another. But in this instance, unlike my encounter with Fungie, the stag seemed to disappear within seconds, leaving no trace that he was ever there. The difference in my encounter with Fungie is he was actively seeking human contact. “Fungie was a free soul. He stayed in Dingle because he wanted to. Because the people and his environment nourished him. For me that made his presence even more special.”

The four pieces of work I have created for this module all include inspiration either from the local area or places that I have felt moved by. It’s been a real pleasure to devise these pieces using different styles, to see how sense of place can be used to evoke a deep connection for the reader. It has made me think very deeply about these places and to try and capture the essence of the landscape.
	The workshop sessions, although I have been unable to attend in person, have been invaluable. To hear somebody else read your writing and to discuss what it means to them, what did work and what didn’t, has been an essential component in my further development of the work. I find constructive feedback has really helped me grow as a writer. My tutor has been really good at pin pointing particular areas to focus on.
	I’ve been playing with pace in all of these exercises. This is demonstrated by varying the length of sentences and syllables, focusing on engaging the reader from the offset with an intriguing opening line to hook them in, making facts interesting and short interspersed with action, and playing with shape sound of specific words. I’m learning how and when to cut back details and where to place to focus and action. I’ve also been paying particular attention to the last line, where you leave the reader after they have finished.
	I’ve realised the importance of sense of place for the reader. If you can evoke an atmosphere effectively, it draws the reader in. Likewise, it’s important to do your research accurately so that the details are authentic.
	Editing is another thing that I’m increasingly enjoying. I’m understanding how to sift through the first draft and take away details that are not relevant or are distracting, to give the piece depth, experimenting with the sounds of verbs and pace.
	I feel as if I have demonstrated a wide variety of writing practices on this module, using valid examples of other poets, authors and styles through my research. Giving and receiving feedback has been valuable in my understanding of how to create four very different pieces of writing within this subject and to further develop my writing craft.
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