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Session 2: A Meander into Psychogeography

Journey of Motherhood


Sigh.
Spring again. 
Birthing new life into the world,
I can hear the steady hum of awakening.
A scent of wild garlic, 
Wild child I once was. 
Baby daffodils giggle, 
The colour of pale lemon drops.
Cherry blossom sprinkled on the path ahead like icing sugar,
The icing and the cherry on the cake. 
Over the valley, 
I can see the route I used to take. Rambling, rocky, risky, restricting.
Teasing me. 


Breathe in. 
Fleeting flowers in full bloom, 
As childhood fleets through the seasons.
I lean in. The sweet smell entices like breastmilk to my babe and nectar to a bee.
Warm milk and honey. 
Nurtured from a tiny seed. 
A bud hugged by petals protecting pollen. 
Nestled inside my bosom.                                                                                                                                                                                
My baby girl blossoming.  
My Florie.
The gentle twittering sound of a butterfly emerging from its cocoon.
The metamorphosis of motherhood.                                                                                                                                                                                           Shades of citron, sage, orchid.                                                                                                                                           


Breathe out. 
Water flows downstream. 
Birdsong lullaby. 
The cool wind shivers and shakes the trees above.
A cloud blanket tucks the flowers into their beds. 
And that innate smell tells me rain is coming. 
Mother’s intuition.
The feeling of times changing. 
Life fading. 
Remnants of Autumn leaves on the ground. 
Once vibrant but now dull, damp, decomposing. 
Colours of sorrel, fawn, and tawny,                                                                                            Bleed into each other.                                                                                                        Seasons interwoven, intertwined. 


Breath. Mist.
Mysterious chapel.
Silvery stone and slate cut through the woodland into sight.                                                                      Smell of mud, moss, mould, rotting wood.
Sound of stillness.
Gravestones. Ghosts of a past life.                                                                                                                                                                                                    Cross. Rebirth. Sacrifice. 
The sacrifice a mother makes.  
Midwinter. 
Gives way to new life. 
May my old life rest in peace. 
For I have been reborn as a mother. 
The path I choose forever more.  

















Session 5: Approaches to Nature Writing


The Language of Florie 
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Maternal love

If you look closely, you will find
A lilac flower hiding behind
Her mamas frock of lacey frills
The colour of the alpine hills. 



Primrose 

Youth

Pastel petals full of grace
Hugged by mama’s warm embrace 
Holding hands in a posey ring 
Our little family and kin.
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Daisy 

Innocence 

Oh dainty Daisy sitting pretty
To pick you would be such a pity 
But please forgive little hands that do
For they are innocent in picking you. 



Wood sorrel 

Maternal tenderness 

My purple veins enabled you to bloom 
My heart shaped leaves provided a womb
Then in the darkest hours I grasped you tight  
And unclasped you into the dappled light. 



Buttercup

Childishness 

Beneath our chins a yellow glow 
Shows what we already know
I like butter and so do you
Childhood games that I once knew. 



White Lily 

Purity and sweetness

As pure as a white-breasted dove
Sent from an Angel up above 
As sweet as gentle morning dew 
Lilibeth we thank God for you.






















Session 4: Writing Place - Poetry


Moon Child


When I birthed my babe
there was a full moon
which pulled pain from my body
like the tide.
It waxed my waters
and waned my bones
and in the darkest hours
I drowned.
It wasn’t until
the moon rose again
I first held her
for the second time.
And my tears filled an ocean 
as I felt the warmth
of her skin on mine.














Liquid Gold


From that early bond
Sewn by golden thread
Like a little bobbin
Baby bobs her head.

Forever binding
Mamas tailored milk
Through a latch-tight knot
Flows a sweet silk.

Little one swaddled 
Like thimble on thumb
A cosy hug knitted
Until sleep is succumbed.

















Dancing Silhouettes


Under a silvery starry sky
Under a scalloped slate roof
Under a mama's watchful eye
A babe lays under a patchwork quilt.

A babe laid under a patchwork quilt 
Looks up at her mama’s eyes
To her, she is the moon and stars 
She’s all she needs ‘til the sunrise. 

Through the curtains the dreamy dark
No hush or lullaby song 
The streetlights dimmed the streets stark
Windows of houses no longer glow.

In the warm light of the bedroom
Through the glass the outside peeps
At two dancing silhouettes 
Whilst the rest of the world is fast asleep.











Critical Reflection

Journey Of Motherhood

For this task, we were asked to go on a ‘derive’ so I decided to write about my familiar walk around Clyne Gardens. During my walk, I took photographs and wrote notes based on my senses such as smell, sight, sound, as well as any emotions that were stirred. When reflecting on my notes, a recurring theme of motherhood began to take shape. The idea of a journey through motherhood also served as a play on words. As it was a journey I was taking, in the literal and metaphorical sense. In addition to this, there was also the innuendo of ‘Mother Nature’ as my derive was surrounded by Mother Nature’s creations.  Following on from this, I reminisced on my previous walks through the seasons and how this related to life with the pun ‘walk of life’ in mind. Spring signifying new life (the birth of my baby), Summer signifying my baby in bloom (her middle name is Florie), and Autumn and Winter symbolising the death of life as I knew it pre-motherhood. Further inspiration came from the work of Emily Dickinson, specifically her poem ‘I Have a Bird in Spring’ which also merges the seasons into the structure of each stanza.[footnoteRef:1] I also passed Clyne Chapel on my walk, and I thought the Christian symbolism of the ‘Cross’ tied into the idea of re-birth and being reborn as a mother.   [1:  Dickinson, Emily, Poems by Emily Dickinson, (Boston: Roberts Brothers, 1896), p8
] 
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I would describe this piece of writing as prose poetry. I broke up the poem into sections according to the seasons and introduced each one with opening phrases associated with the flow of breath. The diction of the poem in parts is intentionally ‘childlike’ alongside an also deep emotive tone. An example of this can be seen in the following lines. 
‘Baby daffodils giggle, 
The colour of pale lemon drops’ 
As well as in contrast to the final couple of lines. 
‘May my old life rest in peace, 
For I have been reborn as a mother’.
In addition to the title of the poem, I continue with wordplay within the poem with ‘A cloud blanket tucks the flowers into their beds’. This has a double entendre as clouds are often referred to as a ‘blanket of clouds’ as well as the noun ‘flower bed’. I chose the verb ‘tucks’ as I was attempting to depict a mass of clouds casting a shadow over the flower beds. Furthermore, clouds can be described as fluffy, lending itself to the likeness of a blanket. The flowers also representing babies blooming.
I use alliteration as a poetic device often throughout the poem in lines such as.
‘Rambling, rocky, risky, restricting’.
‘Fleeting flowers in full bloom’.
‘Dull, damp, decomposing’. 
‘Silvery stone and slate’.                                                                                                                     ‘Mud, moss, mould’.
‘Sound of stillness.’
I feel the use of alliteration throughout creates a rhythmic quality to the poem as it is missing the patterned rhyming aspect. 
I also used an abstract juxtaposition in the following line. 
‘Cherry blossom sprinkled on the path ahead like icing sugar,
The icing and the cherry on the cake.’
Here the juxtaposition creates a contrast which shows the visionary similarity between blossom and icing sugar. There is also another play on words here with the use of ‘cherry’ alongside a sense of irony with the use of the idiom ‘icing and cherry on the cake’. 
Within the poem, I have used figurative language such as.  
‘The sweet smell entices like breastmilk to my babe and nectar to a bee’.
This simile likens the imagery of a baby drinking breastmilk to a bee drinking nectar and its sweet smell. It then adds a metaphorical simile with ‘warm milk and honey’ as the two products are mixed to create a well-known sweet drink for babies. 
The use of metaphor is continued with the alliterative phrase ‘The metamorphosis of motherhood’. Becoming a mother is empowering and can change who you are on so many levels and this relates to the metamorphosis of a butterfly evolving and spreading its wings. Becoming who they were destined to be. 
In these final lines, 
‘Breath. Mist.
Mysterious chapel.’
I include an enjambment which is a continuation of the word ‘mist’ onto the next line to form the phonetically similar word ‘mysterious’. Here, I also intended to depict the flow of breath turning into mist, then the dissipating mist revealing into sight a mysterious chapel. 
Within the intricate details of this poem, I feel I have carefully crafted poetic devices that incorporate the themes of motherhood and childhood with a mix of irony, as well as the theme of flora and going on a ‘journey’; for example, describing the journey of motherhood as ‘The path I choose forever more’.

Language of Florie

The idea for this piece stemmed from the Victorian interest in the language of flowers. The book which I took inspiration from was titled The Language of Flowers: An Alphabet of Floral Emblems. The book contains a dictionary of flowers and their meanings. It also includes a selection of poems, mostly by long-forgotten poets such as C. A. Fillebrown, Miss J. A. Fletcher, and John Kenyon. I then took the title ‘Language of Flowers’ and subsidised the word ‘Flowers’ for ‘Florie’ as it’s my baby daughter’s middle name and the poems are dedicated to her. 
There are six separate poems each made up of four-line single stanzas. The diction of the poems are mostly playful, except ‘Wood Sorrel’ and ‘White Lily’, which both take more of a maternal tone. Each couplet has an end rhyme and some of the rhymes are also imperfect. The same can be said for the rhythm, however, the general syllable sound flows. Another book that I often take inspiration from in my writing is ‘Flower Faries’ by Cicely Mary Barker. In particular, the poem ‘The Song of the Red Campion Fairy’[footnoteRef:2] can be closely compared to the metre and feet of my poems.  [2:  Barker, Cicely Mary, The Complete Book of the Flower Faries, 2016 edn. (London: Frederick Warne, 2016), p152
] 

I used the ‘Language of Flowers’ book to look up the meanings of flowers which held significance to me. I chose flowers that had sentiments which were associated with the relationship between a mother and child and which I felt captured the essence of childhood. I then used these sentiments to inform my poetry and researched the flower’s appearance and characteristics to also inform details within each poem. For instance, this is echoed in the poem Wood Sorrel.
I found out from my research that wood sorrel has purple veined heart-shaped leaves and that they prefer to grow in shaded woodland and blossom in dappled light. Here, the meaning of maternal tenderness has also influenced my choice of words. I have used a play on words by using the veins of the plant as a metaphor for a mother’s veins, as well as using the term bloom as a metaphor for a baby growing and blossoming. I liked the fact that the heart-shaped leaves lent themselves as a metaphor for the mother’s heart which provides the baby with oxygen and nutrients in the womb, very similar to a plant. In the final couple of lines, I attempted to liken the notion of the plant budding in the shade and then blossoming into the dappled light, to myself giving birth during the night but also the darkest hours in an emotive sense, and then giving my baby to the midwife under the dimmed light of the birthing room. 


Moon Child, Liquid Gold, Dancing Silhouettes


My intention was for these three poems to be presented as a personal collection. Moon Child has a deep emotive feeling to it and touches upon the trauma I experienced during the birth of my baby. Liquid Gold is about my breastfeeding bonding experience. It is a name given to colostrum which is the foremilk that a mother makes before and once the baby is born. It is given this name due to its ‘golden’ appearance and because of its many health benefits. The idea behind this poem was the imagery of spinning gold from the story of Rumpelstiltskin. I decided to use wordplay associated with sewing which fitted in well with the style of the poem. I wrote Dancing Silhouettes about the many nights I have been awake nursing my baby and looking out of the window. For many, becoming a new mum can be sometimes isolating and I feel this poem creates a sense of this.
Moon Child is a free verse poem that is non rhyming, except for the end of lines twelve and fifteen with words ‘time’ and ‘mine’. There are no stanzas as such, as well as no set metre or feet which is intentional. Despite this, the rhythm of each line flows into the next and the rhyming at the end ties it up phonetically. Moon Child is a true reflective piece. When I gave birth, it was a Cancerian full moon on the cusp. The moon has a feminine energy and full moons are often associated with fertility and childbearing. Just like the moon controls the tides, the moon is believed to influence a mother’s waters. This is what inspired the following lines. 
‘Which pulled pain from my body
like the tide.’
For the next lines; 
‘It waxed my waters
and waned my bones’
The word choice ‘waxed’ took inspiration from the cycles of the moon and the idea of my pregnant belly symbolising the shape of a full moon expanding and my waters intensifying. I chose the word ‘waned’ as a metaphor for my bones feeling compressed during the birth and the shape of a crescent moon symbolising the shape of my curved spine. 
The line ‘I drowned’ is used as a metaphor for the pain that I experienced and finding it hard to breathe.
‘It wasn’t until
the moon rose again
I first held her
for the second time.’
The meaning behind these lines has an undertone. When I gave birth and the midwife immediately gave me my baby to hold, I had experienced such trauma that I believe I was in shock physically and emotionally. Looking back, I don’t think I was present in that moment, and it wasn’t until later that evening on the post-natal ward when I had skin to skin contact, that I felt the oxytocin rush and that initial bond a mother feels the first time they hold their baby.
The form of Liquid Gold is made up of three quatrains following a Ballad pattern with an irregular meter. Each couplet has an end rhyme. In keeping with the title, I chose golden as the colour for the thread. 
I used alliteration in the lines;
‘Like a little bobbin
Baby bobs her head.’
As well as word choices such as ‘sweet silk’, ‘thimble on thumb’ and ‘sleep is succumbed’. 
In the third quatrain I have used word play with ‘tailored milk’ as tailored serves as a double inuendo. 
‘Through a latch-tight knot
Flows a sweet silk.’
The idea behind these two lines was the imagery of a baby latching onto their mother’s nipple and the sweet silk representing breastmilk flowing. 
‘Little one swaddled 
Like thimble on thumb’
Here, in these two lines, the thimble on thumb is a metaphor for a baby swaddled in a blanket as the thumb snuggly fits into the thimble representing a similar shape and imagery. Also, the thumb is protected by the thimble just like a baby is wrapped and protected in a blanket. 
The notion for the final poem, Dancing Silhouettes, was inspired by a Russian doll and how there are many layers to what the eye can or cannot see. For the first quatrain, I imagined looking down from above at a tiny house and taking off the roof to peep inside. Then seeing from the mama’s perspective looking down at her baby. Then the trail of sight changes to reverse and the second quatrain talks from the baby’s perspective looking up. In the third quatrain the trail of sight switches to inside looking out and then ends in the final quatrain with the outside looking in. 
There are many uses of alliteration in this poem, for example, with the vocabulary ‘silvery starry sky’ and ‘scalloped slate’, as well as ‘dreamy dark’ and ‘streets stark’. This poem again takes the form of a Ballard but in this instance, the first and third quatrain have an ABAC rhyme scheme whereas the second and final quatrain have an ABCB rhyme scheme. I chose to write in this style as an attempt to create a more interesting rhythmic structure. 
The past several decades have seen a flowering of published poetry about pregnancy, birth, and motherhood. Authors that I have taken influence from include Rachel Richardson and A. E. Stallings, who also write poetry about subjects surrounding motherhood.[footnoteRef:3]  [3:  Poetry Foundation, Poems About Motherhood: The Editors (2024) <https://www.poetryfoundation.org/collections/150160/poems-about-motherhood> [accessed 29 May 2024]] 

Some of the diction used in all my poetry could be described as ‘old English’ in parts and almost childlike. For example, words and phrases such as ‘babe’, ‘bosom’, and ‘For I’ in Journey of Motherhood. Then in Language of Florie we have words like ‘frock’, ‘posy’, and ‘kin’. This was an intentional choice, and quoting feedback, is delicate and focused, which I believe captures the heart of my poetry.  
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