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Lecture one: Crafting and Drafting
Leaving a place you love
I heard a woman weeping
in an empty room;
a room emptied so completely
the early spring sun
threw its light in on nothing
and shone for no-one.
Years loaded in my car,
boxes full 
of the scratch of dust 
and ashen mildew resettling.

I had left her before -
on her first night alone,
a discarded, hollow outfit
of body and bone,
but this was different: 
something of her reproached me still,
as if I cleared her from her home.
So, I turned the key and held it, 
but could not tell
(when I heard that woman weeping
in an empty room) 
if she cried those tears to bind us there,
or I cried to break her spell.


Lecture four: Keeping it concrete     

The faux station clock

It is trying to be what it is not,
it’s large, round face
innocent of the bland deception.
It wants to be found
old and gnarled,
battered by the weather of a railway station.
Instead, insubstantial plastic hands
glide over the lie ‘Newgate, London’
and point to Roman numerals
divided by small lines
(designed, in the original, to seem dots to busy men
as they glanced up high 
to be reassured 
that their train ran on time).
It is too large for where it hangs,
in the overheated kitchen,
hoping that this being out of place
lends it authenticity -
it does not.
It just makes it easier to see 
that what it’s made of 
is not time;
the entire fabric of it
works against its grain.


Lecture 5: Imagery      


Oil Tanker Dreams

On shimmering summer evenings, we favoured
the abandoned oil tanker on the wasteland,
the heat delicious on our fear-pocked skin
each time we re-emerged 
from the dark grave of its hollow.

A gang of us would go,
decide through complicated ritual
who went inside and who stood guard
to open and close the porthole,
immovable from within.

These games, 
made piquant pushing against the dimensions
of the tanker’s danger,
gave edges to our imagination,
the tone was kept by our fear of suffocation,
each turn timed, or we’d be trapped 
[bookmark: _GoBack]on the wrong side of the line that we stepped.


Lecture 7: Writing Workshop in the Roderic Bowen Archive    

The Stain

Though the compelling question
is whether the stain is blood or wine,
I see pattern,
an inkblot test, 
the story lies in the blood, yet I
see the shadow holes of a pelvic bone.
My mind, open with the impulse to create,
closes to an interrogation of myself.

Why bone, for goodness sake,
like some skeleton of past crime?
Why not a butterfly,
like those ones you opened up 
after painting on half a side of folded paper?

Did some twelfth century ‘me’
under the charge 
of keeping the scripture
of the monks of Bangor Coed
safe for everyone,
bleed?
Fail to get their sleeve 
to their nose on time
then, in panic, snap the book shut?
Later, was it opened out before them,
faces watching theirs 
for traces of guilty negligence?


Lecture 8: Clichés (3), place           

The white house

Suddenly, I spy it - hunched,
a gull-white glint under dark Welsh skies.
In this guise it looks King of sheep -
they nestle round,
merge their blank stare 
with its lack of welcome
for this prodigal latecomer
who has soaked up all the rain.
Slate umbrella up, mocking me,
its door swings wide 
even while its lit eyes flash me warning,
undisguised by the soft, floral fabric of its curtain.
Warming to its malice, it lets me know,
it welcomes some,
this house of games that can’t be won,
yet I let its arms around me, enter at my peril,
because this had begun long before, 
in its lintel and its bevel
and in its heart of stone.


Lecture 10: The spine of the poem

[bookmark: _Hlk5175296]The Blackened Nail

My favourite fingernail,
the best one,
with all the squareness of Dad’s
but pulled long,
balanced by the shape of yours, Mum.
is the one I jammed in the door
this Christmas.

You saw it and sighed,
said your visits had become
too much trouble for me now.
I laughed, called you fool, 
and me clumsy.

It took three months
for the old, black nail to pull free.
Mid-way, you had no memory of what I’d done
and by the time the new nail,
ugly and stumped, 
managed on its own,
you were gone.  
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