The Waltzers

I smile for his silk strength
Built like a rocket man – full strength	Comment by Jeni Williams: Avoid repetition – plus you don’t need it
Long, wavy hair, and a beard like a slobbery dog	Comment by Jeni Williams: Doesn’t convey the same as when drinking – sort of suggests he’s slobbering all the time
Dripping with passion, oh my God
Just gone round with a twirl	Comment by Jeni Williams: Avoid fillers
Feeling sick with the desire
No sex tonight
You pushed me round too far,	Comment by Jeni Williams: This would be better as the final line, after Jimmy
Jimmy Gwallt Hir, or Jimmy Wild Hair




Pain

I don’t read, as I have memories	Comment by Jeni Williams: This sounds like a statement 
They are always there to remind me
What people try to write
When I don’t need to read
When you have lived it.



A First

No name, without a face when we found him
Nearly burnt to crisp. 
Took him off the cross that baked him
Rolled him up into a damp cloth to smooth him
Put water in his mouth to rehydrate him
Took him to a resting place, a cold room, a small place
Little walled cave to recover and to rest
They thought that he was dead	Comment by Jeni Williams: Haven’t used a pronoun before so don’t need here 
After three days he recovered and got up
He pushed the round stone
Now moved on to a better place	Comment by Jeni Williams: This makes it go a bit flat avoid explaining GOOD TO CUT



BOTH OF THESE ARE TOO CLOSE TO ANECDOTES. WHAT DOES THE READER GET FROM THEM? 
The Altar

William Shakespeare wrote, to be or not to be
In this theatre with a man that lost his head
Executions were all around during a break
Encore was called More ...more with that crowd
As they shouted out, more and more, the people
An encore was born.  More could not be more
That's where it all began.  More from the crowd.	Comment by Jeni Williams: A witty idea but needs work to make it a poem


Sub

Silence.  Stop son.  Don't breathe.	Comment by Jeni Williams: Starts well but not clear who is speaking or what is happening.
They can hear us down there, sir
Bleep, bleep!  Sir, sir, the bastards!
They are down there.  Sir, sir.
Son, drop the changes and wait
Until then, if you can hear a pin drop
Son, this will stir the bottom of sea that we call hell
Sir.  Bleep.  Sir, I can hear a bleep, bleep, bleep!
Bleep, sir.  It's a torpedo, sir!  Sir?





[bookmark: _GoBack]Beetle Dust

Turning around from the blackness of that gleaming waste	Comment by Jeni Williams: This is really powerful and works stopping here
The slack.  They’re all nattering, looking for gone lost souls
No… it’s worse than that, being cold looking for coal to pay off
That cold.  They are dressed in black, looking like voodoo dolls	Comment by Jeni Williams: ‘Cold’ twice? Ice/ chill/ other?
Us kids stuck to their backs like pinstripes of pins called cloth
Like beetles with big black backs, 

how can my old gran be a mother	Comment by Jeni Williams: This stops being a poem because it starts to explain
Soldered with my sister stuck on her back, talking, those were the days
Hands like shovels made of leather that glass would not cut
Walking down from the slack heaps with two metal buckets in each arm
That was until we could walk and use our own hands and carry more buckets
Mum would carry a sack home, black dust, no black diamonds
That my forefathers had died for.  Lost ghosts of time, lost souls.
