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CSCW7012 class about Heaven and Hell.  A piece inspired by John Milton's Paradise Lost
 
Thou O Spirit
 
Thou O Spirit	Comment by Jeni Williams: You’ve got this in the title no no need to repaet
The hills have glass eyes when you look deep inside	Comment by Jeni Williams: Splendid opening line
The darkness that bleeds black inky blood rotted soil	Comment by Jeni Williams: Not necessary to have both – keep black because of alliteration with bleeds and blood
As with time confessors confess spewing out their hate
As for humanity taking in turns as time passes by	Comment by Jeni Williams: Taking in turns for what?
Shape changers they’re still the same vermin they do it all the time	Comment by Jeni Williams: Suddenly this collapses into shapelessness
They are mapping out major points all over this world
In different times with centuries gone by it just dead love
The crime that men follow with their heads down
Believers of gods, what god has helped a living man?
Bible-bashers they’re all to blame, I tell you now
Why am I preaching this to you all?  Listen, I tell you	Comment by Jeni Williams: Inserting this loses any tension – repeat and draw on the power of the list 
Be gone from your creator that created you
Evil is in you all born to stab each other’s backs	Comment by Jeni Williams: Punctuation? – is it Evil is in you all/ born 
Or Evil is in you / all born
When a man is followed only to their own his graves	Comment by Jeni Williams: Or men are followed to their..
To come out of this prostituted rich land
That every man has walked over and left it a barren land	Comment by Jeni Williams: Cut back for tension – avoid repetition of land
No one wants to go there anymore, she’s a whore I tell you	Comment by Jeni Williams: Neither necessary or just cut the underlined 
Thou O Spirit that’s in heaven, come and take us all

THIS HAS THE MAKINGS OF A GOOD PIECE BUT IT NEEDS ATTENTION TO DETAIL ESPECIALLY RHYTHM. THE VOICE AS A PIECE OF MUSIC RISING AND FALLING WITH THE WORDS.. IT NEEDS TO BE SHAPED TO INCREASE IMPACT  WITHOUT THIS IT RISKS FEELING ANECDOTAL



Jayne Old Farm/Homestead Ruins
Approaching the apex of the ascent, the air felt thinner and most certainly fresher. Just on the horizon stood a solitary stone wall, now about 3 feet high in parts and less towards the gable end. A single overbent tree with a poor helping of foliage claimed part of that horizon. Skirting around the crumbling wall were piles of rubble, which from a distance resembled miniature Egyptian pyramids. Although an isolated, eerie spot it was impossible to ignore. The dry, dusty, over warn pathway to the ruins had tiny, sporadically placed brightly coloured pieces of shiny coated clay, possible from an old tea set. Two footsteps later, a primitive gate latch, way too rusty to function, lay at a forty-five-degree angle, as if someone had tried to prize it from the land. Rooted against a broken fence post, rested an abandoned tin pig trough, which over the years of decaying, now sported a broderie anglaise pattern.
Arriving at the heart of this forgotten plot, which in its day would have no solid foundations, the land resembled a wadi, deeply cracked and crying out for hydration. Amongst the rubble, tufts of whispering grass had commandeered the crevasses which offered nothing to thrive on. But, these grasses happily swayed in unison to the screeching of the four winds. There was no evidence of redundant roofing, perhaps the slate had mysteriously disappeared or if made of straw, had been recycled by grateful wildlife.
Something had successfully nested amongst the broken bricks. Sadly, empty plastic bags gripped on to other parts of the brickwork, surely, testament to the lack of respect for nature and the hard-working family that once inhabited it. Judging by the floor space it could only have been a small cottage with common grazing rights. 
The surrounding grazing looked very neglected, with scraggy sheep venturing past on their continual pilgrimage to better grazing, picking their way over uneven ground, snatching at clumps of rough grass as they passed. 
Anyone who continued to head south, walking through the centre of the unknown history of this remote setting, was in for a complete contrast. Gone was the bleak and dismal approach to this retreat and ‘hello Shangri-La’ ! A ramblers heaven !  A panoramic view to die for. 
Following the lay-lines and residue ruins of an outbuilding, a carpet of healthy bluebells stood united to the side of a small lake fed by a narrow, twisting, babbling stream, busily passing by. Far yonder, Rabbits were out in force like a scene from Watership Down. Wild flowers tormented insects with their array of brightly coloured petals. Finches hopped from stone to stone and then had a pampering session, lakeside. It was a fill-your-lungs moment, casting your eye on nature at its best. As dusk fell, Mr. Fox, in his position as ‘bread-winner’ was out on his daily chores. 
Heading back to civilization and casting a last look over the shoulder, it is now clear why the decision to build here was made. Imagine in its heyday, a young family living off the land, sharing gotten gains, fishing down stream from Herons in pursuit of breakfast. A pair of Kites gliding across the homestead; an industrious Woodpecker creating havoc with that solitary tree ! Then on a warm summers’ night, windows partially open and oil lamps alight, there recruiting a nation of Gnats. 
All too sadly these farm ruins have, in recent years, merely facilitated untidy picnickers, fishermen, ramblers letting their canine companions cock their leg randomly and people who accidently stumble across them, all without a thought to want it once represented. Now it’s just a disappearing and forgotten memory ! 
Julia Angell
Anniversary

His whistling rings in her head
and the high-pitched ping 
of his frequent texts
still compete with Desert Island Discs.

She stops in, turns the sound up
floods her thoughts with war zones,
climate change and gardeners’ questions -
he'd say most things just needed good compost.

It’s warmer now, couples stroll past 
admiring the well-kept fronts,
she pushes the sash window shut,
there’s a finality in the thud.

From behind the pane she can’t smell 
the yellow rose he’d planted, 
it's competing with the forsythia 
and the black spots back again.

Sometimes she lingers in the wooden porch
where they sat together in the evening sun,
frets about the decaying fascia,
he should have fixed that.

On a better day she hangs
cold pearls around her neck,
walks down the garden path
and through the gate,

past the pair of doves that watch her
	Comment by Jeni Williams: The idea is good but it feels unsuccessful 
no flight in 30 years.


 


Charlotte Tia Jennings             “1751”

A fateful day befell them,
Smell so strong it held them,
Crudely placed near market meat,
 ‘twas the kind you would not eat.
Tangled limbs with beaten core,
Clothes stained in bile and gore,
Next the hands bruised and blue,
Limply hung for rats to chew,

Battered skull devoid of eyes,
Nesting place for bugs and flies,
Rook and Raven side by side,
Peck at tongue torn and dried,
Two uprights with iron cage,
Gibbet takes centre stage,
Law men come with scroll in hand,
Spreading word all over land,

 Recent law has come to pass,
For the rich and working class,
 Steal or kill will be a crime,
You will hang and do your time,
Respect the rules; do no wrong,
Make the town where you belong,
Free from crime and evil thought,
Or rest assured you’ll be caught.

Reference   Gatrell, V. A. C. (1996) The hanging tree: execution and the English people, 1770–1868. Oxford: Oxford University Press. pp. 266–269
Review:     After reading The Hanging Tree: execution and the English people (Gatrell 1996), I was inspired to choose Task 4 on the concept of space to the medieval Gibbet. Having an interest in medieval history, especially the methods of torture and squalid lifestyle most lived, I thought I would attempt a short rhyming poem. I structured it as if I was a villager heading to the market and seeing it for the first time. I imagined what I would look at first, smell, sight, and the overall shock at the horrific sight. I placed it in the middle of the market as this is a communal space inhabited by villagers and traders, familiar faces, and the only bloody corpses would have been of animals on the meat stands. This invasion of the space by the body in the cage hanging from the Gibbet is offensive and unacceptable. There didn’t seem to be any health and safety laws in this time period and I felt it would be appropriate in regards to contamination of polluting the air, encouraging vermin which are incontinent and spread disease, maggots and flies, etc I wanted to add components of dramatic effect to create a disturbing piece of writing.


Pressed

Three o’clock, she started the ironing
pressing a sharp seam into the leg of the flares
just the way her daughter  liked it.

At three minutes past three, her daughter’s face
pressed into the cage wall, wire biting into her cheek
hands scrabbling.

Three ten and she sighed, stretched her back,
decided to put the kettle on,
take a break with a smoke.

Three fifteen, her daughter exhaled her last breath
from clean crushed lungs, her body
a rag doll on the fence.

At three forty five she wondered if the Reds were winning.
In a minute she’d switch on the radio
before laying the table for tea.

In no time her daughter lay with others
set out on the turf, a coat thrown over
her livid wealed face.

Her girl was always starving after a big game away.
She carried the tea things through
arranged carefully on a tray.

Two strangers carried her girl away 
creased on a rough piece of boarding,
her denimed leg  lame as a crooked spout.

At four o’clock someone pressed her doorbell.


Sue: Staging spaces: Theatre and Place
2. the marking of an enclosed place as a space for the special few.

The Special Room
Capel Elfed
Next to the Hillfort in Lampeter, hidden behind woodlands, sits the small hamlet of Capel Elfed. The village was formed in the 1800’s by an elite set of Drovers who worked for the Sherriff of Carmarthen. They were trusted to send messages and take large sums of money from Wales to London. In return for their work, the Drovers were highly paid and given land for their livestock. They used the land for grazing and built a farm, a chapel, a tavern and their own homes. 
   Before the Second World war, generations of the villagers have come from the original bloodline of the Drovers. In 1942, the residents of Capel Elfed were ordered to leave the humble hamlet after the British government took it over for the military. 
  Today the hamlet is thriving again with the chapel and Drovers Tavern serving the community. The British army demolished the farm which has been replaced by two new build homes and several cottages have been restored back to their former glory allowing Capel Elfed back on the map. 

[Draw a Map of the village]

Chapter 1

Barbara was driving back from Lampeter after visiting the dentist. She pulled down the visor to stop the glare from the bright sun. Spring had arrived and she was hoping for warm weather soon. She slowed the BMW almost to a stop. No other cars were behind on the Carmarthen road as she pulled into the gap and drove through the woods where flickers of sunlight flashed through the trees. 
There are no signposts for Capel Elfed, just the gap at the start of the woods. The gap opens into a track that stretches wider until you are out of the wooded area and onto the uneven narrow lane that leads to an old stone bridge; the entrance to Capel Elfed.
Barbara drove passed the two new houses and noticed a For Sale sign on the second house. She takes the bend with ease now as she passes the chapel and waves to a neighbour further along who is outside the pub with shopping. The pub serves as a post office and sells essentials to the fifty or so residents who live in the hamlet. 
Just after the pub, she passes four identical detached white cottages with immaculate front gardens protected by identical hedgerows and fencing. The only way you can tell the cottages apart, are the different coloured painted front doors. On the opposite side of the cottages is the village green. Next to the village green is another four identical detached white cottages. She indicates left as she passes the last cottage and up a gradual climb towards her cottage that sits neatly on its own.

The cottage was left to her by her grandmother. She never told anyone and only ever visited Capel Elfed after her husband died and the building work had been completed. It was her secret. 

Barbara closed the gate and took her time walking up the garden path. [write about her garden and the view of the house.]

She was proud that she had all her teeth and liked the idea of having them whitened even though she dreaded going to the dentist, it was worth it. She looked in the hallway mirror and inspected her teeth that were glowing. 
It was that time of day when she wanted to be alone with her own thoughts. She opened the wine cooler and pulled out a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc and a large wine glass and headed for the room – the special room.


CHAPTER 2 THE SPECIAL ROOM
She unlocked the double doors

•	Write about everyone in the photographs – the select few.
•	Husband
•	Her life at University- romance and friendship
•	Her child/son in law/grandson
•	Her Romance
•	GRANDMA
•	Her Career with the Secret Service – Right Hand Woman to Eliza Manningham Buller – also uni friend

Barbara knew he would be the first to go. The twenty-year age gap was the biggest reason. Peter was forty when they married. He was Ninety-three when he died after suffering from a brain tumour. It was a relief for her. She spent weeks at his hospital bed and spent years dreaming of her love nest. Her cottage in Capel Elfed.
She thought about her daughter etc

As a child, Barbara’s grandmother would tell her stories about the village of Capel Elfed. The two-mile trips they had to walk to the nearest school no matter what the weather. [Write about the community and how happy everyone was – relate a story told to her by her grandma]
She loved the stories and said that one day she would love to live in CE
End with her lover knocking the door.



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

 19-02-2020

The reason I wrote this is because of a memory of a person I knew, long ago.  He didn’t care about anything – he was free and wild.  He had long hair, and when he drank his beer, he slobbered like a dog with his beard.  Fond memories, but now he’s gone.

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



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?



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
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 is too keen 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.
