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[bookmark: _Hlk137049737]Mynydd Coety
February. The sky is clear blue and the morning crispy fresh. 
Overlooking the Valley of Abertillery is Mynydd Coety or Coity Mountain. The Coety is moderately challenging with a flat top of moorland which leans steeply towards the valley below. In summer it is a Welsh blanket of purple heather amongst lime-green leaves of the dark purple Wimberry which spreads wide and as far as the forest boundary. Grassy tumps tumble in folds and sit around jutting rocks. Here rabbits burrow and wild birds’ nest in the crag-face. A Redstart, a migrant, enjoys the environment of open hilly countryside and stone crevices. Its flight feathers of orange rufous flash as it sallies about the undergrowth searching for insects and seeds. Its song is single and continuous.
I begin my walk at the road at the foot of the mountain. I scan the vertical incline. The pale patch of flattened grass worn and shiny, known as ‘the slide’ from my childhood. I begin the climb straight up, scanning for foot holds, indents made by heavier boots long before mine. At the top, standing on the racer, I glance down.
 The first rays of spring sunshine rise over the Coety, it is ablaze with rich chestnut-coloured bracken rolling into the forest boundary of darkest green pines. Hints of lime and golden splashes reflect off the Beech trees.
The scene may be mistaken for a painting by the artist Cezanne. The Montagne Sainte-Victorie, in the South of France, which overlooks the town in which the artist was born. 
This angle is very steep. To think back when I was as young as six or seven years old, I would race down this grassy slide, from top to bottom, on bits of carboard, without a care and fearless. screaming with terror, laughing with excitement as me, and scrappy cardboard were thrown frantically sideways just before hitting the road, then, do it all again, and again. 
Throughout the August school holidays also known as the Miners, so called because the Miners had their annual holidays then. I spent my time up the Mountain in the scorching hot sunshine that lasted forever, it felt then. I used margarine tubs as a measure and I picked the dark berries, which stained everything purple: my hands, nails, teeth, face, and like a magic spell, it was difficult to remove, no matter how hard you scrubbed. 
But none of that mattered as long as my tubs were full. Two tubs, fifty pence a pound, a bargain. Leaves, grass, and spiders an added extra. 
‘Would you like some Mrs!’  The reply, always, ‘yes please.’ 
Every penny paid for a trip to the swimming pool with my street friends. I was always first to jump into the unbroken water, clear and free. Happy times, and an escape from the not so happy times.
Years later my own children played on this mountain slide. Voices of my children echo. 
‘Come on mam! It is ok. We will catch the baby on the way down!’ 
I declined with a smile. I remember their sunshine faces; their carefree laughter rising as high as the buzzards, circling in the blue wide-open sky. How easy life seems.
The racer stretches ahead, a flat grassy path carved into the side of the Mountain and the other side, falling into Wimberry bushes and Heather. This stretch was once used to race greyhounds, in the early century. Hence its name. Well, so I was told.
Trekking upward towards the forest line, following the sheep track, with tricky roots ready to trip you, I reach the ‘tump’ overlooking the valley. An open space. Away from it all, all the mayhem. I rest a while and breath in. Stillness.
This is a place to think, watch and listen, as hedge sparrows’ flit between the hawthorns. A blackbird sings as it darts out of sight, but the Raven makes me smile. Its raspy laugh makes me wonder what he finds so funny. He obviously knows something. 
Along, a little further, a slight incline, with a tapered path. One wrong move and you will find yourself upside down in the brambles and bracken. Carefully does it. There is a whiff of earth, and mineral matter. 
The path follows more brambles, and an arching hawthorn, not yet in flower, creates a magical walk-through of woody stems and thorns. There is rustling in the undergrowth. A flash of white, a rabbit’s tail. The space opens into a glade, surrounded by a low stone wall matted over with moss, and tiny ferns embedded in its hollows. True Bluebells will appear in May and fill the place with their heady perfume. 
This place was once the ‘fever hospital, or it is correct name, Coed Cae Duu pronounced, Cotcha -a-dee. The isolation hospital built in 1902 for the outbreak of Diphtheria, scarlet fever, and typhoid. A century or so on, 2020, and time repeats itself it seems. Isolation followed a new virus, Covid19. Another deadly disease to sweep a nation. I know this pandemic, this disease, personally. It took my father at the very beginning of its outbreak. Touched me, my family with razor pain, coughing. Smell, taste, energy gone. An invisible disease. There was no testing then. Just guessing, and fear raged through families. Despair, sorrow, and grief. Fear still sits on the outskirts of our lives. What next?
There is a waterway which flows and at one time fed the hospital, but now it has carved its route into the mountain, running into the glade, and meeting the next waterway which will find itself at the road edge and onward to, somewhere? 
One lonely Magpie sour down the slope, chattering to itself. A sorrowful one. Two others follow landing in the tall ash tree. Two then, for Joy. 
My eyes wander to the lower level, to the racer, I follow the grassy path, this was the main road to the hospital, it is a wider and levelled, with young oak’s either side. A young wood. Their dry leaves rustle and my boots thump rhythmically as I reach a bend. I turn on myself to find I am once more on the racer, looking down the slippery slide to the road edge. I am back where I began.
This short ramble has turned out to be a journey of inspiration. To learn that the Redstart migrates from Africa, to nest on Coety Mynydd, always returning home to leave again. Continuous like its song, a single and continuous pattern mirroring its story, and its story is its song. It reminds me that our ancient ancestors also recorded their existence through stories, and song. 
I regard his landscape as a Cezanne painting, captured in time. The mountain conjures memories from my childhood, of fun and fearless energy. Was this really me, this tiny scrap of a child so carefree in a magical place. 
Discovering that the racer was once used to train, and race greyhounds is exciting. I have a Lurcher who loves to speed and leap across this level track. She is a joy to watch, while the raven, who I regard as a clever one, creates mystery as it coughs, and reminds me of my father’s passing, of a disease that coughs.
Resting in the glade is what is the remains of the fever hospital during the earlier century. But today it is a ruin, demolished by the seasons over the decades, and consumed by nature itself. Thorny brambles take over. Forbidding entry to trespassers, but their fruit in July, supplies a food for the wildlife. Quite fitting, I think. Nature is reclaiming what is hers, and recreating what is manmade, into a natural marvel. It brings home to me that nothing is permanent. 
I imagine, a vibration in the shape of a hawk, quivering with anticipation, perched on the edge of our presence, in wait for an opportune moment. Then, out-of-the blue it strikes, and the world turns upside down but keeps spinning regardless. 
I think about the lonely magpie, and then, two for joy. A metaphor for these emotions which exist side by side, and they must, or there is no going forward; no going back. Just void, and without a storm, there would be no blue sky, or a crisp, fresh morning. 








This Place in Time
Marcy climbed the steep mountain slope following the narrow sheep track, and over the slippery, woody roots. The cold air of early spring caught her breath and she stopped for a moment to take in the frost-covered hills.  Puffs of cloud swirled upwards, disappearing in the cool blue sky of the early morning.
She knew this place well. As a child she had played here, collecting taddy’s from the taddy pond tucked away in a muddy shallow on the edge of the forestry. She scanned the tree line and wondered if it was still there. The barbed wire fence was still there trailing the boundary, separating the forest line of pine trees with their furrowed bark and sharp needles. They loomed in a closed canopy where there is little light. 	She knew this place. The dark trees.
[bookmark: _Hlk136712913]She pushed on and upwards along the twisted track. Frosted web trailed from one pointed leaf of a wimberry bush to another, touching heather, then criss-crossing, creating a delicate lace covering, as though suspended on air. Birds sang in the ash trees below and she eyed a song thrush, proud, and puffed watching curiously from the oak tree. Marcy stopped, quite still, to listen. She wondered if it would sing a note or two: Not this time. The narrow path wound its way between the wimberry bushes. She thought how the berries will fruit during August and how the taste of them on her tongue was tart.
[bookmark: _Hlk136691381]At the top of the incline, she looked up at the barbed wire fence holding back the denseness of the dark trees. Marcy carefully placed her feet to avoid slipping as the hawthorn cast shadows across her way - she moved carefully to avoid its thorns. She traced what was once the edging stones of the fever hospital into the glade, a circular place. Part of the original wall was still there, speckled with age and covered in tiny, crinkled ferns, but the dressed stone had long since fallen, cold with ice; sliced and broken, and all around, the ground uneven, concealed in a soft blanket of various shades of soft bracken, willow, and lime coloured lichen, stretched over frosty dead branches.  
All was still. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136691081]Silver rays of light seeped through. Off guard, Marcy, in a dream state, was caught by a thorny branch which grabbed her white jacket. The sleeve tore open revealing the red lining underneath. She pulled away and the red spread, ripping away more of the white material. Her head whirled. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136697234]White material. White sheets. Red bleeding out. Blood - around her Mam’s mouth. The isolation hospital.
[bookmark: _Hlk136692301]Patterns merged in the stones, she was cold and alone, she was suddenly nine years old.  Stark cotton covered her mother’s pale skeletal shoulder. Her eyes hollowed, her face, colourless. 
Marcy’s mam, Lilly, just thirty-seven, was taken to an isolation hospital, not very different to this one. She had TB. Marcy could still remember that cough, its distinct brassy sound, relentless, and her mam’s skin, so pale. No one explained where her mam had been taken or why. 
She recalled a small room, with just a few beds, and bodies all the same, covered in sheets, their faces, just above the fold, were ashen, and all lay as still as fallen branches. She remembered the smell was cold, she felt cold, and the ground where she stood was slabs of stone. It was so quiet, she hardly breathed in fear of disturbing... 
[bookmark: _Hlk136713829][bookmark: _Hlk136676155]‘This is your mam.’ She was told. The words echoed in the depths of her mind. The cool crisp air brushed her fine chestnut waves. Marcy, stuck in time, her child-self once more. She focused on this one shape familiar to her, cocoon like. She had seen a picture once. There were blood spots, she wanted to wipe them away. She knew her mam wouldn’t them there, she liked lipstick. Rosy-red. She remembered her mam’s rosy smile. But Marcy didn’t move and was sorry. She didn’t cry and she was sorry for that too. Marcy didn’t understand why. She didn’t know her mam was dying. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136709475]Marcy remembered only one visit and it was her last. Just a hole of loneliness left behind. And here she now stood, many moons later, staring at the remains of a ‘fever hospital, a place of isolation’.  Once a structure of wood and corrugated iron with boundaries of stone. It was a cold, lonely place. Now fallen, it had been claimed by the landscape with ferns in its hollows, and despite frost and wind it was a place of beauty.
[bookmark: _Hlk136711803]The cry of a circling buzzard echoed across the open air, and she watched its dark, commanding shape glide in the light of the sky.  She watched as this strong, bird of prey circled its territory, completely focused on its needs in the here, and now.
[bookmark: _Hlk136711967]Marcy felt her past wasn’t far behind her and she needed some distance. She stepped out of the glade, over unsteady ground, and searched the clearing. New shoots were pushing through, reaching for sunlight. A breeze moved paper-thin leaves, rustling like soft tissue, and falling where snowdrops, milky-white, peeped through into a new spring. 



All is Change

[bookmark: _Hlk136030025]Through this window
Three stories high
I search
The valley over

[bookmark: _Hlk136030309]Driving rain
Drumming.
Listen! Mewing
Poor tab

[bookmark: _Hlk136030623]Mynyth Arael
Shape-smeared view
Hues of blue-violet

Remember
Summer sunsets
A Merlot-saluto.

Further.
An odd car speeding. 
Listen! Slushy roaring
Horns beeping	
Life busy living

[bookmark: _Hlk136033771]Closer, scattered houses
Cock-un-Chick Mountain
Touching silvered sky
Sharp pines

Leftwards slightly
Graves grey, bent
In silent prayer
Once I played there

Chimney smoke circling
Bird song, a Robin
Pigeons racing Gulls.
Crow’s cries. 

Wet windows
Reflect
Soaked lashes.
Blinding pain 
Knowing 
All is change.









Foothold
My self-stilled
In motion
My cliff-edge.
Sheer

But time does 
Not stop or slow.

In danger 
Everything moves fast.
Just that.

To survive
One time – one moment 
Remembered
That face exact.


Liquid salt. Water drops
Cascade over rock face

Seconds split 
Lightening 
Criss cross my fabric.

My fabric
One small blue flower
Tucked in velvet moss.

Falling away. Falling
Untied foothold
Tightly hold.




Tylluan Wen

Invisible
On midnight breeze 
Hunter’s breath 

Slice through silence, over
Soft moss-growth, under
Leaf-mass darkened green 

Solitary Mouse 
Busy searching 
Earth and worm and seed 

Snatched.

One gulp. One 
Pellet-fluff 
bone stripped clean. 
Gift-wrapped, Mummified 
Full as an egg

Hunter’s breath a breeze




Critical commentary
My five creative pieces have a shared theme that reflect my local environment, Mynydd Coety, and include personal memory, emotional experiences, and flashbacks. I show how the environment unlocks emotions and memories and how it can instil a sense of belonging. The theme is cyclical, with movement, along the paths of the environment which provoke movement of memory, through time. My aim is to demonstrate my development of creative and critical techniques and explore the practical and philosophical issues in researching place and context.  
Mynydd Coety, is written from the approach of travel writing and psychogeography. I apply the method of derive, associated with psychogeography. John Rogers, Absolute Radio, describes psychogeography as, ‘going for a walk, unlocking the route, city, town and looking for features, notice-remember and know your place and the details.’[footnoteRef:1] I focus on what the landscape means to me.  [1:  John Rogers, John Rogers on Absolute Radio - Psychogeography in Soho (Online, 2015) <https://soundcloud.com/fugueur/john-rogers-on-absolute-radio-psychogeography-in-soho> [accessed 6 June 2023].] 

I record my journey, from the foot of the Coety, ‘The sky is clear and the morning crispy fresh’, and a brief description, to place the reader. The fever hospital has history which I found exciting. Philip Gerard’s The Art of Creative Research wrote, ‘I love finding historical markers on remote |country lanes.’ It isolated patients with TB and typhus and was important within the local community. In, Why Travel Writing Matters, Potts explains, ‘Travel writing is important because it humanizes distant places…it uses a personal lens to delve into the nuanced realities of daily life’.[footnoteRef:2] My investigation touched on my experience of Covid19, and the isolation attached to the pandemic. Louise Chriodain, Dear Diary, I Am 21 Today, compares covid pandemic isolation to the experiences of TB patients, ‘And though they may not have been the nation of huggers we have become, it can have been no different for TB patients, enduring long periods without family and friends’[footnoteRef:3] I evoke my childhood memories of hot summers and wimberry picking and include narrative to create a human touch, ‘Would you like some Mrs!’  I encourage reflection on nature and a raven with a raspy laugh which I connect to Covid. Researching the fever hospital revealed information of dates and pronunciation of place, ‘Catch-a dee’.  [2:  Rolf Potts, ‘Why Travel Writing Matters’, Rolf Potts, 2018 <https://rolfpotts.com/travel-writing-matters/> [accessed 25 May 2023].]  [3:  Louise Chriodain, ‘“Dear Diary, I Am 21 Today. Had a Wonderful Day, Though I Spent It in Bed”’, The Irish Times, 2020 <https://www.irishtimes.com/life-and-style/health-family/dear-diary-i-am-21-today-had-a-wonderful-day-though-i-spent-it-in-bed-1.4305208> [accessed 3 June 2023].] 

[bookmark: _Hlk136848180]The magpies draw the eye on the return journey, the road where I began my journey. Monisha Rajesh, Around the world in Eighty Days explains, ‘our home had always been our destination, its invisible pull… Home was our beginning and our end, with the world lying somewhere in-between’.[footnoteRef:4] Rajesh travelled the world to arrive home again, I relate to the sense of coming home as having a base from where you begin and where you end.  [4:  Monisha Rajesh, Around the World in 80 Trains: A 45,000-Mile Adventure, 1st edition (London: Bloomsbury Publishing, 2019).p316] 

This Place in Time is a short story fiction piece using a familiar place with a character other than me. I chose Mynydd Coety, my home, and Abertillery fever hospital. Bennett, Abertillery Isolation Hospital, provided valuable historical information for my piece.[footnoteRef:5]   [5:  Graham George Bennett, ‘Abertillery Isolation Hospital – The Fever Hospital’, Out of The Blue Artifacts <https://outoftheblueartifacts.com/abertillery-isolation-hospital-the-fever-hospital/> [accessed 22 May 2023].] 

This story is written in third person narrative from my mother, Marcy’s point of view. As her nine-year-old self, losing her mother Lilly, who died in an isolation hospital. I use a flashback, triggered by the torn sleeve. I highlight this in italics to emphasise this image. This story is a true account of a memory she shared with me. Mynydd Coety, it is real location, The fever hospital, an actual place. Marcy is a real character with a real story. Marcy, my mother, and Lilly, her mother lived and died in Abertillery, and knew these locations well. 
[bookmark: _Hlk136714340][bookmark: _Hlk136632108]Marcy is walking the paths of the Coety. The fever hospital provokes Marcy’s memories, ‘Stark cotton covered her mother’s pale skeletal shoulder’. In Crafting Literary Sense of Place, Meg Mundell explains, ‘Harnessing emotionally charged memories can be a potent way to inject colour, verve, and verisimilitude into a fictional world’.[footnoteRef:6]  [6:  Meg Mundell, ‘Crafting “Literary Sense of Place”: The Generative Work of Literary Place-Making’, Journal of the Association for the Study of Australian Literature, 18.1 (2018), 1–17.] 

[bookmark: _Hlk136704118]In Pigeon, Alys Conran writes, ‘and above, above the hill, there are the crouching mountains, their lakes like broken mirrors wedged between valleys’[footnoteRef:7] I took note from Conran’s description which I feel reflects Pigeon’s emotional state, broken, and trapped, and I include this technique to show Marcy’s sadness, ‘The dressed stone had long since fallen, cold with ice; sliced and broken’. Conran shows Pigeon’s physical shape, ‘his shoulders are as delicate as eggshells’[footnoteRef:8] it is emotive. I apply this imagery to describe Marcy’s mother, ‘her pale skeletal shoulder’.  [7:  Alys Conran, Pigeon (Parthian Books, 2016). P14]  [8:  Conran.] 

I used the internet to research the history of TB and the hospital and found a gripping diary account from 1944.[footnoteRef:9]  Gerrard writes, ‘the act of creative research begins the moment the writer decides to venture into the world beyond his or her own knowledge and experience’.[footnoteRef:10] In, Dear Diary, I Am 21 Chriodain says, ‘A nurse suggested that sometimes people who had lived alone wait to die alone’.[footnoteRef:11] This helped me to understand Lilly’s loneliness as she waited to die.  [9:  Raymond Hurt, ‘Tuberculosis Sanatorium Regimen in the 1940s: A Patient’s Personal Diary’, Journal of the Royal Society of Medicine, 97.7 (2004), 350–53.]  [10:  Philip Gerard, The Art of Creative Research: A Field Guide for Writers (Chicago: Chicago University Press, 2017) <https://doi.org/10.7208/9780226179940>. P5]  [11:  Louise Chriodain, ‘“Dear Diary, I Am 21 Today. Had a Wonderful Day, Though I Spent It in Bed”’, The Irish Times, 2020 <https://www.irishtimes.com/life-and-style/health-family/dear-diary-i-am-21-today-had-a-wonderful-day-though-i-spent-it-in-bed-1.4305208> [accessed 3 June 2023].] 

The fever hospital draws out traumatic memories. Marcy sees the glade as, ‘a cold, lonely place’ ‘But, it is also a place of beauty’, in, Underland, Macfarlane explains, ‘Dissonance is produced by any landscape that enchants in the present but has been a site of violence in the past’.[footnoteRef:12]  [12:  Robert Macfarlane, Underland: A Deep Time Journey (Penguin UK, 2019).p230] 

All is Change is a free verse poem and memoir, detailing a real moment which I experienced on the day I chose to empty my father’s home. I sat at his bedroom window surveying the view he loved. A view I have known all my life. I used psychogeography and derive techniques to incorporate creative and imaginative processes.  Gerard explains, ‘conscience lends…a deep credibility and anchors the readers’ faith in the author to tell the truth.’[footnoteRef:13] I tried to write with absolute honesty. [13:  Philip Gerard, The Art of Creative Research: A Field Guide for Writers (Chicago: Chicago University Press, 2017) <https://doi.org/10.7208/9780226179940>.p.85] 

Reading Oswald’s poem ‘Body’, I was inspired by her short-defined lines, imagery, and movement, ‘the dead were settling in under their mud roof’, ‘it was a badger treading on the thin partition’.[footnoteRef:14] The badger’s placed in the earth. I to aim for this atmospheric writing within this piece. The Times wrote of Oswald, ‘her …visionary style – personifying Nature and its birds… and spiritual depths of the landscape’. I use birds, placed in their environment, they reflect memories, and the birds mirrored that spiritual energy.  ‘All is Change’ a free verse poem, incorporating movement, which I have written with short clear lines. Taking inspiration from, Oswald.  [14:  Alice Oswald, ‘Body’, Poetry Magazine (Poetry Magazine, 2023), https://www.poetryfoundation.org/ <https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/89365/body-572b7393b8aa9> [accessed 27 May 2023].] 

The original title, Crimson Sunset I altered to, ‘All is Change’ this poem examines life as ever-changing. I attempt to merge the outer view, and the inner landscape, using sound to evoke senses, ‘Driving rain. Drumming’. for the reader to see the rain splattered glass. I use colour, ‘Hues of blue-violet’, a sonic chime which creates a sound-like quality evoking feeling. The original line, ‘violet-blue’. following feedback, I reversed it.
 ‘A Merlot-saluto’, is a memory. Originally it was ‘salute’ but, the Italian word creates passion. My father was a proud Italian from Naples. ‘Sharp pines. Point to a changing sky, I note Oswald’s poem, ‘Body’ she shows through imagery, the bindweed’s strength equals the Badger’s will. Oswald writes ‘with that bindweed will’.[footnoteRef:15] [15:  Oswald, ‘Body.’] 

The graveyard highlights death, it was also my childhood playground. ‘Once I played there’. emphasising parallels for life, and death, a shared terrain of woven memories running alongside my own. ‘Chimney smoke circling’, returns the reader. ‘Pigeons racing Gulls’. ‘Bird song, a Robin’. I observe these birds as a spiritual expression. ‘Crow’s cries’ is a metaphor for sadness created by absence. In ‘Body’ Oswald describes the Badger dying, a moment when time may be reversed but, it is impossible. ‘As if in a broken jug for one backwards moment water might keep its shape’[footnoteRef:16] Oswald stirred my thoughts about loss within my poem. How we may wish to change things but, like the ‘broken jug’, it will never again hold water. I return to the window, my fixed place, and a place to return the reader. Wet windows, reflect’, ‘All is change’. [16:  Oswald, ‘Body’.] 

Foothold is a free verse poem. It incorporates both nature, place, and memoir. I describe, ‘My self-stilled in motion My cliff-edge Sheer’ this is a metaphor describing a precarious situation, and ‘My fabric One small blue flower Tucked in velvet moss,’ describes, metaphorically, myself as a fragile flower. 
I have used metaphors for emotional effect ‘Liquid salt. Water drops Cascade over rock face’, defines tears cascading over a face stunned with fear, then, ‘Seconds split Lightening Criss cross my fabric’, convey fear and pain. I was inspired by Robert Macfarlane Mountains of the Mind, where he describes the experience of mountaineers freezing in agonising conditions.[footnoteRef:17]  [17:  Robert Macfarlane, Mountains of the Mind: A History of a Fascination (London: Granta, 2008).p4] 

Using derive and taking inspiration from the environment, I relate the perilous situation to an emotional experience, and adapted this to my poem. To emphasise, detail I write compressed phrasing and short lines for clear expression. I use alliteration for tension, ‘Seconds split.’ Mundell, Crafting Literary Sense of Place’, writes, ‘Owain Jones argues that creative writing offers a medium to recollect and represent ‘past emotional-spatial experiences,’ those bygone terrains and encounters ‘which are mapped inside us, and which colour our present in ways we cannot easily feel or say’.[footnoteRef:18] [18:  Meg Mundell, ‘Crafting “Literary Sense of Place”: The Generative Work of Literary Place-Making’, Journal of the Association for the Study of Australian Literature, 18.1 (2018), 1–17. P4] 

Tylluan Wen, is a free verse poem. The original title was, ‘Hunters Breath’ I changed it to avoid repetition. ‘Tylluan Wen’ translates as, white owl. I made several changes following tutors’ feedback to strengthen its form. I found on YouTube, film footage of an owl this provided a sense of the owl’s presence in flight. Neil Aldridge, Tracking Shot of Barn Owl Flying Whilst Hunting over Fields at Dusk.[footnoteRef:19] [19:  Tracking Shot of Barn Owl Flying Whilst Hunting over Fields at Dusk, North Somerset, England, UK, dir. by Neil Aldridge, 2021 <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oWmkWK9Tx-w&ab_channel=NaturePictureLibrary> [accessed 6 June 2023].] 

 For this poem I read the poetry of, Alice Oswald who writes with clear and short cut lines which create tension in sounds. Her poem, ‘Pruning in Frost’, ‘Found crevices and wound and wound the clock-sprung cobwebs’[footnoteRef:20] was inspiring. I wrote, ‘Slice through silence over Soft moss-growth under Leaf-mass darkened green.’ For effect. [20:  Alice Oswald, The Thing in the Gap Stone Stile (London: Faber & Faber, 2010).] 

Oswald’s poem, ‘A Greyhound in the evening after a long day’[footnoteRef:21] ‘Two black critical matching crows, calling a ricochet, eating its answer, dropped home.’ Shows good observation to see personality in the crows and a skill I aim to develop. Mundell explains, ‘Skilled writers are often said to be keen observers this state of mind is akin to a kind of sensory immersion or heightened attentiveness…deliberately cultivating a multisensory engagement with one’s surroundings to pick up the subtle resonances of place.’[footnoteRef:22]  [21:  Oswald.]  [22:  Meg Mundell, ‘Crafting “Literary Sense of Place”: The Generative Work of Literary Place-Making’, Journal of the Association for the Study of Australian Literature, 18.1 (2018), 1–17.p.5] 

Throughout my portfolio I practiced techniques of authors to illustrative narrative and imagery, place, and movement, and writing tools, for depth. Research proved important for facts and historical interests. The diary entries enabled me to combine fiction and non-fiction to create an authentic experience. Psychogeography highlights the importance of observation, interlinking emotional ties, through the environment which lends to the importance of authentic writing. 
I explore the critical and theoretical methods and examine what works, and what do not. I listened to feedback to improve my knowledge and realised that I write to much detail, that it is better to use active verbs as showing is better than telling.
My strengths lie in my ability to write with atmosphere using illustrative narrative and my style has condensed phrasing and delicate emotion. I write in a concise form, and I acquired this knowledge from authors which I aim to continue to study. 
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