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Rewrite of Delight in Disorder
Poem Version 

It is the imperfections that make me
Who I am today. Feet moving with vigour,
My petticoat of ribbon wave with grace,
Around my legs. Yet my waist is rigor.
While my shoulders are warm with soft embers 
That protects me from the dangerous
Men, with serpent eyes that remember,
How our imperfections are traitorous. 
Yet, unable to look away from my
Imperfections, that do bewitch all from
Ordinary thought. Men who pry
Unable to take away their eye from
My unordinary presence, that 
Attracts more attention that art.

Commentary
As suggested by my lecture, I have made a poetic version of my rewrite of a Delight in Disorder. I have chosen to rewrite this as a Petrarchan style Sonnet as I am more familiar with this form of poetry. The octave is the listing of body parts, while the sestet argues that it is these imperfections that lures men.
