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You are outside a building you know well, describe key surroundings - A dilapidated neo-gothic hall, parallel to a vast glass-like lake.
[bookmark: _Int_4UbIwmCJ]You have a key to the building, what’s it like – A tired yet sizeable jet-black crowbar gripped firmly in my right hand.
You enter the building, what sound do your feet make, what is the door like – As I skulk around the entrance hall, my feet tread lightly against the ice-cold cobbled flooring.
What is the inside of the building like - Wallpaper peeled off the empty walls of the hall as though skin on a decomposing corpse, adjacent to remnants of rotting pieces of red carpet. 
What place in the building are you heading - Arriving at the end of the long hall, I notice a stone staircase that snaked around the tremendous room. 
[bookmark: _Int_xnlZAMnn] You notice the nature of the interior and a key object, what’s it like - Stepping attentively into the room, I notice a peculiar looking chair in the room’s corner. The chair was medieval in its style but had outlived its years of beauty as it sat there partially splintered and broken. Blood stains defiled it. You retrieve the thing you came for, what is it, how did you come to get it - Adjacent to the chair, lying on the floor in a pool of dust and ash was the helmet. 
You exit the building, outside something has changed - Upon my exit of the building, I look up at the sky and notice the sun rising.

I stand in front of a dilapidated neo-gothic hall, parallel to a vast glass-like lake. A tired yet sizeable jet-black crowbar is gripped firmly in my right hand which I then use to forcefully pry open the wooden planks that previously had kept the doors tightly shut. As I skulk around the entrance hall, my feet tread lightly against the ice-cold cobbled flooring. Wallpaper peels off the walls of the hall as though skin on a decomposing corpse, adjacent to remnants of rotting pieces of carpet. Proceeding down the hall, I walk past a circular room. It was tainted. Tainted by stains that would never come out of the carpet. I shiver, trying to take my mind off the atrocities committed there. Arriving at the end of the long hall, I notice a stone staircase that snakes around the tremendous room. A blade of moonlight pierces through a crack in the glass dome situated centrally in the room as if it were a sword stabbing into flesh. With each step, the stairs groan and shriek in pain. At the top of the never-ending spiral lay a claustrophobic room with cracked floorboards falling into the abyss below. 
Stepping attentively into the room, I notice a peculiar looking chair in the room’s corner. The chair was medieval in its style but had outlived its years of beauty as it sat there partially splintered and broken. Blood stains defiled it. A violent flurry of wind stormed through a broken stained-glass window, causing the chair to rock back and forth like a new-born baby. Adjacent to the chair, lying on the floor in a pool of dust and ash was the helmet. Though dusty, its reflective surface still reveals my astonished face mirroring in its beautiful curves as I pick it up. Upon my exit of the building, I look up at the sky and notice the sun rising, shining onto the lake of fire as though it were a portal to hell. 

Commentary
Based on an abandoned house where an old man was tortured by robbers, dying not too long after. The house acts as a time capsule as it was built in the 18th century and houses many old things within its walls.
Some reference to what happened make it a more cognitive piece for the reader as they must try and infer what took place rather than being directly told.
Continual references to the house as though it were alive act to show its decay to the reader, once a sprawling fairy-tale-like heaven, now a damp old wreck. The house itself is the primary character rather than the one searching it.

Delight in Disorder analysis
The title of the poem shows presents us with its premise and the way in which it will be written, both centring around chaos. Chaos is implemented into the poem structurally, as it's written in Iambic tetrameter but in some of the lines the rhymes themselves seem forced and chaotic such as “civility” and “tie.” While this could be an example of how dialect back then was different, as the poem was written hundreds of years in the past, it's more likely this was done as a creative choice by Herrick to add chaos structurally into the mind of the reader as they go down the poem.
The poem itself is a description of what is probably a woman from top to bottom as the poem moves down. The structural decision to describe her gradually like this is made by Herrick to make it seem as though the reader is too gazing upon this woman and gradually moving down as they look at her clothes. The fact there’s no mention of the woman’s face at all is dehumanising and contradicts the typical love poem which focuses mainly on the eyes. There is a strong possibility this had something to do with people’s views of women at the time as objects rather than people and is an example of the patriarchal society in which Herrick lived. 
The poem features language throughout that constantly tie it back to the theme of chaos, such as “disorder” in line 1; “neglectful” in line 7; “confusedly” in line 8; “careless” in line 11; and “wild civility” in line 12, an oxymoron used to further enhance the poem’s chaotic themes. 
“Kindles” on line 2 gives us an initial feeling of warmth as Herrick looks upon the top of the body, but as we go down the poem nouns like “flow” and “wave” give reference to a colder environment, showing Herrick’s fear and feeling of coldness of and towards these lower areas of the woman’s body.
On line 6 the adjective “crimson” is used to give connotations of love, as it’s a strong red, tying into the more sexual nature and undertones of the poem.
[bookmark: _Int_JY5BNYJN][bookmark: _Int_yXDVVaU8]Overall, Herrick is able to use chaos in his structure and in the choice of words to describe how he feels about the female body in an unusual way, using temperature to connote to how he feels about particular areas. He doesn’t accurately rhyme every line and goes onto say in the final couplet that “art is too precise in every part” as though he’s saying it is allowed a little chaos and can still be a formal poem with structure.






