Prose piece one
Characterisation

A tree sat thinking, as often tree’s do, about the nature of itself and its place. Unaware of specifics it chose to guess, and hope that it's guesses would suffice. It guessed that there was a reason for why it was, and had been for as long as it could remember, rooted to the ground. Though it made no effort to guess what this reason might be. 
The tree did not ask questions, as trees often have no interest in answers. It is statements that kept the tree in its thoughts. 
‘I am here for a reason’ The tree would think, and that would be the end of it. ‘That warm shiny thing I see every now and then feels nice and makes me snug and full.’ The tree would declare and consider again and again.
This process continued. On and on, year after year.
‘Those white things that block the warm thing every now and then often drop nice, refreshing, cold stuff on me.’
‘When the cold, nice stuff is finished falling it makes pretty shapes in the sky.’
‘It gets dark when the warm thing goes away, then bright when the warm thing comes back.’
For year after year, decade after decade the tree thought this way. It thought in statements, as often tree’s do.
Then the magpie came. It flapped its feathery wings, and it swooped down from high, and with a practised precision it landed softly on one of the trees uppermost branches.
‘There is a thing on me.’ The tree thought. ‘It wasn't on me before, but it is on me now. It went from being not on me to being on the very top of me. This thing can come and go, just like the cold stuff and the warm stuff.’ This would have been it if the magpie had been like the tree, but this magpie was young and bursting with energy, and so, it began to hop. From branch to branch, up and down the tree, over and over and over again. Never finding anything but not seeming to mind.
‘It’s doing something.’ The tree thought. ‘It’s going on and off me very very quickly.’ It went on.
‘I have seen these things before.’ The tree considered its woodland. The woodland it had spent its whole life growing in. ‘They come and go, leave and stay as they please.’
It went on like this for a time, time not being a factor considered by most trees, and then the magpie flew away, taking flight with three quick flaps of its wings.
‘It’s gone....’ The tree thought. It was then that the tree felt something new, something odd and wholly un-tree like indeed. It began with the warmth, which confused the tree as the warm thing was behind the white things at the time. It then moved onto the thinking. ‘It is gone, it is no longer here. I am here. Others like me are here.’ But for the first time it felt its statements waver, a looseness, a slacking in its otherwise rigid thoughts. ‘Here is everything...’ And for the tree who had never seen anything but what it had grown surrounded by this was true. ‘Everything that is, is here...’ 
It was then the tree thought something no other tree seemed to have thought before, and it began with a word it had never experienced. ‘But’ it began. ‘Where did it go?’ This was closely followed by, ‘How did it go?’ which then raised the question of. ‘If it can go why can’t I?!’ ‘Why was it on me and then off me again?’ ‘Why does the warm feel good?’ ‘Why does the cold feel good?’ ‘Why why why why why??!!!’

The woods remained silent, as often they did. ‘If other things can come and go, and be in one place and then another... why can't I?’ And so it tried, and so it did.
The tree, as trees never do, stood up, and went from one place to another. This, of course, was impossible. Fortunately there was nobody present to inform the tree of this fact, and so it carried on walking.

This is Irreality. Questions asked, when nobody is around to answer. The marrying of unspoken curiosity and endless patience, without all the nastiness of logic or reason getting in the way. Existence poked, prodded, and eventually scrapped in favour of a more hazy but over all shinier design.

It was with this realisation that the world grew. Not your world, you understand, another one. A bigger world, a world squared, cubed, and then repeated again and again. A world where reality holds all the permanence and solidity of a marshmallow in a kiln, and white is not quite black but certainly has the option to more bluish, should the mood take it. Not a better world, just a different world. An endless world.
























Prose Piece 2

Rollercoaster story structure

Anchor

The ocean sang a song for me to tie it round my leg. A stiff and stubborn chord, so salted by sea winds, the knot hurt to make. It grinds and scrapes at my ankle as I shift, walking starboard side. And as I throw the anchor over I feel it sink. The rope sliding after it, foot by foot. It is there I find my clarity. In that briefest of moments between hope and nothing. It is there I see myself for what I am, slothful, tired, aching and hateful. It is there I feel the regret at last, the cutting honesty and the barbed reality. It is in that briefest of moments that I see myself for what I am, and I do not hate it. I pity it. And I feel it rising, the need to cry. At last the chance to cry. At long last the sweet relief of tearful admittance.

It snaps. Not the rope. It is thick and hard wearing unlike my bones. The reality desserts me. The realisation flees me, and the pain overwhelms what few hopes my clarity had offered. And without the time to scream or gasp I am torn down to it. Tugging, always tugging. Tugging to where hope can never go, and where reality is dead. Deeper and deeper into the vaguest darkness I have known. 

But I do not tie knots well. The foulest cruelty others sing a blessing. The rope drifts away, and so do I. It down, me up, parting like old friends.

The darkness is warm. Empty, horrifying, suffocating and vast. But so warm. So cruelly warm. In that warmth I drift, up, always up, growing colder, and colder as I do. Reality rips at my back. It’s claws drawing unnoticed blood as it pulls and tugs. Always tugging. 

I am torn from the ocean, cast back to the raft. Around me there are the trinkets it tells me to adore. The coins it tells me to hurt for, the people it tells me to lust for, and the causes it tells me to die for. It whispers in its cold, dull and uniform way. It whispers hollow promises, meaningless temptations as appealing as more food to a well fed man. 
It’s cold up here with it. Cold and loud and fast and demanding. It demands in that angry, cold tone of its that I worship its ‘treasures’. 

To my hollow eyes it shows the jewels and riches it declares could be mine. To my glassy stare it shows the force and power I could wield. To my tired mind it shows the respect I could gain. And to it I say nothing.
I reach once more for rope, an eye cast to the anchor at its end. Longing to be warm once more.






Poetry Piece One

Linebreaks

Photo From Tenby

See that? The building there. The crumbly One,
You know the place.
You do! Out there in the sea.
Over on the rock out there, out on it’s own and far from the rest of the town.

That one.

That lonely stone.

Its past the hill where the Cannons are, stand up there and look
West to where the boats are kept                        and east to see that   lonely  rock.

That’s the place I’m showing you, the one with bricks the colour of coal,
Standing proud on weathered rock. Though it’s purpose is a ghost to me,
It is a constant in my eye.

A limpet standing in the sea, it always seemed so welcome a sight
When I would go down there to see
That limpet of mine clinging to its stone
And despite it’s decrepit visual tone,
That stone to me is far more than a stone,
The building built on it far more than a home
To a mystery I have never sought solved.
Yet I know that it’s answer is clear to find
I choose to remain so factually blind,
As truth in these matters leaves me somewhat inclined,
To instead focus solely on thoughts.

It looks to me to have once been a prison, 
My poor shackled limpet filled with limpets of it’s own,
Where those society deemed animals would be thrown,
To await the day time had done it’s laundry,
And scrubbed away their past.

Do you know what my dad told me? 
Yes!
About my limpet in sea?
You can call it a derelict as much as you want but don't expect the same name from me.
He said it was a zoo.
Yes. a zoo. 


Crammed full as full could be, as there aren’t many places to build any cages on a rock sitting there in the sea. And the squashed creatures faces would show many ages though most were as young as could be. The salt gave them wrinkles when they were still handfuls and so it seems clear to say, that all the baboons had saggy bottoms and all of the monkeys held greying complexions and all of the lemurs had brittle femurs and all of the voles had worn out soles and all of the parrots ate only mashed carrots as their beaks were all wobbly and old. And poor squashed up Nelly despite being twenty was an elephant the size of a foal.

How do I know?
I don’t, not a bit.
That’s just what my old man would would say.
Of course I believe him, even if it’s untrue I still wouldn't think it’s a lie. 
To me it’s a zoo, no matter how true,
That limpet’s a zoo in my eye.
























Poetry Piece Two
Defamiliarization

Creeping Vapours
(Or water in case it’s a little cryptic)

You feel it writhing first within your mouth, as
Layered
Tendrils
Crawl
About
And tickle at the ivories, to sting the teeth and sneak within.

In this they have no say at all, it’s just what the creeping vapours do.
When they’re not creeping, busy running
When they’re not running busy waving
Drawing you near cold lifeless promises,
But the waving ones are far harder to chew.

A simple forewarning, though it’s pointless avoiding
The creeping of vapours, the savage mutators,
The poison with reason, the target of treason,
The timeless foreboding that comes without warning,
Dragging behind it like some kind of soldier
A modern miracle that’s far far older
Than us or the vapours or their carrying chasers
Like an army firing bullets on all those below.
A harmless bombardment with shots aimed to target
What we feel, what we think and what we know.

Oldest of friends to the big and the small,
Most perfect parasite.
You’d think our relationship symbiotic,
You’d think the vapours are dear as lovers.
The first of the parents,
The original mothers that gave to this earth all it’s sisters and brothers,
A creature so cruel in all that makes it sublime,
It nestled itself in our hearts and our minds,
In our blood in our skin in our bones in our brains in our tastes in our teeth in our words as we complain, infesting every pore, every wart every boil, 

Infesting the sky 

And the earth

And the soil.

Life giver, creator, an endless life taker,
Benevolent with intent to destroy all before it 
As our bodies will rot it and later expel it
 so it’s hardly any mystery 
To see the reason that I see for
Why this creeping and cruel and lovely vapour, see’s parasites
When it sees you or 
ME.
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Re: Session 5: Defamiliarisation poems
by Dylan Phillps - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 11:12 PM
'm not entirely sure why but this poem makes me angry. Not bad angry. Not bad angry at al in fact. That good kind of angry you always feel a litle guilty for. Not quite schadenfreude and not quite sad angry, if P
that makes any sense at all. As someone who is staunchly opposed to the eating of avocado’s from a standpoint entirely rooted in the fact that they taste of sweat, | found it very odd to feel sympathy for a thing |
so actively dislike, and for that | think | can only say well done!
N
Iy
The imagery used is very clear and paints an immediate and concrete picture from start to finish, the comparison of an avocado to crocodile skin is 50 utterly perfect I'm now going to view two as evolutionary
relatives. And the general concept of someone feeling sympathy for the thing they are about to eat was just generally an extremely pleasant thing to experience!
1 do feel | may need to agree with Jonathan about the word untimely at the start of the fourth line, though at the same time I'm rather fond of it's use, and hope it partially being used at  point which is itself i
/A untimely as a sort of extra layer to the structure.
Allin all very much enjoyed reading! A_»
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Re: Session 5: Defamiliarisation poems % \ |
by Dylan Phillips - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 9:04 PM

Heres a defamiliarisation poem for my portfolio in case anyone wants to give it a read ;)
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50 | just came away feeling that there was 2 lot about him that | didn't know, and then started imagining what sort of person would think that was a good choice. | have changed some parts of this, to try to BF
e " o Lo
(etanadd give more information without it feeling too dumped on a reader, and | am going to go back and make it more concise and simplify some of it e
) b
STe oY I have no idea what my friend was thinking, but the character I'm writing about definitely chose the song purely for the ex girlfriend- who has a name now, to try and make her feel more of a real person. | wil 5 :
\ try to think of a way to make this clearer. Thanks again. SHASH
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Re: Session 4: Characterisation
by Dylan Phillips - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 10:59 PM
| thought this was bloody fantastic!

Ilove the way you've used humour to stop a bleak scene from completely encasing the piece in a sombre tone, and | think the humour you've included is just generally very enjoyable because of how well it fits into
the piece without being obtrusive in any way! | really enjoyed that he left the note with funeral directions as well s wore his suit before killing himself as though he was trying to save everyone the bother of

working out what he would have wanted, and the general nod to the guilt suicidal people must feel for how it will effect those they leave behind. g
| would say | think the piece would have felt alittle less divide were the note mentioned in the first paragraph just the once, so that when we get to the second paragraph it doesn't feellike such a new inclusion, but
it still works very nicely as is.
Can definitely see why you got listed for that award A_A i
/3
Permalink | Show parent | Edit | Delete | Reply | Export to portfolio
[
h '
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by Jonathan Butterworth - Sunday, 17 February 2019, 11:02 PM \ |
[ §
I'm not convinced that I'v actually followed the guidelines in any way other than the word count but here goes o ¢
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Re: Session 1: Story Rollercoaster s
by Dylan Phillps - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 10:50 PM R
In this short story | wrote about something. To be honest it's hard to put exact words to it It' related to depression, existentialism, nihism (Maybe?), Society, etc. Honestly allin all it's a piece | wrote as a form of self

counselling to put my views of the physical dimensions of depression appear to me like an ocean, above which is the freezing, scary, brightness of reality, and below which is the warm, embracing, horrific and dark
void of non-existance.

I think it works rather well at showing that sort of thing. I've adhered to the rollercoaster structure | feel, starting slowly as the rope unravels before tugging me into the water and dragging me down into the depths,
and then | feel I've made 2 nice subversive climax with the knot coming undone and floating away from the rope, before calmly coming to a dead eyed close as the bitter chill of reality sweeps back over the scene.

might be?)

I feel  lttle bit disappointed by the length of it, as | feel it could have been a little bit longer to really hammer home the whole ‘depth’ aspect (Literally, I'm not saying it's emotionally deep or anything... though it

I actually wrote a few more pieces similar to this one | might post just to share in future if anyone enjoys this one.

I'm not crazy... honest.
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Re: Session 7: Linebreaks [P

by Dylan Phillips - Sunday, 24 February 2019, 10:36 PM R

Critical analysis of my poem

I realised this poem was finished when | showed it to my father and his first reaction was to cry. It really is rather eerie that poetry is one of the only fields wherein that would be a compliment.

This poem, like most poetry | seem to write, doesn't really rely very heavily on a predefined form, which | believe is a bit of a necessity when considering its abundance weird structuring and frankly confusing |
spacing. | was attempting evoke a sort of Spike Milligan / Dr.Seuss amalgamation of rhyming schemes whilst also keeping to a fixed point of focus, much as though | myself in writing it attempted to mimic the act 2
of a limpet, an animal | use for heavy comparison throughout.

In all honesty I'm glad | wrote this poem, but | cannot say whether | like it or not. It occupies that same strange layer of apathy that all my work seems to fall into when | irst write . Its as though my mind needs 1
/" time to incubate my own meaning before | come to any conclusion. Though seeing as it's had such  nice response from my extremely talented peers, 'm going to say I'm fond of it simply for the lovely warm
feeling that their enjoyment of it gave to me. Also yes... | too cannot believe | wrote something so cringe inducingly comy just there! XD
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