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Assignment 1
MA  Writers World  CSCW7011    Dominic Williams
0801686   Jayne Cooksey     Session 3   Melanie Perry Lecture
‘Perching on a Stool in a Crowded Bar’.

Whether my partner likes it or not, we are on the rocks. I’m fed up of patching things up. I am now patching over the patches. This relationship has run its course.  I’m not sure why Connor is hanging on, but a clean break is on the cards. I need to get away. I haven’t seen my friend Jean in nearly a year. She has always been a tonic when I need a pick-me-up. Being impulsive, I decide I will surprise her with a visit this coming weekend. Something to look forward to for a change.

Friday evening, I’m packed, hair bleached, money in my pocket and the car fuelled up. I’m on my way! Nervous but excited. It’s a four-hour journey from Swansea to Nottingham, mostly motorway. I estimate time of arrival will be this side of midnight.  After a few services stops and a half hour snooze, I pull up in Kings Road at 1.35am, so much for midnight! I crawl along the long, leafy street, hoping I’ll recognise her house in the dark.  Halfway along, my foot hit the brakes. It must be hers! Bright, twinkling lights from all windows and music blasting. I park in a side lane, lock the car and stroll back to the house.
	
On arrival, the front lawn is plastered in motorbikes. The front door is wide open, I try to make my way in. The hallway and stairs are crammed with couples; what I can only describe as bikers and tarts. Pushing my way through, I make it to her lounge door. Standing on tip toe, looking over someone's shoulder, there appears to be an orgy in full flight. Contorted half naked bodies line the room. Beer Cans are stacked on the windowsills ready for shooting practice. Cigarette packets and even more empty cans litter the old-fashion patterned carpet. The veneered sideboard is in similar condition. I am aware that I am standing in something sticky, I hope it is spilled booze and not vomit!  There are two bikers snoring on her stained draylon seats with their legs draping over the arms. Even her large mantle picture, an ariel view of New York is hanging at a 45-degree angle.

Looking around wondering how I am going to find Jean, I come face to face with a well pierced individual and bravely ask if he knows where Jean is. 
‘Whose Jean’ he growls. What an utterly vulgar man! Guts hanging out of his dirty white t-shirt. I am beginning to question if I am in the right house but as I step back outside, I remember the hideous homemade trellis, adorned with diseased honeysuckle, bolted to the front of the house. Only Jean can hold a party like this. I clap eyes on two young boys leaning against the pine end. They are engaged in the exchange of saliva. Suddenly, they stop and glare at me, watching them. One of them jerks his head up, as if to motion the question, ‘what’?  ‘Know where Jean is’, I sheepishly asked. 
‘Try her bedroom’, is the snappy reply.  Then they go straight back to business.

She’s in the front bedroom, I know that much. When she is open for ‘business’, she places a small blue teddy bear between the blind and the window. I hesitate on the pavement looking up and debating how best to get her attention, as the stairs is a no-go. Do I dare ask one of her ‘guests’, to climb the trellis and bang the window? Bit risky, if the trellis breaks. I catch a neighbours’ net curtain twitch. Jean has fallen out with all of them over the years.  I suppose nobody is courageous enough to come and complain directly. Some of these fellas are big, gruesome looking fuckers. Another few minutes pass and then I have a lightbulb moment. I have an idea that will appease the neighbours and I'll finally get Jean's attention. So, no more to do, I phone the police and report a disturbance. I run back to my car and wait.

According to my watch, the police turn up about twelve minutes later. I watch from the lane. Two slim men in uniform calmly get out of their car, put on their hats and push passed everyone. The music stops and people pile out of Jeans’ house like puss out of an abscess. How is it possible to cram so many in to a two-bedroom terrace? I am now certain I’ve got the right house. Jean, in her common, harsh east London accent, is squawking at the top of her voice. I sidle up to her front door as the last of the dregs are departing. The police seem quite laidback and the one is leaning against the kitchen cabinets flirting with her, while the other stands by her upright freezer with his right elbow resting on top. There Jean is, blond wavy locks resting on her shoulders wearing a frilly pink silk dressing gown, gapping to her waist. No wonder he is smiling!
‘What the bloody hewl are ya doing ‘ere’?, she says with surprise. She seems pleased to see me. So, I think to myself, play it cool, remember, you have just arrived and know nothing.
‘That’s not the welcome I was expecting, nice to see you too’. What’s happened’? I asked pretending to be shocked at the mess.
‘It’s the fuckin’ neighbours, they’ve gon’ and fuckin’ report-ed me……AGAIN’!
Just as I am about to comment she cut me off (nothing unusual there). ‘Yeah, jealous bitches, I should ‘ave invited their ‘usbands. Anyways, meet Greg and his mate’, she points to each copper. Still ranting, ‘Little do those bastards know, Greg and I are friends’. She looks smugly at me. Yes, and I know what kind of friend she means. A real Cynthia Payne is Jean!  Party over, the police depart with Jean slinking up and down the front doorpost, blowing kisses, making sure the neighbours get an eyeful.

After clearing all the mess and piling binbags outside in the shed, we chat over a cup of tea and she tells me all about her new guy, Simon. 
‘What's happened to Ross’? I inquired
‘He’s dumped’! She replied as she shoved a sticky bun in her mouth.
‘God, I thought he would be husband number 6’!  
‘Nah! I'm lovin’ the freedom, I've got guys comin’ aut me ears’. ‘Right, let’s get breakfast started before geranium calls up’.              


As if he hears her words, like an apparition he appears in the kitchen. ‘Geranium’, is her wizened, balding grandfather, living two doors down. Slippers and pipe man. He earned the name from spending all day nosing in his front window. He asks what the hell went on last night. Jean, not slow on the uptake blurted out,
‘They’re friends of Sherry’s, she told ‘em she was gonna be ‘ere, so they came over’.
His attention turns to me with his lips pursed. ‘Nice friends’, he said sarcastically and leaves with his bacon and eggs. I was speechless!
‘What you playing at’, I ask fiercely.
‘Ahh, fuck ‘im ! Nosey old bastard. He won’t say anything to you, I’ll just get it in the neck when you’ve gone’.
Thanks! 

Come 6pm, Jean starts to prep for our evening out. Soaking in the bath followed by washing her barnet, followed by full make up and then attire. I do much the same, donning a black, above the knee, flowing cocktail dress and accessorized with hoop earrings and delicate necklace. As Jean walks out of her bedroom, I have no idea my eyes could open so wide. It’s in response to shock, thankfully Jean takes it as ‘WOW’! She’s poured herself into a white shiny plastic, figure-hugging jumpsuit, which looks ok face on. But, being a big girl, from behind she is a walking promotion for cellulite. For her sake, I hope she doesn’t cough! 

Using my little mustard Fiat car, Jean is going to give me directions to a couple of pubs and then on to a nightclub. It has started to rain, which is never good for any females’ hair and makeup! Leaving the second roundabout, I stall the car. I try to turn the engine over a few times, but it is flooded.
‘What ‘ave ya don’ to it ? Jean shouted
‘Don’t know’, I replied feeling stupid.
‘Let me try’
Jean ran around to the drivers’ side while I slide over to the passenger seat. She has no luck either.
‘Get back this side and I’ll flag someone down to give us a push. Be ready to jump start this shitty piece of tin’, she instructs.
I don’t want to tell her, but I have never jump started anything in my life. Any problems with the car, Connor has always dealt with.
Next thing, Jean’s palm is slapping my window. She has just managed to wave down a minibus. The back door opens, and several beefy, muddy football players jump out. Jean’s in her element. The rain has built up and the boys are keen to get back in their bus. I wind my window down and one of the players asks me to jump start it as they get the speed up.
‘Ok’, I say weakly.
Several of them push the car for a few yards. In seconds the car is rolling along, one shouts, ‘Jump it’!  So, I do what I think is the logical thing and turn on the ignition key! This happens a few times. In the end, the goalie asks if he can start it, which happens first time. We thank the boys and when Jean gets back in the car, she is a little wet, I’m transfixed by her. How I stop my mouth dropping open, I will never know. Her mascara is a mess. Considering she is a manager for Nova Cosmetics, she should realise that waterproof mascara is a must! Her eye make-up has run halfway down her cheeks and come to a distinctive point, like a ‘V’, just like Alice Cooper. With the uneven distribution of eyeshadow, one eye looks bigger than the other, which in some instances can indicate the housing of a glass eye. For me, it couldn’t have turned out any better. Luckily, I don’t have a mirror in my car and it’s dark outside. After shuffling her hair, she asks, ‘Do I look ok’? 
‘Yeah’! Was my faint, lifeless answer. What a liar!


I knew I only have a nano-second to answer her, if I hesitate, she will know something is wrong and make the effort to check for herself.
Jean is a good-looking woman and I’m the plain one. For once it will be nice for her to lack looks, even if it is by way of cosmetic malfunction.
‘Great! Let’s get goin’. As she thumps her bag onto her lap.

Arriving at the ‘The Bluebell’ pub, the rain is belting down. With clutch bags under arms and a quick adjustment of our clothes, we rush to the pub door to avoid getting soaked. Jean heads straight to the bar, I follow right behind her, looking for a reaction from a very crowded room. Everyone is in little groups engaged in conversation. It’s packed out. Thank God for dim lighting. The young bartender comes over, he does a subtle double take and holding his bottom lip firm, asks, ‘what’s your poison’. Jean knocks the first G & T back in one go. She finds it difficult to enjoy herself without inebriation. I have to say she is daring at the best of times but once she has a few drinks she can be outrageous. To be fair she does get a lot of attention from guys.

Jean’s in full swing, smiling at the blokes, running her index finger under her chin, seductively. I find us a table, but Jean’s refusing to sit down, she wants to pose, oscillating her hips in time to the music whilst using her hands to toss her hair from side to side, like Miss Piggy! I am unclear as to what exactly attracts men to her, the cling film jumpsuit inclusive of camel-toe, or her creative face painting. Honestly, she is captivating to watch. 

Any male that passes en route to the toilet, she tilts her head to the side and pretends to be shy. The men love it. A couple of young girls keep staring at her. Jean gives a glare, she can look pretty mean, plus she is very competitive on the man-front.
‘They’re jealous of you, Jean’ 
‘Yeah, I know that’! She quipped back.
I am between a rock and a hard place. I can’t relax and I can’t come clean either. I suggest we move on.
‘Yeah, let’s just hit the nightclub’, Sherry. ‘I’ll drive’. 
‘Ok, here are the keys, you go first’, I throw the keys over to her.

Luckily, there is only a short queue for admission to the Trafalgar Palace. Once in, we deposited our coats behind the cloak room desk. I take a deep breath, I’m as nervous as hell. What am I doing! How do I think I’m going to enjoy myself with her looking like one of the cast from the Rocky Horror Show?  The ‘Traf’, as they call it, is plush. The seating is pale blue flock with slate flooring. Expensive! Which is reflected in the drink prices. The psychedelic flashing lights are subtle shades of blue, pink, purple and yellow.
Before we could reach the bar, Jean eyeballed one of her clients. ‘I gorra say hi, he’s a good payer, you get the drinks in’. She pushes her way over to him. He looks a bit bemused, obviously by her appearance, gazing at her and then me. I run my fingers down my cheeks and shake my head from side to side and hope he takes the hint.

In fairness, he doesn’t mention her face. She’s laughing out loud, smoothing her hands over his chest and shoulders. Honestly, if they could get any closer his leatherette jacket and her PVC jumpsuit would fuse. I am feeling abandoned; how much longer can she be?

Perching on a stool in the crowded bar, I order our regular tipples. It’s starting to get busy. My glass-holding arm is continually being jolted and another drop of Jack Daniels hits the floor. At this rate I will have to ‘down’ what’s left before my glass is involuntarily emptied.
Another arrogant male bumps against me. He looks over his shoulder, I presume, to apologise. He looks me up and down, but seeing I’m old enough to be his mother, turns away. By now I’m beginning to grind my teeth and internally screaming the words, ‘What’s wrong with them?’ Just because I exceed his sell-by-date, no longer childbearing and arthritic in the sack. Do I not deserve an apology? 
OMG ! Here comes Travolta, spinning and thrusting his way towards me. He’s a very tanned, slim, attractive bloke in his twenties, totally oozing confidence. ‘Can you move, Lady, I need to get a drink. Well, his high-pitch voice certainly doesn’t match the body. Maybe his waistband is impinging on his diaphragm, compromising his lung capacity, which allows him to only squeak. Or, perhaps he is a late testicular-dropping developer and the deeper voice is yet to present. Either way, he is pissing me off ! I reluctantly, but slowly move to the side. ‘Ta very much, chick !’ is followed by a wink and a click of his tongue.
As I look around, scanning the dimly lit joint, it is obvious that my disco days are long gone. The sad truth hits me, that I will never again look good in lycra! Everyone half my age is leaping around to the consistent, non-melodic beat of the decks. In our day, we danced; they just bounce to the beat. 

Oh, here she comes!
All right, gal ? she shouts, ‘faund any talunt’? 
‘No! but I’m sure everyone in the building now knows we are looking’.
‘Oh, you worry too much, leave it to me, gal’, Jean bellowed. This pretty, buxom woman has an insatiable thirst for men. She too will fail the lycra fitting but is gutsy enough to still wear it. 
‘Let me chuck one dan me throat and then I’ll start recruitin’! ‘Anyone ya faancy’?
‘No, you man-eater, I want to go somewhere else’. ‘This just isn’t my scene’, I quietly responded.
‘Whaat’?, her East London twang becoming stronger.
I wave my hand at her, as if to say, forget it, it doesn’t matter! 
‘Let’s daance’, she insists, and grabs my right wrist and pulls me like a dray cart on to the floor. In fairness she tries to emulate the youngsters bouncing around, while I just swing my arms back and forth, feeling quite awkward. 
‘Smoile’, she demands as she gets into the groove. I have a little smile to myself, thinking that the way she’s bumping and a-grinding, she’s going home with a broken jaw, because her very ample chest is gathering momentum, just like a wrecking ball!  Returning to the bar, she turns to face the dance floor with her elbows behind her, resting on the liqueur stained counter. Her face had grown redder, no thanks to her nonbreathable outfit and stale air. There’s no let-up of male interest. They work their way down the bar to get a closer look. Still shovelling up the attention, pushing out her chest, like Brooster-Rooster, she cups her right hand to cover the corner of her mouth and says in a low common voice, ‘I dun know what it is, but men can’t take their eyes off me’. ‘Well you know that, Sherry. I’ve got it, haven’t I !  I’m irresistible’ ! She is so pleased with herself, bless her. I mean it when I agree with her, because under normal circumstances, she’d be correct. 

We retire to the pub lounge as the disco is at full capacity. There is a little more air and soft hum of conversation. Eventually, the inevitable happens, Jean announces she needs the ‘lav’. I feel sick, my guts turning, like the drum of a washing machine on a spin cycle.  ‘Can’t you wait till we get home’.  Jean frowns at me, ‘you havin’ a lauff, I’m fuckin’ burstin’, if I don’t go naw I’m gonna go off like a fire hydrant’. ‘Come on, shift‘, pushing me aside. She gathers up her clutch bag and struts along like she’s on a catwalk, smiling and winking to all the men. She’s very heavy footed, you can hear, Bang! Bang! Bang! as she marches down the corridor to the Ladies. Once I hear the toilet door swing open, my time is up!  She finally clocks herself! In a volume comparative to that of a town crier, the whole pub is privy to the words, ‘FACK-IN- HEWL (pause) FACK-IN- HEWL’!  The whole place goes quiet!
Perching on a stool in the crowded bar, this is going to be a long night!



Reflective:
The brief was to choose a line from the poem, ‘Losing it at the Mic’, in Melanie Perry’s book, ‘Rum Dark Nights’. I chose the opening line. I thought this would complement a funny, true event that took place years ago. Having read comedy writer, P.G. Woodhouse, ‘Laughing Gas’, I was inspired to try and write a short comedy story. 
I plotted the introduction, body and conclusion awarding them so many words each, naturally giving the biggest allocation to the main body. This didn’t work, I need to be more disciplined!  Prior to this exercise, I had read several short stories from A.J. Morgan’s book including ‘Lantern Light’ and ‘Auntie’s Gloves’. I noted that they were very descriptive but didn’t have an exciting ending. ‘Auntie’s Gloves’, I felt was mainly panic over a sentimental pair of gloves, ending in a last line twist. This helped me to understand that I didn’t have to develop a huge ending, just keep it interesting. I’m glad I have done it but feel frustrated that because of the constraints of the word count, I had to leave so much out, but this is part of the learning.
If I had to do it again, I’d be stricter with the word count, be more concise, not ramble with unimportant stuff and perhaps not spend so many words leading up the main event. I’d go easy on the use of adjectives, keep my sentences short and maybe this story would work better as a screen play, but was too nervous of taking the plunge, this time. Although, in Ruff-Wilsons’s book of short stories, ’The Funeral’ by Mhari Matherson is barely three A5 pages long, but delivers whit, Gaelic phrases and matter-of-fact happenings to its small community. It leaves you wanting more! Re-writing my story could achieve the same.
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CSCW 7011    Writers World   Session 7
0801686     Jayne Cooksey   
Ekphrastic Poetry    Collaboration & Community

Poem 1 of 5 
Inspired by this book

[image: ]

A Lonely Place.
I aimlessly scan the ceiling, 
A wasp exploring the glass light shade,
I avert my eyes, denying knowledge of its existence.
Evidence of a cobweb in progress, 
I look away, I have no urge to remove it.
I am confused and devoid of thoughts,
imprisoned in a, ‘room for one’, abyss.
I feel empty!

I am life without purpose
Stealing oxygen, exhaling pollution.
 
When I sleep, if I’m lucky, I teleport to a better place,
But its random.

Depression is my curse.
The ignorant blame the weather,
My greatest gift would be to pluck it out.
I’m gutted that my friends have evaporated, 
And fair-weather acquaintances
never see you through the storm.

A robin has just hit the patio door,
It happens!
I witness it but express no emotion.

It should scare me being a shell,
After all, God helps them who help themselves,
Except I’m trapped, surfing the blues. 

Therapists ask if I can see my future?
I can see a light at the end of the tunnel -
It’s a train coming straight for me,
I wish it would hurry up!

I am life without purpose!









Poem 2 of 5
Inspired by Encyclopaedia Britannica and articles from Worley (2013) and Townsend (2010).
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Sex Pistols
I hear the words Punk Rock,
I think Sex Pistols.
They were rude. 
They were rough.
With a message for the world,
Inspiring a new wave of music.

Johnny Rotten sung lead, 
Look of a madman.
Raucous voice, 
Menacing behaviour. 
Vicious expression, wide eyed, 
Screeching like an animal in a trap.

Riotous stage performance, 
Garbage attire; dirty ripped denim,
Tormented hair dos.
Made their mark with one iconic album,
‘Never Mind the Bollocks’.
Mary Whitehouse back on her soap box.

Music loud, lyrics evocative.
Rebellious movement, many disciples. 
Highly influential group,
Initiating the punk movement.
McLaren recruited well; still a growing culture,
‘God Save The Queen Punk’ !


























Poem 3 of 5
Inspired by the witty(ish) poem, Sam’s Racehorse by Marriott Edgar and the picture below.
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Photo: Painting of Racehorses    National Trust
Favourite to Win
Pushing hard, two horses behind,
Frankie on the favourite to win,
Followed by the rest of the field.
As they swing left
The field starts to spread.
The ground is soft to heavy
But they gallop on, turf flying
Excitement grows
Butterflies rise from the pit of my stomach
I hear the commentators voice louder and frenzied
As the last couple of furlongs approach
Passion of the crowd is loud

Turning for home
The favourite finds his second wind 
Now in full throttle
I’m choking with emotion
What a machine! Long, low strides
I can feel them pounding over the ground, 
I rock back and forth
on the edge of my seat,
I’m on that horse with him!
My pulse implodes, my breaths are shorter
Cheers go up as he sprints over the line
Like a cheetah on the attack.
Frankie punches the air in triumph.
and does his flying dismount.

Bookies prepare to pay out
Punters hold their hands out
Spectators enjoy their day out.

I’m exhausted!




















Poem 4 of 5
Inspired by this photo. Courtesy of Studio588qs.com  Portfolio/2003/portfolio-mpvnightbog30.jpy
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That Sinking Feeling
Sodden,
My wellingtons sink
Deeper and tighter.
The unrelenting quagmire
Intends to claim me.
No point shouting,
No one to hear.
Panic!
Action!
Frantically grab the surface,
My fingers clutching for purchase -
Nothing!
Sucked in,
Up to my neck.
Slowly devoured by
The mud monster.
Its dependants need sustenance.
They’ll eat well tonight.
My contribution to 
The eco system!
Not long now,
No fight left,
Resigned to my fate,
I surrender my soul. 
Minutes later
Gone!

Life extinct!




















Poem 5 of 5
Inspired by this picture.   Picture courtesy of reallifecounseling.us
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Marys Other Voice.                                  
Here lies Mary, in the foetal position,
Gripping her pillow, troubled by life.
I manage the mecca of her dark veiled thoughts,
Confined to her cramped control centre,
Like a projectionist watching the same film, 
Over and over.

We have silent conversations,
She fails to absorb details.
It’s like cycling up a one-in-three incline
On a bicycle with two flat tyres.
I’m exhausted!
And I know that tomorrow
Will be Groundhog Day, again.
Mary is as weak as water,
Holds herself like a wilted pot plant.
She tells her therapist, I’m ‘messing with her head’,
Squashing her decisions,

Moaning Mary gets medication
And I’m ignored for days, even weeks.
But,	
I always creep back into her headspace,
Waiting, watching, judging, criticising. 
When she forgets her med’s
I’m back, fully charged,
stronger, 
meaner!
She becomes mentally pliable,
at the mercy of my puppeteering.
 
Reflective piece
Assignment 2
MA Creative Writing      Dominic Williams       CSCW 7011
Reflective piece of session 7        5 poems    Jayne Cooksey (0801686)

The brief was to write five poems for this module. Using ekphrastic collaboration in the community, with either pictures, videos, art, pros etc, finding one art form responding to another art form. This was the first time I had attempted to collaborate.
The photos and a book which gave me ideas to get the poem started, inspiring me to think laterally. The experience was a healthy challenge. I recommend this exercise to anyone, writing to inspire and be inspired.
Initially, I shied away from writing long winded poems, feeling the reader would get bored, as I did with Woodsworth’s’, ‘The Ruined Cottage’. Except, I now understand that when a poet is passionate about a subject, the words keep coming. I usually plan my poems with a beginning, middle and end. I have learnt this is not necessary. Reluctantly, I deleted lines from my poems, but now I and can see what a difference it makes. I was told that when I think I have cut enough, cut again. With ‘A Lonely Place’, I cut a lot of lines. Much better! I’ve had to remember this exercise is about how it makes you feel, rather than what you see. Researching the Sex Pistols was an eye opener. Such a strong, huge, sharing community, supporting and inspiring everyone. I understand the importance of community through new eyes.  
As regards using rhyme, Sansom (1994) says it is easier to rhyme badly, than it is to rhyme well. I come into the former section. To avoid bad rhyme and unnecessary use of syllable fillers, giving it a beat (making the piece weaker/thinner), the best way to express myself was to stick to non-rhyming lines, making the piece more concise and giving me more freedom of appropriate word choice. I’ve re-written some poems removing the rhyme which changed the tone and stopped it sounding like a nursery rhyme. 
My lecturer has been a great support and encouraged me to think outside the box. Now when I think of contents for a poem, I remember his words ‘show not tell’. I am still practicing how to write a strong poem and use of impact lines. I look twice as hard at the lines I write, cutting out wordy lines and changing the language where it doesn’t fit.   
Reading Oliver (1994) re: putting a single word on a line alone. I liked this, it draws attention and becomes that critical word. I tried this with, A Sinking Feeling’, in the hope that this would hold the readers’ attention.
I am reading and writing towards a distinctive style of my own. Oliver (1994) offers some useful advice about writing, she says, ‘you learn by thinking and talking poetry, but most importantly by writing, itself. 
(456 words)
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Assignment Three
CSCW 7011    Writers World   Session 10
0801686     Jayne Cooksey  
A.J. Morgan Short Stories or 5 poems

Poem 1 of 5
FIRST MOMENTS
He stares into her deep blue eyes,
Like clear pools of still water.
He’s instantly smitten.
Tenderly he uses the back of his large, 
rugged hand
To stroke her porcelain skin.
He rests his finger on the tip of her button nose, 
She yawns, he’s captivated.
He carefully scoops her in his arms
And draws her face to his; gently kisses her rosy cheek
Then breathes the smell of new life.
Tears trickle down his well-worn face,
As he welcomes his first grandchild.











Poem 2 of 5     

Is There Any One There?
The inverted water glass smashes
To the floor
Shabby wooden table shudders,
There’s a nervous silence.
Ouija takes life of its own.
No more questions.
Fey spirit slithers through portal.
There’s stench and whispered encryption.
In the far corner
Loiters a black mass,
Hovers a foot above the floor.
Coldness and dark aura
Drifts across the room.
Goosebumps moment.
In panic, someone grapples for 
the door handle.
We run screaming from the room 
But the damage is done!










Poem 3 of 5   (Haiku)

No Greater Love
You’re my family
Little man, you share my life.	
I crouch beside you,

Watching while you sleep
Stretched out content by the hearth,
An endearing sight.

You’ve worked all weathers
Your retirement is earned
Faithful companion.

You herded my flock
Worked as hard as any men
My all-time best friend.

Prolific sire
Producer of champions
And winner of hearts.

Always at my side
Reading thoughts, knowing my mind
We both think as one.

Sadly, it’s your time
Soul to soul in life and death
Forever my mate.

This is the long sleep
Temporarily parted
We will reunite.

I’ll miss your bad breath
The strong, stale smell of your coat
And your muddy paws.

But most of all, Ted
I’ll miss your morning welcome
And your lick goodnight.

Faithful to the end
Unconditionally loved
A fireside end.
















Poem 4 of 5
[bookmark: _Hlk41394561]Urban Fox
Ebony eyes and neat ears, 
Dressed in a deep red fur coat.
Softly footed, she skulks around
The outer urban dustbins
For any morsel to fill her empty stomach.
Like the homeless human strays
She is competitive, food is life.
If she’s lucky, wildlife friendly homes
Will put out bread and milk, but
She’ll have to fight the badgers for it.
One day you may spot her roadside,
A lifeless husk, victim of hit and run.
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What if ?
If the sun, moon and earth were square
And circles and spheres weren’t invented;
If the grass was blue 
And they sky was green;
If you were me and I was you
And opposites repelled;
If mice were men
And only women were able to think;
If cars became spaceships
And interplanetary neighbours were Tories;
If Donald Trump was Superman
And Captain Tom could live forever;
If money was meaningless 
[bookmark: _GoBack]And love was misty-blue;
If Christmas was Easter
And religion stayed taboo;
If government was a kid’s club
And Take That, ruled the world;
If shit turned to gold 
And vomit was yummy;
If Corona was still pop
And Dinosaurs were back;
If dancing was demonic
And work was abolished;
If sex was toothache
And chocolate deemed healthy;
If we all lived in luxury
And poverty unheard of;
If all that were to happen, we’d still never be pleased
And the world stays as messed-up, as it is today. 

Reflective
My intention was to write a short story, but as I had several ideas, I thought I would put them all into prose. I have tried a Haiku with, No Greater Love’, my first attempt. Trying to condense it into a Haiku was challenging and my favourite verse was describing the dog’s breath, coat and muddy paws. I had to keep reminding myself that the readers had to feel it. ‘What if ?’ was just for fun, written at 2.50am when I couldn’t sleep. No thoughts just wrote as it came into my head. 
I have tried to be select with words that will describe what I am writing about. I have learnt that according to Bell and Commane (2017), if it doesn’t rhyme, it’s prose. I have taken their advice and broken up some of my lines. Following on from Assignment 2, I have become far more aware of cutting beginning and end of prose/poem lines. Bell & Commane (2017) confirms that it doesn’t usually makes any difference to the poem. The more I write; I hope I improve. I am cutting out the ‘ing’ words, too. 
This has been a helpful experience, I have re-written many lines and during my research I noted that Sansom (1994) mentioned, a poet may have a great line in their piece, but if it doesn’t suit the rest of the poem, take it out. In, ‘First Moments’, the original draft was, according to my daughter, boring and basic. I went back at the eleventh hour and tried to be more descriptive, I reads better than it did.
I have seen how punctuation and lack of it can change the impact of the poem. I realise that sometimes the less you say, can be as effective as giving the reader the whole story. The ideas for material come to me easier when I don’t over think things.
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