
Human Nature

We are products of viral mutation –
amoeba awarded a name –
a sentient cell with a heart and no brain.

Raw and unapologetic
in our destruction,
like tyrant toddlers.

We wash away the natural world,
in torrents of greed –
swarming, swelling,
choking…
everything –
a wanting, outweighing necessity and need.

We crawl across the continental crust,
like little lice 
creating wounds that never heal
but fester,
under fortresses and forests alike.

Cursed tombs,
nor fortifications –
megalithic foundations –
deter determined diggers
of gems and treasures.
Our ambition has no measure.

We cause pain and call it pleasure.
Mineral money, the soil and turf –
we buy the land with paper limbs and metals we’ve unearthed.

With little care for chaos caused
by callous cacophony of mining machinery,
mercilessly moving mountains to rubble.
There is no escaping the digital bubble
that renders us blind, separated from mind –
detached from our kind.

We are creatures of night,
powered by death,
crushed beneath souls. 

We evolve into magpie moles, 
blindly burrowing beneath the humus –
traversing tectonic plates
‘til they ooze magenta magma 
from magnesium cramped chambers
craving combustion –
saturating air with suffocating sulphur –
causing mass extinction.

Like locusts we lick
the beasts’ befouled bones,
with no thanks or dues
for sedimentary building blocks
or mica make-up hues, that we use
to paint beauty on epidermis,
to hide our uncleanness.
Consumption won’t cure us.

Nuclear stations bleed,
from septic scars into mothers’ peated flesh
and hydrogenated veins –
dripping poison down our gullet
as we gulp at the teat of state knowledge –
gargantuan and gluttonous in ignorance.

Picasso skies scatter silver iodine droplets
laced with heavy metal hues,
aluminium highlights
on a backdrop of baby blue.

Turners’ trees no longer bear leaves
or bow to ethereal flakes,
but to wet ones
who swapped dens for guns.

We are wildfire.
Turning vibrant veridian paradise
to charcoal landscapes,
dotted with regrets that glow
on ash white floors.

On the wind we dance
drawn by the flames,
the colour of a lion’s mane -
like dandelion seeds -
wherever we land,
we burn and maim.

We are pyramid predators.
We don’t chase the tail of the snake,
but strike with the venom.

Intelligent thought, caught
in rudimentary reptilian cortex,
making WAR, and WAR, and SEX.

Yet we vex,
vibrating from ten to twenty hertz
hurts –
inside and out,
sapping our ability
to be anything but human –
a walking, talking, contradiction –
a living, breathing, work of fiction. 

We separate ourselves from the fauna,
while the atmosphere gets warmer.
Don’t say Attenborough didn’t warn ya!
We are human,
we have nature:
deadlier than a hurricane,
a tidal-wave or corvine flu.

We are horsemen four,
Pestilence, famine, death, and war,
always wanting more,
rotten to the apple core. 
 

 




  








Critical Commentary
 
In this essay, I will be exploring the module ‘Green to the very door’ and the development of my poetic piece written with ecocriticism in mind. I will also touch on the romanticism of mankind’s relationship with nature and the real-world effects of those interactions. I will elaborate on the tools of craft I used to compose my poem, and I will end with a conclusion about the successes and failures of my writing process.
I crafted several poems for this module because I didn’t fully understand the brief, with ecocriticism and romanticism being worlds apart in my brain. Studying texts such as Peter Barry's Beginning Theory, which elaborates on this style of writing.[footnoteRef:1] I began to understand the definition of romanticism and its relationship with ecocriticism and how writers such as Wordsworth and W.S. Merwin used these genres to convey their melancholy for peoples disconnect with nature and the industrial era's assault on it. Wordsworth writes with a romantic nostalgia about nature and mankind's treatment of it.[footnoteRef:2] He also notes our need to control the development of nature and mankind.[footnoteRef:3] A theme I touch on in my own writing with references to the mining industry and our ability to ‘mercilessly mov[e] mountains to rubble’ and ‘wash away the natural world in torrents of greed’ suggesting we are forces of nature that don’t appreciate what the natural world provides us. Although Wordsworth has an optimistic outlook on our ability to see and heal our mistakes, my poetic ending is bleaker. I confront the reality that we are our own horsemen, vying for our destruction without realising it. Enabled by our advancement in technology that uses the guise of connection with the world but in fact separates us from each other and the planet. W.S. Merwin’s Shore Birds skilfully shows this segregation by using bird migration as a device to show how the globe is one yet the land is divided; ‘glass curtains kept falling around them as they flew to find their place’ referencing animals instinctual travel hindered by human interference.[footnoteRef:4], I enjoyed Gary Snyder’s poem Riprap, his use of language and alliteration, literally paving a way back to nature.[footnoteRef:5] I tried to emulate his structure and effective use of alliteration in my own poem, which I think elevated the piece from its formative drafts. [1:  Peter Barry, Beginning Theory: An Introduction to Literary and Cultural Theory, Beginnings, Fourth edition (Manchester: Manchester University Press, 2017).]  [2:  William Wordsworth, The Collected Poetry of William Wordsworth: With an Introduction and Bibliography, The Wordsworth Poetry Library (Ware: Wordsworth Ed, 1994).]  [3:  William Wordsworth, The Collected Poetry of William Wordsworth: With an Introduction and Bibliography, The Wordsworth Poetry Library (Ware: Wordsworth Ed, 1994).]  [4:   William Stanley Merwin, Migration: New & Selected Poems (Port Townsend (Wash.): Copper Canyon press, 2005).]  [5:  Gary Snyder and Hanshan, Riprap; and, Cold Mountain Poems, 50th Anniversary ed. (Berkeley, CA: Counterpoint, 2009).] 

I feel I have achieved a piece of writing with good imagery and flow using alliteration and carefully constructed stanzas, and a simple rhyming scheme to help deliver the heavy content successfully. Although I could have cut stanzas that do not move the narrative forward, I think the reinforcement of the imagery and message is important, as we are all too quick to skip over our part in the problem.
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