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I.  looking is a journey

See, when I found poetry, 

It was new, shiny, novel, unbelievable,

And I luxuriated in the differences,

 

Between poetry and prose, 

Poetry and song lyrics,

Poetry and rap lines,

 

I felt my way blind,

Through new rhythms and structures,

Undefined, barely discovered.

 

But nothing exists in a vacuum, 

And eventually I began to wonder, 

About the things past my small understandings.

 

The first thing to do:

Trawl through YouTube, 

What even is poetry?

 

Enter, scroll, watch.

I watched videos defining, describing, delineating poetry,

I watched slam poets perform, teacher’s explain it to their 

students.

 

I watched it, and noticed with the starkest clarity I ever had,

That my voice was not in the chorus, 

That my stories were not already being told.

 

So I kept looking, 

There is nothing original under the sun, 

And riffing, transforming, rifling through someone else’s idea 

until I can make it my own, well that is something amazing. 
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But as I watch video after video,

Of poets opining about politics, waxing lyrical about love,

Pushing back against oppression with their voices, educating 

about mental illness with their words.

 

I listen, I enjoy, I respect.

I don’t hear the small understandings I have found,

My stories about a new city, about discovery and hope that 

belongs only to me.

 

There is no grand love story in my poems,

There is no god, no divine being,

The point isn’t political, or informative.

 

Perhaps that's a lie: to say that my poems aren’t informative,

They are informative of my life,

Of my perspective, of my pain and my pride,

They are the illumination of a once dark corner of the world.

 

My poems are my life,

Committed to words,

In a rhythmic structure that wanders about like mountain trail.

 

And so I realised for the first time,

That there was a gap, where my voice could go,

That I could fill it.

 

It didn’t frighten me,

It filled me with awe,

Filled me with something indescribable.

 

And with that feeling,

I found within myself that I wasn’t afraid of my differences,

I wasn’t afraid anymore: that my experiences don’t line up with 

any standard narrative.

ii



I get to be introspective,

I fell into this backwards, 

In a tumbling free-fall grander than Alice’s. 

 

This wasn’t purposeful, 

I didn’t look at the sky one day, 

Vowing to become a poet. 

 

 

 

Eight years ago, 

I didn’t look out at the world,

Saying I was going to become a writer. 

 

It took me five years for one, 

Three weeks for the other. 

But there was never really any doubt.

 

Because words and sounds and syllables,

Have been such a fundamental part of me, 

That right from the beginning if you’d tried to separate us,

You would have failed. 

 

Because music runs in my veins,

Beats silent and loud in my ears,

Throughout every second of my every day and night. 

 

There was really no doubt, 

That poetry would find me, 

Blindside me, punch me in the gut,

A wake up call that would reverberate, 

Through all the hollows in my chest. 

II.  i fell

iii



A sirens call to something,

That had lain dormant, and unnamed,

Waiting, until that day.

 

One week after I arrived in a new city,

To a new world, to an evening,

That was late and early all at once,

Mind tangled with loneliness, longing, confusion,

Coveting silence I could no longer settle into.

 

The silence of a new environment,

Is both too loud, and not quiet enough,

The smell of my new room was an overwhelming reminder,

That I had just moved across two state lines,

On the back of a decision made in a single moment of stark 

clarity three months prior.

 

I fell into this backwards,

Fell upside down, and downside up,

Couldn’t get my feet under me before I hit the water.

 

But the spray was the refreshment my mind needed,

I came out the other side,

reforged by this new knowledge.

 

This new existence, this new dimension,

I could now see, and touch, and hear,

Even in the densest silence my ears lit up.

 

With new words in new formations,

with new considerations,

New flavours and functions,

new possibilities and probabilities.
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Poetry, gave me that,

Thrust it upon me and then left without a word,

Left me to start on my own,

To muddle through,

To succeed or fail on my own merit.

 

With the scratching of pencil lead on paper,

The click-clack of keys under fingers that are already falling 

behind,

The mind that drives them on, further, chasing.

 

Inspiration flitting, flighty, well ahead,

Lines drawn out and then lost,

Sacrificed to speed and haste and fingers that can’t keep up.

 

I never would have considered,

What it might feel like to be sucker punched,

By poetry of all things in the world,

But now I cannot consider what it might have been like,

If I hadn't.
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III.  a small corner

My life has become the fuel, 

For a loom that spins poetry,

Spinning threads that weave themselves,

Into the fabric of this little corner of the universe. 

 

It’s a small place, I’m the only one here, 

But the light is spilling out, into the space beyond.

And I can feel the presence of other people just out of reach, just 

beyond the darkness.

 

My voice is singing on a different scale, 

To a rhythm no-one else knows, 

It isn’t polished, I don’t know the words to describe it. 

 

I am still lost, dazed and confused, 

But at the same time, I am purposeful,

I have a small corner to carve out of the world.

 

A small place, lit up, with a different theme, 

A different meaning, a different flow,

A different structure, a different tone.
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IV.  what even is a poem?

I call it poetry, 

But really, what even is that?

I call it poetry, 

Because it’s not really prose.

 

It sits in lines, with commas or full stops at the end.

It has a physical structure that matters almost as much as the 

words themselves,

I get frustrated when the formatting doesn’t turn out how I 

wanted.

 

But is it poetry? 

Am I a poet?

Or is it a strange mutation of poetry and prose and 

transformation,

Into a free verse from hell, or purgatory, or the depths of 

imagination.

 

It doesn’t sound like poetry to me,

But I haven’t exactly read much poetry

Perhaps this is poetry. I simply don’t know.
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V.  what to write 

What to write, 

When there’s nothing to write about.

When I stretch my mind out as far as it can go, 

And it snaps back to me, 

Hurtling back, with nothing in it’s grip. 

 

An empty world is a strange one, 

Scary, peaceful, confusing. 

Reaching out into the void, 

A true one, not simply a void of possibility, 

Is like willingly rendering oneself insensate.

 

Only willingness tends to have very little to do with it. 

Perhaps my body is warning me it’s time to take a break.

Perhaps this is simply a bad day.

 

But a day without words, 

Without pulling something free from the tangles in my chest, 

Is not a day I want to live.

 

I have grown used to the catharsis, 

The feeling of it,

I cannot give it up.

 

So I will write about feeling unable,

To fill the void in my chest, today.

On a day where there seems to be nothing to write about, 

Yet I found something within nothing. 

 

So perhaps it isn’t that I have nothing to write about, 

But that I had to look in a different direction,

To my usual haunts, 

And that can only be a good thing.

 

And if that’s a good thing, 

Then perhaps a day with nothing to write about, 

Is not something so scary, 

It is simply an opportunity to look beyond,

To look past, to look underneath, 

And to look above.

when there's nothing to 
write about



V.  a realisation that 
comes with reading

A realisation that comes with reading poetry

After having written poetry of my own

Is that while I know my own poetry as intimately as my own body

The poetry of others is a foreign beast

 

It is unknowable, unfathomable,

It sits stark in black and white before me

12 point Times New Roman has never been so intimidating

As when it carries within it the meaning of another poet

Rendered in abstraction.
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VI.  fingers and 
thumbs

Writing by hand

Is something entirely,

Different,

To all other formats.

 

The liquidity,

The free-falling tumble

Of words spoken aloud,

Captured as soundwaves.

 

Click-clacking keys,

The frenetic, repetitive

Press of the backspace,

Characters blinking into existence.

 

There is a certain pleasure

In watching ink flow from the tip of a pen,

Watching it soak in, dry,

Leave behind an 

Un-erasable mark.

 

Proof of life,

Of thought,

Of a fleeting moment, 

In the rasp of pen across paper,

Tight spiralling flicks,

Creating perfectly formed shapes,

Recognisable letters,

Imbued with meaning.
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VII.  assorted 
shorts

Twist the words up until they tangle. 

Looping, twisting, curling over and around. 

Spread apart and pulled together, 

meaning defined through the chaos. #meta

If nothing else, poetry has taught me that 

sense-making is non-vital. #meta

It's a concerted rebuff. Against the compulsion to 

explain everything. The point of it is to allow a 

space for those who find it. #meta

I want my voices, to echo off these words. I 

want you to hear me in your ear, as you 

read them. #meta



VIII.  #everythingastherapy

The things I have heard of,

Referred to as therapy. 

(In no particular order)

 

Sewing, writing,

Running, hiking. 

Reading, believing,

Talking, perceiving.

Pain and pleasure,

Rapture and anguish. 

 

And to this list I petition:

Poetry,

As a late-coming addition.
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