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Session 3 – Volume in our Voices
Chosen poem line: ‘The moment arrives when’
2400148 Charlotte Tia Jennings


I stray

Into the wilderness of inexperience
Applauded by shadows of the past

Flowers represent mistakes
Littering the path behind me

The wind holds my arms
And comforts me as I walk

Into the blinding light
The penultimate journey

[bookmark: _Hlk41592189]The moment arrives when 
I leave this life for the next.






Confined

Alone with my thoughts
in a whitewashed room
Concealing the graffiti of others
unable to hide deep grooves forming
words carved from madness

The smell is repugnant

Panic strangles me
My screams saturate the walls
Echoing through peeling halls
A haunting melody to those living
In this pit

I mourn better days

No one will grieve for me
For I am just another stain
On society’s carpet
A thumb smudge on the window

I am nothing

The moment arrives when 
fear whispers into my ear

I will die here.

Outside of myself

White kryptonite
An opal aurora
Seeping into the cracks of a loveless house
Forgetting Christmases

Peace exists only in the heart

The mind is warring 

Good and evil
Endless battles
Restrain the beast or unleash it
Think before the act

A frothy snarl comes naturally

Primitive instincts
Crack the reigns
Burst free
From tamed and trained minds

The moment arrives when 
the switch is flicked

Impress the red mist.



Maggot

You can’t hear my screams,
but I can.
Silent one’s echo inside my head.

You can’t see my face,
It’s a mask.
Behind the smile there’s no emotion.

You can’t feel my ache,
but it burns.
Holy water has little effect.

You can’t taste my dread,
swallow it.
It will fester until you vomit.

You can’t smell my lies,
I’m okay.
The moment arrives when its needed.









Into the rabbit hole

The moment arrives when 
they want her for pleasure,
at the expense of her pain

They want her innocence
to play their sick game.

The moment arrives when 
they want to corrupt her,
To collar her soul

They want her to fall
deeper into the rabbit hole.

The moment arrives when 
they pour pestilence into her ear,
to make her fear.

They want her silence,
to never speak, to only hear.








Review:
The task in this session was to choose a line from Mel Perry’s poem ‘Losing it at the Mic’ and use it as an influence to produce creative pieces. This session was to showcase the opportunities available to writers and poets to voice their pain, fears, and passions in the form of writing and have the confidence to read them out and share with others. As an individual who struggles with Mental Health and dyslexia, I related to the poetry and have continually convinced myself to turn pain into fuel to power my writing.
My general thoughts on this session, based on the written material due to myself being too ill to attend the lecture, was how inspiring the poems were to me and how they conjured up imagery and ideas for my own creative pieces relating to mental health. I wanted to raise awareness of those who struggle with depression and anxiety, whilst also sharing my own struggles. 
The line that inspired me to write these creative pieces was ‘The moment arrives when’. I connected with this line as it reminds me of moments in my life that affected the way I feel and see people. I tend to keep people at a distance due to bad experiences and have found content in enjoying my own company whilst observing others. I live a minimalistic lifestyle and find joy in simple things such as reading and writing. I recharge alone rather than around other people and feel safe in my little fishbowl. I don’t need to compete with anyone in my bubble, I can only handle a few people at a time, and there’s no pressure to commit to anything or anyone unless it’s something I want to commit to.
It was a great release for me when writing this poetry. I felt that I could understand myself clearer when writing my thoughts down in a creative form and imagined that others may identify with the pieces. I do believe in the power of words, especially poetry, as I would find myself listening to someone read aloud a poem rather than a speech. I believe poetry has a unique power in bringing people together as a community and allows a person to reveal their emotional and physical struggles through an art form. 
I enjoyed this task and feel I have improved my language and structure form from the first draft dramatically. I have cut out unnecessary sentences and limited the overusing of adjectives, whilst expanding my knowledge on how to write in a certain way so that the reader can relate. This task allowed me to input a sensitive subject area into my creative piece and hope it will raise awareness and encourage people to speak up about if they are suffering in any shape and form.
This session added to my knowledge of poetry styles, but also allowed me to feel confident in creating my own poetry style in order to express my feelings.

References
Perry, Mel, Losing it at the Mic, Rum Dark Nights, (Ferryside: Three-Throated Press, 2017)
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Pink Champagne Comes to Town

There’s chaos in the street
Girls in bikinis and tight leather pants,
going to the meet and greet.

There’s chaos in the street
Police can’t do a thing but live in hope
they make it home ok with the rest of the fleet.

There’s chaos in the street
Mohawks and dark shades and tight leather jackets,
going to the meet and greet.

There’s chaos in the street,
Pink Champagne is here
Stina, Ann, Karin and Gunilla
Swedish born and bred, get up out your seat.

PINK CHAMPAGNE

Four fierce women and teased tousled hair
A drunken audience gripping bottle necks 
The girls aren’t familiar to them,
But they are familiar with the instruments
Guitar strums
Drums beat
Mic check one, two,
Red lipstick and fish nets, she takes centre stage
She’s 80s gorgeous and has their attention
One, Two, Three, Four!

Punk rock vibrates the stage
The girls stamp their buckled boots 
80’s girl can roar
‘Let’s cause a little anarchy and fuck the law’
Music for a rebellion 
‘Not going to conform to society’s way
We’ll dress how we want and rue the day’
Individualism; express yourself
Free-spirited minds
It’s what the punk ideology is all about!

‘Tired of seeing and feeling inequality’
Frustrated by the rules the big wigs set
Just want to chain the people to work
Cripple our natural freedom
No such thing as human rights
Rich against the working class
‘But there’s no them without us!’
Smash the guitar in the name of punk
Kick the mic, lose control,
Show them what we’re made of.

Been tied to the system for far too long,
Live and let live, travel and love life
The military are commanded
Wear a uniform, look pristine,
They say you’ll be prepared for a high-end career,
‘No white collared job is going save the world,
Shouldn’t matter if my hairs tied back or curled’
Stand up for what you believe.














	


Dark rebellion

Brooding sky haunts the horizon,
Flicks of grey along dull canvas,
A sneeze of rain against windowpane,
Smatters of dirt on carpet;
the dog shook off its only burden.

Cold home with lifeless objects,
A deep grooved sofa,
Dust a thick layer of discomfort,
Plants sweet aroma a distant memory,
Suffocated by stale air.

Constricted by society,
Shackled by anxiety,
Restrained by foreboding,
But revelling in the ideology 

Of rebellion.







Haunted

I do not care to hear your story; you upon the matted mare,
The son of hell come to shepherd the lost souls,
For I practice good and fight by the side of the holy spirit,
When the sun sets it is the good willed who are set upon
By your demons of the night who sneer in the shadows.

I ready myself.

I grip the blade by its veiny shaft,
Let your demons see what awaits them in the light,
For I am an enemy of the dark,
Ready to bleed the evil from immoral souls.

I ready myself.

But they do not care to fight tonight,
Their cold skin won’t feel the tear of my blade,
My steel will not be stained.

The son of hell offers a cigarette,
An only evil I will accommodate.
He requests I walk with him a little,
Set our differences aside for a moment.

Flashing lights illuminate a dark forgotten sky,
A harmony of elated screams and deflated cries, 
I sit and I observe the soul-filled vessels, 
Oblivious to what walks between them,
Who whispers in their ears and tantalises their impulses,
Of those who haunt the casinos on gold strip avenue.

The streets outside are littered with successful losers. 
I have seen enough.
I leave the son of hell.

Like a shadow I disappear amongst the living.





















The soul Man

Once again it came
Under the evening sky
He looked within him

He found his moral
Buried deep inside his core
And he dragged it out

She had stopped trembling
Raising her wet eyes to him
Seeing the changed man

He pulled out the knife 
And cut the rope that tied her
Watched her run away

The good seeped away
Twisted features and cruel eyes
It spat on the floor

Another one free
This body is crammed with souls
Need to get them gone

Just one soul is enough
The others are soft and weak
Find myself a priest

Cast them out of here
Leave the rightful owners’ soul
There’s unfinished work
 


 























Review:
For this task, we were required to submit work based on a collaboration and community theme. Having very few friends who are in the writing industry, and classmates who live a fair distance away from myself, I was limited to what I could do and therefore saw it as a challenge to produce something from my own experiences and people who I had met that related to the punk lifestyle which has been a prominent part of this module. 
To write the first two pieces, I chose an image that I could create two bodies of creative work from in a detailed ekphrasis. I also invested time in researching the punk ideology. I knew little about punks apart from their dress sense and music. My lecturer who is deeply fascinated with the punk life inspired me to investigate Swedish punk and learn about the ideology. I discovered a female punk band called Pink Champagne. I listened to some of their music and found a couple of poorly translated versions, but it was enough for me to have an idea of what to write poetry wise for the assignment. I would never have imagined Punk being so popular and that there were deeper political messages in their music and ideology. I have learnt that they aren’t rebelling for their own amusement but rebelling against the governments backward ways and want to open the door to political freedom and individuality.
Dark Rebellion was one I wrote imagining a punk that had been suppressed by the government and society’s ways. The individual has every bit an interest in wanting to rekindle their rebellious ways but has lost all interest in what’s around them. The house means nothing, the furniture, the dead flowers still in their vase, the air stale because they don’t want to open the windows. Many people could relate to this who suffer with depression and anxiety. We all live in our heads when we choose not to turn the tv on or give in to corrupt media news. After some reworking, I tightened up the poem and removed sentences that I initially thought strengthened the piece but in fact took away the readers own interpretation. I wanted it to be accessible for people to make up their own images and impressions. 
Haunted was written from a memory of when I visited Las Vegas. A man who looked punky was walking around by himself just watching people gamble. I noticed him because of how he looked but despite the fact he had a big blonde mohawk and was dressed all in black he stood out like a sore thumb. I recalled seeing so many people high in their spirit and those who were low. It inspired me to write this piece as it can be left for the reader to interpret in their own way. The son of hell is like the shepherd watching his minions do their dirty work, slowly bringing each person down on their luck and bringing them one step closer to a dark, depressing stage of their life. I reworked this poem after some feedback and have realised I tend to repeat myself in different ways. There’s no need to do this writing as the reader can make up their own mind and interpretation. Using unnecessary conjoining words were also cut.
The Soul Man was a poem I wrote using the Haiku pattern with which I had a dream about being tied up by someone who was fighting with his thoughts on whether to kill me or not. I thought I would use it as part of my submission. Many of us have our inner demons we battle with every day. I believe that what was happening in my dream was a metaphor. It could be my mind telling me that I’m letting too much get on top of me, as I jumped from being in the woman’s body to being in the man’s body. The jump to his body could have been me finding it within myself to let go of a problem. Either way, I think there will be readers and writers who can relate to this.
On reflection, I would tighten up a little more on the poetry (poetry not being my forte, but I have found myself enjoying it) and remember to use less adjectives and double adjectives in one line. I have learnt more about poetry style and language and how to allow the reader to perceive the pieces in their own unique way. I have been limited to community support due to the COVID-19 but have found small online groups to share poems with and seek feedback.
In the near future I will research more into certain types and themes of poetry rather than just create my own and hope one wouldn’t insert it into a certain poetic format, rather I hoped one would come at it with an open mind and see it as an art form. Although I prefer to write short stories, I have found that I enjoyed experimenting with a different way of creative writing and feel this will benefit me in my writing for future assignments. I have also developed my confidence in reading and collaborating with other writers which in turn will allow me to experience others work and feedback as well as contributing the same to them. 

Reference:
Pink Champagne, retrieved March 05 2020, from Wikipedia website: 
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pink_Champagne

YouTube:
Pink Champagne, Stålmannen/kvinnan (live 1981) at https://youtu.be/PECP3EvPqHw (accessed on 23/03/2020)
Pink Champagne, Krig i mig (1983) at https://youtu.be/ziScOWChv8w (accessed on 23/03/2020)
Pink Champagne, Live på Musikverket (1980) at https://youtu.be/2yWAFR4H3hM (accessed on 23/03/2020)
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He heard the screams. The screams of joy from children echoing into the night. He tugged at his sisters’ skirt urging her to walk faster. She smiled down at him and picked up the pace. They passed the old police station and then turned right through a narrow archway. The night sky here was illuminated with pink and blue blotches and a white laser beam piercing each one in a patterned rhythm. 
The music had started to tickle his ears. His heart started to beat with excitement and his mouth was wet. He couldn’t wait to taste the candyfloss. This year he was going to have one bigger than his whole self. Everyone would look, and he liked making the other children jealous.
A large gated area awaited them. The gates stretched up to over ten feet and were decorated in a sheet of funfair images. At the entrance stood two men wearing fluorescent jackets. One was bald and sporting face tattoos while his partner was wearing a blue wig full of curls. The boy leant into his sister and reached for her hand. She squeezed it reassuringly and pulled out of her purse two tickets. She presented them to the one with the blue wig. He smiled, looking her up and down. His gaze then fell on to the boy and he grinned. ‘Welcome, buddy!’ 
The boy sheepishly smiled. The two men opened the large gates and the boy’s eyes widened. A wave of Funfair music hit them head on. Lights flickered across red and blue tents, stalls were filled to the brim with toys, and people crowded around rides. He could hardly contain his excitement and he tugged his sister in all directions. They found the candyfloss stand near to the funhouse and he bounced on the balls of his feet. He listened carefully to make sure she ordered the extra-large. But then something caught his attention. He turned and saw someone waving to him from the window of the funhouse. It looked like a clown. The boy took a few steps forward, but another excited child bumped into him. He steadied himself and looked up. The clown was gone. He searched the other windows until his eyes recognised a face painted under one of them. Next to it in red lettering was the name ‘Mr Joy’. The boy spun around when a hand touched his shoulder. His sister laughed, handing him the candyfloss. The boy’s face lit up and he carefully held the stick. His tongue touched the sticky sweet mass and he shuddered with delight.
He followed her to the next stand. It had buckets huddled in the middle. He listened to the vendor shout to the people crowding around that it was three bags for a pound and each colour bucket awarded a prize. He looked up at the stuffed animals. Stuffed birds hung like garlic from hooks, giant blue and purple fuzzy monkeys with oversized eyes were tied with string around the supports, and various keyrings were strewn about. His sister handed over a pound. His lips pinched at his candyfloss. She juggled three beanbags, one yellow, one red and one blue. He laughed and cheered her on. Taking aim, she tossed the red beanbag first. It skipped over the edge of the red bucket. Then she aimed with the yellow, it bounced off a blue bucket and fell between a yellow and red. She rolled the blue beanbag between her hands and took aim. CLONK! The blue beanbag landed straight into a blue bucket. The vendor came over to ask which colour bird she wanted. ‘Which one, Kevin?’
The boy put his finger to his lips, thinking. ‘The green one!’ The vendor rubbed his hands together and snatched off the green bird.
The siblings continued their way through the funfair until a stall with what looked like hundreds of goldfish in clear bags stood in their path. The boy let go of his sister’s hand and ran towards it. Out of nowhere a large dog collided with the boy and sent him and his candyfloss across the ground. The rough surface scratched his hands as he held them out to steady himself. A small trickle of blood from each soft palm trailed a path to his wrists. He looked down at his trousers and instinctively wiped his hands on them. They stung, but the blood was just nothing. That’s what his mommy would tell him when she would have one of her fights with his stepdaddy. He looked over to his candyfloss and sighed heavily. It was pounded into the dirt by people walking past. He looked for his sister. Crowds of people now flooded in. Before he could call to her, he saw the dog again. It stared at him from a space between two stalls before disappearing into the dark gap. Curiosity was too much for the young boy to ignore and he jogged over. He peered in and saw only blackness, waiting for the fun fair lights to rotate and illuminate inside. When it did, he saw something. It came closer. The lights moved and there was blackness again. Then the lights flickered back, and this time he could make out a figure. A clown.
‘Hi there, Kevin!’ the clown’s red mouth curled up into a grin.
The boy gasped. ‘You know my name!’
The clown did a little tap dance. His eyes shimmered with silver. ‘I sure do! And do you know my name?’
The boy shook his head, then he remembered the funhouse and seeing the clown’s face painted on the building with a name. ‘Mr Joy!’
The clown clapped his hands ‘That’s right, my boy! Hey, what happened, Kevin? Did you have a little fall?’ he pointed to the boy’s scuffed trousers. 
Kevin looked down. ‘Yeah, a dog hit me. Did you see it?’
The clown acted out a thinking face and then shook his head. ‘Can’t say I did, Kevvie.’
‘Hey! My dad would call me Kevvie!’ 
‘Really? Where is he now?’
Kevin looked down and scratched the floor with his shoe. ‘He’s in heaven.’
Mr Joy nodded solemnly. ‘And where’s your mother?’ 
He shrugged. ‘She’s at home with stepdaddy.’
Mr Joy twiddled his fingers. ‘Your stepdaddy isn’t a very nice man, is he Kevvie?’ He watched the boy pout and look away. ‘He’s a really mean stepdaddy, isn’t he?’ Kevin nodded slowly and Mr Joy smiled. ‘He’s a real cunt, hey Kevvie Wevvie?’
The boy looked up. ‘What’s a cu...?’
The clown gasped as if remembering something. ‘Hey, Kevvie! I’ve got something for you!’ Mr Joy leant back, a mischievous smirk on his face. ‘It’s your favourite thing at the funfair!’
Kevin thought for a moment and his eyes glistened. ‘Is it candyfloss?’
Mr Joy slapped his knee in amazement. ‘You’re a smart kid!’ The clown flicked his wrists and wiggled his fingers as if casting a spell, then while pressing one finger to his lips his other hand reached behind his back and pulled out an enormous stick of it. Kevin opened his mouth making a wow shape and took it from Mr Joy. ‘You deserve it, Kevvie.’
Kevin stared in amazement at the mountain of pink sticky threads. ‘Thanks Mr Joy!’
But Mr Joy was gone. 
***
The next morning Kevin stretched his arms and rolled out of bed. His little feet thudded across the landing and into the bathroom. He picked up his stool next to the bath and placed it in front of the sink. He climbed on to it and opened the mirrored cupboard. Inside were lots of mommy’s things like pill bottles, make up, cotton ear buds, and hers and his toothbrush. He took his from the holder and squeezed out toothpaste onto the well bent bristles. She’d promised him a new toothbrush for his birthday, and he was excited to see which superhero shape it would be. He held up his captain America toothbrush and closed the mirrored door. He jumped when he saw a dishevelled looking face staring back at him. 
‘Well look who’s up bright and early.’ The voice came out rough. Kevin froze. The man walked up to him, opening the mirrored door and pulling out his mommy’s toothbrush. He firmly squeezed toothpaste onto it, more than a pea size, and threw the toothpaste bottle onto the sink. ‘What are you doing up so early? Shit the bed?’
Kevin remained still and silent. The man chuckled and turned on the tap. He brushed his teeth and spat out blood and froth. He flicked the brush a few times to take off the water and put it back into the toothbrush holder. ‘You best hope your mother doesn’t see what you did to your trousers.’ He reached for the hand towel, dabbing at his wet lips, then flung it at Kevin’s feet just as he finished wetting himself. 
Kevin ran to his room, yanked off his sodden trousers and pulled on some fresh ones. He then quietly descended the stairs, clenching his teeth each time one creaked. When he reached the bottom, he put the wet clothes in the laundry basket. 
‘What cha up to, Kevvie!?’
The boy spun round. Mr Joy was sitting on top of the cooker, legs crossed. 
‘Mr Joy!’ Kevin whispered excitedly. ‘What are you doing here?’
Mr Joy stood up and tiptoed across the worktop. Kevin watched in awe. ‘I’m here to see you, Kevvie!’ he giggled, jumping off the counter onto the tiled floor. His silk red slippers danced towards him. ‘What are you doing up so early, Kevvie? Shit the bed?’ The boy froze. Mr Joy scoffed and straightened his striped shirt. ‘I told you Kevvie, he’s a mean one.’
Kevin nodded and balled his fists. ‘I wish he was dead.’
Mr Joy ran his finger along the skirting board and studied the thick lump of dust he’d collected. ‘What about your mommy?’
The boy let out a frustrated sigh. ‘She won’t do anything. She’s always sleeping. She eats these pills and drinks this stuff.’ He walked to the bin, pushed open the lid and pulled out a wine bottle. 
The clown nodded and walked into the living room. Old fashioned photographs haunted the far end, a television set reflected old leather chairs worn at the armrests, and a tapestry style rug was laid out in the middle, half its colour dulled by the sun beaming through the window blinds. Mr Joy tutted to himself as he stopped at the photographs. ‘You miss your daddy, don’t you?’
Kevin sidled up next to him and looked up. There were no photos of daddy on the wall. Mr Joy pulled off one of the pictures which showed mommy and stepdaddy holding each other in front of the house and turned it over in his hand. He turned the metal clamps and pulled off the back and stand to reveal a photo of his mommy and daddy hidden behind it. He handed it to Kevin. ‘Shhh…’ said Mr Joy, ‘…our secret.’ 
Kevin went to sit in one of the armchairs. He tilted the photo towards the sun’s rays to study it. Mr Joy stopped next to him and patted his head. ‘I bet you’d like to see him again, hey? I’d bet you’d do just about anything to have your daddy back in your life!’
The boy nodded. The tears flowed freely, and he patted them away with his sleeve. 
‘Would you like to see your daddy?’
Kevin nodded.
‘Ok Kevvie, since we’re best friends I’m going to do something really special for you.’ Mr Joy took Kevin’s hands into his. ‘But you have to promise not to tell anybody. Not about me, not about what we say, and especially about this. If you do, they’ll make me go away, and they will send you to a terrible place.’
Kevin didn’t like the sound of that, especially if it was more terrible than living here with his stepdaddy. ‘Ok, Mr Joy, I promise.’
Mr Joy smiled. ‘Great! Now close your eyes and count to three, then open them.’
Kevin squeezed his eyes shut and counted, ‘One… Two… Three…’
He opened his eyes and his breath caught in his throat. Mr Joys face was so close to his he could feel the hot breath. It smelt so bad he covered his mouth. Then in horror, he watched as Mr Joy’s face started to melt. The make-up covered skin dripped down like sludge until eventually a reddish skin started to appear. With a few wipes of his hands he revealed his face and Kevin gawped. His father stood in front of him. Kevin tried to call his name, but it came out in a whimper. He shot off the chair and wrapped his arms around his daddy’s legs. His father smiled and knelt. He held Kevin’s face in his hands. ‘I can’t believe it’s you!’ the boy cried. 
They held each other for a long time until a noise upstairs disrupted the moment. They both looked up to the ceiling as they heard mommy and stepdaddy arguing loudly. 
Kevin looked back to his daddy. ‘Please don’t leave me again.’
His father smiled. ‘Sorry Kevvie, I have to go.’ 
The boy whimpered. ‘Please no, no don’t go daddy. I’ll do anything, please stay!’
His father looked him over and smiled. ‘You’ve grown into a fine boy, Kevvie. But you’ll never become a man if you keep pissing your pants. You can’t keep doing that, boy. It’ s what girls do. You aren’t a girl, are you?’
Kevin’s face flushed with shame and he shook his head. The arguing upstairs turned to screaming and things smashing. 
‘Prove to me you want to change, Kevvie. Show me you aren’t a little trouser wetter. Prove you want me back, son.’ His father shook him with every word. ‘You’ll prove it to me won’t cha, Kevvie Wevvie?’
Kevin could feel anger building in his chest. His throat burned. The boy stood firm and he growled. ‘I will prove it to you daddy.’
His father smiled warmly and kissed his cheek. ‘I know you will, because you’re my boy. I love you Kevvie, and when that son of a bitch upstairs is gone, we can be together again.’ He held the boy close and his voice became a grim whisper. ‘Mr Joy can only help you so much son, but if we are going to be together, you need to kill Stepdaddy.’
Kevin recoiled and daddy was gone. He called to him while the shouting and screaming continued upstairs. He ran into the kitchen and looked around, then backed up into the living room looking behind the armchairs. Heavy footsteps sounded on the landing and came tumbling down the stairs. He turned to see his stepdaddy grabbing his coat off the bannister. He glared at Kevin and lifted his hand up, shaping it like a gun and taking aim. He shot him. Kevin watched as his stepdaddy blew invisible smoke away from the tip of his finger just before his mother came down the stairs. She was sobbing and clutching the side of her face. When she sensed there was someone in the living room, she turned to see Kevin. Blood seeped between her fingers. Under her eye was bleeding and her nose. 
‘Mommy?’ Kevin pointed to his mommy’s face.
‘It’s nothing, sweetie.’ She replied, shying away.
Kevin’s stepdaddy snorted and went out the front door, slamming it behind him. His mommy sighed defeatedly and staggered back up the stairs leaving Kevin alone.
‘Stupid bitch.’
Kevin jumped as Mr Joy crawled out from under the rug.  ‘Mr Joy! Daddy came just like you said he would!’
‘I told you! What did he say?’
Kevin explained what his daddy said, and the clown did a little tap dance. ‘So, when are we going to do it, Kevvie?’
Kevin looked out of the window, an eerie feeling engulfing him as Mr Joy set his hands down onto his shoulders. ‘Tonight, Mr Joy. It needs to be tonight.’
Review
[bookmark: _Hlk40781359]In this session, I was given access to meet the fantastic author A J Morgan through an online seminar and discuss what constructs a good short story. The point of this session was to learn, as a group, what forms a strong opening and ending to a story, and the best way to create the ‘crux’. AJ Morgan expressed his opinion on it, as well as the group having a chance to share and discuss their thoughts. After this, A J Morgan read a piece of his own work, allowing us to get a feel of his writing style and see how he engaged the readers. 
There were several drafts of this story and the first few contained repeated words, unnecessary conjunctives, and too many adjectives. During the latter, I found myself researching into the tell-tale signs of mental abuse in families, something I had not attempted before. This caused me to input trigger points into the piece such as the boy wetting himself when the stepfather is in the same room as him. This is something I hoped would cause a reaction to the reader in identifying the sinister message of the story. The reader would come to assume that the evil clown, Mr Joy, had come into Kevin’s life to harm him, however, he is actually part of the boys split personality; created as a subconscious coping mechanism towards the abuse he suffers at home. Towards the end the reader might find themselves agreeable with the clown when he offers to help the boy remove the abusive stepfather. 
On reflection, I could see that writing in a simple, but vivid, style was enough for the reader to conjure up their own interpretation of a location and character. This task also taught me the importance of engaging your readers quickly and effectively. If I was to change anything about the piece, it would probably be the beginning. I have thought about starting it off from the moment the boy meets the clown, or from an abusive moment with his stepfather, however, I feel leaving it as it is contrasts heavily with the rest of the story. 
I enjoyed this task as it caused me to research into real life scenarios of family abuse and psychological consequences to formulate a sinister piece of writing while at the same time raising awareness to it. When I look over my older pieces of writing I can see I have grown into a far more mature writer. My experience, and the pointers I’ve learned throughout the module, has contributed to the result 
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