Task 1
My John
I will miss my John I will… 

I throw another hand full of his ashes into the sky watching as the soft summer breeze grabbed them spreading them through our land. This was supposed to be our safe haven. A place for us to hide. A place for my John’s potential too sore higher than it already was. Everything had already been moulding into shape but like everything else in my life, it has been badly burnt away. 

Unbelievable. 

We had planned to try and attempt our seven-year vogue again, once his health was back too normal… but normal never came back for my John. If only I had known that he was going to leave my side so soon. Maybe I would have spent more time on those little things we had always over looked. 
Hugging, kissing, slow dancing. 

Dazed, I skip slowly to the spot where my John and I used to box. Pleasant memories bringing, hot, burning tears to my eyes. I missed us. I missed us laughing throwing playful, yet painful punches at each other. Whenever John suspected I was gaining the upper hand he tended to play dirty but that was the fun part. That’s what kept it interesting. I threw another handful of ashes here…

I will. I will try to live my life without my John. Maybe even write a book. I could write about my John and our adventures. The world can’t forget about him. Especially those stuck up champagne socialist that damned Johns work because he wrote for money and not the art. Bullshit. I’m sure if they didn’t have money they too would be writing for money as well. Once again they prove the difference between the rich and working class. Pathetic. 

My John and I fought social norms in every walk of our life and I lived and loved the freedom that brought. A memory of John shocked face when I told him of my independent conquests and how I funded my own trip to Europe by myself with no help of a man except ‘The man’ also known as my boss when I was a sectary. I believe John loved my wildness I can, when I close my eyes, recall his smile when I rode my horse cross-saddle instead of the preferred and socially accepted English side-saddle. I do not regret any things in my life but if there was one thing that I wish I could change about my John was that I wished he wasn’t a married man. I feel some type of guilt taking him from his family.

I sit down beside the piece of volcanic rock that had been too big for the structure of the house unable to hold my tears back any more. I needed to be strong not for anyone but myself. Bessy, who was dependent on Johns writing had already dried her eyes going back into home tutoring. His two girls had already carried on with their life. They didn’t really know their father that well which will forever be a shame, but Bessy was hurt understandably. She most had been more hurt when she had to call off her engagement to Charles Miller because of my Johns influence on society. Then to top the icing with a cherry John took the final blow to her. In his will he left poor Bess virtually nothing and even named me the guardian of his children. I stood by Jack in many things but this was not one of them.

Leaving the rest of my Johns ashes in a shallow grave by the large volcanic pieces of rock I made my way to his study pausing at the door. If I was to write I will do it right. I poured myself a glass of red wine and set it down by the type writer just like my John. But for once I wasn’t typing up my Johns tales I was typing my own this was the beginning of my life without my John. Though he has left me physically I will make him live on with my writing and in my heart.

I will always miss my John I will… 

But time is at the essence and I must saddle this horse on ride on, not knowing where this rode would take me…

1954- Charmain London
“My love for Jack is a sort of worship.  Not a fetish sort of thing.   It is a grand emotion—a high passion.  I seem to love, as always, as in a beaming light of him.  Whom better could one worship?  I say it to a friend of his.  He was so grand.  His light is immortal to me—even if he is not.  I think you recognize the feeling.  It preludes despair or true loneliness.  It HAS BEEN and the after-glow is, and shall be forever.  I know he would weep should I miss one thrill of living.  Rather, would he rejoice in that he better fitted me for life and living.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  http://jacklondonpark.com/jack-london-charmian-london.html] 





























A day in a life of a strip club waitress
"Oi Blonde give me another shot!" 
I threw a fake smile in the general direction of the voice, my blood boiling painfully under my skin. As I walked over I added a seductive sway to my steps gaining a few wolf whistles.  
I pulled out my note pad and pen. Licking my finger slowly before turning to a fresh clean page. "What can I do for you?" 
One of the men leered towards me smiling.
"Well with lips like that you could do a lot for me." He grabbed my wrist, dragging my hand towards him. I gritted my teeth in annoyance. I was more than ready to let loose a string of curses when a presence cut through the disgusting situation.
My face paled when I saw the large form of my boss looming behind them. I forced on another shaky smile "Sir?" 
He was never around on a week night. The last thing I needed was him thinking I couldn’t handle things myself.
He removed his dark shades, placing them into the top pocket of his suit. When he spoke I knew that shit was about to hit the ceiling 
"What is going on here?" His voice was low and more of a growl more than anything else. I snatched my wrist away from the greasy guys hold, rubbing my wrist wincing over the forming bruises. My boss was around the table and next to me in two long strides. He took my wrist in his hand, a deep frown on his face.
"Nothing man. Was just having a little friendly fun". I hated guys who thought they can do whatever they wanted because this was a strip club. 
My boss nodded and smiled but the smile was not a friendly smile but a cold menacing one. He casually took off his watch, handing it to me. What he did next made me almost faint with fear.
"Just a little fun. Well since you're having fun-" He grabbed the guys face, smashing it against the table repeatedly “I might as well join in". He slammed the guy’s face into the table one last time. His two friends that were cheering him on before had gone quiet staring at my boss with pure fear. My boss released the guy's head disgusted. "Now get the fuck out!"
 The two friends who were sitting as still as statues suddenly shot up and carried away their unconscious friend. No one took notice of what had happened, they were far too engrossed in the girls stripping on stage and the ones giving lap dances.
I ran my hand through my hair before admiring the watch "You went overboard again" He looked at me, taking his watch back.
"Did I?  I think that fucker deserved it. How dear he hurts one of my girls" 
I smiled, fluttering my eye lashes.
"Is that all I am?" I ran my hand up his chest.
He stopped my hand, staring down at me. "You are as terrible actress" 
I burst out laughing "Really I thought I was really seductive this time!" He shook his head. "Anyway boss why are you here?" 
He took me by my elbow, leading me though the mass of topless girls and moaning men.
"I have business here" I rolled my eyes.
"So why exactly am I being dragged around?" He stopped walking, pushing me against the wall.
"I need your help" I raised my brow confused. "You see I have a business with a client today". 
I shook my head “I don't deal with drugs.”
 "It has nothing to do with drugs or sex. You see I need someone who I can trust isn't going to hit on him" I wanted to say no but the next thing he said made me change my mind. "I'll add six hundred dollars to your pay check."
I slapped a smile onto my lips "Okay. Where is the gentleman that I have to f-"
He cut me off "All you have to do is serve us drinks and food. After the meeting is over you can go home." This sounded too good to be true. "Come on don't keep him waiting." He moved away from me tilting his head in the direction of the private room.
I had expected to see a bald fat guy sitting down on the low couch. I pushed open the door to the private room smashing into something solid. I looked up slowly, my mouth drying as I stared into a set of emerald green eyes. It took me a few seconds to compose myself and remember why I came into the room. "Oh crap I'm sorry." I moved back but was stopped by a pair of hands circling my waist. "Hold up there I am not no pr-"
"I'm sorry. I thought you were about to fall" He stepped back, letting go of me. 
I rearranged my bralet, cheeks burning. He turned walking towards the couch. His suit was well fitted and highlighted his slender body. He sat down glaring at me with the most intense look I'd ever seen. I felt even more naked under his gaze. I strutted over to the drink cabinets. 
"Is there anything I can help you with sir? Perhaps you'd like a drink?" 
"I rather see you dancing on a strip pole", I turned to face the man.
I stuttered out an answer "P-pardon?" the man loosened his tie.
"I said I'd prefer for you to strip. I don't drink". I gave a big false smile.
"Sorry sir I'm not a stripper" I may be dressed like one as all I had on was a skimpy bralet and a pair of neon colour g-stings but the difference between me and the strippers was that I had a green armband showing I was a server.
He moaned loudly "So why are you here?" 
It was taking everything in me to keep the fake smile on my face in place.  
"I'm here to serve drinks" Looking at him properly, he couldn't have been much older than me. If it wasn't for his spoilt boy attitude I might have found him good looking. He had a nice head of chestnut brown hair which he styled to have an ‘I just woke up look.’
 His jawline was sharp and well defined, the light midnight stubble highlighted his face giving a dark edge to him.
He stared at me for what seemed like forever, but it couldn't have been more than a few seconds. It was as if he was trying to figure something out "I'll have a coke with a lemon" 
I nodded, opening the fridge.
The door opened, letting in some music from the main room. I turned ready to kick whoever had entered out. "Oh it's only you boss. Do you want a pineapple and vodka mix?" 
He nodded, taking a seat opposite the man. He in turn loosened his tie before addressing the man "Good evening Edward."
The man smiled and replied "Good evening boss" 
Those where the last words they spoke in English. Everything else other than when they asked for a drink was spoken in a foreign language. 
The hours ticked by slowly. I had zoned out into my own world, vaguely watching as the exchanged files, and packs of what looked like tightly compressed white powder and pills. Damn liar I told him I didn’t want to be anywhere close to drugs. Just think about the money Keisha. Be grateful he’s not making you deal it.
"Keisha. Keisha. Keisha!" I snapped out of my daydream.
"Yes boss?"
Both him and Edward had now stood up. "Edward would like to know your age"
"Excuse me?" my boss gave me the look of 'if you want your money you better answer'. "I'm twenty-three". Edward didn't say anything after that and just walked out.
"Excellent job today Keisha" He produced a brown envelope from his inner pocket along with a letter.
I backed away at the sight of the white envelope. Everyone knew that meant something bad was happening. "Wait, don't tell me you're firing me." 
He laughed
"No I'm not. But I can see why you thought that. No I'm giving you a promotion" My eyes grew wide. No way, a promotion meant more money, which meant I'd only have to work one job. "Now get going before I change my mind". 
I didn't need to be told twice, besides I had class at eight and needed to change out of this stupid outfit. I half walked, half jogged out of the club, tightly tying my trench coats belt. The sun was slowly rising. I had two options. I could walk the 45-minute journey back to my flat or I could cough up some money and pay for a taxi. I reached into my coat pocket for the brown envelope, instead pulling out a white one with a red stamp warning me I’m behind on rent. I guess a taxi is too much of a luxury.
 






































(A task set by Ros in which we had to explore how our daily routine can manifest into something poetic.)

To Arts we go
Peaceful, darkness shattered, broken
My alarm grows louder in the distance
Desperate to be heard
With each shallow breath
It’s screeches for attention grow louder
I’ve out laid my welcome I know
The sun seeps through a crack in 
My shields 
Children’s laughter- 
That should be pleasant bring my mind nothing but pain
I don’t want to rise
But, I’m upright
Eyes darting
Heart pounding
Where is it?
There.
A pillow in its direction soon put the nuance at bay

I don’t want to go to class
Is what ran through my mind
As I walked down the gravelly path to Art
Nothing had changed
I walked down the same road yesterday
And everything was the same
The buildings where still dull and grey
The paint chipping away
The grounds falling in dismay
My hoodie read
‘I’m not okay’
Never had such words rang truer
But like yesterday, tomorrow will be the same
I will be forced to walk this gravelly path again
My head throbbing in pain
My footsteps heavy with sleeps chains















Task 4 - Keats

Memento mei - Perdita poeta

I was not always a romantic
From my early years I was forced to tango
with death, despair, disaster
On a cold pavement my father’s body was found
And almost mockingly god-
If there is one 
Let his stallion gallop on
Clip clump - through the empty streets of London
beautiful
A haunting image 

I have learnt that in all things, to love,
One- no matter how faced with disaster
Must love all things…
This realisation dawned on me during my final operation
At that moment
During my patients’ blood chilling screams 
Did I truly understand I must live-
I must heal
Not the physical pain
But the heart
For there where people for the body
But the soul remained untouched. Broken

I feel too much
I love too much
And without a god to worship or believe in
I fear death. 
Death that had already set its cold gaze on me
I ran to Rome for some kind of comfort
And in its art I found hope
Immortality in its statues
But I am not an immortal
My works, are, as I write, already forgotten

I can already feel the daises growing over me
My death is near
I loved everything
The flowers, the trees, the earth, the sea
I loved more than this world 
Loved me…







(A task set by Ros in which we explored the technique of ‘Automatic writing’.)
Blue

Blue is the world in which you see
Moody, Sour, dying like a winter tree

Blue is the broken promise of a midsummer night’s dream
Changing, moulding from dark to light
Almost a Christian green

Blue. Blue is a burning pipe dream
A raging fire
Notification, the tell-tell sign
Of unwanted sparked desire

Blue, Blue is a toxic liar…





































Reflective critique
This module looks at well-known writers from different countries and time periods who have gone through the vast processes and infinite numbers of the strategies used to make their creative pieces. In this module I got the chance to study so many great writers that I didn’t originally know much about. We got to discuss them, analysing how their poetry/prose writing seemed to knit into their lifestyles. We watched a number of documentaries about the writers to fully understand them before being given task to attempt to do. In this reflective critique of my work I’m going to take apart my Five pieces of creative writing (2 long and 3 short) And explain/reflect on what was the process behind the work kind of what we have been doing in the module.  

Reflection on ‘To Arts we go’ 
Ros had set a task in which she wanted us to walk down a familiar part and express our emotions and inner thoughts through poetry using as mean poetic techniques.
When writing the poem ‘To Art we go’ I found it surprisingly difficult as I was trying to keep an upbeat rhythm while trying to write about how dull and boring I found traveling through my university. 
I l found myself desperately looking deeper into the handouts Ros had given trying to find a solution to my dilemma and to my joy I did in ‘1801’.  Not the time period but the poem by Siniad Morrissey. In the poem she describes the day in the life of a woman in 1801. It was almost like a diary, starting from when she first rose to ‘The new moon holding the old moon in its arm.’[footnoteRef:2] [2:  Siniad Morrissey – 1801, On Balance Carcanet Press 2017] 


 I decided to adapt the style of my writing. Starting with how I woke up dazed and confused. I aimed for the first half of my poem not to be about the journey but in trying to build a familiar bond with my reader expressing the anguish we all feel as students having to wake up early for a lecture. I then decided to skip the middle ground in which I would get dressed and eat to going down the known path to art. I used the poetic skill of ‘Association’.  Association is a literary technique the surrealist developed. It includes linking together thoughts and images in a flow or chain for example ‘I don’t want to go to class, Is what ran through my mind, As I walked down the gravelly path to Art…’ The thought was my reluctance to go to class and image being painted was the path towards.

I thought this was brilliant as I had never truly thought of doing something like this before and was super happy with the outcome as I was able to achieve everything I wanted.  




Reflection Memento mei - Perdita poeta
My aim for the poem was to write a short and brief biography of Keats life pointing out some of his values and thigs he stood for. When writing ‘Memento mei- Perdita poeta’ I found myself being taken back to my teen years where I loved writing about death the only difference was I needed to find a way to romanticise it. I choose to write about Keats out of the three options we had as I felt I related with his views of love and life. 

 Upon further research into him I found out about his fear of death and how the uncertainty of what comes after death kept him up at night but my research didn’t stop there. I was writing in the style of the romantics which meant I still needed to see beauty and not just death. Even my title held some back ground to my poem. ‘Memento mei- Perdita poeta’ translates to Remember me – The lost poet. Keats believed he would be forgotten and not one of the ‘Immortals’ He felt like he had not done enough to be remembered and would die a nobody. Which we now know is wrong as he along with a few others pioneered the 2nd generation of the Romantics movements. 

In my poem I wanted to add as many facts about Keats as I could, so I covered how his father died. ‘He was eight years old when his father, a livery stable-keeper, was killed after being trampled by a horse.’[footnoteRef:3] I also mentioned his passed profession before becoming a poet ‘trained at Guy’s Hospital to become a surgeon’[footnoteRef:4] Finally to add a final realistic and morbid touch I began my final stanza with Keats last words ‘I can feel the daisies growing over me.’[footnoteRef:5]  [3:  https://www.biography.com/people/john-keats-9361568 [Accessed 15th November]]  [4:  https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/john-keats [Accessed 15th November]]  [5:  https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/text/famous-last-words [Accessed 15th November}] 


Blue
Blue was a late entry into my portfolio. At first I didn’t really like the poem and found it to be too shallow and short. Though I took inspiration from the poem Freedom of Love by Andre Breton (1920s) I found that my poem Blue was in no ways a reflection of the great piece. I used the same technique of Automatic writing [When you write quickly and uncritically without trying to control the thoughts, images, and phrases’ that come to mind’] But even while doing the technique I found myself hesitant to expand the poem even though I knew I had the capability to do so. upon further reading and examination, I found it read in almost a breathless wonder and hid a deeper poem just like Andre Breton’s poem did. 

Blue in my poem could be seen as many things and in a way my character describing the colour is twisting reality to match this washed out world. Instead of using the cliché grey I wanted to use blue which symbolises (just like grey) being moody and down. Though it didn’t match with the tone of the poem I think in myself conscious I was trying to convey a person pretending to be happy Hence why the desire was unwanted and pipe dream. It wasn’t real. If you change the words Blue is to I Am you will now clearly hear the misery of my character’s voice as I wrote, in the end Blue is a toxic liar. 

A day in a life of a strip club waitress
When given the task to write about a profession I found myself struggling to think of one that I felt passionate about. It was when talking to my older friends that I found my inspiration. A close friend of mine when studying for her dance degree used to work as a waitress at a strip joint in her town. I spoke to her and asked her what it was like. Overall she said it was decent good pay, could live without the uniform but a beggar couldn’t be choosy. 

I took a creative licence to glamorise the story wanting to focus on tell a story but not giving everything away about my character. From the short extract I was able to explain to the reader that my character had blonde hair, is very beautiful, Not that tall. I was also able to explain to my readers that she’s in school, I was able to tell her age, name and financial information without it feeling like word vomit on a page.

It was an interesting piece to write as I had never gone down the biography route before. I think looking into Jack London really helped with this piece. I’ve always had in my head that A biography had to be quite formal and stiff but after reading his work and how he was able to turn his experiences into these grand tales I thought ‘why not?’ Even though it wasn’t my experience it was enjoyable to write and something I would like to look into further in the future.


My John
This was the first piece I wrote in class. I loved the charter idea I drew up for Charmain London. I feel like she wasn’t given enough spot light in class. Most people in class seemed to want to write about Jack and his adventures but I wanted to take a softer side. I wanted to humanise Charmain as she was portrayed to be this tough woman who stood on equal ground with Jack which was unheard of in those days. I decided to base my entry on after Jacks death reminding everyone that after Jack died life went on. I even included what happened to Bessy and the girls briefly not wanting to steer to far from Charmain. I wanted to write in a way that didn’t give away all her achievements but steered the reader to imagine what they can be. The snippet of writing at the end is actually a piece by Charmain showing she achieved what she hoped and leaves a glimmer of more to come. 

I also wanted to show this softer side to her one that looks onto all the badass things she’s done is a softer, kinder way taking away the gruff exterior. It was a shame she couldn’t have kids and I was aiming to be historically accurate I would have loved to says she has a child further feminising her and giving me more to work with.

In conclusion I believe that my writing greatly improved because of this module it introduced me to new, exciting techniques I wouldn’t have normally used. It also showed me the wonder of the many writers we studied and how peering into their lives can further improve and revel hidden secrets. I feel like the skills taken from this module will help push my writing to a higher level. 
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