Sharaf Ramadad
Poor bugger.  Sharaf Ramadad lived in a block of flats, next door to Mrs Isandhwlana for years.  He had no problem with her, and she had no problem with him.  She was the same as him.  She had lived there for fifty years.  He had worked night shifts as long as he could remember and he enjoyed his work, helping people.  Mrs Isandhwlana knew that Sharaf was an illegal immigrant, but she said nothing, for she was one herself.  They bonded together and worked around it.  She thought he was a good neighbour, so she didn’t mind, as she was a good neighbour to him.  He was polite and always said “hello”.  Sometimes, he would help her with her shopping.  Sharaf always went to work on time.  
Everything was so happy and they were the best neighbours you could have believed.  
Then poor Mrs Isandhwlana died, and it wasn’t long before Sharaf had new neighbours.  They were different kinds of people to Mrs Isandhwlana and himself.  They were only interested in drink and drugs.  They played loud music all day and all night, drinking Stella Artois, throwing their cans everywhere.  
Poor Sharaf Ramadad could not complain as he wasn’t supposed to be there in the first place.  He could not say anything to his neighbours, or to the council.  But Sharaf he wore his country’s cultural clothing when he left for work every night – it was his custom.  The people next door called him horrible names every night when he came out of his flat.
He persevered for months and did not say anything.  He kept his head down and his mouth shut.  He knew that one day there would be a knock on the door.  If he was to say anything it would backfire on him.  
He knew it was going to happen, anytime.  Just that one phone call. In one way it was stressing him out, in another it might be the best thing that could happen.  He always carried his own number when he needed it if he was asked.  With his line of work it would not take long.  
Then two Jehovah’s Witnesses knocked on the neighbours’ door.
They retaliated by whacking one of the Jehovah’s Witnesses in the face, for making them get up and answer the door.  It was having to turn the music down to reply to the banging on the door that upset them, when they were high as kites trying to make love, of sorts.  The phone call was made and police officers came to the door.  They arrested the neighbours and managed to be able to evict them from the flat.  PC 5402 did a job that he was dedicated to.  He believed everyone should have the same rights. He believed that if everyone pulled together, the world would be a better place.
People work to improve themselves and the lives of others around them, their family, their community, their country.  It is possible to achieve a miracle, as PC 5402 had done, to make a society better that could work.  PC 5402 was Sharaf Ramadad, a refugee, whose name meant “man of honour”.  He cared for what he stood for, a man of law who had two names, one for work and one for home.  He and Mrs Isandhwlana had helped each other and been kind, friendly neighbours.  It cost them nothing.  The new neighbours were the opposite, and it cost them their home.
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1-What you had for breakfast
2- Your last text message 
3- Your lover’s eyes
4- Favourite CD

A letter to my love
While I sit and enjoy my English breakfast, my dear lovely Ivy, with your beautiful eyes watching me, and our memories wrapped tight around my heart.  The sea view is so bright and wonderful.  It amazes me how you sent me that fucking text when I was in work.  I cut myself in lab because of you. You broke my heart. 
I’m drowning in an orgy of Roy.  
You were my Pretty Woman and I started to be Running Scared.  Crying from disbelief that It’s Over with the Sunset from the California Blue seas.  Why the hell have you done, this to me?  I’m going to end up Only The Lonely as Breakin’ Up Is Breakin’ Me.  I listen to the Heartbreak Radio as I Can’t Stop Loving You.  I Dream On as my Life Fades Away.  
Why Hurt The One Who Loves You?  
I will never forget our wedding day, and Tweeter’s speech. Yes I’m Hurting. I thought that  We Were Into Something Good.
So it means you never knew me, A Love So Beautiful.  You killed my love with the secrets, with this Bridge Over Troubled Water.  With my Best Friend, while I was a Beautiful Dreamer?   You and him, with your Careless Hearts.  
We will become Close Again.
He touched you, my wife.  The fucking bastard, we were good mates.  I will, and you know I will destroy him now, and I will finish this stupid game that you both played with my mind, psychologically killing me.  It was not fair.  Tweeter did not understand that from the moment he went with you that you were both on borrowed time.  
I knew when he changed his shifts and you never answered the phone that something was going on.  It clicked.  Tweeter told me about the sex he was having with some woman.  He was describing all the positions, like the Karma Sutra, of what he and this woman had done.  It was exciting at first.  When I got home from a hard day’s work and wanted a night of passion, you were too tired to make love to me.  You two faced bitch, you had it all. Congratulations.
So I made a plan. I knew you were going because Tweeter told me he had a new job.  He kept telling me.  What an asshole.  
A broken heart does not come alone.  Before he left I changed his insulin. His fate was made.  And yours, my darling. I can see the fear in your green blue eyes, that would be broken, shattered. 
I did the post-mortems after the crash. Like Diana, Princess of Wales, you weren’t coming back.  As I eat my breakfast and write this letter to you, I look at your eyes again.  I took them out and put them into resin, and I wear them on a gold chain round my neck.  
Your eyes will forever be reflected in my eyes.  When you read this letter with the enjoyment of our music and a lovely English breakfast, and the company of two, we’re Close Again.  Love Hurts.  Just Sweet Dreams as I was not The Great Pretender.  Shattered love was in your eyes, broken glass was in your tears of love that’s gone, you bitch. Fuck you!  I was not driving.  It was Tweeter that killed you, not me.
With love...
M S Douglas 05/12/18

Photo gone fishing on Normandy beaches
A tidal wave or a tsunami, what has happened?  The sea has been spewing death everywhere. Never seen the coast so battered.  It’s as if hell wanted to come in from the deep and tell a story. Like fishing nets, the same as barbed wire, they were there to catch a lot of fish, like trawling men, like a shoal of fish.  The same as harpooning but sometimes bayonets instead?
Put out of their misery for some fun.  A hook and anchor maybe, a Gatling gun or three maybe more.  A few cannons and you can make human bouillabaisse, just like French fish soup.  Sorry it’s the same in English, the same soup, and same ingredients, just add death and wait and see.  The best thing since baked beans – that’s what the government said.
Like the fish gasping for air drowning out of water, it’s the same for a human being in water.  The fishermen can see it.  Same kind of job, just the same, but the stench and the smell is different.  The fishermen each light a cigarette to try and mask the reek.  Look over there, he’s lost his head.  It’s a human being – like the fish, different species.  Black, white, yellow and green.  The green is the colour of their decomposing corpses.  Like fish they might become an extinct breed, rarity of some, unless they stop fishing of any kind, like the fishing of men. 
Bloated bellies, like the swelling of the sea.  Some well salted, some have been missed, rotting openly – how can this be?  The seagulls have had their fill, crying souls from within.  They leave their droppings all over the place.  Look over there, a hermit crab just grabbed an eye off the floor and is now watching us.  There’s that spider crab, carrying a hand – I hope some of these bodies go back out to sea and sink to the sea bed.  Lobsters and fish will be good fishing next year.  Fish eat men, men eat fish; cannibalism by proxy. 

M S Douglas 13.12.18
I Remember the Terrible Snows of 81-82 (for George’s lesson)
I remember the rain and the damp in the month of December of 81, chilling you to the bone.   Then the north east wind came and had lunch from somewhere, nowhere.  It was like a whirlwind romance, that’s put its thumb down on you, when the happiness of each inner twine busts collectively.
I remember standing in the bus stop smoking away as a foolish teenager.  It was wet outside and the winds came and the roads dried up, like growing old, they went grey, old and cold.  The snow came, just like the dusting of the cake; it blew all over the place. 
I remember the farm house painted up covered with the snow from head to toe.
I remember opening the door.  We could not see or get out at first.  We had to dig our way out.
I remember the world looked bleak; a white carpet or a white sheet on your bed.  The land was green; the roads were like the white veins of the dead. The dead were sledged away.
I remember walking two miles carry a bag of coal and a bag of bread to keep us alive.  Five times a day I had to walk down and back up again, fetching errands for my mother and father.  My mother smoked.
I remember that it was so cold we had more ice inside the windows than out.
I remember the wind had blown some of the roof away.  We had snow in our bedroom.
I remember those times were so hard.  The misery of the cold had got to me - it was in my bones.
I remember it stayed for a long time, an unwelcome guest that hung about till spring was out.
I remember one day when it all went away.

M S Douglas 12/12/2018 

Screen Play
FADE IN:
Nightmare of passion in a foreign city
EXT. BRUGES 
NARRATOR
(Mid afternoon the plane was landing in Ostend a couple get off get a taxi to Bruges about 25 km to the heart of the city to their hotel Monsieur Maurice where Mr and Mrs Cadwgan were staying for the weekend to rekindle their marriage as they got to the hotel and came out of the car he notes a man with six long haired Afghan hounds he looked different with long hair Indian maybe American or Canadian as he had a funny T-shirt on.  Was it the maple leaf, or cannabis plant? )
INT. INSIDE THE HOTAL SHE’S HAS HAD AN ENOUGH SHE TIRED AND CRIES AND HAD A SHIT FULL OF IT AND DOES NOT CARE ANYMORE, WITH DICK SO SHE ARGUES WITH HIM.
(Raises his voice, shouting at Sally)
DICK        
What the fuck is wrong with you. I am going out and am not listening to this shit tonight, what the fuck’s wrong with you?  The world was coming together until the death of this fucking hell of a marriage, what went wrong with you in your work, you fucked someone in your work Christmas do on the photocopier you made the front page in all in the newspapers and you’re still a bitch to me after it.   We came over to work it out but you’re just so cold to me.
(Sally looks timid and tired)
 SALLY
Look, I feel so tired, why are you bothering me you bastard.  What has happened in work has happened.  I am not well after that night.
   DICK  
Look here. Well you pissed me off. Why are you making out, you’re such a sweetie, what’s wrong with you.  I have had enough.
 (Dick leaves the hotel Monsieur Maurice and walks for half a mile and turns a corner and see a Irish bar and walks in)
     DELANEY’S IRISH BAR
NARRATOR
(Orders a pint of harp and stands at the bar, thinking to himself what had happened.  He thought and wrote on paper what his wife had just said and done in her work.  She said she was drugged and she could not get out of bed that day.  She said she could not remember until she saw herself in the papers the next day.  Dick has a few more pints then walks outside.  He’s sure he sees Sally with another man.  Dick walks back into Delaney’s and decides to get drunk. He starts to talk to himself as a group of Canadians come into the bar, singing Canadian folk music.)

DICK
What the fuck is going on here?  Life can’t get any worse.  Fuck it; I’ll have another pint, and a chaser.  If you can’t beat them, join them!
NARRATOR
(As he gets up, a strawberry blond Canadian woman comes in and starts talking to him)
ANNIE
My name is Annie – what’s yours?  Who made you, big boy??
DICK
Oh, you took me by surprise.  Dick by name, dick by nature.
NARRATOR
(Both get up and go over to the Canadians, joining in with their singing.  After a time, they both leave together.  They make their way down the streets back to Dick’s hotel.  They have sex outside against the wall, and then Dick passes out.  Next morning, he wakes up in a hedge with an Afghan hound licking his face.  Dick gets up, confused and unsure what has happened.  He walks back in to the hotel covered in strawberry blond hair.)
(In a temper, screaming at Dick)
SALLY
What the hell have you been up to??  You’re in today’s paper – look at the headline ‘Man Caught having sex with a Dirty Bitch against a Hotel Wall’!
(Dick is quiet and subdued)
DICK
I can’t remember.  I think I was drugged last night.  Fucking Canadians!
SALLY 
Let’s call it quits.  We’ve both made the newspapers.
NARRATOR
(Unknown to Dick, it was Sally wearing a strawberry blond wig that took him home that night.  The Afghan dog was her uncle’s dog that he saw when they first arrived.  From that day on, they were happily married.  They moved house and jobs and got on with their lives.)

M S Douglas 20.12.18




(Describe a landscape as seen by an old woman, whose disgusting and detestable old husband has just died, do not mention husband or death.)

Things look much brighter over the wall. Daisies and roses growing nicely from the dung heap of rotting disgusting revolting heaped up shit. 
Look on the bright side. The flowers are growing well and I will wait a day or two, and I will pick some and put them in your corner, in your house next to your TV, where they will be looking out through the window at me, and Gordon Henry James the gardener. 
I survived. Well, what did you expect.  
Look at the sunset. Indigo skies, with maroon red of blood bright with the colours of the roses and the white of the daisies, inner yellow with the passion of their beauty. Watch the pricks of those roses. They can embed inside your hands, thorns of repressed pain.
I have risen and survived the harshness of a human being. I breathe in the air around me, warm and deep inside my lungs.  Looking at the contour of the dung heap, watching the sky silhouette the rotting pile, Robbie the robin sticks out his red bare chest as he tries to bounce out a love life.  A new way for a new beginning,
Look over there, scootering up the field, the majestic king, that big brown hare.  
Look at the dung heap over the wall, with those colours dancing, red, orange and yellow green, blue, indigo and violet, the colours of flowers, colours of roses.  That pot of gold will stay hid. 
Gordon Henry James is coming over on Thursday, to see me and the roses and daisies. 

M S Douglas 12 /12/2018







Writing Fiction – Reflective Critique
Sharaf Ramadad
The idea came to me with this as I have worked abroad and been a refugee myself.  I was taught, when in Rome do what the Romans do, just follow the law and get on with it.  I have refugees living next door to me.  They don’t interfere with my life.  Everyone has to have a chance in life, and this is why I wrote this piece because it reminds me of myself, working in the old concentration camps in Germany, plastering, where you could smell the death – it went through me.  It was something I did not like, other worldly.  I can understand with some of the Welsh history, how the Welsh migrated back and forward to find work in their own history, the same as any culture, Irish, English, Scottish.  When it comes to providing for the family, men will work to sustain them.
I have edited from my original draft so as to enable the reader to make his own opinions about the characters in the story, rather than me, the writer, imposing my opinions on them.  I feel this then gives this piece, and the reader, more freedom.

A Letter to my love
I wrote this piece before Landscape seen by an old woman, and it was the beginning of an idea that was more successful in Landscape, using ‘show don’t tell’ to create the tension and mystery of a possible murder.
The exercise required us to use 4 elements within the piece, one of which was song titles. The piece ended up being dominated by this as I am a big fan of Roy Orbison.  He wrote so many songs, and I know those songs very well, and this made writing this piece feel quite easy.  The problem with this though is that it became a bit gimmicky, but I worked hard editing it to make sure that I only used song titles that really helped the structure of the story.
Horror films and thriller writers were also a strong influence on this piece and much of what I write, particularly Thomas Harris, Stephen King, Hitchcock, and John Carpenter. 
Dylan’s work about the eyes inspired me and Sue’s about the words of Meatloaf.  I acquired my idea when I went out to investigate, looking on the computer which way and how I could do a murder scene.  In that time, while in the pub, we came up with a debate on all the ways you can kill someone.  What intrigued me more was the idea of insulin resulting in death, but undetected as a cause.  I knew then I could get away with the story!  Just shows how bizarre people are, and how much of this might go on in real life.  


A Tidal Wave
I can remember watching Saving Private Ryan, and the massacre that was in front of American GIs that went out to liberate Britain with mixed allies.  My grandfather served during the whole of the war.  I was brought up listening to many war stories, and as with many of my generation, we watched a lot of WW1 and WW2 documentaries like the World at War that showed the horror of war. We were being taught to be the next in line if war broke out again.  Listening to these stories and watching these programmes, a strong memory stayed with me how the fish and crustaceans had got bigger as a result of the death of men on the beaches. When I saw the image of the fishermen looking at the bodies on the beach this memory came back to me. 
In terms of editing, apart from some small improvements to the grammar to clarify the sense, I added on two sentences in paragraph 3. The figures in the photo are smoking and this was discussed during the workshop. During the discussion I realised that as an ex-smoker who had worked in slaughterhouses and particularly in a knacker’s yard, I smoked at work in order to mask the smell of death. There are layers of smell in my piece. The fresh sweet smell of death, the stagnant smell of rotting corpses and the final burnt smoke flavour of Gauloises.
I also added the image of the spider crab carrying a hand and the idea of the bodies being returned to the sea, to feed the fishing harvest for the following year. Dic quoted Shakespeare in the workshop – summing up fish eat men, men eat fish, and my classmate said – cannibalism by proxy. It seemed a good place to end the piece with this evidence of the stupidity of humanity. 
I chose this piece because I think it is successful in picturing the sensory reality of the carnage and form that the senseless waste of war. It has got potential to develop it further as prose or as a poem. 

I Remember
I remember the hardship of those years 1981/82.  This is not a made up story.  These were events that happened and that is where a lot of my inspiration comes from.  
It was not easy.  I used to walk down to a farm to get a gallon of milk every other day, climbing and walking over 6 foot of snow, walking over hedges.  At first a joyful event – in the end the snow had over stayed its welcome and this piece is about that change from the pleasure of it to the misery of it. 
This piece has been included because I really enjoyed writing it. The repetition of ‘I remember’ gives a structure that gives it footings. It has made a well-built house.
I discarded the original beginning and shortened it in order to make it tighter and make it flow better.

Screen Play
Stephen King said to listen, think.  The more you learn, the more you write.  Word of mouth is better than other things sometimes, because people have lived their lives and have stories and experiences to share and tell.  This is how story telling started, like the Lais[footnoteRef:1], with a photograph in the mind.  Just like Jack London – been there, done that.   [1:  The Lais of Marie de France, London: Penguin Books Ltd, 1999] 

Landscape as seen by an Old Woman
I was inspired to write this piece by my misspent youth watching horror films, in particular Stephen King’s films.  King appears to easily build horror and suspense without telling too much, he is a genius of show don’t tell, and in this piece I tried to use the landscape to help the reader to imagine what had happened to the character’s husband without ever stating it.  
I developed an idea I had used in Letter to my love for this piece, and on purpose I left a lot more to the reader’s imagination.
I read Stephen King’s On Writing: A Memoir of the Craft[footnoteRef:2] and was interested in building tension and suspense, and found that in this piece I had used sudden contrasts of behaviour from pleasant to violent (very like the lead character in Misery[footnoteRef:3]) and this seems to pull the reader you in. The images of Christ were removed but the character’s Christ metaphors stayed. I did not do this deliberately but reading it now it seems to add a sense of deluded power to the character.   [2:  Stephen King, On Writing:  A Memoir of the Craft (Audio book)]  [3:  Misery, 1990 film directed by Rob Steiner, based on the book by Stephen King] 

If I had left the piece as I had first written it I would be telling you what had happened and so this piece went to three drafts as I edited it, each time taking out the obvious twists to leave more to the reader’s imagination.  I chose this piece as it stood out from the other pieces because I managed to make the character work. I felt that I believed in her.
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