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Sunny with a chance of grief 
There are few things in life that we can be certain of, few things that can be counted on no matter what. One thing that can be relied upon is Death. When and the where is left to chaos but the dying... the dying is unavoidable. Or not if you’re a Hindu as a classmate once pointed out. Hindus believe in reincarnation the recycling of the soul. I would argue that to complete the cycle you would still in effect experience Death, therefore the earlier trope stands, Death is the only thing you can rely on. I'm going to share the three times Death shaped me, one minor, one logical and the one that changed everything.
The first time I really felt fear of death or considered its relevance to me, was at the age of ten. That was the one that changed everything.
Before this it was something that happened to old people like my Great Nana, or the really sick ones like the other patients on her ward. They all had poorly chests pasty-faces and heaving coughs. But most of them weren't as wrinkly as Nana. It confused me when I was told to say goodbye because Nana wouldn’t be here long. I was only four at the time. I remember asking if all the people on her ward were going to the same place as her, Nana said in her thick South Wales accent 
“Dyw hope not bach Mr Davies in bed three and the lady in eight both sound like they swallowed a boar, Iesi have mercy” 
At the time I didn’t get the deeper meaning of what she said. I think she knew she would never make it home, but she hoped some of the other patients might.
When I was little I loved talking to people, anyone who would listen or could be enticed into watching me perform. We visited Nana a few times I can't remember how many exactly, but it didn’t take me long to realise the patients were captives of a sort. In my four-year-old brain it was my job to make them smile. So, I danced around in my favourite red duffle coat and matching shiny shoes squeaking on the lino tiled floors. Twirling by their beds like a bright red toggled spinning top, singing a made-up song of childhood, bringing a window of joy, a reminder of what once belonged to them. They plastered smiles on their faces, but the pain still creased at their eyes.
The first time I saw Death up close was after a weekend of mischief. I must have been about Twelve. I was tired and hungover looking forward to my bed and cuddles with my furry companion. I rang the bell to the security door of our London flat on Amhurst Road (the first legal address we lived at) we called it the rabbit hutch. My brother Maali opened the third story window above my head and shouted down to me
“Are you sure you wanna come in?”
“Obviously! You Idiot!” I replied
he took immense pleasure in the next thing he shouted. A sadistical revenge for all the noogies and dead legs perhaps
“Lilly was cooked by your radiator”
“What! I don’t believe you” I screeched back 
“She is rock solid dead! Mum wrapped her in your pillowcase and put her in an ice-cream tub on your bed.” he said 
“Just let me in you fucking idiot!” I shouted 
He chucked the keys down to me smiling like the Cheshire Cat. I sprinted up three flights of stairs ready to pummel my brother for the mean joke he’d tried to play. It wasn’t a joke. I unrolled the pillowcase and instantly wished I hadn’t. Death is not pretty. A couple of years later I would have this confirmed again, when I attend a friend's open casket funeral. 
I rescued Lilly from a family friend whose kids treated her like a test subject. She had developed a nervous weeing condition from this part of her life. This flaw only made me love her more, as I too felt like a test subject living in our little hutch. I loved carrying her around in my coat. Freaking people out in the corner shop when I'd go to pay and a twitching nose full of whiskers would pop out my sleeve or squeak a greeting from my collar. Rats have a short life span and Lilly had already out lived her Death date for about a year give or take a few months. Although unpleasant both Lily and Nana seemed like the natural process of life. I have a distant memory of my dad’s voice reassuring me with an anecdote that went something like this
“Life is a circle, what comes from the earth must return once the vessel has diminished.”
Death is practical, logical in that context. But what about youth struck down in its prime, or before prime, what about the Lost Boys and their miss spent days egging each other on. Pushing against the lack of rules to see how far was too far. What about fun turned to tragedy, that seems so out of place. unimaginable, unthinkable, we were fearless, untouchable, anarchists some might say. If only. The truth is we were the opposite, fallible, vulnerable, malleable children... just children. 
Children of the revolution. Born with rebel hearts beautiful and free. The only thing we feared were the army of boys in blue, suited booted and batons ready to move us on from any place we dared to stop. Constantly moving was hard. Losing touch with friends, family even siblings and parents for weeks or months sometimes. We didn’t have mobiles then. We always came back together and still do for the solstices at the Stones in Salsbury and festivals like Glastonbury, Green Gathering and many more. Sunny was like an annoying older brother. Half the time I couldn’t stand him and his wind ups but if anyone messed with us, he’d be front of the que to sort them out, just like a family we look after each other. Despite his unruly nature and bravado Sunny suited his name, he had one of those smiles that beamed with warmth and mischief. Buzz cut strawberry blonde hair that he kept under a cap and freckles all over his face. One summer when a group of us had stripped to our pants and were canon balling in the river, I can remember noticing how many freckles he had on his body, like an inverted picture of the night sky. He had mischief at his centre and danger knew his name what could go wrong. 
The observers of the blue lights would tell you; the screech of the sirens was undistinguishable from the mourning mothers gathered around like a coven, cursing Deaths eager advances on their troubled children. I wasn’t there that day. I’m grateful for that. The re-told stories are the stuff of legend to us now. We are grown but Sunny remains forever in his youth, encapsulated in his last words 
“Fuck the Pigs!” 
How he managed to speak at all is a miracle, after being catapulted through the glassless windscreen and churned like mud under the wheels of the rusted Transit and its fourteen-year-old driver. His best friend, partner in crime. Maybe it was the adrenaline, casting out fear for arrogance that gave him the strength to speak. Maybe it was his rage for the only foe he held true hate for, encircling him in their big boots and steely judging eyes. When the story is told he is a hero, a pure rebel, a warrior who in his last moments wasn’t scared. After all Death doesn’t come for the young, the fearless, we are above it. Until we’re not. Sunny was extinguished that day, but his rays still shine through his memory, kept alive by every site kid that knew him. Graffitiing the Sunny S on every surface they can to show the roads he still travels and hearts he still occupies. A short life but a full one. After that day we were all a little more lost, a little wiser, a little older, a little more scarred but grateful to be alive.
 	I missed the funeral. That still hurts. I was stuck, miles away. Frustrated in a squat in London, unable to make the journey alone and no hope of a lift. My mother had been incoherent for days wrapped up in her own crappy choices. I still hold resentment for that, she was wasting life while a child, a friend was lifeless and her own child confused, alone and hurting. I never got to say goodbye. I never got to spit on Death. I never got the chance to mourn with the other children of Neverland. I’ve seen the photos. You wouldn’t believe it was a funeral procession it looked more like a carnival parade. The coffin handmade by The Lost Boys was piled high with flowers and wreaths so many they overflowed the horse drawn cart as it sorrowfully plodded on. Colourful mourners stretched for miles crying, hugging, laughing, singing, drumming, dancing around as if in a spiritual trance. Celebrating a life that touched so many. Roads had to be closed and the funeral made the local paper. This is our custom we gather in life just as we gather in death to send our loved ones to dance in the sky.
 	I created my own ritual to somehow mark the moment to belong to it, to feel it. I wasn’t afraid of sadness I’d tolerated a lot in life already, the pain was like home to me, we were old friends. In the long Victorian garden to the rear of the squatted N16 property I found a heavy, rounded, but unbalanced rock that filled my little hands. Painted it with florescent yellows and vibrant oranges, repeating waves of colour still vivid through a watery stare. Signing his name at the centre I just sat for what seemed like eons, frozen in the moment. Twenty-two years on I still carry that rock with me a constant reminder of how heavy grief still clings on to your back, especially when the life you grieve is taken so young. Every milestone you pass is tinged with sadness, for the ones that will never reach it. And the ones that went on to destroy themselves eaten from within by the guilt of existing. The road doesn’t judge, doesn’t ask questions your free to run from all your demons. 
A lot of friends passed in the following decade after we lost Sunny, most were classed as overdose, but I think suicide is a better description. The thing is we are the tail end of generations of people who don’t talk about feelings. There were a lot of feelings. Boxed up and not dealt with, these feelings became demons rotting us from the inside, demons always catch you in the end unless you have the strength to face them. Some didn’t believe they did, hence the suicides. I'm one of the lucky ones. My path of destruction was interrupted by Love, enduring Love, patient Love. I am forever grateful for this interruption. There is no doubt in my mind that I would have drowned in darkness and my own self-destructive nature if it wasn’t for the life raft Love offers. One lesson I have learnt from all the losses is to Love everybody with voraciousness, as you never know when you won't be able to give them Love again. That’s why grief hurts so much, all the love that has nowhere to go. Its heavy. Like a lead balloon. Life is fleeting and full of mistakes, we are all on a journey of learning and Love is the key. A wise man, I once had the pleasure of knowing wrote this beautiful quote for his epitaph 
 “Forgive my errors, remember my love”. 
which I think sums up it perfectly.


Don’t call me old! I’m lived-in

I want to live
live so hard it shows
on every inch of my body
in every crease and crevice
an undulating map of memories
Scars Invisible to the naked eye
from wrestling wolves within 
Cracked Crows feet
Halo 
Sunken sockets 
home to pools of milky white wisdom
A galaxy of freckles flicker about my visage 
connecting to colonies of current sized moles
who burrow broadly across my shoulders and back 
for all               the times I bathed in stella           solar rays
I want        deep valleys that ripple up my cheek          bones
each         valley forged in gut fires that burn for days       after
the       humour furnace has gone out, leaving ashes of      jest  
Furrowed trenches along my brow temple to temple
tracking trains of thought lost in briny brain fog 
forever expanding,           growing, ascending
  knowledge learned             and knowledge shared
A voice that speaks              softly to teach but 
   shouts if not heard,         screams with delight, 
        howls in sadness and              sometimes madness      
 A crease centred                            between my eyes
the line I cross when I                      roar in rage at injustice
and my own idiosyncrasy                    and pure idiocy at times
Baggy breasts that                                 will droop to my knees
from all the tummies                                filled with liquid love 
Stretched silver skin                 that shines like medals 
given freely by every seed nurtured to fruit
or all the times I over indulged
 Polished smooth fingertips
for all the           moments my hands caressed           another
Let my calcified           joints swell stiff as I dance              the cha-cha
             swinging my          steel-clad hips to the drum        and bass beat           
My soul will        sing every song I ever heard      If you listen 
playing in sync with the click clack of my brittle bones
Give me twisted digits, not just one or two but all ten
 they have worked hard bringing imagination to life 
drawing, writing, sculpting, carving out an existence 
A life to be proud of, to relive in memory
 when the feet need wheels to get about
Skewed spine
 crooked 
 for all the times 
I bent down to listen
little voices have a lot to say
Titanium knees covered in Scars
evidence of the late night’s and silly shoes
Bent toes, ragged, rough soles, gnarly nails 
the wear and tear of walking my own path
stomping, running, dancing
loving, loved.


Good Morning
Considering the several cocktails the evening before Cherry felt better than she expected. Perhaps it was the downed pint of water before bed. A trick from her teens when downing spirits had been a hobby. Or perhaps it was the hours of dancing with her grease smudged reflection in the double oven. With her eyes shut tight and the music up as loud as the little speaker could handle, she could almost be there in the crowd. As the song faded away so did the feeling. She opened her eyes but kept moving afraid to stop encase her mind caught on and turned up the tirade of abuse. If the music was loud enough, and the contents of her glass held a steady two fingers it was easier to ignore. Drown it out long enough and eventually it subsided. She longed for the distraction of the crowd, the heat of the club, the bone shaking bass at her back. Her only dancing partner these days was the occasional slow dance with the not so small baby of the house Rory. 
Rory enjoyed it when his mum was in a dancing mood. She would Sweep him up and spin him around in time to the music. Sometimes it made his tummy feel funny but mostly it made him laugh so hard snot exploded from his nose. When she got tired, she would squeeze him close and sway from side to side while he rubbed his slimy nose on her shoulder, she didn’t seem to mind. He could smell her sweet fruity breath and the warm fuzz of her cheek as she nuzzled his neck blowing raspberries in the crease. Squirming with delight Rory gripped her tighter knowing she would soon put him down. Saying what she always said 
“My baby boy! haven’t you got so big” 
She placed him on the floor with a huge smile. Ruffled his hair and kissed his cheeks repeatedly. Rory shook her off annoyed at her persistence. He grabbed her face squishing his sticky little fingers in the fat of her cheeks, pulling her face to his and said in his most serious voice 
“Mum look! I run fast!” 
Off he sped creating his own wind as he went.
Rory woke up in his favourite place. The coveted position of little spoon. As far as he is concerned no bed quite compares to his squishy Mum pillow. Breaking free of his mum’s arms and sitting up, he notices that his older sister Edith has also moved from their shared room into the safety of mum pillow fortress. Rory clambers over mum pillow mountain and hovers over his sister's face 
“Edie what you do here?” he says 
His sister stirs 
“Huh?” she says
“What do Edie?” he says
“I had a bad night dream Babba” she says rubbing her eyes. 
Edith had indeed had a bad dream. She describes her night time adventure in detail over the snap and crackle of her rice crispies. Her mum is trying to keep up with the fantastical plot of Edith’s night time adventure, but her usual Oh’s and Really are slightly off beat. Even the large cup of coffee her mum is gulping isn’t quite keeping her in the room. Not that it mattered anyway as her mum's attention was yet again being taken by her two older siblings fighting on the stairs. Edith tries in vain to hold on with a Stern look, she crosses her arms and stomps her foot authoritatively. Lost on mum just as much as mum’s I’m serious stance was lost on her.
Harley had been awake for a while. Stalking his prey waiting for the chance to work out his frustrations in hand-to-hand combat with his nemesis. Also known as his best friend and rather annoying big sister Joy. Since starting secondary school Joy had become even more unbearable and annoying in-between hibernations. His mum called it joy’s hormonal transitioning stage. Harley called it her super bitch phase, but not in ear shot of his mother. The moment is upon him. From his position at the top of the stairs he can see his prey stirring, any minute now she would need to exit the safety of her room that closely resembled a sty to use the toilet. The excitement is almost too much to bear. He raises a hand to his mouth to stifle a snigger, this is a fatal mistake. His prey locks on to his location and limbs come flying at him with scary accuracy. He scrambles to gain control and not lose his footing but before he can retaliate, he receives an explosive blow to the nose. His scream sends the prey running for her life. So many emotions run through his adolescent body, but rage seems to dominate. Cradling his face blood drips between his fingers on to the carpeted stairs. Harley let’s out a guttural growl that let’s everyone know he wants revenge. Driven by animal instinct he runs after his sister barging through the bathroom door, he finds her in front of the large Victorian sash window that looks over the garden, his rage drives him forward and he pounces on her. Joy buckles under his weight and stumbles backwards. She grabs at his collar catching his face with her talon like nails. They both crash through the second storey window; and fall for what seems like forever.
The fresh morning air rushes past Joy’s ears and every second feels like a minute. The sound is overpowering like opening the windows on the motorway. Shattered glass frozen mid-air glints in the morning sun, on the edge of her vision she can see the night retreating leaving purple ripples on the skyline. Joy reaches for her brother as he tumbles past, her arm gets sliced by a falling shard for her efforts. Still, Joy wasn’t scared. She convinced herself she was still dreaming, any second now she would wake up with a jump, sweat dripping from her body and that prickly feeling at the back of her neck. Any minute now...


You’re a Woman Now
My teenage years were lonely 
although I didn’t lack in friends.
Only one of them really knew me
yet on her I couldn’t depend.
I don’t blame her… not really
she was just as lost as me.
Both of us craved more than our reality.
Drinking to fill a hole 
inhaling to forget 
following thin white lines
blurred and heavy with regret… 

Regrets.
I have a few… 
if I could go back
there are things I wouldn’t do
things I wouldn’t say.
But not if it took an iota
from who I am today.
I’m proud of her. 
She really did it
she built her picket fence 
now she’s going to live it.
It’s taken a long time to overcome the trauma
but finally, I forgave her and my hearts a little warmer

The child
Inside.
That’s who I forgave.
I should never have blamed her
she was so fucking brave.
So many times, I wanted to run never return
the number of lessons I’ve HAD to learn 
the hard way.
Never believed in God 
but still, at night I'd pray.
‘To the spirits below and above
Please hear me 
I just want to feel love.’

It’s not fair! 
I’d often cry… 
perfect families are a lie. 
No one's happy, not really. It's all a load of muck.
the sentiment never stopped me 
from trying my luck. 
Latching on to anyone who’d have me
or showed me kindness
trying to find love with an intoxicating blindness.
I craved with every fibre
a gentle loving hand
Someone to talk to
who would understand.
Not a new story, it still goes on.
The monster in the darkness sings a siren song.

“I’ll protect you; I’ll keep you safe
You look sad, poor little waif.
Tell me your worries tell me your woes
you’re nothing like them other hoes”

A man. A monster.
A master manipulator
Whispers nothings in my ear 
I can't remember if they were sweet 
I was consumed by the fear
for what came next.
I breathed deep to stifle the tear
as he pushed hard inside me 
before seeding on my rear.
Lying in the wet patch spread all up my back
I try to hold composure and keep up with the act… 
I’m GROWN 
a woman of thirteen…
not a little girl that would be obscene!
 Right? 

Or maybe it’s a grey area
let’s face it I’m a flirt 
desperate for attention
 in my tiny. Little. Skirt. 
Drowning in vulnerability!
Shaken by Instability 
Robbed! … of my virginity! 
Objectified myself as a cry for help.
No rescue came, no matter how loud I’d yelp.
An unexpected hero came and saved the day
when I became a mum, the darkness fell away. 
I know I must shine brighter than several suns
 if I'm ever going to protect my own little ones.


Critical Commentary 
In this critical commentary I will reflect upon my journey through the module, writing Voice. My portfolio of work comprises of two stories and two poems. I endeavoured to write with a strong narrative voice in various forms and structured texts such as confessional poetry, calligram poetry an extract from a memoir and a short flash fiction story. Comparing these to examples of narrative voice shown to us throughout the module I will look at how I have succeeded or possibly not succeeded in emulating the craft of writing a trustworthy narrative voice, that can effectively guide a reader through a story omnisciently or push them into the writers' shoes with first person viewpoint.
My Memoir ‘Sunny with a chance of grief’ was initially sparked from a writing exercise in class when we were looking at the work of Kerry Hudson and her book “Low Born” she writes about a difficult childhood. Writing with honesty she states in her authors note “I acknowledge that this is my account of events and that there may be many different perspectives and that this is just mine told in my own way”. Kerry writes her version of events with raw relatable emotion using a retrospective narration style1. Seeing how effective this style of narration is I applied it to my Memoir. Holding on to the emotion evoked by “Low Born” I tried to draw that same emotional response with my own style of retrospective writing. I extended ‘Sunny’ elaborating on the tragic accident that the memoir centres around. After several redrafts, I was still unsatisfied and found the account to be a little disjointed. I needed a fresh perspective, so I chose this piece to workshop in class with my peers. With the help of my peers and their feedback I was able to identify that the relationship between me and Sunny was unclear, making my emotional response confusing. The emotion being the key theme of the story I went back to editing. keeping the feedback in mind, I have defined the connection between the characters thereby strengthening the theme. My peers were also a significant help in deciding which areas needed cutting, for example the last paragraph, because it felt disassociated with the main body of work and could be interpreted as a political statement, taking away from the narrative I was aiming for and edging into the realms of a polemical essay. Adding another experience of death instead allowed me to incorporate some dialogue using Andrew Cowan’s format which is more in line with the rest of the Memoir2. In Stephen King’s book; on writing, he uses punchy sounds to punctuate a feeling. For instance, when his babysitter sits on his face and farts shouting POW! Everything you felt the first time you read it comes back with one POW! when he repeats the sound later. This is a clever tool that I will attempt to implement in future chapters of my Memoirs.3
 	In my piece ‘Good Morning’ I attempted to be the narrator of my own life, using free indirect discourse to turn normal life events into fiction, writing as if I were an empathic ghost documenting my characters' lives similarly to Jane Austen in her book ‘Pride and Prejudice’4. Taking Anne Lamott’s advice I chose to root my story in a true scenario to give the narrative voice more authority for the fictionalised ending5. 
A contrasting approach to my poem ‘You're a Woman Now’ a first-person account written in a confessional style of poetry inspired by Suzie Millers ‘Prima Facie’6. Jodie Comer brings the emotion of Suzie’s writing alive portraying the traumatic fall from a position of power to a victim of injustice, showing how powerful one voice can be if written well. In my poem I try to convey a similar power struggle where naivety is exploited and myself worth taken by another. A third person narration would detach from the content almost excusing it, second-person is uncomfortable for the reader leaving the voice of injustice unheard, so I structured this poem in the first-person to give the account more impact.
I chose to use the calligram form to explore how shape, sound and voice are connected. I took huge inspiration from the performance piece we saw in our first week of the module. Dr Ian Rowlands writer and director created a short piece of bilingual verbatim theatre called ‘Aroura Borealis’ from interviews he conducted. Ian presented these memoirs using actors in a mock up backpacker's bar, submerging us the audience within the scene like props giving a 360` view of the performance. The actors used physical shapes and movement along with their overlapping voices to make a symphony of story. The idea behind using the calligram poem is to incorporate shape into the reflective syntax of this piece. I use concrete language to paint a clear picture of getting old and embracing it, this is the voice aspect of the poem. The outline I am attempting to create is of a human figure and its shadow of a future not yet formed but hoped for, made up of sentences relating to their hopes for their ageing anatomy. To achieve the desired silhouette, I had to sacrifice some of the more poetic language. Editing within the constraints of the form had a big effect on the overall tone of the poem much like the constraints of language translation influenced the tone of ‘Aurora Borealis’. I aimed to create a rhythm of sounds within the sentences much like Ian did in his play, layering multiple actors' voices and rhythmic movement. I have tried to emanate this use of sound with the words on the page for example ‘briny brain fog’ the double Br gives a sound that is almost cold, chilly, eerie within the syntax. This use of sound repetition is used by the poet Hollie Mcnish in many of her works from her book ‘Slug’ to create a pleasing phonetical music to the ear7.
I conclude my Memoir and calligram poem have succeeded in their area of voice, where the flash fiction story and confessional poetry piece are not as complete in their narrative voice and need more structural editing, this process has been hampered by the deadline of the module. 
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