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Portfolio 
Extended Pieces 
Jack London Task 
No Joy 
Only a few hours, that is all the time Charmian had with her new-born Joy. It was not enough; not even Jack got to meet the short-lived child. He never came to Charmian in the days after. She was left to grieve alone. This, however, is what she preferred as she never wanted to show this side of herself to anyone, especially Jack.	
In her time alone, fleeting images of Joy flicker across Charmian’s vision. Hands that did not quite fit each other but felt secure at their touch. Ghostly blue eyes that could not focus on Charmian’s watery dark eyes. Then all of the sudden, lifeless eyes would stare at the childless mother. Charmian squeezes her eyes shut to block the sad sequence that often played before her eyes.
It was in these days that Jack never showed up that she truly grieved. Charmian was not bitter towards her husband for this, she saw it as a blessing. She did not have to pretend. For a few days, she was no longer the perfect fit in Jack's life and only she knew about it.  
Their shared bed was now her hovel; sour smells that would make a person’s nose flinch, surround her like a shield. She drifts through her stale bubble oblivious to everything around her. The cover does not cocoon her. She did not need protection. Instead, she holds the covers in her arms like they are her absent child or husband. Soon the broken Charmian would have to repair herself but for now, she remains unfixed.
[bookmark: _Hlk530674022]Jack was due home at any moment so Charmian needed to prepare herself. The once well-kept woman now sagged in movement and appearance. Clothes that had been pulled and twisted seem to just hang on her body with each movement she made. She manages to drag what is left of her to the bathroom. Hours pass as she locks herself away behind the bathroom door. With an intense clean of the house and herself, the intimate tragedy was no longer visible to the eye. Now patting herself down in front of the mirror she pauses at her breasts. A familiar sadness passes through her as she recalls how her breasts once swelled with proud motherhood. Now Charmian sees swollen breasts tender and uselessly leaking. Paranoid that the smell of sour milk still clings to her, she drowns herself in scented oils.
                                            ***
The sound of pen scratching against paper soothes Charmian as she returns to her writing. This was no escape but a vessel to cope with her loss, as she writes:
Listening with strained ears for the cry I had never heard.
Charmian's ears did not have to strain to hear the open and close of a door. He is finally home she thought; disregarding the paper as she flies from the room. 
‘Jack!’ She cries. Without hesitation, she jumps into Jack embracing him with all the strength she has left. Jack unprepared stumbles back unsure what to with his hands. Finally, he tentatively places an arm around her back.
‘Charmian you look so well,’ his words tickling her ear. His uneasiness does not seem to faze Charmian in the slightest as she takes his coat. However, both were still yet to look one another in the eyes. 
‘I’m sorry I wasn’t here with you, Charmian. Getting back straight away wasn’t easy.’ Jack gingerly places his hand behind his sweaty neck as he looks for Charmian’s eyes. He was not entirely sure if he even believed himself but he did feel terrible. Lost for words or scared of the lump in her throat Charmian says nothing. Instead, she moves closer to her husband to place his arms around her waist. Charmian buries herself into his chest; the smell of Jack's sweat surprisingly refreshing. The couple stays in the embrace for a while, the only movement coming from their breaths.
                                                ***
The two had left their embrace awkwardly: Jack went to settle back into their home as Charmian prepared for dinner.
Jack was muttering to someone on the telephone as Charmian set the table. She would eventually have to interrupt his call. The conversation didn’t sound like it was ending any time soon. 
‘Jack put down the phone. Dinner is ready.' Charmian’s appetite was starting to come back; her yelling stomach cooperated this. She knew how long Jack could talk and tonight she would not allow it.
In the other room, Jack had just regained his senses. Charmian’s voice caused his body to jolt to a halt; forgetting he was mid-conversation.
‘Sorry, I have to go,’ Jack spoke hastily down the phone.
‘Yes. I promise. Don’t worry. She won’t be there.’  Jack put the phone down with a nervous sigh.
‘Jack!’ Charmian shouted. Jack gathered his courage and left the room to join his wife.
Smirking to himself, Jack catches Charmian on the verge of taking her first bite.
‘Wow! You really weren't going to wait,' Jack excuses Charmian teasingly. In response, Charmian officially takes her first bite with a mischievous glint her eyes. Jack could not resist returning a mischievous grin in response before sitting down. 
‘Who was on the phone?’ Charmian asked absently.
‘Bessie,’ Jack tried to say in a casual tone. Charmain, however, did not note anything odd in her husband’s reply. The name of Jack’s first wife never gained a reaction from Charmian. Bessie has never been a threat to their marriage.  
‘Everything ok? You haven’t been in touch for a while.’
‘Well actually, we have been talking for some weeks now about the girls.’
‘Becky and Joan?’ Charmian’s interest slightly peaks.
‘Yes, about them spending more time with me. I haven’t been a good farther lately,’ he takes his next bite slowly.
‘Oh! That would be lovely. I want to know them more and with everything that has happened…’ Jack cuts her off before she can finish. 
‘She doesn’t want you around the girls, Charmian.’ Both have now stopped eating; knife and fork still in their hands. Jack is the first to put down his cutlery to reach for Charmian’s arm. Charmian recoils before he could touch her.
[bookmark: _Hlk530661672]‘I see,’ is all she can say. The warm metal cutlery pinches her skin in her tightly clenched fists. She loosens her grip. 
‘It’s not permanent. Bessie will come around I’m sure of it,’ Jack tries to reassure her. Charmian begins to slowly place her cutlery down.
‘When?’
‘Tomorrow.’
‘Where?’
‘Here.’   
A surge of anger takes over Charmian as her grip tightens around the knife and fork. ‘And where am I supposed to go?’
‘I was thinking you could spend time in your writing room. You wouldn’t have to leave the house, just hide away for an hour or two.’ Jack’s body was oozing with guilt; he was sure the little dinner he ate was about to come back up.
‘An hour or two,’ Charmian repeats.
‘Yes.’
‘Fine.’
The two remained silent for the rest of dinner. Jack ate his dinner cautiously and would occasionally stir for a while before saying nothing. Charmian sat at the table with her knife and fork still mid-air.  
                                           ***
It was a sleepless night for Charmian; she much preferred holding the covers in her arms than her husband. He was producing too much heat and frankly, she did not like him at that moment. Charmian wanted to be alone.
Now alone in her writing room, Charmian yearns for the company of a loved one. Jack’s announcement that the two girls are on their way has locked Charmian away from that possibility. Her favourite room now becomes a prison; her writing becomes a sentence for incurable sadness. Charmian did not understand Bessie’s decision but then again children change everything.
Words start to fill the pages:
Childless. Useless. Worthless. Helpless. Shapeless. Hopeless. Pointless. Restless. Joyless.
The sound of gravel stirring outside slips into her fragile awareness. Charmian removes her gaze from the un-healing words to the sealed window.  
With the curtains closed, she fingers the material unsure if she should open them. She was told to hide away. Charmian knew her curiosity would win therefore there was no need to postpone the inevitable. A crack of light warmed her face and caused her to squint. With her eyes adjusting to the light, two distant figures come into view. It seems to be girls around five and six; a playful age but these two are rigid and nervous. They are unsure of the man, Jack, standing before them. One girl's attention begins to wander away from the two sombrely adults in front of the car. The girl’s eyes land on Charmian. The girl and the woman quizzically blink at each other, unsure if the other sees them too. Then the girl smiles and waves innocently to Charmian. The gap in the curtain snaps shut causing the girl to blink rapidly. 
Charmian turns away from the curtains back to the safety of her prison. The bittersweet memory of daydreaming dreams of her soon to be child suffocates her to the point of combustion. Her only option is to write for a slow release; not knowing if she will ever truly heal. 
                                    The End.

Sylvia Plath Task
Strong Enough to Cope
Some days are harder than others; some hours are harder than others; some minutes are harder than others; even some seconds are harder than others. At any moment, my best day could turn into my worst day. And today does not seem to be a good day. Fulfilment and desire are lacking in my judgement as I try to stir. Rocking side to side wrapped in a blanket like a babushka doll, I wait for something. Something to awake me on the inside as well as the outside. I start to nod away quietly like this disease I can only hear.  
After a short period of time, a gentle shake causes me to come out of the darkness. 
‘Time to start the day, Mary!’ My mother places herself at the end of the bed looking around my room for signs on how I’m feeling today. I suppose she does this by inspecting the tidiness of my room. She will not get a reliable answer as she scans my clean room. She is the only solid form my eyes can take in. My eyelids are heavy and are ready to close again. Sleep seems to be the cure for the emptiness I feel. There are other cures to consider but my mind is so indecisive.
‘I’m sleeping,’ a response my mother is used to. 
‘Well the rest of us are out all day. Try to remember to do the housework for me.' 
‘We will see,’ I say jokingly but honestly at the same time. I might end up sleeping the day away and they will all come home accusing me of being lazy. I would try to deny their accusations but with no proof, I will always lose.  Unfortunately for me and others, mental health illness comes with no proof.
I do not have to look at my mother to hear her eyes roll in response.  Before leaving my room a sight of a book next to me captures her attention. A hopeful glint appears in her eyes. 
‘I’m glad to see you reading again,’ she smiles at me then at the book oblivious of its contents. I smile through the guilt but say nothing as she leaves my room.
The night before I had delicately turned the Pages of Sylvia Plath:
I am terrified by this dark thing 
That sleeps in me;
All day I feel its soft, feathery turnings, its malignity.
The poet’s words have become a cure for the constant itch that craves attention. Healed scars across my skin that want to be reopened tempt me daily. A form of self-punishment that needed to fade but for now has been replaced. Replaced with words like knives slicing my skin to allow the impure thoughts to pour out. They so badly want to make their mark again.
[bookmark: _Hlk530747961]Last night, Sylvia Plath's words were not enough as the itch started to burn.  At that moment it seemed inevitable; a battle I was destined to lose. Leaving another scar was not a choice for me. There must be something else that could satisfy the inner demon. Then I thought of how I would sleep and the itch would sleep as well. How could I sleep forever? Sylvia Plath had found a way to end it; maybe I had to do the same.
The thoughts of last night made my body squirm now. I had made a hasty plan in desperation. In my cold state location was the first thing to consider. Home or university. At the time home was the better option as the university would cause a lot more commotion. I realise now there were no good options. There are never any good options as nothing seems to please me. Even the suicidal plan came to an end.
The darker the thoughts became that night the more scared I was. Tears eventually took over all my senses as I tried to stop them from falling. Tears had clung to my face; layer after layer which turned into a sticky substance that had tried to force my eyes shut. Salted tears, continuously, dripped into my nose and mouth. I cried until I became numb and my eyes could no longer remain open. Disoriented sobs and the words let me out would escape my lips. With Sylvia Plath’s book placed across my chest, I succumbed to the darkness and fell asleep. 
[bookmark: _Hlk530748488]Today I have no desire to end it all.  Last night I stopped myself because of fear. Fear of the unknown. And thankfully tiredness. Now my mind is full of gobbledygoo. Nothing can be made sense of as unfished thoughts and ideas swarm around my mind. Not one thought or idea seems to grab my full attention. Forcing myself away from my thoughts I look around the room. There are many things scattered around that have the potential to lift this gloom for a moment or two. I am no longer naive enough to believe the gloom will vanish, nevertheless it is a start. As usual, nothing excites me as I recite each item like a checklist. Tv; even the cutest storylines make me sad, they have something I want but could never have. A book; I never get far enough before I become too tired, and the words blur into one. A notebook; writing and drawing a hopeless dream that will never amount to anything.

Ready to give into a sleep I turn to face the wall. I move closer to its coldness allowing it to quiet the itch. Partly satisfied, my eyes begin to close until my phone comes to life under the pillow. I reach for the bright screen surprised to find a message waiting for me.

Charlotte     
Are you free? I Thought we could hang out. Maybe a movie? x
I stare at the message unsure if I will ignore it or consider it. I know I am not in the mood now but it could change at the moment

I text back:
Sounds good to me. x 
I always do this, I rely on someone else’s company to make me feel better. It is better than being left with myself; something the professionals don’t agree with. I need be happy in my own company they say. Today I rather be selfish and deal with the consequences later. Later I will overanalyse my interaction with Charlotte and ultimately hate myself. However, for now, I get out of bed and embrace the unknown with Charlotte. I might even do the housework before I leave. The echoes of the disease try to pick away at my little hope. For the present I allow them to remain as echoes. 
                                           The End.
Three Short Pieces 
Inspired from The Last Picture Show
Possible Cure 
They call her
Once beautiful
The age a deciding factor.
With her number too high
The beauty fades
But that is a lie.

Her men satisfied in minutes
While Her needs are not met.
For now, she pleases herself 
Only she knows how un-lady like she can be.
She wants to dominate
And be dominated  

The other woman
Still and rigid beside her man
Unable to satisfy an itch.
Looks for cure 
Told the antidote is another man 
But that is a lie.

Sex is a task 
She does not like to complete.
The usual squeak of the bed 
And an ugly grunt of a man above her head.
She imagines something gentler 
With soft curves.
  
Both misled into false securities
One with men 
The other with a boy.
With the itch constant 
Begging to be fed
Respect and Passion.

What if
Ruth shed no tear when touched by a man 
What if
Lois no longer wore sunglasses to fake carelessness 
What if 
Both women used each other 
To scratch that itch.
Dylan Thomas Task 
Drinking with Mr. and Mrs. Thomas
FADE IN:
EXT. PUB. DAY
Early afternoon, a rowdy couple enter a quiet local pub in Wales. Both are wet from walking in the rain and are in mid-argument.
CUTS TO:
INT. PUB.
At first, people stare at the two entering the Pub but then realise it is just Mr. and Mrs. Thomas so they continue with their drinks.
The barman places two empty classes in front of the couple as he prepares their usual drinks. 

                                         BARMAN
                                     Alrigh’ you two?

Both are unaware of the barman as they continue to argue.
                                  
                                         CAITLIN 
           (She shakes off her coat and places it behind the stool)
                                 Miserable sod, you are.
                                        
 

                                            DYLAN
                  (Slumps down on the stool next to his wife)
       We could have drunk at home then went to the pub later. That is all I’m trying to say, Love.

Both reach for their drinks but still fail to acknowledge the barman.

                                           CAITLIN
                           (Eyes the people around the bar)
                  Honestly, you and that house bore me to death.
                
                                           DYLAN
                        (Places a hand on Caitlin’s inner thigh)
                                      What was that?   
                                      
                                          CAITLIN      
                     (Laughs while pushing Dylan’s hand aside)
                                       You heard me.

CUTS TO:
A group of men chatting amongst themselves each with a pint in their hand. All are slightly tipsy.
CUTS TO:
Caitlin rising from her stool then planting a firm kiss on Dylan’s lips.

                                          CAITLIN
                       (Whispers teasingly into Dylan’s ear)        
                                 This is how you have fun.           

Caitlin cartwheels to the men across the room. They cheer her on.

                                              MAN 1
                                             (Loudly)
                                Is she wearing any knickers?

                                             MAN 2
                     (Pats his friend cheerfully on the shoulder)
                                    I don’t think so mate.

The regulars take no notice of the scene Catlin has caused.
                                        
                                          CAITLIN 
           (Reaches the table and leans into the men suggestively)
                                     Who's buying?

                                           MAN 2 
                                What are you having love?         
 
                                         CAITLIN 
                  (Looks over to Dylan with the biggest smile)                
                                     Ask my husband.           

The table of men turns towards Dylan.

CUTS TO: 
Dylan muttering something under his breath to the barman. Then he brings his full attention back to his wife.
The barman comes out from behind the bar to deliver a drink to Caitlin and one of the men.      

                             
                                              CAITLIN
       (Takes the two drinks from the barman and passes one to her new male companion)
                                               Ah! Lush.

Caitlin looks at Dylan while downing her drink. The men are laughing and clapping as they watch her act.
The man with the drink is slightly flustered.
                                             MAN 3 
                         Come on mate! she is showing you up.

The man staggers out of his chair raising his class to no one particular. He ungracefully downs his drink.
Caitlin moves closer to the man to whisper something in his ear.
The man stumbles back into the chair. His face rather red.

CUTS TO:
INT. THE BAR.
Still seated at the bar Dylan laughs to himself.
                                             DYLAN 
                              (Raises his glass to the barman)
                                         Another, please. 
 
                                            BARMAN
                             You got yourself a wild one there. 
CUTS TO:
INT. BAR LOUNGE
Caitlin dancing with one of the men before getting passed on to the next.
                                           CAITLIN
                                (In a state of dizziness)
                                   Slow down, now, boys.
CUTS TO:
INT. THE BAR.
Dylan and the barman listen to Caitlin’s laugh grow louder and louder.
                        
                                        BARMAN
                                   (Shakes his head)
                 It was quiet until you and your wife came in.

                                       DYLAN 
                        (looks admiringly at his wife)
                                         I bet.
FADE OUT.
F. Scott Fitzgerald Task  
The Allure 
 In New York City, 1924, young couples would populate Harlem on 142nd street in the late hours of the day. It was the destination for men to take their dates to The Cotton Club hoping to get lucky, as jazz plays through the night. James Kelly had taken Lucinda Dunst for that exact intention but plans can change as the couple was soon to find out.
Their cab tries to find a space in front of the club but instead joins the yelling of car horns. With each horn demanding its space, the couple realises there is no hope in them getting any closer to the club sitting in this cab.  
‘We will just get out here, mate!’ James waves the cash in the cab driver’s direction.
The two slip out into the cold night, the boozy air hitting their face causing them to become slightly tipsy. Other couples had the same idea as they all stumble out of their cabs. James swiftly takes Lucinda’s hand guiding her through the crowd of people and cars. Lucinda lets herself be dragged by this guy. She didn’t really want to be here tonight; her mother had forced to say yes. He just didn’t know when to quit. She would give him one night and hopefully he would leave her alone. At least, she thought, he knew where the good places were to take a date.
The bright blue light from The Cotton Club sign brought excitement to the crowd as it came alive. It even lit something in Lucinda as she kisses James on the cheek. James, chuffed with himself, directs them through the crowd with more determination. The electricity coming from the sign fills Lucinda’s ears that even the mass of people and cabs start to fade out of her awareness. The intensity of it all allows Lucinda to believe the night will end in James’ favour.
While others were at the bar James thought it was best to get their seats now. He scans through his choices of circular tables that scatter the room, primarily thinking which would impress his date the most. He came to the conclusion the one nearest to the stage would surely do the job. How wrong he was. Lucinda actually wants to be at the back as she didn’t know how loud the act will be. This idea of it was starting to give her a headache. Unaware of his bad decision, James leaves Lucinda seated alone without asking for her drink order. Lucinda sighs to herself as she picks at the simple white tablecloth wishing the minutes away. The excitement from outside starts to dissolve within her.
Minutes later James returns to their table still rather pleased with himself.
‘Sorry about that, I got caught up in all the excitement and forgot to ask what you want to drink. So, I just guessed,’ James smiles beamingly at his date and places a vodka coke in front of her. Lucinda cringes at the word excitement but smiles through it. James wasn't a bad guy just not the guy for her. The sooner the act gets on stage the sooner she could leave. She was being a horrible date which unsettles her. Lucinda hadn’t even spoken a word since the cab ride. 
Lucinda began to settle as couples start to fill the tables with their own dramas. The couple next to them are flirting heavily it made Lucinda uncomfortable and James envious. James even attempts to get his chair closer to Lucinda. Lucinda, nervously, laughs at his eagerness which he takes as a good sign. The two couldn’t wait for the night to end for completely different reasons.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The darkening of the room causes everything and everyone to become still in anticipation. Lucinda even leans into James unsure of what's going to happen next. Then four spotlights appear on stage with the silhouette of a woman in each. When the flashing colours hit the stage, Lucida realises the four women were the loose women she was often warned about, especially by her mother. The four flappers were dressed to showcase their dancing prowess. Everyone watches the dresses swing back and forth with their movement. The beading, the sequins, the fringe, and the feathers captivated Lucinda instantly. The closer the four women became the more one of them stood out to Lucinda. The one closest to her had curves that shook with each exaggerate movement. Lucinda’s eyes scan the dark-skinned woman feverishly. These women were gorgeous as they dance the Charleston, hitting every beat. It occurs to Lucinda she would rather take home this woman than James. Even James has moved further away from Lucinda as his interest is with some other woman across the room. It looks like both of their plans on tonight’s ending has changed significantly. For the worst or better? Only those two would come to know. 



Reflective Critique 
The module Approaches to Creative Sources provided an insight into the research stage, a vital part of creative writing. Our class was taught how to be aware of all the resources around us. These resources ranged from taking note of our natural surroundings to the documentaries we watched in class. Each source introduced in the class taught me something new that could enhance my own writing. Up until now, I did not notice particularly where my ideas came from, but rather followed inspiration when it came and let my writing develop organically. The approach presented in class allowed for a structure to my creative process as a writer. It was exciting to realise the world presents a fertile ground for inspiration and that it is possible to look for inspiration in different places. 
 Some lectures we would venture outside to find creative sources. At first, I was apprehensive in how this would benefit our writing but then it all came together. Writing about what I saw in the present reminded me how important the senses are. Without the senses, a piece of writing would not be convincing. Moreover, it became clear that the senses were available sources for writers to use in their own creative pieces. They could take what they experienced with their senses and apply it to a scene they want to create. To take advantage of these sources a writer should regularly take note of their natural surroundings and this is what we did on the day we walked around Lampeter grounds. We were able then to use the material we gained for the creative pieces we wrote in class.  
For me the most valuable part of this experience was recognising how vivid sensory details in my writing make a direct link between me and my reader, I was particularly conscious of this while writing my piece No Joy.   As I wrote ‘sour smells’, ‘sound of pen scratching against paper’ and ‘his words tickling her ear’. I was aware of how I needed to allow the reader to be in the moment with the characters. Subsequently, more of these sensory moments later to emphasise key moments in the narrative to make them more vivid. For instance, the dinner table scene was edited to include ‘The warm metal cutlery pinches her skin in her tightly clenched fists. She loosens her grip.’  
[bookmark: _Hlk530674219]The Piece No Joy was originally inspired by a Jack London Documentary watched in the class. In the documentary, a section is focused on Jack's relationship with Charmian and briefly mentions how they lost a child. I became interested in this part of Jack’s life and how it would have affected Charmian. By using a documentary as a source, it showed me that one creative source could lead to many others. To begin with, the Jack London documentary offered many possible routes for a storyline. At first, it was daunting to narrow down the ideas to just one and to finally branch into other creative sources. Another Creative source I used for No Joy is Jack London’s The Valley of the Moon. Through research, I discovered he had written about Charmian's experience of losing a child in his novel. I was able to locate a copy of the book and zoom into the sections that focus on child lost. Lines such as ‘Saxon was possessed by a conscious of proud motherhood in her swelling breasts’ gave me insight to the imitate tragedy. Also, the line helped me form this line in my own piece ‘. A familiar sadness passes through her as she recalls how her breasts once swelled with proud motherhood.’ Without looking into The Valley of the Moon I wouldn’t have been able to capture the loss as fully.
 A new writer was presented to us in every lecture as a potential source for our creative pieces. The writes we studied could either provide us with a storyline or new writing techniques to explore or even both. One writer we looked into was Sylvia Plath. The documentary on Sylvia Plath looked largely into her mental health on how it affected her life and her writing. After watching the documentary, I decided to do read some of Sylvia Plath’s works to see how she depicted mental health illness. Firstly, I read Ariel a collection of poems which ended up being a source for my creative piece Strong Enough to Cope. Lines in her poetry that captured mental health illness enthused certain sections for Strong Enough to Cope. For example, the line ‘Now my mind is full of gobbledygoo’ came from the poem Daddy as she describes her illness talking gobbledygoo. The tone I attempted to capture in Strong Enough to Cope was influenced by Sylvia Plath’s The Bell Jar. In The Bell Jar, the narrator’s tone is cynical and tormented which is portrayed throughout the novel. However, I only wanted to use the tone Sylvia Plath created in a small section of Strong Enough to Cope. The reason being I wanted to convey how dark thoughts like suicide can be fleeting at times. 
At first, I found the three short pieces daunting as I knew at least one of them would be in a short story structure. This part concerned me as the length of it in some means was restricted. I need the story to be short and precise but still pleasurable. Also, the source I had chosen for one of my tasks was F. Scott Fitzgerald who had written novels. F. Scott Fitzgerald would focus on the Roaring '20s in New York City which I wanted to use as a setting in my piece The Allure. There would also be a sense of mystery and exotic in his works which I would also like to covey in The Allure. On top of that, his stories had doom and tragedy while also appearing blissfully romantic. This is another aspect I would like to allude to in The Allure but maybe not as dramatic. I needed to find a way to put his style in such a short piece. I decided to look into flash fiction to see how they advise going about writing a small piece. The advice that I ended up using in The Allure was; start in the middle of the story, at the beginning of the conflict and don’t have too many speaking characters.
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