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[bookmark: _GoBack]This is the first of my three short pieces. The task was set on the 26th of October and the writing needed to relate to the Romantic period. The poem below is broken up in to three stanza’s. The first stanza is from the viewpoint of Keats, the second is from Lord Byron and the third from Shelley.

The Romantics

Poetry was always my dream
I only cared about the arts
Yes I enjoyed working as a team
But thats not how I wanted to mend hearts
By my twenty third year
My body felt broken
I shed a few tears 
And my words were unspoken
My last days were spent in Rome
I saw how ill I’d gotten
This was my final home
Then I thought I’d be forgotten
Listen quietly for the nightingale call
Like me it will fly and then it will fall

I lived my life in the public eye
And was worshipped by my fans
I enjoyed the fame I cant deny
Although I did have other plans
In London scandalous scenes played out
She asked me for a divorce
Accused of everything without a doubt
Not from a reliable source.
After all the lies about me
England was not a safe space
I never felt like I was free
Until Venice was my final place
I knew I’d be remembered for years
Hoping my poetry would still bring tears

I committed blasphemy and crime
From Oxford I was expelled
It was forbidden at the time
And broke the rules they held
After leaving I was married
But I soon got bored
My love for Harriet was then buried
As Mary was who I adored
I didn't believe that God was real
As writing was my passion
My body was broken I forgot how to feel
“Free love” was a future fashion
After my death they preserved my heart
as well as the poetry as well as the art.














This piece of writing is the second of my three short pieces from Ros’ first lecture on the 23rd of October. It is an observational piece and compares the same place in the past with present day

My home

Revisiting places seems to be such an interesting concept. You have the memories from before to look back on which can be a very healthy and therapeutic thing for the mind.

This morning, I sat down on one of the benches outside. The last time I sat on that bench was the snow day of December 2017 with my good friend Alice who had been through a lot that year. The two of us were wearing very thick clothing. I even put on the scarf that my grandmother gave me a few years ago. I never thought I’d wear it outside because it was too chunky but that snow day was the perfect occasion. Although we both wore thick clothing, the bench was still frozen cold. It was like placing your behind in a freezer. Not pleasant to say the least. Today, the silver bench was not as cold as it once was although the thought still made me shiver while I sat down.

My surroundings were not completely different to what they were before. The icy cold, thick, white sheet that once covered the campus had now been replaced by a stringy, emerald, hairy carpet. As I sat there, the carpet was getting thinner due to a man moving a noisy blade-like machine back and fourth.

The characters that I saw earlier today are completely different to that day in December; although there are never many people to be seen on the campus anyway.

On that snowy winters day, everyone that I passed had a smiling and happy face. Individuals were full of joy and most travelled in packs which made laughter inevitable. I was with one of my best friends and saw all of my most favourite people which meant that I was guilty of having a cheesy grin plastered all over my face for my entire day too. Sunbeams shined out of some students and they radiated positive energy. Today, everyone seemed to travel alone as though they didn't have the time to be with others. The sound of laughter had been replaced with silence and smiles had been turned in to frowns and blank expressions. Everyone that I saw wore black. It was almost like a uniform for the community at this point. Admittedly, I was also a guilty suspect of wearing the dark, black uniform just like everyone else.

The trees once resembled mint ice cream cones that had been sprinkled with some white icing sugar as they were randomly scattered around the campus. Some trees were not a deep maroon colour and looked a little more dirty although they were rather scenic from the bench where I was sat. As most of the trees changed colours, they left the others to bald with leaves covering the green carpet.

While observing everything, I noticed a grinning familiar face holding a cup of steaming hot coffee and giggling as she passed by. The steam from the hot drink created swirls in the air which then danced in to oblivion. The hot drink reminded me of back in the winter when I was sat facing the window of my living room staring out at the pockets of snowfall with a hot chocolate and marshmallows, while listening to Christmas music, playing games with friends and feeling a real sense of community. I wondered if this sweet local felt the same about of joy sipping the coffee as we once did or whether it was just for an energy boost; I wouldn't blame her. At this rate, everyone I had seen on thus far seemed as though they needed some energy.


















This piece of writing is my final of the three short pieces. This lecture took place on the 22nd of October and is a letter to the children of Jack London from their father. 

To my two beautiful daughters, Joan and Becky,
                                                                            I would love for you to come and visit me at my grand new house on the ranch. We’ve called it the ‘Wolf House’. There are always so many people at the house; old and new faces. I’d love for you to meet some of the inspirational characters that I have met over the years. The house is full of surprises and we even have some animals on the land that I’m certain you would love to meet. Arnie, Hobby and Honey, the horses would love to meet the both of you. They’re very friendly, I promise. There’s so much space to run around with the animals and play which suggests that we’re rarely bored here. I would adore for the two of you to come and explore with me and I’m sure that the both of you would love the experience and opportunity to do so.
                                                                           I know I’ve been away and absent for quite some time but I can assure you that I am back now. As your father, I would love for you to learn from the mistakes that I have made in life. I hope that this will allow the two of you to become well rounded individuals in the future. I know that I haven't been the best father figure for the two of you but I can promise you that I am trying to improve and reach out. While being absent, although I know it is not an excuse, I have been on so many life changing adventures. These adventures are the reason that I wanted to reach out as I feel as though my life has completely changed. I would really like to make up for lost time.
                                                                          My dears, it has been far too long. You may not understand the situation that I was in right now but maybe you’ll understand more in the future. I was going crazy in my own mind. I was utterly bored of seeing the same area every single day which left me seeking newer surroundings. I was given the opportunity to do what I am passionate about, writing, while making money to live comfortably and support those that I care about. I felt so free. I was on the sea for quite some time. I watched the sun rise every morning and set every evening. The sun was always like a golden coin in the sky which left a white, glowing sheen on the top of the ocean. The waves were a deep blue. They never stopped rolling and spitting on to the boat which sometimes meant that the crisp air tasted slightly salty compared to normal. Waking up every day on that boat was refreshing. It meant that every day was different although I knew that it couldn't last forever. On my travels, I met so many new people and learned so much about other cultures which was unexpected. My eyes have seen unique things and met so many different types of people. I’ve tasted foods that I didn't know existed which left my tastebuds to dance and tingle. I was able to do all of this while travelling, growing and experiencing new things all at the same time. The thing that kept me most grounded and was always on my mind was that I knew I could come home to two smiling, pretty little faces when the day finally was to come.
                                                                           On the other hand, I do hope that you do not think that I am a useless father or a character that has neglected you in life. My girls, I do not want either of you to blame yourselves as it was all my own decision and choice. I needed to get out of old habits and block out all negativity. I needed to reach my full potential. It was rather selfish of me but if I was younger and did not have any children, I would pack up and do it all again in a heartbeat. 
                                                                            I understand that your mother is not my biggest fan at this moment in time and I completely understand where she is coming from. I can hold my hands up and say that she was not treated the way that a lady should be treated. I hope that if the two of you want to visit on an afternoon, mine and your mothers’ issues can be overlooked and we can make a compromise. Although I am not a bad person and try not to cause endless amounts of pain, I am sometimes guilty of it.
                                                                           The world is your oyster my dears, live life to the fullest. It doesn't matter whether or not people get upset with you as it is your life. The two of you deserve the entire world and more. I love you unconditionally. Please, do not let your dreams just pass by, do what I did and pursue them, follow them. Your choices will forever have my support.

Your Father,

J. London.









This piece of writing is the first of my two long pieces and relates to the lecture from the 1st of November about Sylvia Plath. It is rather biographical and almost tells the story of her life paying close attention to her thoughts and feelings.

Lost my mind

I’m a walking cry for help but this is not a cry for help. I don't want people to come and help me. I know what I’m doing. I’m a writer and that’s all. I write my feelings, not what they want me to write. The voices inside my head tell me that I should do it. I know that I’m not okay. I don't need a doctor or a nurse, a therapist or a counsellor. I need to feel less lonely. The world is collapsing around me. I feel more alone than ever before. My body is cold and my feelings have sifted through the holes leaving me to live as an empty carcass. I’m a new version of myself. I’ve always been this way but its amplified now. Everyone that I know has walked out on me. Sometimes I am partly responsible, I’ll take that, but it takes two people to create a mess this big. I’d love to move away somewhere far. To live in harmony and for my brain to switch itself off. For my body to become lively again. I would like to feel happy doing normal every day things and for my face to show that this is the case.

I once seemed so different. I spent time observing things. I found beauty in the moon and the sea. I used to spend hours down at the seaside during all hours of the day. I would write in the moonlight and tried to find the beauty in everything. Writing was my passion, it still is, but in a different way. At the age of ten, my mother gifted myself and my brother a diary for Christmas. I used to write every single evening about what I had seen on that day. I used to write facts and feelings. Every little detail had to be put down on that one page and it was my passion. I decided that there would not be enough space for the big days and the big moments and began writing in other books that didn't have the date on the top. It gave me the freedom to spill my words on to more than one page. My feelings felt more justified as I was able to write about them as much as I wanted. My descriptions were more developed than before.

A little later, I was taught to use the extension of myself, the typewriter. I could write over eighty words in an hour. Not because I was told to but because I wanted to. Words appeared on the page so quickly. I rarely made mistakes on the typewriter and poured my feelings all over the paper. The letters were more perfect this way. I wrote as much as I possibly could. Almost every day.

It all decided to spiral out of control when I was nine. After my father’s passing, nothing was the same. I wanted everything to be okay but I knew that it wouldn’t be. It couldn't be. The only important man in my life, one of my role models, had gone forever. Obviously, I understood that he was unwell which was why I prayed to God every night. I asked God to make my father better. To make everything go back to normal. After my father was taken, I stopped believing in God. That was it. Nobody was going to help me apart from myself. If I wanted to do something or was to seek something, I’d have to take it in to my own hands.

Writing obviously came naturally to me. If I had to make a living, I wanted it to be done by doing the one thing I loved most. At college, I was worried that I wouldn't catch up with the other girls. They were from private schools and had top class education whereas I was just a little bit average. They paid to go to school and always had. Well, their parents always paid for them to go to school. After studying at Smith’s college, I became an academic. I made a name for myself as I was just a normal young girl but managed to keep up with the workload. I was highly motivated by Dylan Thomas’ work as well as Yates and other famous poets. They wanted us to learn about how to be a lady at Smith’s, as it was an all girls school but I just wanted to learn about literary theory and techniques to make my work even better.

Towards the end of my time at Smith’s college, I was offered a special award and became the guest editor of a magazine in New York for the summer. This trip was exciting to begin with. I couldn't think of anything better than to live in the big apple for a while. Maybe my career would go further. Maybe everything would change when I was to return. While I was in New York, my brain played even more tricks on me. I returned home and didn't want to live. I didn’t like change. I didn't like anything and didn't see the point in living. It was ’53 when I first attempted and I think that this was when I other people recognised that I was a problem. They put me in a psychiatric centre for six months after I took the pills and everything became clearer. They thought that I’d become better and it was just temporary fix. Unfortunately, I was messed up and nothing could save me now. After I recovered (that’s what they thought anyway), I graduated with one of the highest honours and decided to move to Cambridge on a scholarship. This is where everything got even more difficult. The best way to describe the rest of my life’s events is as ‘a spiral of unfortunate issues’.

Cambridge was a completely different experience for me. The culture was so different to the US and everyone was so much more eccentric. I also met my true love while at Cambridge. Ted was everything I wanted in a man. He really understood me and made me feel happy which was a change from feeling depressed all day every day. I became interested in my father’s hobby which was bee keeping. I found it so fascinating and Ted loved animals too. This was just one of the things we had in common. It was amazing that I was able to do something that my father adored with the man of my dreams. We were married after a year of being in Cambridge.

I feel as though moving back to America was where it all went wrong. I began doing things that I wasn’t as interested in. We moved back to the US and I worked as a receptionist while taking creative writing workshops on the side. I always wrote down my thoughts and feelings which can be seen in my poems.

When we moved back to London, there were poems being produced all day, every day and I gave birth to a beautiful daughter called Frieda. I thought that childbirth and motherhood were both going to be so difficult but it was a privilege. Rather than producing a few poems every few months, I was writing, on average, at least two a day. This was even more of a shock as we also had the responsibility of looking after our own little human being. Unfortunately, London just didn't feel right anymore. I didn't feel like I was belonging to the city any more, as much as I adored it. It wasn't the place for me. We moved to Devon. I don't think that it was anyone’s fault, it just wasn't right for us. This is where our marriage began to breakdown. It wasn't all awful and I tried to make the most of the move. I became a part of the community by doing the two things that excited me; bee keeping and horse riding. I named the collection ‘Ariel’ after my horse and I began to use a different voice in my writing. I felt more free and began to remove the artificial parts of my writing. I became my true self.

The breakdown of the marriage was not the fault of one person but the two of us. Other women were like rivals to me. I was always so angry. Always in competition with people and needed to be the best. The marriage breakdown made me so destructive. Although, I was full of grief and anger, I wouldn't have been able to write ‘Ariel’ if it didn't have such an impact on my life. I wrote ‘Daddy’, ‘Lady Lazarus’ and ‘The Bee Meeting’ around this time. I guess that I was just a poet that came too early. I was just misunderstood. People thought they knew me. I was the only person that knew myself; yet my own perception had previously deceived me.

I knew that I had to go in the January of 1963. I was back in London, alone with two young children. I was a divorced hag and I had never felt that lonely before. It was the worst winter ever and everything was frozen over. I wrote ‘Edge’ which was one of my last pieces due to being both chronically and psychologically depressed. As well as writing ‘Edge’ in the February of 1963, I also had to leave the planet. This was my final attempt and it was successful.

I am now alone and have been for decades. It’s over.
























This is my second long creative piece and relates to Ros’ second lecture from the 29th of October. Prior to writing the piece we researched different professions and events and wrote about them in the lecture. I decided to use my classwork and extend the piece to make it one of my longer pieces.

Let down

Seven at night until seven in the morning. When most people do all nighters, they’re able to see the sun both rise and set. The sky changes colour for them. From blue, to orange, to pink, to navy and repeat. They have fun. It’s not the same for me. What do I see? The light walls of the hospital ward. Every. Single. Day. Well, not every day but that’s how it feels. I see helpless individuals. They’re unable to do anything for themselves. I help them as much as I can. I don’t know how they feel. I’ve never felt that much pain but they confine in me. I’m a nurse but also a therapist and a friend for these people. The lady from bed two. Her family come to visit but she doesn't see them. She’s an older lady with light silver hair like a fifty pence piece but more matte. She was in with us after having her heart operation. She’s sedated now; for the best really. It means that she doesn't have to see the tears of her youngest daughters fall from her eyes and stain her expensive looking, denim jeans. Her daughter sits and talks to her as though she’s listening. Everyday she becomes stronger and more confident but her mother never replies.

As a professional, I must stay strong for these people. I hide my emotions but try not to take them home with me. New shift means fresh start. That’s what I try to remember every time I walk through the long, dull hospital corridors. I hope that my strength radiates on to the student nurses. My job is always so surreal which is why newer members of staff can sometimes struggle. I remember that they’ve never witnessed anything so crazy and demanding. You’re in change of someone else’s life. The pressure can become too much at times which is why my heart crumbles. The tears are trapped in my eyes and I refuse to let them escape. My eyes are as full as swimming pools, yet I push my glasses up my nose to make it less noticeable to my colleagues. I remember that now is not the time to break. If one person breaks, we all do.

My eyes don't even feel tired anymore. The adrenaline is too much and I’m having a bourbon biscuit while I can. It’s as though I’ve forgotten that sleep is even a thing. I don't care about it. The unit begins to get crazy again. Problem after problem after problem. I begin to feel sorry for myself. It lasts for a solid three seconds until I remember the the little old lady from bed two. At least I haven't got blocked arteries. Thank God.

When I was a student, I was told that you’ve got to be a little bit messed up in the head if you actually want to practice as a nurse. Boy, were they right. Baggage? Think of it more as being left alone with a massive suitcase, surrounded by people in an airport. This flight would completely change your life. It would change the way you think about the world but boy, are you running late. No need to imagine it. Sounds far too familiar.

Let me take you back to the start of the summer. I opened up my laptop and went on a job search. I didn't mind my current job but I knew that the grass could be greener for me. I searched for many different jobs in all different cities around the world. The thing about nursing is that it can take you to all of the different places and you can travel on the job. This sounded fascinating to me. My fingers constantly tapped the keyboard and I looked forward to travelling as I was unable to do it while being a student. I wanted to do a year abroad for the second year of my training, but at the time, my student loan couldn't cover it and my parents could not afford it either. As I had been in full time employment for a little while and had saved quite a bit of money, I thought that it would be the perfect time to get away from everything and spend a little time doing what I wanted to do but in a different environment and location. It sure would have been a change from what I was used to which is why I decided to just go for it.

When I was doing research online, I discovered Amsterdam. I obviously knew a little bit about Amsterdam already as many of my friends went there on weekends away during our time studying. I knew that it was famous for the red light district, plenty of museums like Anne Frank’s house and the Van Gogh museum as well as the fact that weed is legal there. I was fascinated by how different the culture would be compared to the UK. It seemed like a whole different world. I thought that it would be the best place for me at the time. I looked forward to seeing the canals and basically living a new life for a while. I knew that I was going to return to the UK at some point but I really wanted to go away and start fresh for a little while.

So as I continued to search and apply for jobs, days went by and I finally pulled myself together and packed a suitcase for my trip. I had two interviews on one day which made it essential that I planned my trip correctly. My suitcase was full of documents and thin clothing. I was extremely excited to experience a new culture and couldn't wait to meet more people that were just like me. I booked my plane tickets and hotel very last minute which is, why I assumed, the reason they were so very expensive. Let me tell you, this was a red flag.

I got to the airport with my parents who assured me that they’d make sure that I was on the correct flight. We had plenty of time to spare before the flight was to depart which meant we were able to go for a coffee. The steam drifted off of my caramel latte which made my glasses fog up. I rubbed the lenses with my hoody sleeve which made my vision blurry rather than clear as I hoped. After the final coffee and final goodbyes, my parents decided that it was time for them to make a move. I knew exactly where to go and nothing could possibly go wrong; that’s what I thought anyway.

I stood looking at signs and this was the exact moment that I knew something had gone wrong. I examined the boards for my flight but couldn't find it anywhere. I smiled a little, thinking that there must have been some sort of misunderstanding. I dragged my large, black suitcase over to the customer service desk where a little young lady stood. She worked for the airline and wore a pristine uniform. Her hair was in a low, side bun with her hat pointing in the opposite direction. I noticed that her lipstick matched her hat which made her teeth look icy white. Every customer saw her teeth and there was a constant smile plastered on to her face. I spoke to the member of staff for about half an hour. Her exact words were, “Sorry, the flight you’re looking for has already gone. For some reason, the time on your ticket is an hour later than what it should be. We can give you compensation but you cannot get on to an other flight for at least twenty four hours as we’re fully booked due to it being King’s Day and everything”.

King’s Day was a huge carnival in Amsterdam where there was live music, markets and everyone got together to celebrate. When I realised this, I understood why I was unable to get a cheap hotel online when booking. The parade-like event attracted thousands which made it even more surprising to me. As you can imagine, I was absolutely heartbroken. I got compensation for the flights and everything and due to it being such a popular event, someone else had stayed in my hotel room and I got a refund but it didn't take away the fact that I had to give up on my dream job purely due to an airline error. Realistically, it was my fault too. I know that.

Now, I continue to work in our little Welsh hospital. Don't get me wrong, I enjoy my job. There’s nothing wrong with it at all and I want to do it forever. It’s my passion and true love. Every single day is different but I must admit, I am gutted about my Amsterdam trip. Maybe I’ll be able to go in the future but at the moment I’m trying to stay positive and reach my full potential. I’m attempting to build my reputation at home before attempting to make a name for myself abroad. One day, I will be successful. I will meet new people and I will follow my dreams.




























Critique

As a part of my ‘Approaches to Creative Sources’ module, I wrote three short pieces of writing and two long pieces based on tasks that we did in class. In this essay, I will explain the writing process which will include drafting, where the ideas came from and any struggles that came with writing each individual piece. I will also explain the pieces of writing and reading that I did prior to the module which influenced the work that I have produced.

The first piece of writing that I decided to submit was about the romantic period of literature. The lecture that prompted this piece was focussed on John Keats and his writing yet I decided that it was important to highlight as many writers as I could from that period of time. Instead of writing about Keats alone, I decided that it would be interesting to write in the voices of Keats, Byron and Shelley. They were three of the biggest romantic writers which is why I dedicated a stanza to each of them. I wrote the piece, ‘The Romantics’ from as a poem as I wanted my writing portfolio to vary and have different forms of writing. I also wanted the poem to have structure, which is why I wrote it as a Shakespearean sonnet. I felt that it would improve my writing and would be different to the free verse style that I feel comfortable writing. The title of the piece is simple as is the writing in the poem. I hoped that the piece would be readable for anyone and that each little stanza would be like a little individual story or a small insight in to the mind of the selected poet. Originally, I put punctuation at the end of each line but later took it all out as I felt that the punctuation should be up to the reader rather than myself as the poet. Through drafting, I believe that some of my rhymes have become tighter in the second and final stanzas. For this piece of writing, I decided to read the poetry of each writer which allowed me to envision how they would have felt at the time. It also allowed me to learn more about each writer and their individual style of writing. After doing this, I feel as though I got a better understanding of the romantic period as a whole which has hopefully been reflected in the work that I have submitted for the module.

The next short piece that I decided to submit was originally written in a workshop type class with Ros. It was an observational piece where we were recommended to reflect on the past, as well as comparing it with the present. I originally wrote the piece about the campus during the lecture although over time it has been developed. I was unsure at first about what type of writing it would be described as. After reflecting on the piece, I believe that it doesn't have a conventional form and seems more like a stream of consciousness as there is no storyline and the main body is mainly descriptive. I was given feedback on the original piece in class from peers as well as the lecturer which is what allowed me to develop it in to one of my favourite portfolio pieces and lectures thus far. As I believe that the piece has potential, I considered adding to it and making it a longer piece. I decided not to do this as I realised that I would be adding words to the piece although the quality of the work would be deteriorating. Rather than changing the piece during the drafting process, I decided to tighten up the descriptions instead. For example, simple words such as “green” have been replaced with “emerald” which I believe gives the piece as a whole more depth. For this piece of writing, I discovered that journals were the most helpful regardless of whether they included short stories, poetry etc. I especially enjoyed reading letters from Dorothy Wordsworth and ‘Bee Journal’ by Sean Borodale and believe that they influenced my writing in a positive way.

My final short piece that I decided to submit is about Jack London. The idea for the piece came from a lecture we did regarding his life and achievements. This piece was the first piece of writing that I did for this module’s portfolio. I really enjoyed reading the work of London and tried to capture his voice in the letter. I felt as though writing the piece in letter form would be something a little different and because I addressed it to his children, I feel as though I managed to write a more touching piece of writing. Originally, when I wrote the piece, I was not completely happy with it but over time and after getting the opinions of peers and lecturers, I feel as though my piece has come very far. I discovered that my first draft of the piece was far too abstract and there were no specific details. After discovering this and speaking to academics about it, I added in elements to make the piece more personal and sound more believable, as though it was written by London himself. The elements that I added include writing about the horses, freedom and the sea. I feel as though these concrete features seem to somewhat justify why London was absent from his children. My favourite piece of the letter is the final paragraph as it seems very sincere and it generally a
positive note to end on.
After writing my three short pieces, it was necessary to include two longer pieces in the portfolio. I enjoyed writing these pieces as I had more freedom and could include much more information. The first of my long pieces is about Sylvia Plath and her life. This piece reflects on Plath’s life and includes a large amount of description, thoughts and feelings. I enjoyed writing about Sylvia Plath as she is such an iconic character in the world of poetry. She is also an inspiration of mine and I feel as though her writing can relate to absolutely anyone. The piece that I wrote was inspired by the life and struggled of the poet before her death. I think that the beginning of the piece is very strong as I feel as though it conveys the stress that she once felt. Sylvia was very unstable and uncertain of herself when she was alive, which is the type of voice that I tried to portray throughout the piece. I feel as though the beginning needed to be especially strong as it sets the tone for the rest of the piece and gives the reader an understanding of the narrator and their voice. The end of the piece is simply a line that reads, “ I am alone now and have been for decades. It’s over.” The sentence about being alone refers to being alone in a grave after death. I felt as though this was even more significant after discovering that Plath was buried in the hometown of her ex-husband, Ted Hughes, rather than her own hometown or an area in which she adored. She is buried in an unfamiliar place amongst people from the area suggesting that she is an outcast, which is the way that she felt about herself throughout her life. The final line is supposed to be like a sigh of relief for Plath as it was what she wanted for such a long time. Prior to writing this piece, I found that it was very important to learn about Plath and get in to her mind if possible. I did this by reading a few of her poems and collections as well as ‘The Bell Jar’ which gave me a better understanding of the voice I needed to use in my own piece.

My final portfolio piece is the second long piece of writing which is entitled “Let down”. This was a piece of writing that I wrote after the second workshop lecture with Ros. The task was to research and write about a profession and event. The profession that I decided to write about was nursing. I chose this profession as it is nothing like what I hope to do in the future. This gave me the opportunity to write from a very unfamiliar voice. The event that I chose was also unfamiliar to me as I chose ‘King’s day’ in Amsterdam which is something that I had never heard of prior to researching online. I researched the profession differently to the event as I interviewed a nurse to get really captured the feelings of someone in that particular profession. I originally wrote this piece as a short piece about profession alone but realised that I could give it more depth due to it having more potential. The first half of the piece is written in the present tense but the tense changes to past when referring to the Amsterdam trip and then back to the present towards the end. I really enjoyed playing with tenses as it is something that I’m not used to doing and like to stay in my comfort zone if possible. Prior to the final draft, the piece was much longer as it was more abstract and difficult to understand as there was too much description and there was not as much thought put in to the story itself. I mainly wanted the reader to understand the struggles of being a health professional with this piece. I was also given feedback for the first half from a nurse to ensure that it was accurate and after workshopping, I tightened the piece and made it more coherent and easier to read. I also removed most medical language as it was unnecessary as I was hoping to write a creative piece rather than a scientific piece.

In conclusion, I enjoyed writing the pieces for my portfolio as the prompts were very different and allowed me to have free reign as a writer. My most favourite task was the short observational task as I was able to reflect on something that I had personally experienced. I also enjoyed learning about the lives of writers that I look up to and aspire to be like in the future. The thing that I was most worried about in regards to this project was the time constraints but due to writing a piece after every lecture and keeping on top of the work, it allowed me to complete the tasks given to a high standard and I am pleased with the work that I have been able to produce and submit.
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