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Creative Piece
Her Dark Courage 
Autumn Jane is homeless on the inside. 
Her body and mind are as hollow as a dim cave. But there is a voice inside her heart that will not be still. 
You were a child. 
It is easier for her to believe that she is in the wrong. Easier than believing what happened to her was wrong. Because was it so wrong? 
He was not mean when he beaconed her to him. He was not scary when he removed his gardening gloves and patted the small space on his knee. He did not cause her pain when his hand dipped inside. He was careful and as a young girl it was a normal occurrence. So how come as a young woman the memory feels so wrong?
You were a child. 
He no longer lives next door. He no longer shares the sea-green grape vein with her family. He no longer touches her in a place that was not his to touch. 
You were a child. 
He no longer, no longer, no longer. But it still haunts her, still haunts her, still haunts her. 
Autumn Jane unlocks her porch door and slides it open. She steps onto the damp grass in bare feet and the darkness bubbles like crisp champagne inside her chest. The misty wind blows her maple-blonde hair across her face and she brushes a lock behind her ear. She homes in on the sea-green grape vein --- that is shared with the house next door --- and it undresses as the voice inside her head. The ill thoughts begins to roll like warm milk churning into butter.
You were a child.
Her mother would be crushed.
Her father would crush the man and some.
Did it happened to her little sister?
You were a child.
The wonders rise like a black wave and she dilutes them to crash only in the corner of her mind. She reminds herself that it happened over a decade ago and scolds, “It does not count. It does not count. It does not count.” 
Because it does not count, does not count, does not count. 
Does it count?
It is summer’s final day and the season for an anniversary she blankets in loneliness. Her cherry-red polish chipped fingers curl into her palm and threaten to break the delicate skin beneath them. The rain trickles down and the caramel-brown leaves spill over the tired wood and plum-purple grapes shrivel in its wake. 
Come to me, the grape-vein coos.
Autumn Jane slowly moves toward the grape-vein and pushes past the curtain of dried caramel-brown leaves. She tilts her head up and the leaves shield the sun from shining down on her and the dandelions blooming below. Her hand reaches up and a crisp petal brushes against her fingertips. She plucks the last ripe plum-purple grape and pops it into her mouth. Sweet syrup explodes on her tongue. 
Remember, the grape-vein whispers.
Her childhood memories are loose. But what happened is as tight as barbed wire wrapped around her throat, silencing her voice. The memory was buried as though it was a still born child, tragic and never forgotten. She imagines it wrapped in lace and tucked in a dark corner that will forever be buried in shame. Autumn Jane wraps her frail arms around her stomach and pinches the creamy-white skin on her arm. 
Feel, the grape-vein insists.
She closes her ocean-blue eyes and the memory rises as rich as cream, as dark as oil. The thunderstorm inside her rumbles and she pinches the slope of her nose. The memory is fresh in her mind as though it was still occurring. And he was still preying beneath the sea-green coverage waiting, watching, whispering for the young girl to come over and “play.” She places a hand over her mouth as a rotten feeling seeps into her stomach. The poison weaves through her bones and organs like someone is stitching them together. Her heart pounds, pounds, pounds insider her chest and the urge to question booms, booms, booms. “How come it feels so wrong?” she pleads. “It should not … it does not count.”
It feels wrong because it is wrong, the grape-vein consoles. 
Autumn Jane slowly falls to her knees and her hands slide into the soft bead of damp grass. The realization swallows her like a moth to a flame. “He was never supposed to touch me.” She weakly punches the ground and chocolate-brown mud cakes her palm. “He told me it was a game. He told me it was normal. He told me I needed it.” She feels the thunderstorm inside her erupt and the ground underneath her tremble and the petals above her shake. Pain. “He was never supposed to touch me.”
You were a child and he was adult, the grape-vein confirms, it counts.
She covers her ears with dirt-cracked hands and her body sways back and forth, back and forth, back and forth. “I was a child.” The shame tingles from her fingers to her toes and pushes her to express the truth. It is too late, too late, too late. “I have lived with the pain for too long. I am no one without it.” Her denial, rage and sorrow ties together and becomes a void so deep she wonders if it will ever be filled. She presses her hands over her stomach and her voice clips as the deed of sadness escapes down her petal-pink cheek. “I was never supposed to be this person.” 
You are exactly who you need to be, the grape-vein assures. But who do you want to be?
Autumn Jane places her palms behind her head. She lowers her head between her knees and breathes deeply. Her sadness is embedded into her happiness; she cannot separate the two. But she wants to and in that moment, her an answer unfolds like the petals of a flower. “I want to be free,” she whispers.
You deserve to be free, the grape-vein claims.
A sweet wind separates the caramel-brown leaves and creates room for the sun. Rays of light peak through the stone-grey clouds, colliding with the rain droplets. For a moment, a rainbow beams down on Autumn Jane and radiates through to her child-self. A lightness crawls inside her heart and fills every corner. She is gripped by a cherishing so deep for her own healing, her own justice. “I deserve to be free,” she repeats.
Autumn Jane lies on her back and she rests against the damp earth. She turns her head and a sugar-white dandelion comes into view. Her fingers brush the stem as she remembers the honey-gold colour it used to possess. She plucks it from the ground and rolls it between her fingers. 
A dandelion is written off as a weed, the grape-vein comments, but is the symbol of hope.
Autumn Jane presses the dandelion to her lips, closes her eyes and wishes for strength. But it takes strength to be silent, to be loud. It takes strength to be the one to carry the shame of someone else’s decision. And she has the dark courage to hope for change. Because this is not about the man that took advantage. This is about Autumn Jane and change has always been inside her.
You have the courage to hope, the grape-vein whispers. 
“I have the courage,” she replies. 

Critical Commentary
I believe experiences are connected to our creative imagination. My personal experience as a sexual assault survivor inspired my short story ‘Her Dark Courage.’ In my critical commentary, I will discuss my aims to enhance my creative writing through an exploration of new craft techniques. I will demonstrate my creative writing through a self-transformative theme that explores the sublime through a Romantic lens. I will also build on the development of my craft techniques through narrative voice and scene setting. In order to complete these aims, I created ‘Her Dark Courage’ through emulating authors that stirred emotion and sparked inspiration within me. These readings included: Critique of Judgment by Kant, A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful by Edmund Burke and The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe.
To begin, ‘Her Dark Courage’ is a creative piece that unfolds an uncomfortable path to self-discovery. It centers on Autumn Jane and her experience as a sexual assault survivor, experiencing the sublime (as an approach to nature) in order to process a traumatic memory. I used Critique of Judgment by Kant and A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful by Edmund Burke to construct the sublime experience in ‘Her Dark Courage.’ Kant explores a self-transformative theme through battling emotions. The quote, “[s]ublimity … does not reside in any of the things of nature but our own mind … we may become conscious of our superiority over nature,”[footnoteRef:1] allowed me to explore internal conflict. Prior to creating ‘Her Dark Courage,’ I obtained immediate experience surrounding denial, rage and sorrow as a survivor and it was natural for me to create these emotions on the page. I developed internal conflict for Autumn Jane via spiritual conversations with the grape-vein. I created the lines,“[r]emember,” and “[f]eel” (pg. 3), because I wanted the reader to be emerged in Autumn Jane’s journey to self-discovery and finding her true courage.  [1:  Paul Wright, Class Handout: ‘The Sublime as an approach to Nature,’ Kant, Critique of Judgement (1790) <https://moodle.uwtsd.ac.uk/mod/folder/view.php?id=520486> [Accessed December 5th, 2023.]] 

In addition, the concepts of the sublime experience and Romantic perspectives were foreign to me as a writer. In order to further expand my knowledge on this topic, I used A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful by Edmund Burke. Burke’s quote, “[t]he source of the sublime … is productive of the strongest emotion which the mind is capable of feeling,”[footnoteRef:2] enabled me to analyze the most powerful emotion a survivor can overcome from a sublime view-point. Burke also mentions that the sublime “[e]xcites the powers of pain and danger,” and between these two quotes, I came to the conclusion that the most powerful emotion a survivor possess is internal pain. From this answer, I created the line, “[s]he feels the ground underneath tremble and the petals above shake. Pain,” (pg. 3).  [2:  Paul Wright, Class Handout: ‘The Sublime as a approach to Nature,’ Edmund Burke, A Philosophical Enquiry Into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful. <https://moodle.uwtsd.ac.uk/mod/folder/view.php?id=520486> [Accessed December 5th, 2023.]] 

As I developed ‘Her Dark Courage,’ I explored new craft techniques through narrative voice and scene setting. I completed this aim through emulating Slavery and Escape from The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe. I appreciated that Defoe narrated in first person because it was organic to connect to the hardship and rewarding adventures Robinson Crusoe endured. I wanted to create a similar connection with my reader and also create a pocket of room for one to see Autumn Jane’s journey from an outside perspective. Since we all go through emotional rollercoasters at some time in our lives, it was vital to build inward reflections towards her denial, rage and sorrow which is why my creative piece is told in the third person. I used Defoe’s quote, “[a]fter about two years, an odd circumstance presented itself, which put the old thought of making some attempt for my liberty again in my head,”[footnoteRef:3] because it inspired me to construct Autumn Jane’s journey to self-discovery through discovering courage. I created the line “She is gripped by a cherishing so deep for her own healing, her own justice. “I deserve to be free,” (pg.4), to demonstrate Autumn Jane’s freedom.  [3: . Daniel Defoe, The Life and Adventures of Robinson Crusoe (First Avenue Editions; 2016. (Chapter II: Slavery and Escape) <https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/521/pg521-images.html#chap02> [Accessed December 10, 2023.]] 

To conclude, I spoke about my aims to improve my creative writing through an investigation of craft practices in my short story ‘Her Dark Courage.’ I created a self-transformation theme and a Romantic lens to illustrate how my creative writing has evolved. I also developed my narrative voice and scenario creation skills. I emulated authors that inspired and sparked deep emotion within me while reading. These included: Critique of Judgment by Kant, A Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful by Edmund Burke and The Adventures of Robinson Crusoe by Daniel Defoe. Overall, my short story “Her Dark Courage’ is a deeply personal piece as it is connected to my own experiences as a survivor and inspired my imaginative creativity.

Close Reading
One of the most charming Romantic poems in William Wordsworth’s “Preface to Lyrical Ballads” is the piece “I wandered lonely as a cloud.” The poem will be analyzed in this close reading through the elaborate connection between humans and the natural world. Wordsworth’s exploration of this connection will be analyzed through two fundamental ideas: nature is a part of human existence and human happiness is an essential piece to the natural world. These ideas will be evaluated through common language, visions of angels and celestial entities, the value of emotion and memory, and the poems overall interpretation of the human race and its interactions with the natural world. 
To begin, the title of the poem “I wandered lonely as a cloud,” alludes to personal loneliness and the complications of a man’s connection to the natural world. The poem is composed of four stanzas and there are six lines in each stanza as it follows the quatrain-couplet rhyme scheme: A-B-A-B-C-C. It can be summarized as a man’s wandering and his discovery of a field of daffodils near a lake. Once this experience is over, the man recalls the daffodils to mind when he is experiencing an absent-mind. The daffodils spark the present of happiness and solitude through the man’s imaginative memory, demonstrating the correlation between man and nature.
Primarily, the first stanza utilizes common language. It can be summarized as man wandering around without a purpose until he comes across something beautiful. The first and second line, “I wandered lonely as a cloud, [t]hat floats on high o'er vales and hills,”[footnoteRef:4] is the man being metaphorically compared to as a lone cloud --- he explores hills and valleys alone --- and experiences the sublime feeling of numbness. The third and fourth line, “[w]hen all at once I saw a crowd, [a] host, of golden daffodils,” is the beautiful thing he comes across as he wanders around. The fifth and sixth line, “[b]eside the lake, beneath the trees, [f]luttering and dancing in the breeze,” is the man appreciating the beautiful scenery as he experiences the profound sense of loneliness. The man finds himself beside a lake surrounded by trees that is lined with long rows of daffodils blowing in the wind. The “crowd” and “dancing” represent the daffodils as human beings. Wordsworth employs personification and metaphors through effective techniques for utilizing common language. This method implies that there is a natural bond between people and the natural world. [4:  William Wordsworth, “I wandered lonely as a cloud” Explicator 56.2 (Winter 1998). Detroit: Gale, 2010. [Accessed on December 5th]] 

In addition, the second stanza conjures visions of angels and celestial entities. It can be summarized as the continuing parallel between the man and the stars as well as the expansion on the daffodils. The seventh and eight line, “[c]ontinuous as the stars that shine, [a]nd twinkle on the milky way,” draws attention to the several daffodils and further proves that the man is attempting to conjure images of angels and celestial entities from the reference to the stars. The ninth and tenth line, “[t]hey stretched in never-ending line, [a]long the margin of a bay,” demonstrates how the flowers are essentially concentrated in an endless line. The eleventh and twelfth line, “[t]en thousand saw I at a glance, tossing their heads in sprightly dance,” illustrates the significant turn between numbness and happiness because “sprightly dance” demonstrates the man’s joy. 
As “I wandered lonely as cloud” continues, the third stanza shows the man’s turn from the sublime of numbness to the expression of happiness. The thirteenth and fourteenth line, “[t]he waves beside them danced; but they [o]ut-did the sparkling waves in glee,” makes the point to emphasizes the idea that the entire picture is suddenly filled with a joyful human presence. There is a parallel between the daffodils and the waves, with the former being considered more happy. The “sparkle” of the waves creates an additional link to the heavens. Everything seems to be glittering, glinting, shimmering. The fifteenth and sixteenth line, “[a] poet could not but be gay, [i]n such a jocund company,” conveys that the man cannot help but feel joyful, or “gay,” decides that despite his past loneliness, he can look at such a lovely vision. The seventeenth and eighteenth line, “I gazed—and gazed—but little thought, [w]hat wealth the show to me had brought,” makes repeated use of the word “gaze” to convey the idea that the man studied the flowers for a long time. The man looks at the daffodils for a long time without realizing their benefits and says he could not help but feel happy when he was among them. The man seems to be appreciating the sight of the daffodils at the moment, but he is blind to the great gift that this picture symbolizes.
Furthermore, the fourth stanza emphasizing the value of emotion and memory. The nineteenth and twentieth line, “[f]or oft, when on my couch I lie, [i]n vacant or in pensive mood,”  explores the man's perception of the daffodils as a great gift. He moves abruptly, out of sight of the lake and the windy day and explains his frequent action. The twenty-first and twenty-second line, “[t]hey lash upon that inward eye, [w]hich is the bliss of solitude,” shows that the man frequently goes through these melancholy phases, as evidenced by the image of the daffodils that “flashes” over his mind. Wordsworth used the “inward eye” to indicate his belief that there was a more authentic, profound spiritual perception. It is a form of “solitude” since one cannot fully express one’s spiritual standpoint with others. However, its veracity and beauty make it “blissful.” The twenty-third and twenty-fourth line, “[a]nd then my heart with pleasure fills, [a]nd dances with the daffodils,” demonstrates that the memories of the flowers are just as good as the real thing. The daffodils “[f]lash upon the inward eye / [w]hich is the bliss of solitude” is a psychologically sharp representation of the sudden appearance of a memory. However, the poem's primary genius is found in the reverse personification of its opening stanzas. The man smiles again, seeing the lake and the flowers dancing in his thoughts. It is precisely the same as what happened to him at the beginning of the poem when he was “wandering” in the woods and the actual daffodils helped him forget how lonely he felt.
To conclude, “I wandered lonely as a cloud” is one of William Wordsworth's most endearing Romantic poem from his "Preface to Lyrical Ballads." The poem was closely examined in this close reading, with an emphasis on elaborating on the relationship between people and the natural environment via each stanza. It will be examined using Wordsworth's concept of skill to tread carefully when examining two important notions: that human happiness is a necessary component of the natural world and that nature is an element of human existence. The evaluation of these concepts will be based on Wordsworth's use of everyday language, visions of angels and other celestial entitles, the importance of emotion and memory, and his understanding of how people interact with the natural and social environments. 
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