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The task from Mel’s session is to ‘tidy up and complete the creative piece that was written in class and to write a short reflective piece. The reflective piece could focus upon the impact therapeutic or otherwise of performance. Considering the line you chose from the poem what did you write about and why? How did the process of writing in pairs contribute to the creative product?



                                                            RUTH


The moment arrives when she sees the hangman and smiles.
She slips away in search of him. Her bruises hidden beneath make-up and clothes. Clothes unsuitable for the warm Easter Sunday. She needs him now. She needs him more than anything and more than anything, she needs his love.

She climbed into a taxi and winds down the window preferring to sit up front with the driver.
Once she is with Dave, she will be happy again. Her lover, her heart and life. 
He is there, she can see him from the taxi. 
He drives away. Maybe he did not see her after all. She will wait.

The alcohol soothes away his absence and the pain. She begins to feel comfortable sitting with her friends in a London bar. She takes off her jacket and gently pulls off her cardigan.

‘That’s better Ruthie, relax.’ Des tells her as he wraps his heavy arm around her delicate broken shoulder. 

She winces and picks up the cardigan and drapes it over her shoulder, pushing his arm away at the same time.

Jean watches like a hawk. 

‘That’s a pretty bracelet.’ Jean said and pushed the charms of the bracelet to reveal red and purple marks on Ruth’s wrist.

‘It was a gift from David, isn’t it lovely?’ 

‘Was it worth the cost, I mean was it really worth the price?’ Jean asked slowly sipping her Martini.

Ruth put her cardigan back on, got up and headed to the bathroom. She checked her face. The bruising had gone yellow and the heat of the bar was causing her to sweat a little and the make-up was wearing off. She applied some heavy foundation to her cheeks and rubbed red blusher into the bruise. It worked. She was safe to go back. Safe from Jean’s unkind comments.

She noticed him just as he dashed out the door. He must be in a hurry Ruth thought. Did he not realise that she was here?

‘Did you see David?’ Ruth asked her friends when she sat back at the table.

‘Don’t bother, he knew you were here and has done a runner the coward!’ Jean said and told Ruth that she was better off without him and to stay with her group of friends.

‘He is off to the club.’ Des told her as Jean kicked him from underneath the table.

After Ruth had left, Jean looked at Des and raised her glass.

‘Well done Des, do you realise what you have done?

Jean knew Ruth should not be with David. He used her. He was married and he was a womaniser he also liked to hit women. His women. He punched Ruth last week in the stomach, she was pregnant and lost the baby. She had a broken collar bone after he had pushed her down the stairs at a club. Just because he could.

Des soon caught up with Ruth and was able to keep her away from David. They made plans and Des made sure her pernod glass was never empty before he gave her the gun.
Ruth stepped out of Des’s car, holding the gun.

On that Easter weekend outside The Magdala Club in London, Ruth shot David. He was dead. She pulled at the trigger close to his head. Just to make sure.





















RUTH
The moment arrives when she sees the hangman and smiles.
She slips away in search of him hiding the bruises and scar.
Torn heart and limbs a miscarriage of trials
Her life was blown to bits outside the bar.

His black wig rests upon the head of truth
And Ruth is sentenced to death
After living the abuse
The moment arrives when she sees the hangman, smiles and takes her last breath.





REFLECTIVE PIECE

The class was brilliant. I really enjoyed this session with Mel. 
It was interesting to learn about how Creative Writing for Therapeutic Purposes (CWTP) is introduced to provide personal development and wellbeing. 
It is aimed to help in the workplace, issue’s with specific groups, Social Care, NHS, Criminal Justice, Palliative care, 1-1 and other similar settings. For instance; we read poems written by women of domestic violence. These practices are not necessarily in written form. CWTP focuses on the process of writing and the insights that are gained.

I enjoy working in pairs as it encourages me to do my best in class and by listening to what my peers, it can influence my own work.
I am not so confident about reading aloud and definitely not on stage!! 
Although class reading is enjoyable and working with my peers is of benefit to everyone, my best work is done alone. Then my work is reviewed by peers and tutors for further development. 


My original piece of work changed when I felt so emotional after listening to a guest of Mel’s. It really threw me that an intelligent, attractive and smart thinking woman could be a victim of domestic violence - causing so much damage to a life. 

In class I did my normal exercise and chose the first line that made sense to me on that particular day. [I had a dream the night before about searching for something and when I was about to find it, I woke up!]

LECTURE WRITING

But someone turned the light 
Out and I could not find him anymore. I could not see him. My arms felt through empty space.
I turned left and right.
He was not there. 
I touched the cold wall and pressed the light switch.
I woke up from my dream upset.



