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Level 5 Creative Writing & Philosophy

 
1st piece: Talking with the Universe

So, we have it two points of life at which we exist and then we do not. We are here and then we are not, almost like we are stuck between a rock and a hard place. Life and death two seemingly different points filled with a long line of doingness, of busyness to get stuff done. How do we know that the beingness is of meaning between these two points, what makes it all meaningful and worth it?

These were my usual morning thoughts whilst in the shower. You know your average musings. See my mind was always engrossed in answering the questions. The big ones, consciousness, evolution, what to eat today? If only I could speak directly with pure consciousness I’d have all the answers. If I could somehow tap into it. 

After my shower and coffee, I sat at my computer. I decided to sit and have a conversation with the universe to see what it’s all about, see what I could get. After all we are in a state of evolutionary advancement, well so I’ve read.
I sat at my computer and waited for the data to roll in, for something to connect. For me to drop my awareness and tap into that all-knowing essence of who we all are.
I started writing I could hear this vivid voice within my mind that was just running through me. The name Abe appeared in the space where I had asked to whom I was connecting with. Was this just my own imagination, my own musings. Words were appearing as if by magic on the page, void of any thoughts of my own.  Was I answering the questions, I had not 10 minutes ago compiled? Was this deep within me, a part of consciousness that had been dormant within my very being?

The answers were evident when I had finally come back round out of my trance like state. They didn’t feel like they were of me at all. Maybe I had tapped into something beyond our everyday human conceptions; constrictions? Receiving answers from some place other outside the realm of restricted conscious experience.  



My first big question was what is the meaning of life? 
The answer followed, the tone was different from my usual writings: 

Science doesn’t answer your question it merely shows up the regularities and patterns.
Philosophy doesn’t answer your question either, but only takes you down the rabbit hole to question more and more.
Religion thinks it can answer your question but is it really the truth? And is it really the answer you were looking for?
The only answer to your question ‘What is the meaning of life? Is in the question itself; that the meaning of life is there asking what the meaning of life is. The reason that words cannot describe this meaning no doctrine of any kind cannot answer your question is the very liberation that life has so much meaning, but it is very ordinary and we overlook it. If you understand this but don’t feel it then you have misunderstood if you don’t understand it but feel it you have the answer.
See the dance of life rather than holding it all so stagnant and still afraid to let go of all that you have gathered let life breathe let yourself breathe everything is in flux change is life; life is whispering into your ear to let go and come dance. 

Was this me? Was it real? My mind tries to rationalise it but the voice is different, distinct…maybe this was the start of my conversations with the universe, my conversations with Abe? Or maybe just a conversation of our deeply hidden self?








This short prose is based on the storyline given for the script writing lecture. 

2nd piece: Stars

The ferry is just taking off from the port at Rosslare. Going down the corridors of a rushed, hectic, loud, busy ferry packed to the brim. You arrive at the cabin of Kevin and Tracey. Small and basic. Silence hits you like a ton of bricks. The atmosphere was dense; thick with the stench of contempt and resentment for one another.


Married couple Kevin and Tracy Davies are in their small cabin getting ready to eat at the only restaurant on the ferry; ‘Plaice’ a fish restaurant on board…
They are both getting changed, not speaking to one another so that they wouldn’t fight again, they had been at it for the whole of the holiday.
They’re meant to be having a romantic break together, away from their two children, to reconnect apparently. The whole trip had only allowed them both to speak their minds more freely than normal, as for now they were out of earshot of the children.

They tiptoe around each other, darting glances at one another from across the room, being careful not to rub past each other or have any physical contact, which was difficult in such a tiny space. 

As she darts a look at her husband whilst hastily pulling her linen dress over her head, Tracey takes in his features. His scowling face as he meets her eyes, wrinkled and tense with agitation. His thinning grey hair made him look so old and he was only 41. Was it her or the children that had sped up the aging process? 
She wondered if she had ever loved him or had just gotten so wrapped up in the cycle of life. Never swept off her feet by him, but rather dragged off of them and taken back to the Kevin cave by her hair; like a cave woman. 

She accidentally giggled out load by the thought of it… 
Quickly stopped by the short sharp stare from her husband. 
The sweet look of love she thought.

Whilst Kevin watches his wife struggle with her linen dress, he catches a glimpse of her body. High wasted pants cover what was once a toned and youthful body, now worn and stretched from the children’s births. He caught her looking at him through the mirror he was using to straighten his tie. She looks at him with disgust and anger in her eyes. She then abruptly lets out a giggle...
He darts around with a menacing look on his face, sure that she was laughing at him, belittling him like she always did. 
She stops and gives him a sharp glare as if to say ‘God I loathe you.’   

As the two of them make their way to the restaurant they do not utter a word to one another. Occasionally… accidently catching each other’s Icy glances, then quickly turning away so that they wouldn’t have to make conversation. They knew fore well if they had to speak it would only be childish snide remarks, so best to just keep quiet. Any way nothing was ever enjoyable in their interactions with one another anymore, completely void of any connection or intimacy.
They both couldn’t even remember why they weren’t talking to each other. The arguments had gone on for so long now that they rarely even knew what they were even arguing about. 

It had all started really when Kevin decided to quit his job as an accountant to pursue his dream of writing a sci-fi novel. Tracey who also worked at the same accountant’s office as the receptionist had been left holding down a job that she rarely enjoyed, but felt it was her duty to hold things together whilst Kevin did what he wanted. She had so much resentment towards him and it shown in every single interaction they had. Kevin felt belittled by every word that spewed from her mouth.

As they take their seats opposite each other at the table they try not to make eye contact at all. But now sitting opposite Kevin, Tracey can’t continue to be silent, almost like she is bursting to have a dig at him.






 “This place is a right dump, only you would bring me to a place like this you cheap skate. Saving your money to print off your two-page bloody novel. About time you got a real job now, isn’t it?” 

Kevin looks at her and rolls his eyes, he’s so sick of hearing the same old lines. Half the time he couldn’t be bothered to even rise to it. He picked up his cigarette’s and left the table abruptly. Making his way through the crowd of people, he reached the deck. 
He looked up at the night sky.

“Beam me up scotty” Kevin whispered under his breath.
 
“If only” he heard someone to the side of him say.

It caught him off guard. He dropped his cigarette down his top catching the lit end just before it hit the ground. 

 “Shit” he said hastily, after burning his fingers from catching the lit end  of the cigarette.

The lady beside him giggled at his clumsiness, then looked away quickly.

He turned to look and quickly caught the eyes of a beautiful blue eyed, dark haired young lady standing to the side of him. 
Where did she come from he thought? He could have sworn he was completely alone on the deck when he first came out, he didn’t see anyone come out after him.

 “Mind if I have a cigarette?” Cheryl said with an air of confidence
 
Before he could answer, she had taken one and then taken his already lit cigarette and lit hers up. 

 “Ahhhh, look at that” she said pointing up to the night sky, whilst handing back Kevin his cigarette, which was now barely lit.

“If only we all knew how expansive and connected we were” 

She takes a long drag of her cigarette and then turns to look directly at Kevin. 

“It’s written in the stars you know. Every little detail. Every little connection. Every little encounter.”

Kevin looks completely baffled but at the same time mesmerised by this woman.

 “I’m Cheryl” as she stretches out her hand and thrust’s it towards Kevin.

Caught off guard still Kevin stutters 

“K…K..Kevin, I’m Kevin” 
Whilst he awkwardly fumbles around to shake her hand.

 “Thanks for the cigarette” she says with a slight smirk and eyes glistening. 

She walks away quickly, almost marching over to the other side of the deck, as if to get away from Kevin so not to have to speak anymore.
They stand on opposite sides of the small 12-foot deck. Both in silence, looking up at the sky, finishing off their cigarettes, not making any eye contact at all, just strangers in the night. Kevin shrugged his shoulders and continued to smoke. What a strange encounter he thought. His mind then wondered back to Tracey and the lack of connection he felt with her, and how he felt the time slipping away pointlessly.
 
They were the only two up on the deck, both hovering between the silence and stillness of here, and the noise of real life. It was like the busyness inside was other worldly; hectic and heavy. Kevin decided to light another cigarette and soak up the silent ambience of just being. Just here. Just for now. This wasn’t the angry silence Kevin was used to, this time it was spellbound, light, lifting, it was comfortable silence.

Cheryl makes her way back towards Kevin… she starts to point out the constellations to Kevin.  
Her knowledge was vast and poetic, lulling to his ears. He had never in his life encountered anyone like this before. He glances at her lovingly. This was madness, I don’t even know her he thought. He was in complete awe of this stranger and didn’t know why. His heart was beating in his chest so intensely he swore that she would hear it. 

 “I’m on my way to visit my uncle in Aberaeron” 
She said….Abruptly snapping Kevin out of his transfixion on her.

 “Oh right, beautiful place that” Kevin replies looking a little lost
 
 “I best get back inside” Cheryl says coldly to Kevin.

 “Yeah me too, nice to of met yo….” Kevin stops, for before he can finish she has dashed off, and as quickly as she had appeared, she had gone. Lost amidst the crowd back inside.

Quickly remembering he had left Tracey at the table, Kevin rushes into the ferry making his way back to the restaurant. Knowing that she would be raging mad at him for taking so long.
His pace slows because funnily enough he didn’t care so much. Tracey had become a distant memory. There with her, time had stood still. Just enough to catch his breath and see all the beauty in life once again, void of the agitation and anger he was met with as he sat back down at the table.
But something deep inside of him had been stirred, like a bear awakening from hibernation, hungry and ready to be back in life.

 “Where the bloody hell have you been” Tracey says with an agitated scowling look on her face.

Kevin begins to just look at Tracey his mind still on his encounter on the deck. The noise of Tracey’s voice fades and Kevin sits there with thoughts of her.
It couldn’t have been real, the feelings, he thought. It’s because the arguments that’s all, and anyway what could he do about it he’d never see her again. His mind comes back to now…and he really wish it hadn’t, for Tracey is still going on…

“And another thing whilst we’re at it, when we get home a few things are changing that is for sure” Tracey states matter of factly.


Kevin and Tracey arrive back home in Cardiff in the early hours. Still not talking. It’s been a long night, and they both feel exhausted from the whole holiday. Tracey always says that she needs another holiday all on her own after returning home from a family holiday; a holiday after the holiday to truly unwind. Now isn’t that the fucking truth Kevin thought.

They dump their cases and head up to bed. Kevin takes his usual spot in the spare room on the sofa bed, no questions asked now.
As he lay there silently he thinks of his encounter with Cheryl up on the deck. Why did he feel so much for this stranger? She wasn’t his usual type he usually likes a busty blonde; but her, well she was mesmerizing, a mystery to him. 

I just have to find her, I have to speak with her he thought. He thought back to their conversation, seeing if he could depict anything so that he could see her again. He knew she was in Aberaeron, but where he couldn’t knock on every door. Then he remembered her mentioning the winter solstice gathering she was going to in the square on the 21st of December, that was two days away. He could see her, maybe bump into her see how she reacts? Kevin starts to talk himself out of it, this is madness I’m a 41-year-old man. Married. Kids I can’t go traipsing across Wales for a woman I don’t know. She only asked me for a bloody cigarette, get a grip man. It could have been anyone up there that night. Then he thought for a moment… but it wasn’t, and maybe she is right what if every little thing is written in the stars, that means it was destined? I have to honour my inner truth. These feelings. I just have to, he thought. 

The next day is the 20th of December. Kevin has decided to travel up to Aberaeron on the morning of the 21st. 

Tracey keeps quizzing him, she doesn’t quite believe that he has to pick up a special book that he can only get from the bookstore in Aberaeron.

“Bullshit, what about Amazon they have everything Kevin?” Tracey says with that pissed off, you’re a complete tosser look in her eyes again.

“Tracey this book is rare it’s not your usual crap, anyway I could do with the drive; clear my head”

“Clear your head…clear your fucking head, what about me Kevin, I’ve got a shitload of stuff to do, you know what I can’t be bothered..I haven’t got time for your crap today…just fuckoff, LEAVE.” She says as she slams the front door scooping up the children and leaving for work.

Well that didn’t go so well, thought Kevin. His mind was on Cheryl again like there was something pulling him towards her. Like they had made that initial significant connection and now they were bound by something beyond our logical minds, something deeper, something true?
“Aghhh fucking hell” He said out loud to himself, “you sound like a bloody love-sick teenager, get a grip man” No he thought this is me following my intuition, it’s just…. His thoughts were interrupted by Tracey bursting in.

“I forgot the lunches” she said looking all flustered and extremely pissed off.

“Well what you doing just standing there, go get your shitty book” she turned to go out of the door, as Kevin heard her muttering under her breath “Tosser”.

Kevin grabbed his bag, and keys and got into his BMW soft-top. It was a dry sunny, fairly warm morning so Kevin decided to put the roof down; take advantage of the global warming crisis that no-one believes. His mind then turns to Trump and he thinks know that’s a real tosser. He quickly snaps himself out of it before he goes down that thinking path, wanting to keep his mind clear and only of her.

The drive was beautiful that morning his old music playing, took him back to his partying days, when all he ever did was follow his heart. Travelling, seeing the world, writing. When did I become so fucking stagnant; so stuck in life, he thought. That drive did more than get him to one place, that drive gave him back his hope in life, his freedom, his passion to be in it and a part of it again. 

He arrived at Aberaeron around 12pm and decided to have a quick drive about town. He hadn’t been here for at least 10 years. He’d forgotten how nice it was, with the brightly coloured complementing houses. I could live here he thought, on my own, walks on the stoney beach, musing, writing, drinking in the local pub…then he stops abruptly, slamming on his brakes so not to hit the car in front. He squints his eyes; was it her? It was, she had just crossed the road in front of the other car holding a pint of milk and a loaf. Should he follow her, then knock on the door?..Shit he thought, she might think I’m stalking her. He tries to keep his eyes on her. Following her in the car she walks up to a brightly coloured terraced house in the centre. He pulls up, just a way up from the house but close enough to see the comings and goings. A man was waiting for her at the front door as she arrives, and he enters with her. He looks to check that no one sees him entering. 

“What the fuck” Kevin says out loud.
Had he come all this way to find out that she’s a fucking lady of the night; or afternoon in this case. He sits there for an hour just watching. He sees 2 other men come and go in that time. He can’t take it anymore he has to go knock, find out what the hell she is doing. 

He reaches the door and nervously knocks, it takes a minute and then she answers with a cigarette in her mouth.
She does not seem surprised at all that he is here.

“What took you so long” she says with a glint in her eye. She steps aside to allow Kevin through.

“Well come in then” she says looking at Kevin’s baffled face, she laugh’s a little and says “I knew you were coming, I didn’t want to say, it always had to be your choice, and you chose to follow your own inner knowing, your own truth”

“W.w.what the fuck Cheryl, who were all those men coming and going. I saw them. Is this some kind of Brothel?”

Cheryl laughs out loud whilst sitting herself down at the table.
“I’m a witch” 
Kevin laughs nervously “What”
“I’m a witch” Cheryl states “Those men coming and going are wanting the universe to convey with them. They don’t want anyone to know. They want guidance, I help. They think it’s crazy, I think it’s the norm. But it seems to work” 
“You’re a witch too, that’s why you feel this connection. It has stirred and awoken something in you, am I right?” she says looking at Kevin.

“Witches aren’t real” and anyway I’m a bloke, I don’t witch” Kevin says nervously for he knows something inside of him has woken.

“Read this, I wrote it for you” she says as she shoves a piece of paper I front of him. It read:


The modern-day witch is neither male or female. Needs no tools, Crystals or fancy spells. The modern-day witch is an inner alchemist and by mastering this solitary craft they become in tune with the world around. The modern-day witch is not an old hag for people to fear like they have been portrayed, but the beauty of life united in itself, for itself and in this of benefit to all. The modern-day witch speaks to the universe and also allows it to speak through them, uniting, alchemising, allowing life to show them the way, all with complete faith and trust in what is to be. Stop. See. Hear the universe whisper…

Cheryl leans forward and whispers to Kevin….

“Come witch with me” 




3rd piece: What did we do last night?

“What did we do last night”?

“You know very well what we did. It was time to take it back, all of it. Those fuckers had gotten away with it for the very last time. That’s what you said. They were your words”

I sat there trying to think back. I lay on the sofa with an empty whiskey bottle, fully dressed and the distinct smell of petrol on my hands and clothes.

“What is that smell, is that petrol” I said

“What you can’t remember a fucking thing, you said that this was the best way to do it. You said they wouldn’t suspect a thing. That it would never lead back to us; we’d be home and dry. You said that can’t you remember?” 

As I sat there contemplating what the hell we had done last night, my mind reverts back to the argument I had at work with my boss. Like a stuck record playing over and over again in my mind. I gave my whole life to that fucking company. My marriage became a sham because of the workload. I lost everything I loved just to work for those slave driving bastards and now.. now they had pulled the plug and for what, a fucking diagnosis. It wasn’t my fault. I should be suing those bastards for my inability to now work. It was there fault. They needed to pay. But what was I to do about it, I’d been screwed over by society; well and truly. Now all I could do was take it like a man. 

I get abruptly brought back to my immediate reality by a loud banging at the front door.

“Mr Bentley it’s the police come to the door. We would like to ask you about an incident involving your previous workplace. Answer the door or we will be forced to enter”

“Shit .... shit what did we do last night?” I say as I drag myself up; whiskey bottle falling to the cold hard floor and smashing, scattering across the floor like confetti.

“Don’t blame me this was all your idea” 

Before I can reach it, the door busts open with a police officer stating that I am under arrest for the suspicion of arson.

“What about him, it wasn’t just me I can’t remember a thing.” I hastily saying pointing behind me.

Mr Bentley, you have the right to remain silent…

The officer looks at me and says that he knows that I set fire to the office. They have CCTV footage of me throwing a petrol bomb through the window.
“You seem to of been under the influence, as you constantly continue to be talking to someone, and there is clearly no one there with you. We have checked your records and we are aware that you were recently diagnosed with schizophrenia…Is that correct Mr Bentley?”

The nurse who is with the officers, lays her hand on my shoulder gently and says; “Here take these, it looks like you haven’t taken your medication for a few days. It’ll be ok”….

I turn to her, remembering it all…”Oh shit”





4th piece: Late, late, late
Late. Late. Late… always late every morning cutting it fine to catch the first bus of the day. To get to a job I bloody hate. Three buses to get there as well, that’s right three. I have a degree in law too. Bloody much use that was. I had big dreams. Big hope, but all gone in a blink of a drunken eye. See It was one night, that’s all it took to screw it up. I was at the law firm as an apprentice working for the owner. We got drunk and one thing lead to another; I don’t know why he’s a right ugly sod as well. Needless to say, I was let go of from the firm. Obviously, it was all my fault. After that I sunk into a deep depression, moved back to my mums and ‘hey presto’ fuck up, drop out daughter status was achieved. My mum managed to finally get me off the sofa and into a crappy job, and here I am. Now I’m stuck in that hell of a place taking crap from people all day every day. Complaints department at a high street store. God have they got nothing better to do than to ring around moaning all day; miserable fuckers.  
I get on the bus and some lovely old lady who I see every day strikes up the same conversation with me, but I’m barely in the mood for chit chat; I very rarely am these days. Just get the shit done I need to do in a day and that’s it. I just nod and listen as I flash the driver my pass, and he nods me on. 
I quickly push myself away hoping to lose the old lady so that she won’t sit with me. I would have to deal with being pleasant and gracious, when my head is screaming to say, ‘please for the love of God SHUT UP.’
I find someone sitting alone with a spare seat beside them. They look a bit shifty like they really wouldn’t want to talk at all. PERFECT. I go to sit down, when the guy quickly tells me that the seat is taken. Its reserved for someone who gets on further along the route. 
“Bullshit” the words leave my lips before I could think about what I had just said. 
The guy stands up and tells me to piss off old woman. Me… old, I thought. How offensive. 
“I’ll have you know I’m in my prime ya Lil shit’. 
“Was love” he replies
“I would really love to wipe that smug look off your face.” I say as I get more pissed off with this smug ass little kid standing in front of me.
“Is that a threat?” he says squaring up to me 
“Yeah it is” I say, when really I’m thinking, oh crap I haven’t had a scrap since pre-school when my mate Mary nicked my boyfriend. 

The bus was still loading up with passengers why this was all kicking off. Pushing past, ignoring the tiff we were having about a bloody seat. One young guy approached us and said that I should come with him and find another seat further along. I agreed but this kid was lucky, very lucky in fact that I didn’t full blown kick off. I would have had to show my chopper move, which I’ll have you know won me the fight back in the day, when I kicked Mary’s butt and won the boy. 
He ushered me along whilst I was still staring back at the young lad giving him the evils. 
“Here you go” the stranger says, “a seat right here for you”. 
I sit down un aware that it’s the old lady I had tried to escape right at the start
 “Oh, hello love” she says whilst turning her body right round to me in a clear statement to say, we are gonna talk whether you like it or not; well I am. 
“SHIT” this is gonna be a long day. 





5th piece: Love in the beginning

Love in the beginning is like that of a Daisy blossoming. Bursting through the surface. Reaching to the skies. Spreading seeds of potential upon all that dare to breathe in its fragrance; to share its essence. 
Time goes by and we grow but weary. The seeds that were once rocketed from the Daisies being, now come to rest and settle into their own fertile soils. Creating new life. New potential. The love is still there simmering. Smouldering. Rolling along the river bed of life, like a rock taken on its journey by the rivers flow. Present. Allowing. Still there, although not as potent as the fragrance that it once was. Not gone just hidden beneath the depths of the rich waters of life. 
It is in the midst of the thorny conflicts that we forget that we are all able to deeply love. For it is sometimes lost in the confines of our minds. Transferred and Transmuted into something unrecognisable, from that in which it once was. What was once felt. When the waters calm and we settle back down to rolling along again with life. Back in the depths of the waters flow, the spikes fall. They wither and die. Only to be softened again by the waters flow. When all things come together in a dance of polarities, this is love. For this is life. We are never apart from it. For in that alchemy of being. Of dancing. Is but the very thing that binds it all together. Whether bursting with new life. Rolling along or even just within the conflicts of those thorny situations, when we lose ourselves and each other. We always come back to this…….LOVE







Nicola Sperry’s reflective critique

The course that I am doing really works well together. I am doing Philosophy and creative writing. The writing fiction course is good to build up your knowledge of different ways of writing fiction. Whereas the philosophy sees for you to look at what we take as the ‘norm’ differently; to question what we accept on a daily basis. This to me is a great basis for a writer to flourish, and for them to find their own unique voice.
  
The course layout has given great scope for me to practise a wide array of writing styles, and I hope this shows in my work. I currently write children’s books, but doing this module has set me up with skills I can work with to enhance and broaden my writing style. The outlines given in class have really helped to build on what is possible, to allow my mind to explore how you can use a simple structure given, and then build upon it to give it your own flavour. 

I decided to purchase all the books that were recommended, but mainly focused on just the one for this module. The others I will use going forward, using the skills I have learnt in this module. 

The book I focused on reading and taking note from for this module was ‘Becoming a writer’ by Dorethea Brande. I felt with this book and the module, it helped me in honing my imagination and allowing me to filter and produce a more structured piece of writing. It taught me also to allow my mind to quieten down from the usual day to day musings, and allow the writer I feel all of us have within to be revealed, to allow people to see your view for a short time. Whether that is a treat or a tragedy remains to be seen, but it is in the allowance of the emergence of that little voice within to be heard. To speak. 
I never read any books on how to write so this is my first time doing so. My usual books that I tend to read or philosophical in content, hopefully this is seen in some of my work. For I see the writers job for me is to point out the extraordinary ordinary existence we somewhat take for granted day in and day out.

The pieces I chose to submit, (I feel) show that my work is not all the same. I have included five different pieces in which show different styles; different voices, and hopefully different sides of my writing in which, for me were not evident before taking this module. 

My first piece is ‘Talking with the Universe’. A philosophical chat with a being, or cosmic consciousness, or maybe just self; who knows? This was an idea I had for the Magical realism lecture.

The next is ‘Stars’ which although was said to be a film script, I decided to use the story for a prose. The reason being is that is how it really ended up flowing. The story entails a couple who are not very well connected and a very strange encounter, that leads to an even stranger realisation. 

The next is a short story that we had to start with the words ‘what did we do last night’. It follows a man wondering about what he really did last night?

The next is Late, late, late. A short story where the outline was given of a young lady catching a bus and then getting into an argument. I tried to include a little humour in the story. 

The last one is a poetic short. Love in the beginning, also based on the lecture. Describing the phases of love likened to that of nature, and its differing cycles. 

I hope that this variety of work shows that I am able to differ my style and content, but also allow my own voice to show. 

I like to work within the lecture when given the task to get down the bare bones of that in which I want to write; the idea. Sometimes it has gone that way and other times it has been that I have gotten a lot of the content down in class. When I reopen at home I realise that even the more detailed pieces that have been done in class need much more work. This is a good way for me to practise, reading and rereading and rereading again. For this is something I do not spend enough time on, and will get me into good habits when writing. A couple of the pieces have been totally reworked when rereading and some have been left, and edited minimally, just for the reason to show the creative flow. 
Although I haven’t read many books throughout the module I have listed in the bibliography all the ones that I will continue to read and those that I am currently reading that have had influence on my writing.
My only critique is that the module was not longer to enable us to get good foundations set, but saying this it has set me on the path to improve on the skills learnt. 

‘

Bibliography:

Current read & one used throughout the module:
Dorothea Brand:   Becoming a Writer

Purchased for future reading:
Natalie Goldberg: Writing Down The Bones (Boston, Mass.: Shambhala, 1988
Stephen King        On Writing – A M emoir of the Craft (New English Library)
JennyNewman, Edmund Cusick & Aileen La Tourette (Editors): 
                                   The Writer’s Workbook , (London, Arnold) 0 340 76001 X
Dic Edwards:        Americana (London: Oberon)  184002 159 4

Personal books read:
This is it by Alan Watts 
Tales of ordinary madness by Charles Bukowski
The Saffron Collectors by Kingsley L Dennis 
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