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Afterlife Reflections.
Had I known I was to die today I would not have worn the gold and ruby earrings. Gifted to me by my husband, on the birth of my only daughter Taumesis, but chosen for their style and artisanry, by my good friend Eskas.
My daughter will mourn the loss of the earrings, as much as the loss of her mother. She is after all her father's daughter. Cold hearted as a Nile crocodile, sharp of mind and quick to react. 
My son, gone before he matured to manhood; Will he meet me now in the afterlife?
I force myself to remember him at his happiest. Galloping, bare back on his father's horses. Laughing as I plead with him to slow down. His tutor apologising and wringing his hands at the boy who cannot sit still for his lessons. He brought that horse to circle us in a slow canter, let go of the reins and spread his arms like wings. `Mama I am a God when I ride this horse! ` 
 Will his youthful body, so broken in that terrible accident, be whole and perfect again? Because that last memory always intrudes. His eyes swollen and blackened, his jaw at such an odd angle and smeared with his own blood. The livid hoofprints on his hairless chest. Oh, the blood, too much blood. And the screaming of my own voice, unnatural in my head.
 
                                       *********************
 
Eskas was my friend, because that is all I could give him, and as I was later to discover, was all that he desired. 
We met by chance, at the end of my first pregnancy. Sweating and feeling as if my legs were to buckle at any moment, my servant Sarah guided me out of the relentless heat and flies, into the nearest shop.
I should not have walked so far in my condition, or should I say waddle, like the ducks my husband fattens for the table. My ankles had swollen horribly, and my husband had remarked at how they were like the ankles of the elderly midwife who had shuffled her bulk into my room that morning. She had poked and prodded me in her overfamiliar way, to gauge how long I had left until I delivered my husband the son he so desired. 
So I had walked, with Sarah a step behind me, until I could walk no more. Walked to avoid the nagging surety that I was carrying a daughter.
Eskas had come through from the cool back room of his shop, (a place which I later came to know well) and calmly guided my elbow to a cushioned seat. He himself fetched a large brass bowl, and proceeded to fill it with cool water and rose petals and bade me put my feet into it. I remember how my eyes had stung with self-pity and a terrible lump formed in my throat. He had bid Sarah place cool cloths which smelled of rose oil on my neck and temples, whilst he discreetly left to fetch tea. 
Mint tea, sweetened generously, as was the custom of his homeland. It revived my spirit, as did his company. I remember looking around that room for the first time. Bolts of crisp linen, fine spun wool and silk, jewel colours, asking for a hand to be run over them in appreciation and desire. My eye caught the bolt of red silk, more vivid than any fabric I had seen before, like the setting sun it drew my eye...
I did not see him again for several moons. My daughter was safely delivered, and then delegated to the wet nurse so that my husband should not be disturbed in his mission to create a son.
Despite his disappointment in his daughter, my husband sent for the jeweller to bring a selection of his wares so he could choose me an appropriately expensive gift. To my surprise, Eskas, with two servants bearing bolts of cloth arrived with him.
My husband chose for me a large pair of emerald and pearl earrings, ostentatious, but bulky and ill designed, that would obviously be uncomfortable. Eskas commented, almost to himself as he perused the jeweller's tray `Ah yes, Emeralds, known to enhance the wearer`s psychic abilities...Sapphire, the stone of wisdom...and Ruby` he picked up a pair of delicate long earrings. 'Ruby for fertility and the improved health of women`. The numerous gems glowed in the light from the oil lamps.
`Put those on her` my husband ordered; stone faced. The jewellery merchant gave Eskas a sideways glance and did as my husband told him, gently pushing the golden wires of the ruby earrings through my pierced earlobes.
My husband frowned and contemplated me as if he were considering the purchase of a brood mare.
`The red silk will look well on your wife sir` Eskas continued smoothly, throwing the slippery fabric over my shoulder, and holding it at my chin lest it should slither away. `See how the colour brightens her complexion, brings forth her youth and vitality. The people in the East do say that red is a most fortunate colour. `
My husband snorted in derision `very well, the rubies and the red silk, be sure her robes are made by the harvest festival` 
And from then on my friendship with Eskas grew. When I visited him, ostensibly to choose fabrics for myself, my husband, or children, we would talk also of his travels to other lands, of his childhood home. His daughters would fit and sew my robes, until one by one the three girls were married, and always, we would drink mint tea. He talked fondly of his long deceased wife until one day I wondered aloud `Why do you not take another wife, to comfort you in your later years? ` to which he admitted that his true passion lay with his own sex. It was a true sign of his trust in me that he could admit such a thing. In Egypt, we do not view that kind of relationship with such open hearts as the Greeks, and I paused to wonder about his regular business journeys to the further lands of the Roman Empire.
Today I wore a robe of good white linen, delicately edged with roses embroidered by the skilled hand of Eskas youngest daughter. I added the ruby earrings and left the house, with Sarah a step behind me.
 
We walked the familiar dusty streets, through the market with my eyes focused above the ragged children, ignoring the beggars, and raising a perfumed cloth to my face as we passed the fish wives.
Then taking the short, narrow alley between two rows of houses. It always stank of urine but saved me from passing the horse market where my first-born son had been trampled to death.
I had walked through the alley so many times I knew the graffiti by heart, the crudely carved declarations of love and slurs against someone's mother, not to mention the numerous drawings of male genitalia, surrounded by crude jokes; it was so close to Eskas shop, so familiar that I continued to walk, despite a tall figure at the far end.
 I was maybe a horse length away from the man when I realised, he was staring at me, his eyebrows drawn into an intense scowl. I tried to sidle past him, scraping my elbow on the wall, when a blow caught me from behind.
 I dropped like a stone into a well. All was black and heat as a wooden club battered me repeatedly. I tried to curl up and cover my head with my arms but cried out at the crack of my own bones. 
`Whore! ` I heard a young woman snarl at me, as soft hands ripped my ruby earrings from me, and the waft of a familiar perfume filled my nostrils.
                                      *************
 
 
I am outside my house...how did I get here? There are branches from the cypress trees all around the front door! Someone has died...someone has died...
In the cool of the atrium servant's bustle, their sandals quietly slapping on the mosaic floor; my feet make no sound. I stand and wait for one of them to attend to me, but they walk past, intent on their own business.
Where is Sarah? Why is she not in attendance? She is always at my side...
There is a small knot of people at the far end of the atrium, and I am drawn to them. My daughter is giving instructions to our senior house servants...and three men whom I recognise. They are the undertakers that were employed when my beloved son died. An older gentleman and two younger. 
I am taken back to that terrible day. I remember how my legs buckled and I longed for the earth to swallow me up. Those kind men, they raised me from the ground and half carried me to his funeral pyre. When the funeral feast was over and the guests took their leave, they sat with me in silence as I watched the flames consume his body. They brought me the cooling ashes that I might anoint myself, and they continued with me in my vigil long after my husband had left. 
So, I stand now, and look at the body they are so gently washing. They wipe the blood and dirt from its arms. My arms... They wash the blood from the face. My face... bruised and swollen, so terribly beaten that my beauty is gone forever. And as they wash my hair, the water in the bright copper bowl turns crimson.
The undertakers lead the song, low and somber, and as they anoint my battered body with oils, the older members of the household join with them, they know the words well. The household slaves, my husband, his father; their voices deep and unfaltering. My personal slaves sing with ragged breath and wipe at bloodshot eyes, already six of them wear the liberty cap of those freed under my Will. My daughter stands stoney faced and beside her is Sarah; head bowed, unable to meet anyone's eye. The scene starts to darken, as if I should faint, there is no fighting it as I slip away.
Am I back again? Though I do not know where I have been. I feel like I have slept, a deep healing sleep. I am outside my house and part of a crowd. The noise is terrible. The wailing of the women, screaming, lamenting my death. My mother has scratched her cheeks until they bleed, my entire household beat their breasts and moan and cry. There are people I do not recognise, and they make as much noise as my family. Of course! They are the professional mourners; paid for by my husband to make a good show of mourning. The pipers start up as the bearers lift my body. My husband and his two brothers, his father, and his business partner...and Eskas. I am glad to see him play a significant role in my funeral, although his face is gaunt, lines etched deeper than I had noticed before, and his every step seems leaden. I notice my daughter stares at him with a look that would curdle milk. How strange it is that I have not noticed her dislike for him before. Was I so used to her irritation around me that I have never noticed where else her distain is directed? She is so like her father that I have long given up on the hope of any affection from her.
 At fifteen years old Taumesis has the business mind of a man twice her age. I remember her insisting on having the same education as her brother, and she quickly outgrew her tutor until my husband decided that she would be more use to him in his business. She was the one with the parchment and abacus, making calculations whilst my husband made business deals, and perusing every papyrus of any importance. She was the one he took to functions, and she quickly became more adept at flattering old men into profitable deals, than I ever would. But when I asked her how she enjoyed those events upon her return, she would sigh and roll her eyes `Mother you have no understanding of these things, I am too tired, and it is too tedious to explain to you now! ` and so she would leave me feeling like an ignorant child. 
But Eskas was always such a gentle man. I once teased him of his tradesman's guile, that he always had the persuasive words to make a sale, and that his compliments to me were just this. His eyes filled with sadness, and he held both my hands in his; `Sweet lady, you are my truest... No...my only friend in Egypt. In a city full of snakes, you are my little wren, you come with your sweetness and lack of guile to brighten my day. You cheer my daughters when their husbands are less than I would hope for and show such kindness to their children. You are family...`
 
As my funeral passes through the streets people stop what they are doing, distracted by the din. A pair of horses shift nervously in a side street, rolling their eyes, muscles tense, ready to bolt; cats, that had been basking in the mid-morning sun flee from my path. Babies cry as their mothers hurry them away from the taint of my funeral. People quieten their haggling and step back into doorways lest they be touched by the miasma which surrounds the mourning party.
The burial ground is within the city walls, where people can see our family tomb, where our slaves are reminded that they too may be interred with us if they show sufficient loyalty, upon their own deaths. No outer wall grave for my family, our tomb is elaborately decorated as a symbol of our wealth. Depictions of freed slaves in their liberty caps are carved in relief and inside there are portraits of those who lie within.
 
The dirge gets louder, and my mother along with the paid mourners drop to their knees and howl. My mother beats her fists on her chest in genuine grief, but when she opens her eyes and looks up her gaze locks onto my daughter and Sarah. They stand rigid, my daughter observing the scene, a faint wrinkle of disgust spoiling her pretty face... which turns to a fleeting look of fear before she drops to her knees. Sarah sobs, and tears run down her cheeks, but all the while she looks sideways at Taumesis, who wails for her mother but keeps her dry eyes covered with both hands.
The bearers carry my body into the tomb, and the wailing echoes around the thick stone walls as I am placed gently on the stone shelf, just below the urn containing my son's ashes. My husband steps forward and places my portrait next to the one of my son; I notice that his hands are shaking and there is a tremor in his lower lip. 
Those two portraits freeze us in time. Unmarked and unable to grow old and infirm, I notice for the first time how alike we were. The same hooded eyes, which my mother always said conveyed my emotions even when I stayed silent, the same curve of our mouths; that I would kiss his smooth brow before he slept, that he would kiss my cheek before sprinting to his father's stables.  
An incantation low and repetitive, is led by the Priest and clouds of incense fill the crowded space. The drumming intensifies, it feels like something is pulling at my navel, dragging me forwards, towards the intense midday sun streaming through the tomb doors.
 
I find myself standing in the desert, desolate... alone. 
 
The wind whips up dust devils that swirl around me like tiny tornadoes. I can hear the sand shift and I watch with quiet fascination a small snake sidewind past me.
The heat shimmers, all is immense blue sky and never-ending sand. All is peace, all is calm. I stand and wait...
In the distance my eyes settle on two figures. So very far away. But I know they are coming for me. 
My son! My beautiful, radiant son. His skin and features perfect and whole once again, he glows with otherworldly luminescence. He has me wrapped in his arms `Mama...Mama`, and I hold him tightly. He smells like the sky before a storm. ` Oh my son, my son`.
 
`It is Time`
Before me is a young woman. She glows like the full moon, the feathers on her arms like iridescent wings. I am unable to look her in the eye. Her weighing scales appear before us, and she places an ostrich feather upon one side. She is Ma`at, and she has come to weigh my soul.
`Place your heart before me and be judged`
My beating heart appears on the scales and all I can recall is the times I have failed. Failed as a wife to be a good consort to my husband, failed as a mother to protect my son, and failed to adequately prepare my daughter to be a good wife and mother. How can I possibly be allowed to progress to Aarn and spend eternity in paradise when I have failed so badly in this life?
The scales move as they weigh their decision and I wait expectantly for the crocodile jaws of Ammit to devour me and take me to the underworld.
But the scales level, and Ma`at holds my gaze. To look into her eyes is painful, like staring at the sun.
`You do not deem yourself worthy? `
I cannot answer her.
`There is little more that you could have done...for your husband or for your son...`
`My daughter? `
`Taumesis walks a dark path. `
I want to bow my head in shame, but she will not allow me to drop my gaze.
`You may stay in spirit, to watch over her, if that is what you wish. `
 She allows me to drag my gaze from her eyes and I look to my son. His smile still guileless. `I cannot decide for you Mama. `
`Though I have longed to see your face again, I cannot rest in paradise if there is anything I can do to bring your sister to a better life`
I turn to Ma`at `Is it possible that I can influence her? Can I help her redeem herself? `
`All things are possible. `
                                     **********************
Once again I find myself in the atrium of my home. Slaves hurry past me, carrying platters of food. Dates and oranges, a dozen roast piglets and endless carafes of wine. How long has it been since my funeral? Is this my funeral feast...why is it not being held at my tomb?
As I am drawn to the grand doorway of our entertaining room it is obvious a party has been underway for some time. Musicians at one side have stopped for refreshments, and I spot the narrow-faced harpist hiding pastries under his robe whilst two drummers take hearty swigs from a jug.
The room is crowded, people, mostly strangers are rosy faced with drink and the heat of the early evening. A tall man, his wig slightly askew, raises his cup to my husband. `Congratulations to you both, may your new wife's belly soon deliver you a son! ` he wobbles as the crowded room cheer his toast, and he sits down heavily on his cushion, spilling wine on himself and the lady next to him. My husband smiles back although the joy never reaches his eyes, and the girl next to him flushes and lowers her head. The other side of my husband sits Taumesis, rigid and unsmiling. I see that she has taken ownership of my red silk robes, although it would be foolish to think that she would wear them in my memory... I draw closer to her, ignoring the drunken laughter around me. She turns her head to speak to her father... I see a flash of red at her ears. The flash of delicately cut rubies on golden wires.
 Superstition 
To squint across the low tide
at mottled Curlews on desolate mudflats,
their silence before evensong calms the mariner
 
Cormorants raise their wings;
silhouettes of plague doctors
drying in the saline breeze.
 
I remember the suicidal Swifts;
smashing into windows and cupboards.
Shit flicked, blood flecked, into oblivion
 
Side eye sly
Crow meets my eye.
On thickened thoughts,
I think recognise your voice
from that other life
 
Pin prick motes that sparkle,
a presence in the liminal;
What winged element is this?



When the rain stops.
 
Ducks laugh 
as I slip slide on algae.
The ferrous runoff congeals in puddles.
A cat by the hedge;
black, white, and patient...
Magpies rattle in the fallen tree.
 
A mobility scooter
speeds
straight 
at me.
Two tan terriers
galloping
tongues lolling,
Mimicking carriage dogs.
 
Tunnels stained
white and green.
Drip dripping echos.
 
New waterfalls through gardens
cast plastic pots and garden chairs,
clothes airer
and tv ariel,
into the pretence of modern art.
 
Delicately rusted corrugated iron
opposes the gnomes and enamel butterflies.
Grubby in the flood wash
a road cone lies like a drunk in the road.
 
Swathes of brambles
Protective
of red brick houses;
Big mortgages, glass balustrades and pizza ovens.
The hip hop blackbird navigates
Two jerry cans
And another road cone.
 
 
Small birds serenade me,
confident in their camouflage.
The square church tower looms into view
and with it
thoughts of bygone barges
drawn by horses.
Drowned by the diesel hum
heavy on adjacent tracks.
The golden age of steam is someone else's memory.
 
I scrape past broken fence posts,
gnarled barbed wire,
skirt puddles clumsily,
my toes
suddenly wet,
uncomfortably cold.
 
The dashing cyclist
Neon yellow.
Wheels hiss
through the tunnel
past
unintelligible graffiti.
 
Gabions, grey, intentional
and trees, heroic
holding the bank from collapse.
Up, the ascending path
railings galvanized.
Sparrows flutter on the sign
Dim Ceffylau...
No horses.




Reflective Essay.
In this, my final module of the MA Creative Writing, I explore voice, form, and practice. It was during the second session we looked at the Egyptian grave paintings and explored the concept of ekphrasis; the idea that we study a piece of art and give it voice and a story. I chose the painting of a woman and allowed my imagination to go to work, with all the accumulated knowledge I had of that era and country, in particular, scenes set by television historians such as Bettany Hughes.[footnoteRef:30741] I wanted to emulate authors such as Jodi Taylor, whose time-travel novels also benefit from a light touch with historical description, and Philippa Gregory, Barbera Erskin and Rose Tremain who have all written historical fiction in the first-person narrative, but with my own characters, derived from personal experience. But as much as I can research, in this example, ancient Egypt, it cannot be denied that I am writing as a western woman with modern experiences which have moulded my view of the world. Writing ‘Afterlife Reflections’ threw up numerous questions about my modern-day presumptions, such as `Was adultery frowned on in the middle classes? Would a friendship with a homosexual have been scandalous? And what of polygamy, was that acceptable in this time and place? Of course as a writer I am free to create any system of beliefs that I choose, but when writing historical fiction it comes with the knowledge that any reader that picks up my stories does so on the likely premise that they too will have at least a modicum of knowledge, and if they do not, then I realise that my story may become a frame of reference for that reader.  Therefore, even writing with a light touch historically I still feel	 the weight of responsibility of being as correct as current historical knowledge allows. For example, I am aware that Phillipa Gregory, who has numerous qualifications in historical subjects, has been vilified in some circles for playing fast and loose with accepted ideas of historical characters,[footnoteRef:11160] so I feel the need to be accurate as far as possible. [30741:  Russell England Egypt's Great Mummies: Unwrapped with Bettany Hughes 2021 available at: https://www.channel5.com/show/egypt-s-great-mummies-unwrapped-with-bettany-hughes [Accessed: 20/12/23]]  [11160: Serena Davies, ‘David Starkey: it is 'ludicrous' to suggest that historical novelists have authority’. The Daily Telegraph, 11 May 2013.
] 

It came as some surprise that despite the often-depicted sexual freedoms of the Egyptian ruling classes, the common people were usually quite reserved, and often bigoted, in their views of sexual freedom.[footnoteRef:149] During a workshop another student suggested I use more detailed descriptions of my characters’ surroundings, and whilst I can see the validity of this opinion I chose to go with a light touch historically, and have this piece be story and character led. This was because having read Bernard Cornwell's historically based books I found myself bogged down in detail and irritated by the slow pace of the story. [149:  Hubner, Sabine R.Living the end of Antiquity: Individual stories from Byzantine to Islamic Egypt. (Berlin: De Gruyter, 2020)] 

 Time restraints are also something I had to be mindful of; it would be all too easy to lose days immersed in archaeology and anthropological papers and books, television series and YouTube videos, without a word of my story getting written. So, my characters names were plucked from a swift Google search, and I bore in mind the ease of pronunciation for each of them so as not to throw the reader out of their immersion in the story.
I chose to write ‘Afterlife Reflections’ in the first person, from the point of view of my unnamed protagonist because, as Linda Anderson points out in her creative writing workbook `First person narration offers you the chance to make bold experiments in impersonation`[footnoteRef:8400] It also gave me opportunity to hint at her personality through her internal dialogue. My biggest challenge was the amount of narration that I put into my first drafts. In doing so I was very much leading the reader with too much tell and not enough show, although the focalisation also enabled me as a writer to only show what my protagonist experiences and gives me devices for further plot twists as she will not see the actions of other characters unless in front of her, and I can make use of her internal dialogue. During a course workshop I was asked: Who is my protagonist talking to? Who is she explaining her memories to? This gave me the opportunity to employ a twist in the story, that the person she is narrating to (the reader) is in the afterlife with her, this only becoming apparent in the concluding chapter. She could also be joined, through the course of the story, by subsequent wives, all murdered by her daughter Taumesis (I can already imagine how interesting my immersion into the psychology of psychopaths and serial killers will be). Practical consideration had to be given as to the voice of the Goddess Ma`at. I tried capital letters which felt too shouty, (in a similar vein to Deaths’ all capitalised dialogue in Terry Pratchett's Discworld novels)[footnoteRef:22913] and italics didn't seem right either, so I opted for bold text to show the Goddess’ otherworldly domination, and I kept her speech minimal, because she has no need to explain herself. In fact she cuts off abruptly because she already knows the decision that my protagonist will make, by my reasoning that she is omniscient and is only allowing her to return to watch over Taumesis as a form of amusement for the Gods. I also discovered that I have a penchant for ellipses, which I used a number of times, for example `Standing in the desert, desolate...alone` to emphasise the physical solitude of my protagonist, and on meeting her son in the afterlife he speaks to her for the first time since his death: `Mama...Mama` to help interject more emotion into their meeting. I also used ellipses as a way to drift between scenes, shifting the protagonist's parenthetic narration of her memories, back to where she is focalising a current scene, when a full stop felt too abrupt. [8400:  Linda Anderson, Creative Writing: a Workbook with Readings, (Oxford: Routledge, 2006) p. 103]  [22913:  See for example Terry Pratchett Mort (London: Gollancz, 1987)] 

On reading this piece aloud, I am now debating a complete rewrite. Because whilst I feel I can justify the asterisk line breaks to denote the shifts in time and place in a traditionally written piece, I feel that this would not work as an audio book, unless I contrived to include sound effects for the desert and the beginning of the wedding party, for example. If this is to become a novel it would be foolish to ignore the large market which is the audio book. To quote James F. English `Roughly a quarter of all adults in the United States, and half of adult readers, now listen to at least one audio book a year... The market is dominated by literary works, and specifically by novels. `[footnoteRef:16252] [16252:  James English.  Teaching the Novel in the Audio Age. (Cambridge. Cambridge University Press. 2020) vol135, issue 2, pg419] 

During another workshop we explored traditional forms of poetry. I chose the villanelle, with Dylan Thomas` ‘Do not go gentle into that good night`[footnoteRef:30690] as my example. I must admit I found the exercise difficult, not withholding the chronic migraines that interfere with daily life, and it raised a new level of respect for Thomas` works. But the constraints of working rhymes, particularly the villanelle, with its use of only two rhyming sounds throughout the poem and repetition of first and third lines throughout[footnoteRef:25926] did cause me to invent some lines that pleased me.  Without such constraints I may not have conceived such lines, or the inner landscape and audible ideas, even though I was dissatisfied with the overall piece. And so I took those lines and used them for a freeform piece of poetry with a different subject matter. The original subject skirted around a blossoming relationship which was too newly formed at that time for me to feel comfortable in expressing my feelings publicly; this discomfort also had some bearing on the flow of the villanelle. Instead, I reverted to what has become my signature subject, birds. It was those lines in the villanelle which I wrote `Cormorants`...``Silhouettes of plague doctors` and the imagery of swifts carved in stone, which took me back to an old memory that inspired the stanza: [30690:  Dylan Thomas ‘Do not go Gentle into That Good Night’ The Poems of Dylan Thomas (New Directions, 1953) p.80]  [25926:  Sandy Brownjohn The Poet’s Craft (London: Hodder Education, 2002) p. 100] 

`I remember the suicidal Swifts;
smashing into windows and cupboards.
Shit flicked, blood flecked, into oblivion. `
So, a villanelle titled `On Loughor Estuary` metamorphosed into a decidedly gothic feeling freeform poem called `Superstition`. Although my exploration into more traditional poetic forms was cut short by illness and time constraints, I think it will be a worthwhile exercise to revisit the poetry tasks in this module as it has already improved my confidence in the form, by way of theoretical knowledge and in practice.
[bookmark: _Int_vZmIryqW]My third submitted piece was first formed, as much of my poetry is, during a walk. `After the Rain` starts as a literal piece, as this was my first venture out of the house in some days, and although the rain had been torrential, I was lucky not to have suffered the flooding that occurred in neighbouring villages. I have likened my process of walking and making notes as they occur to me with the poet Mary Oliver, and often our naturalist subject matter coincides,[footnoteRef:27900] although I have my phone to make notes in rather than a notebook that she would have used before the advance of technology. In the second stanza I use the device of limiting one word per line, for two lines, to emphasise the feeling of speed. My love of alliteration is evident straight after, in the line `two tan terriers` followed by my instinctive use of residual rhyme in `galloping, tongues lolling`.  [27900:  See for example Mary Oliver Upstream (New York: Penguin, 2016)] 

The poem goes on to reflect the history of the former canal path, juxtaposed with the modern debris washed down by the heavy rain, and concluding with the irony of the sign prohibiting horses on a path originally constructed for their use. I have agonised over whether to conclude the poem at this point. On one hand, I was unsure whether ending on the image of the `No horses` sign was too obvious and pedestrian, and I was tempted to keep the epic five pages that I originally wrote, and give the poem the subtitle `There and back again` as a wry homage to Tolkien's The Hobbit,[footnoteRef:15704] but I gave in to the convention of keeping a freeform poem shorter in length, and cut it to three pages so as not to lose the reader’s concentration.  [15704:  JRR Tolkien The Hobbit (Allen and Unwin, 1937)] 

There were several pieces of this semester’s writing which did not make the final cut for the module turn-in. As already mentioned, the villanelle, in which the rhyming felt forced and did not feel like a true representation of my work, and also the translation piece `Los Sonetos De La Muerte`.[footnoteRef:4647] Although I was fairly pleased with this as my first attempt at translation, it was not my true voice, as obviously it was another person's original work, that of the Chilean poet, Gabriel Mistral, and based on their life experiences. The unmediated memories task, for which I wrote a piece of prose and a short freeform poem, could have made the final cut had I felt the need to submit a greater body of work. But I chose to omit them as I have submitted several memoir pieces for previous modules. For this reason, I also left out my prose piece written around the theme of `change`, but also as it is still an emotionally charged piece of writing, exploring the progression of my father-in-law's cancer diagnosis, and the passive aggressive dynamics of living with his extended family. I do not currently feel up to mentally submerging myself back into that scenario, in order to complete required editing; but this will become added to the substantial body of memoire that I have written during this course, with a view to at least being an exercise in self-publishing in the not-too-distant future. [4647:  Gabriel Mistral. Los Sonetos De La Muerte. (course material, module HPEN7017) ] 

To say that my confidence in my writing ability has soared during this course would be an understatement, and I now appreciate what a gift it is to be able to conjure stories and characters on command. Thus, I am looking forwards to potentially sharing my efforts with the reading public. 
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