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Midnight.
I can’t sleep.
My thoughts are spiralling
Thoughts that are meant to be locked away.

My demons.

My demons.
One born from innocence lost
Of a childhood destroyed by another 

Another
Created by the ignorance of the world
That caused me to lose my voice

My voice
A demon of its own
To use it brings out the pain

I need my demons to sleep
But it’s midnight
And I’m smoking again

You see I waged a war on these demons all my life 
And I had fled the land they were born
And I created a sanctuary here.

Didn’t you know?
Oh right… my voice 
It was silenced 

In the place I left behind
By the ignorance and all the gaslighting 
But I put it all behind.

I thought.
I hoped.
I prayed.

The demons should never have crossed the border.

I spent years creating this safe haven
I was careful and diligent in avoiding things that would make those demons come here.
But now the fire is lit
In this place that was meant to be my sanctuary.
The fire is raging
And the demons have found me. 

I have to read. I have to engage.
And sometimes there aren’t warnings.
I need those warnings.
It’s important to talk about these things.

Sometimes.

Sometimes it’s best to leave those things out too.

When I read words, I see images.
Words can be ignored.
But images can’t.
They play in my mind.
My mind is visual
And I’m cursed with photographic memory.

I was good.
I did my work.
I wanted to be good.

And now it’s all I can see
If I close my eyes
It fills my mind.
Why wasn’t there a warning this time?

I can’t.
I don’t want to…
My sanctuary is defiled
Haunted
I can’t stop shaking
Can’t stop the tears
It’s in my stomach 
My heart…

My heart was broken.
Literally broken.
It doesn’t work properly anymore
Because of those demons
What happened to me… 

I don’t want to exist after these nights.

I just wanted to sleep.
But the images are on loop.
Sleep is my escape 
Someone else’s words — my reality
My memories.
My demons.
My life…
So many demons.
My demons.
I can’t escape them
They’re awake and so hungry.
Delighting in my pain 
Ravenous for more

I lasted six years without them
I thought I was free

Those memories are unbound
God you can’t imagine how much it hurts
Those memories were never meant to be witnessed again.
Not by anyone.
Especially not by me.

I did my work
But now my trauma is ravaging my mind.
Some want to talk about it
But I have to avoid it.
I have to avoid it.

How do I shut it up now?
How do I make my demons sleep again?
I’m only halfway through…
How do I make it through the rest?

There’s going to be more
More to fuel the summoning fire
More words to feed the demons?
I just want to sleep.
I can’t sleep.
So I smoke instead.

Thank god I kept some tobacco for these nights.
I’ve learnt you see.
I’ve been here before.

too many times.
And there’s no one to make this pain go away
There’s no balm to heal these wounds.

And so I write these words.
But don’t ask me to read them.
My voice is broken. 
I can’t.
I’m to weak.
Too pathetic and useless to speak them
Don’t make me speak them.

I can’t unsee it.
Why did I keep reading?
Whose story was I finishing?
Does it get better?
It’s so dark.
Everything is dark.
The darkness is inside me now.

From the news to the stories 
From the words upon so many peoples tongues 
To the the discourse
The discord

I can’t think straight.

I thought I could write it
Thought I could explain it
But when I get too close
My mind
It is … it is… what is it?
The gaps
The other demons
What are the words I need?
The demons posses them.

I want to say how I feel
But the pain
The pain that’s scarred my body
It breaks
My mind
It falters
Stutters
Fuck.
Not again.




Shit.
How long did I space out for?
I’m so fucking useless 
I wanted to tell you…

Roll another cigarette 
There’s only one filter left too.
Fuck.
It’s so long until the dawn.

The revelation 
I don’t want to remember 
The nightmare
I was trying to escape it

It’s there
It’s right there
On the edge of my mind
If only I could —

But I can’t—

I can’t.



(773 Words)
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[Context notes: in the previous chapter, Danbi has just encountered the stranger and was brought to the tavern room by him, but not yet introduced.]
*

There were all manner of curiosities around the stranger’s tavern room from the multitude of journals piled up on the desk to the collection of crystals on the table. In one journal that was open, some of the crystals had been intricately drawn out with pigments created from the corresponding crystal with annotations written in fine hand around the illustrations. There was also a small painting of a nine tails fox with a satchel on its back with an alchemized quartz weighting it down. As Danbi studied the drawing of the fox, she wondered why he had chosen to place it as the focal point. She also recalled a vague memory of her drawing out glyphs in ash – the same that were painted on the palms of the stranger in ultramarine. Curious, she thought.
On the shelves, there were jars of teas and tisanes, spices and herbs. As she scrutinised each of the contents, she could tell the man who was currently preparing tea was well travelled. There were many things she had not seen on her own expansive journeying through Asia and along the Silk Road. 
‘They’re from Kereunau and Simiri,’ the man mentioned, his gaze barely leaving her for a moment. The countries he mentioned were unfamiliar to her. Lands that were much further west of where she had been and she made a note to search for them one day. The stranger took his seat at the table and gestured for her to join him, placing two cups of sweet chrysanthemum tea down.
As she sat, Danbi paid more attention to the annotated drawings of the crystals again, increasingly conscious of the small crystal beads concealed inside of her robe. Part of a letter had been dislodged from a different journal enough for her to see an official stamp with familiar Han characters just about legible.
‘You are from Jilin city?’ 
‘That’s correct,’ he replied without expansion.
Jilin city was where she had left not many years before. She desperately wanted to know why a man from the north-eastern parts of China had wound up in Gaya. The warmth of the tavern room faded and she took the celadon cup gratefully, trying to avoid the intense gaze of the man. Who was he? Did he know who she was? Her hand trembled slightly – a reaction she was sure he would have noticed. 
Nothing. He said nothing. Just continued to watch Danbi as she watched the chrysanthemum blossom unfurling in the tea and wondered what his name was. She took a measured sip of her tea, sensing by his tone there was more to come. Her throat was still dry. It felt like a chrysanthemum bloom had caught in the centre of her throat. How much did he know? And how did he know it?
‘There’s an even rarer type of crystal,’ he said after he’d finished calmly drinking his tea. He retrieved a small chunk of severely chipped amethyst from his robe. It had a silvery-blue iridescence flowing throughout the crystal unlike that of the alchemized crystals which were only superficially transformed. He watched the woman intently. He was waiting for her carefully constructed façade to fall. He was close.
‘A few of these have turned up on the streets of Jilin,’ he continued, nudging the crystal towards her while still maintaining eye contact.
‘And why is it you have brought me to your lodgings to discuss this?’ she replied. Though her body appeared relaxed, he could hear her breathing was short – held in for long moments. He smiled lightly. Behind her emotionless face and her golden eyes, he could sense her control over her thoughts and feelings was waning.
‘You need to ask?’ he let his hand open on the table so his palm and the glyph were visible again. Had she forgotten what the glyphs meant? He watched her eyes trace the ultramarine line from start to finish, then back again. Yes. She’d forgotten.
‘Unlike these aura quartzes,’ - he gestured to the other crystals on the table - ‘that amethyst is superior. It has a fragment of someone’s soul encoded within it.’
‘If you know so much about it, I wonder why you are still here questioning me.’
It seemed she’d gotten better at concealing her identity and her actions since he’d last spent time with her. His heart pounded steadily in his chest. Being so close to her, it was like his soul wanted to force itself out of his body to rush to her and press into her skin. But did she remember who he was? Or had she gotten lost to the madness of her magic?
He looked down at the drawing of the nine tails fox and the aura quartz on top. Maybe this time he’d have to be the one opening up first. But not yet. He wasn’t ready to let her in just yet. 
‘Why is the crystal different?’ Danbi felt her heart shudder and falter, her thoughts returning to the spirit obsidian beads she was in possession of. She gathered her thoughts before they could spiral out of control and fixed the stranger with a gaze as intense as his. There was only one other she had met in life that would meet her eyes with such boldness. One who would find her no matter where she travelled to. Had he returned to her now? She was longing to clear her throat and shift the pressing sensation clawing at her.
The stranger remained taciturn. His mind was impenetrable. Whenever she tried to reach into his thoughts, her head would spin as she visualised walking through corridors that looped back on themselves. He was giving nothing away.
‘You know who I am, do you not?’ she studied the man opposite. He was familiar. Where had she seen him before? Looking into his ebony eyes was reassuring. His presence was calming even if he was vexing with his reticence. She felt her heart slowly steady and the pressure in her throat subsided with the final mouthful of tea.
‘You’re the creator.’
‘Is that so?’ she replied. He tilted his head slightly reminding her of a curious wolf waiting for the next move in a game.
He let out a long, drawn-out sigh, ‘I don’t know how or why you create these. I know you’ve captured some part of the souls of three of my companions so far, and that you’ve been tracking another of my companions when I met you outside just now.’ He was holding his hand out to her.
‘If I give them to you, the king will kill us both and it will not change the fate of your companions,’ she said. There was no point in trying to fool him since it was clear now that he knew more or less everything about her and the spirit quartzes already. He did need to know the danger he was walking into though, and maybe if she offered a little information up, he would finally reveal himself to her.
He fell silent again, brooding over the spirit quartz between them. He reminded her of someone from her dreams - someone she was searching for every night, and in her mind, Danbi finally heard him say his name as their gaze connected again.
‘Sehun?’


(Words: 1216)
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There is a white rabbit ahead of you. It’s luminous silver eyes shimmering in the rays of golden sunlight as it watches you back. You feel intrinsically drawn towards it, and as you step forwards, it turns away and hops into the mist and is lost within the ephemeral cloud. You know you have to follow it. The pulling sensation in your gut is as strong as a magnet reaching for its counterpart, the unrelenting force only easing it as you let it guide your steps.
Motes of light sparkle within the cloud - dazzling and disorientating as they dance around you. Slowly your vision adjusts. You watch as the infinite particles of light drift through the all-encompassing white and slowly mark out a path. There is a single impression of a paw print in the soft earth which offers you reassurance that you’re headed the right way and you continue deeper into the mist.
Magpies chatter in the distance. Their raucous calls shattering the silent world like gunfire and you falter, tumbling over a tuft of grass.

*

12/12/22
It was the sensation of falling that brought my back. It was like I’d just crashed into my bed from free-fall. Every night I’ve been trying to find the rabbit. I’ve been listening to guided meditations, subliminals for lucid dreaming, shamanic drumming, and whatever else I can find on YouTube to try and get myself into a trance. And each time I do, each time that I get close to the rabbit, the magpies come. I find myself returned to my body as though my astral body was flung at high velocity back to the physical world.
I’ve been looking back through all the dreams I’ve written down over the last few years. They’re trying to tell me something. Or else why would they haunt me every night? Why would they tease me with fleeting glimpses of the same world? When did this begin? Throughout all of the dreams there is one consistent presence: a silver-haired girl who’s a little younger than me.
The first time I encountered her in my dreams, she had walked straight up to me until we were almost nose to nose. It was so intense. So real. I was more awake and more alive in that moment than any other time. In the short instant our eyes met, I knew she was a soul that had entered my dreamworld – or I into hers – and I knew I was in love with her. Every night since then I’ve been searching for her. Hoping for the next dream or to find a trace of her in my waking world. 
The rabbit only shows up if I have entered the dream-state through meditation. It’s been patiently trying to guide me through this other world for two years. But I need to go further. I need to go deeper into that other world.

*

With your eyes covered by a blindfold and the noise counselling headphones on, you’ve created a state of sensory deprivation. You turn on a piece of music and let it wash over you, discovering new ways to feel music when there is only sound. The bass drum creating a steady, reassuring heartbeat. You find your breath is mimicking the voice of the piano as it starts – when and how deeply to breath in and back out. It’s difficult at first, but easier as the cello begins: sweeping you deeper into the song and out further away from your body. The softly plucked notes of the harp create droplets of light that begin to fill the world and dance around you.
All that you are is your breath: falling and rising likes the waves of the ocean. The constant heartbeat at the depths of the song keeps you from becoming lost, the cello carrying you higher with each peak then rolling you over and letting you soar back into the trough of light that catches you and carries you back up again. Higher and higher as the piece of music intensifies, as though it is as urgent as you are to reach the secrets of this world. As the final breath of song fades away, it leaves you standing at the bottom of a tower where your rabbit is waiting for you several steps ahead. It puffs up its cheeks with a wink and waggles its ears at you before bounding upwards. You rush after it making sure to keep count of each step.
The stairs spiral up the tower: 21 steps for a full rotation. Windows open to the ocean white light you had just stepped out from. As you ascend one rotation higher of the tower, the windows show a vista of verdant green hills that were at the same level as you, as though you were still at ground level. Another 21 steps higher and the world is changed again. This time it’s a library that reaches out as far as you can see. The rabbit is still leading you higher.
You remember your physical body as you climb. Your fingertips tingle as you wriggle them slightly into the soft cotton bedding while keeping your inner eye focussed intently on the rabbit. You feel an intense spinning sensation in your head and take several measured breaths to steady your focus. Your body is fine. You return all of your senses to the dream-state. Another rotation of the tower has brought you to an underground platform, and this time there is a door allowing you to leave the tower.
There’s no sign of the rabbit anywhere, and curiously, you step out to the busy platform. There are shadowy, disembodied forms of people moving all around you – the etheric bodies of other dreamers. You ignore them. Your gaze is drawn towards a woman a little older than yourself with silver hair. You catch her eye for just a moment before the crowd of dreamers interrupt your view. Your heart is pounding furiously as you search through the shades for any sight of where she had gone.
‘Not yet,’ you hear a voice from behind you. The rabbit is at the door to the tower.
Not yet…but you’ve finally found her again.

*

08/01/23
My head is still spinning like crazy and my heart is pounding furiously like it wants to beat itself right out of my chest. For a moment, my soul had entirely left my body. It was like I was flying. Soaring. How it probably feels for a bird of prey that’s drifted to the top of a thermal before giving itself to gravity and plummeting downwards until being recaptured by the thermal. 
It’s the furthest I’ve made it while in a trance too. For the duration that I was on the platform, I was somehow physically there existing in another place and time. I saw the girl I’ve been looking for all this time too – only she was older than me. It was like… seeing the future within the past?
I’m sure I’ve found her online profile too. Or rather, her presence online was shown to me by some weird mechanisms of the universe. The piece of music I used just now to meditate was one she had shared. It looks so much like she’s having the mirrored experience to me. Is she really the one I keep dreaming about?
Yet… in our separate realities, she and I are each working on a story. Superficially, they are as different as tomatoes and potatoes…but from the bits of work she has been sharing online, there are crossovers with my work. Specifically of one character trying to find another through dreams. We’ve each been working on this since before our worlds collided. Are we somehow writing ourselves to each other?
I keeping thinking about messaging her and trying to get to know her. I wonder if we really have a shared experience?
Whoever she is, I’m hooked on her stories.

*

You are the one I wish I could meet soon
Praying for a miracle to help us
Trusting that destiny will surprise us 
A wonder of life to unite us now
Longing for the day we can meet again

Searching for you everywhere I go
Finally we would great each other here
Our eyes meeting in that fated moment
Our breath becomes one and our hearts entwined
We succeeded as we found each other

For I am you, and you are me
One mind, one heart, always

*

14/02/23
She uploaded a poem on her profile. She was completely silent and inactive for a month before this and I was strangely worried about her.
The last month has been beyond surreal for me too. I haven’t been able to meditate or dream. But I can’t help feeling deeply connected with this stranger. In the separation from the dream world, I was reading my journals again. There are so many incidents that happened that I just put down to being over stressed or hyped up from work. Things that were irrational, so I tried to make sense of them.
How do I explain it?
It’s like the opposite of when I’ve been meditating and astral projecting. Falling from astral projection has the unsettling feeling of having crashed down from an incredible height before hitting the bed. But these other events? They’ve happened when I’m awake and it’s like my soul was being tugged in one direction or another then pulled into a different reality and I suddenly catch a glimpse of a different world. Her world – I’m sure of it. I wrote down the occasions where her social media updates had validated those moments.
“One mind, one heart … Searching for you everywhere you go.” Not for the first time I read her words and it’s like I’m reading my own story. Is it possible we are connected somehow? We’re both going to be in the same city soon.
I wonder if there is a way that we could be in the same place at the same time by chance… If our eyes met, if she was looking for me like I’m looking for her…we’d both know it…right?

*

You made it back to the tower. You’re tired. Head spinning and soul flitting between worlds as you keep your eyes on the tail of the rabbit. Thunder is rumbling outside with barely a lull between the firmamental growls. The outside is ominously dark from the velvety black clouds circling around the tower.
Haunting cries and howls pierce through the resonant voice of clouds being torn in half. Grating laughter fills the brief moments of hushed storm. You can still see the demons lurking outside the tower as they climb the exterior alongside your ascent. 
The pain across your chest pushes you forwards. The air is close. Heavy. Your head spinning faster and you stumble up the last step of the tower, staggering through the door in a flash of blinding light. As you vision steadies, you see yourself standing at the opposite side of the tower landing looking as confused and startled as you feel.
You know it’s you, yet you can’t help staring at this other you with the rabbit guide as though viewing a stranger. The endless thunder has been silenced and the demons that had chased you through this world had been banished though lightning flickers continuously. The strobing illumination is disorientating as you step forwards once more, reaching out your hand to the other you, noticing the magpie hopping ahead of you.
As your hands reaches out touch the other you, your mind spirals sickeningly, your vision goes black for a heartbeat, and ss you blink and regain site, you see the girl with the silver hair standing in front of you, your hand still held in hers and she smiles.
The magpie lets out its raucous chattering as the world flickers away. You glimpse the silver-haired woman in a museum exhibition. The white rabbit you’ve been following all this time is by her side and watching you, its luminous blue eyes prevailing through the flashes of white light.

*

21/02/23
I arrived in the city yesterday. Since the last dream encounter, I’ve been trying to find out where the museum might be. I have to know what all of this is…even if in the end I take nothing more than a story away. If I do see the silver-haired woman, I will speak to her. 
There are a couple of magpies that are staying by my side as I type this into my phone. I wish I could understand their chattering. I’m almost at the museum. There is an ethereal version of the rabbit hopping ahead of me. It keeps looking back to see if I’m still there. 
Inside now.
And she’s there. She’s exactly where I had seen her in the dream with the rabbit looking back at me expectantly-

(Words: 2031)
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In this essay I will discuss how creative reflection has helped me write and develop a series of pieces for my portfolio. The focus of my portfolio is of narrative voice. I will look at how the use of different narrative voices and perspective contribute towards the voice of the characters and the story, and how this informed the individual pieces.
With all three if my contributing pieces for the portfolio, I had started out using the first-person narrative as this allowed me to see the character’s world and story from their perspective, and only able to report what they would realistically see or know, as “she or he has all the limitations of a human being and cannot be omniscient”.[footnoteRef:1] This presented the challenge of focussing in on the information and details each character would have and their individual perspective and worldview. [1:  Janet Burroway, Writing Fiction A Guide to Narrative Craft, 5th edn, (Addison Wesley Longman), (2000), p. 205. Subsequent references to this source are given in the text as ‘Burroway’ followed by the page number.] 

As I begun editing Aura Quartzes, the knowledge I had gained from isolating each character from the infinite knowledge of an omniscient narrator helped me to fine-tune their individual voices. After receiving feedback from my peers on how the voices of each character lacked clear distinction and how the narration could contribute to the tension and mystery of the story, I altered the narrative voice to free indirect discourse (FID). This method of narration allowed me to keep a limited worldview that was specific to each character and was where I could draw on the characterisation I had previously developed.
As this was a new style of narration for me to write in, I still had difficulties in highlighting the different voices between the characters. In the essay ‘Discerning Voice through <i>Austen Said</i>’, Smith et al used a program to reveal the unique utterances of each character. This unique speech pattern allows for someone to “make a kind of impressionistic picture of a given character”.[footnoteRef:2] [2:  Carmen Smith; Laura Mooneyham White, ‘Discerning Voice through <i>Austen Said</i>: Free In direct Discourse Coding and Interpretative (Un)certainty’, Persuasions: The Jane Austen Journal On-line, 37, Williamsburg, (2016), (p. 2). Subsequent references to this source are given in the text as ‘Smith et al’ followed by the page number.] 

Considering the unique voice of Darcy (Pride and Prejudice, Austen) as exampled within the essay, I created a list of words that each character would use. This allowed me to develop their individual voices as FID “blends the speech of the narrator with that of the character’ by use of reported speech” (Smith et al, p. 2) which also assists the reader in recognising which character they are then with. In Aura Quartzes when Danbi is speaking, she would not abbreviate words e.g. “You know who I am, do you not?”, while Sehun would have said the same sentence as “You know who I am, don’t you?”. The blending of speech with narration would provide the reader with a more conclusive view of the story exposition while also presenting the worldview from the characters’ perspectives.
As I moved on to the next piece, I wanted to continue with using different narrative modes and perspective to tell a story. Throughout Path of the Rabbit, the story is told in alternating second person voice and journal extracts written in first person. My intention with using the second person narrative mode was to bring the reader on the spiritual journey which the character engages with. I took inspiration from guided meditations for the premise of each journey where the listener would have the inner world and journey created by them, and they are the ‘you’ of that experience.
One issue with this method is highlighted by Burroway in Writing Fiction when she points out the author has assigned the reader with the characterisation and that can pull the reader much deeper into the story only if the reader is prepared to go along with the set character design they have been provided with (Burroway, p. 203).
In switching to first person for the journal extracts, it was my intention to provide the reader a greater sense of intimacy to the character by revealing the story and the reaction to the meditation as something secret which, were other characters present, they would not be privy to this information. Here, the challenge was keeping the integrity of the character within the narration while keeping it engaging to the reader.

This was also one piece which I didn’t have an opportunity to workshop it, and that is something that has proven invaluable when it comes to editing. With the time limitations that are faced, it isn’t always possible to read as widely as desirable to enhance the writing craft, therefore the feedback and critiquing received from peers during this writing process has been vital to knowing where the weaknesses are or where language has become abstract. Moving forwards with Path of the Rabbit, I would definitely seek to have it workshopped before revising it. As part of showing how the central narrator is finding this character he dreams of within the story, I included a poem that was uploaded by that person. Though it serves little purpose to the current version of the story, I chose to leave it in as a point to develop and expand upon at a later stage.
Throughout my reflections upon the use of different narrative voice (FID, 1st Person, etc.) I have been to develop greater characterisation while also providing the reader with a refined worldview of the story. Though there are aspects to my writing that could still be improved with more time and further opportunities for workshopping, I am confident that I have begun to develop an understanding of how different narrative voice and modes can present the individual worldviews of the characters to the reader while allowing the reader to gain a more conclusive understanding of the world that one character may not be entitled to.


(Words: 1009)
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