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In this essay, I will examine the process of working alongside my fellow students as we create and put on a live performance which will also showcase our own work. I will also reflect upon the process of creating my contribution for the event, and the process of workshopping it with my peers to develop the piece.
“…the outcomes from practice-based creative research can influence the ideas and actions of other practitioners as well as a wider community of interest. This is underpinned by practitioner documentation of the process of making artefacts, their creative intentions and goals and the results of experimentation with new forms and materials available in published articles. Reflection through research can provide a rich source of new understanding about the nature of creative practice for the practitioners themselves.”[footnoteRef:1]
- Linda Candy [1:  Linda Candy, The Creative Reflective Practitioner: Research Through Making and Practice (Oxford: Routledge, 2019), p.235] 

It is my aim during the process of writing this essay, and through the creation and participation in the final event to reflect upon the transformative process that happens when working as a team and its final results.
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Before we could start on our individual pieces, we started things off by figuring out the theme of our event, and the nature of the content - though we never followed through with some of the ideas: music, song, and theatre had also been put forward. I think a few of us would have been up for the challenge of creating something more complex like theatre, however we were constrained by time. Three weeks. It was a fairly unanimous decision that we would keep with written works that we could read out such as poetry, short stories, or monologues.

Our next goal was to settle on a theme. As a group, we first went about calling out random themes that were of interest to us more personally, and there were some brilliant ideas – it made it more challenging to vote. Fortunately, our group is wonderfully cohesive as a group. After writing down themes on a board, we first voted on our two favourite themes, as naturally we would want to favour our own, and then with the last two, we had to decide between them. Power.

Though it hadn’t been my suggestion, it was still a wonderful theme to work with, all though I had some doubts at first – for a brief time, we discussed further defining the theme: ‘The Power of …’, ‘Power of Execution’, ‘Power Play’. I was greatly relieved when we agreed that leaving open to interpretation was best. I did however take on some of the more streamlined themes within my contribution to the show.

Our final task for the early stages of putting on the event were to agree upon the roles we would need to create the event, and who would take them. We needed a compere, a venue organiser, and someone to design posters at the very least. We had also discussed the idea of doing the event as a fundraiser, all though again with the three weeks heavy on our mind, this idea didn’t particularly stick (and due to regulations of handling money, many of us were wary of taking on such a role).

For this, I didn’t want to volunteer for a dedicated role due to my health not being the greatest. Fortunately, there were a few who were willing to step up straight away for compere and venue organiser, and as a whole, we were more than happy with the arrangements.
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During this week, I was struggling immensely with my health. I’d missed a couple of lectures and had begun to feel the stress of being halfway through our time, and that I had done very little towards the event management. Thankfully the two of our group who had (albeit somewhat unintentionally) taken the lead were happy with their work so long as the rest of us could support and offer advice or suggestions if they came upon an issue.

The person who had originally volunteered to do poster design had left, and this task ultimately became a group effort. A few designs were put together and shared around. We discussed graphics and colour psychology as a way to make the theme stand out, and quickly had the poster design settled, printed out, and we each agreed to taking two and placing them around the university campus and town.

With the event being handled well, I felt a little more relaxed and turned my focus to creating the piece. I had a strong idea of what to do, as I have been working towards the creation of a novel during my studies and had two characters on standby that would fit with the theme of power.

However, with the multitude of migraines I was suffering from, this was no easy feat. Slightly addled from pain and pharmaceuticals, I managed to pull the base of the story together over a couple of nights. At first, I’d wanted to write it as a poem as I wanted to challenge myself to write in a different form, however after one of my friends had a look over one part of the story and offered some really good suggestions, the form slipped closer towards an attempt at a monologue when I edited it.

During class, I was offered an invaluable session to workshop my piece of work. My thoughts were still addled from my health issues, and I struggled with successfully getting my thoughts out, and too my horror, ended up bursting into tears as a result – at least things couldn’t get worse…

Eventually, I was able to somehow get enough of my thoughts out which helped my group understand the story I was trying to tell, and I was offered amazing feedback from everyone. There were ideas and suggestions I hadn’t ever thought of in all my years of writing, new ways to write or express things – and having taken on all of the feedback, my work became something I was truly proud of.

I needed to give the audience a sense of place, something tangible that would anchor the story down and give the audience something to connect with. The use of location and setting being the easiest way to incorporate this. The tense of the narrative needed straightening out too, and I took the chance to play with past and present tense to show the shift in time and state of mind my character goes through. I had also been given the suggestion to think of some way I could use an audio-cue to emphasise the shift in time and scene.

Though it only worked in TV/film, I thought of the trick used in the Westworld TV show that marked a switch in time – the use of a lens flare. I wondered how I could try and re-create something like that, and after some contemplation, I remembered the Buddhist chimes I had, and included incorporated a single chime for the time shifts. The addition of this was well received during our rehearsals and was included in the event.

I spent the weekend reworking the story and leaning on some of my favourites works which have inspired me over the years. I am a great fan of The Otori Tales by Lian Hearn in particular, and I studied the books for inspiration in an attempt to strengthen my own voice.
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The week of the showcase. As the event was mostly organised and any issues that had come up had been resolved quickly by our group, we opted to spend more time focussing on rehearsals, agreeing that on the Thursday, we would sort out the order we would go in, and a run through with whatever time was left available, and one the Friday, a full dress-rehearsal.

Organising the order of our works was the most challenging task we came upon. We wanted a good balance of time per section of the event, and to try and to group readings together that complemented each other. However, there was also the issue of a few of us wanting specific spots for various reasons. This is where things did get a little out of hand and people were talking over each other, bordering on quarrelsome. A couple of people took the lead however and settled the matter for the day – with a review of the order the next day after our dress rehearsal. Eventually, we were able to settle on the final order we would perform in, and the final adjustments truly made for a “powerful” impact at each segment of the showcase.
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After refining and finalising my work, I adjusted the format slightly to better suit my needs while reciting it at the event, as reading isn’t a strong point of mine. The feedback offered during the dress rehearsal was largely to do with slowing down, taking pauses, and making eye contact. I chose to use the text heart symbol as an indicator to me to “take a beat” and changed the colour so it would stand out and help me keep my place.

Where I thought it would be impactful to make eye contact or look at the audience, I put the text in red/pink[footnoteRef:2]. This was both a prompt to myself and would hopefully assist in me keeping my place when I looked back at the piece. Ideally, I had used the colours to suggest direct eye contact with someone, or a general look around – however in reality, I was too nervous to look at anyone and opted for a few general areas to look up to – and the colours at least helped me keep my place in practice. [2:   Daniel Elkin, ‘Winners wear read: How colour twists your mind’, New Scientist, (26th Aug 2009)  https://www.newscientist.com/article/mg20327232-400-winners-wear-red-how-colour-twists-your-mind/] 


The event took place at the UWTSD Lampeter Student Union bar on the 27th May 2022, with an audience of around 50 people that were a mix of other students at our university, and local residents of Lampeter.

Throughout the three weeks we had to organise this event, our group developed deep bonds with each other. We came together on the night and knew who needed what kind of support – be it words of encouragement, a big hug, or just someone to talk with until nerves abated. We were able to inspire and motivate each other, and each one of us made it to the microphone knowing that we all had each other’s backs, and that made a huge difference to many of us with anxiety.

The end result of working so closely with each other and fostering such a positive team spirit is that, for those of us returning next year, we were all in agreement that maybe, just maybe, we ought to do this again.
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In this essay, I have shown how rough ideas on a classroom board and the barley coherent words of a first draft could be transformed into a real, successful event with work that had been greatly enhanced the time spent workshopping and editing it with the help of my peers.

While reflecting upon the event and the entire process that led to the penultimate showcase, I could see just how important it was to work as a team. Not only could we develop our work beyond our individual ability as a result of critiquing each other, we created an event where there were little bits of our group woven throughout each other’s work and the night itself. We were positively invested in each other’s success. Not only did we come together to create individual work that kept with the theme of power we had agreed upon at the start, we ourselves became an embodiment of power itself: a group that empowered each other, and found our own personal power that led to each of us standing in front of a live audience.
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Creative Piece: Crystalline Dreams

Included is the piece I wrote and developed with the assistance of my peers over the weeks running up to the event: a novel extract from a book I am slowly developing during my BA in Creative Writing.

*

Fever struck and pulled me from my sleep, the silk sheets tangled around my legs like vipers. My heart pounded and my head spun wildly as I tried to focus on my room. The air was heavy, ♡ and thunder rumbled in the distance. Even though I had left the shutters open, the wind that entered my room barely eased the humidity.

Lightning forked across the sky and upon the crystals that hung all around the room like stars, and they themselves reacted to the brewing storm as the dreams inside them tried to escape.

♡Dreams of hope. 
♡Dreams of desire. 
♡ Dreams of fortune. 

All of them had been taken from the people who lived in the city, easily within my grasp if I wanted them. ♡ But they weren’t for me. ♡ I am just the one who collected them.

I felt for the small jewel beneath my tongue - a rare quartz that another of the court mages gifted me. The jagged edges were a comfort as I rolled it over and thought of my lover. He had dared to stand against the King when he broke into the palace, stole some of the crystals and awakened several of the people from their emotionless torpor.

♡♡ The taste of mead was on my tongue, and even from the depths of my reverie I felt my lover’s magnetic force pull at my heart.  I was bound to the King and could only watch as the guards locked him within the obsidian cell, ♡ and his scent that clung to my skin threatened to betray me.

The King didn’t know about all of my powers though, and as my lover gazed into the crystalline wall, his eyes pierced straight through my guard. ♡ Time stopped as he reached out a hand to me with a smile, ♡ his magnetism drew me close, and our souls ignored the rules as he pressed his lips upon mine. He found the jewel tucked away and tasted it with his tongue as the storm crashed around us. The light flashed across the crystals again as they chimed in the stirring wind and the earth thundered.

[[CHIME]]

A different world. ♡ A different time.
I blink in confusion and start to walk through this new place as though guided by an unseen hand. All around me are people moving in a hurry with their eyes cast down evasively, as though looking at one another would do them harm. Yet there was one looking at me. Their eyes…their gaze…The way They called me with their forceful scrutiny, ♡ my heart flittering as my soul shuddered.

♡ It’s Him.
♡ My lover. 
♡♡ But I don’t know this place.

Light flashes again. I feel him pulling me back, his arms tight around my waist as we drift in and out of our dreams, ♡ and nothing but each other to hold on to in this strange realm outside of time.  I feel his breath upon my neck and run my fingers through his hair. 

♡ I am yours, ♡ and you are mine; ♡♡♡ the forbidden words we whisper to each other over and over as destiny embraces us sweetly.

[[CHIME]]

Dawn breaks and the sunlight pulls us apart. ♡♡ Everything is fading away.
♡♡♡ In my hand, ♡ I see the silver dagger the King had forced upon me as I left my parlour. From its ensorcelled edge, a single bead of crimson drops from the tip.
♡♡ At my feet, my lover kneels in silence. ♡ Eyes that were more beautiful than the night sky in life - now vacant. ♡♡♡ His soul was already gone.

My hand is steady as I look up at the gilded pedestal the King sits upon. I am bound to the King. But only for now. ♡♡ The wind begins to dance around me. ♡ A single black butterfly flutters around the husk of my lover.
♡ I feel the crystal upon my tongue and the wind whispers a secret as it plays with my hair

♡♡ I’m – still – here.
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