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Portfolio – Approaches To Creative Sources (Adam Johnson)
3 Short pieces 
Task
Carried out with Ros, we collected 10 words/phrases and incorporated them into a surrealist poem
The Room (Adam Johnson)

Room A051 was a mystery to me, 
Never had I entered its hallowed halls,  
I had no idea what was in there, 
This lack of knowing made me thirsty, 
Thirsty for the knowledge of the secrets that were held in that hallowed room, 
As I approached the stairs and started descending downwards, 
My mind began to canvas the possibilities, 
Making links which opened my mind to a sea of new possibilities, 
The no smoking sign, 
Was it linked to that mysterious room? 
Was smoking prohibited due to what was in that room? 
Was it flooded with gas that the flame of a cigarette may ignite? 
What was it about this room that intrigued me so?
Was it linked to the sign on the front of the soda machine? 
“We are sorry” stated the sign, 
Sorry because there was something dangerous in that room?   
Sorry that something specific had occurred in that room? 
Were there bodies still sat in seats? 
Ravaged and cut up by some vicious murderer who was still at large? 
Was the room the tomb in which they would lie alone? 
Forgotten by the world at large, 
Lost to family members, 
Slowly rotting until they were nothing but bone and dust, 
With not a person to bury them, 
Was this what the mysterious room held? 
No, it couldn’t be, the stench of death did not linger in the air, 
Even when I got so close to the door that the smell of wood permeated my nostrils, 
It was a foolish thought, 
But still, if not that, what could be lingering inside that room? 
The question was tearing me apart inside, 
What was in this room? 
“Make the most of your break”, 
Yet another sign that I had seen, 
Was the room just a simple break room all this time? 
Was this merely a place for lecturers to convene and drink coffee? 
No, it couldn’t be, it couldn’t be that simple, 
There was a strange aura to that room, 
Something unsettling and downright evil about its presence, 
As if invisible black tendrils were slithering out of the room, 
Wrapping themselves around my mind,
Calling me to that very room like a sickening sirens song, 
Sending my mind tumbling with questions and yet no answers, 
Whatever was in this room, 
Its mystery came with bags of character, 
It was both intriguing and terrifying all at the same time, 
What oh what was in that room? 
Was there a sea of hungry hippies contained within that room? 
Ones who had gotten the munchies and whom had turned to cannibalism to satiate their hunger? 
I could not take it any longer, 
The questions had burned in my mind long enough, 
I had to see what was in this room, 
I arrived outside of the room and gripped the handle with baited breath, 
When it opened it revealed something rather unexpected, 
It turned out that this room was not in fact a room at all, 
But it was a closet, 
And inside this hallowed closet? 
Half of the Republican congress it contained, 
They all glanced and glowered and scowled at me with disdain, 
So I shut the door never to return again, 
It turns out I was right however about one single thing, 
The room did contain great evil, 
Politicians and congressmen who sell their policy ideals for financial gain, 
And if there’s one thing that I learned from this strange night, 
It’s that politics are trite, 
And on this one my mind said,
“Yeah you’re god damn right!”
Word count: 590 (rounded, for The Room, not including task description)






















Task/exercise explanation 
A piece we did with Ros, we were told to go out and observe our environment, we were then told to either implement this into a autobiographical piece, or that we could create our observations around Lampeter into a fictional one, I decided to create a fictional piece. 
The creature is inspired by the local, rural environment, with lots of trees, grass, forests, it’s the kind of creature I could imagine living around these more rural parts in a fantastical setting, the same can be said for the forest environment in which the creature lives. 
The character in this, Austin, was inspired by a man whom had a twisted/broken leg, the idea behind this short piece being how the man’s leg gets broken, but of course applying a fantastical element to it 
Important context: This is written to act as a passage of what would be a longer novel, in this novel, Austin’s brother would have been missing for a couple of years, the reason for Austin being in the woods and for him coming across this beast would be that his brother was recently sited entering these woods… Having believed he was dead, Austin braves the woods to find his brother and comes across this towering beast, which of course represents the common fear of what’s lurking in the woods, especially at night (so, fear of the unknown to a certain degree), the excerpt written is focused on providing strong description and really pulling a reader into the world. 
The Beast (Adam Johnson)  
The tall lumbering creature towered over Austin, its cold crimson eyes fixated upon him, its chest rising up and down rapidly as it scanned the perceived threat, creaking and cracking as its wooden abdomen expanded, constricted and expanded once again. Slowly, the creature’s back legs bent, they looked like misshapen tree trunks in this moment. However, Austin knew that this meant the creature was getting ready to pounce, to crush him into a fine paste with the sheer weight of itself or tear him to bloody crimson shreds with its serrated cartilage claws. The creatures red eyes switched to thin murderous slits and it launched itself forward with a torrential torrent of force, shooting off like a bullet. Austin rolled out of the way, narrowly avoiding being violently crushed by the sheer force and ferocity of its colossal paws. The creature snapped its head towards Austin, evoking a creaking sound like an old, rickety abandoned boat, it emitted a low growl from its throat, then thrust its head forward with the speed and velocity of a harpoon. Austin leaped back just in time to avoid the monsters enclosing wooden maw and its mouth clamped shut upon nothing but air. A sound similar to that of a swiftly collapsing tree emanated from the monster as the upper part of its jaw collided with the lower. Austin suddenly broke off into a sprint, the monster had made a move, and he knew that it would give him but a few seconds to escape before it recovered its stance and would be ready to attack again. As he sped through the forest, trees zipped past him in blurs, browns and greens fused into each other, leaves and branches snapped and crunched under foot, the wind rippling violently through his hair as if he were a jet about to take off. Then, suddenly, a terrifying, guttural screech like that of a banshee pierced the air, followed by the sound of great paws pelting the ground with the might and fury of a dwarven forge. Swiftly, the monster charged towards the still fleeing Austin, knocking over spindly trees as if they were skittles and shaking the ground so hard that it seemed possible it would crack open and swallow the world whole. Austin glanced back to see the monster was on his heels, his heart was hammering in his chest now, he could feel the blood coursing through his veins, his mind was erratic, fear and adrenaline were the only things keeping him going. Then, suddenly, Austin felt a great agony shoot down the back of his right leg and he was launched into the air as the monster’s cartilage claws tore through flesh and tendon, he let out an agonised scream as his body plummeted towards the forest floor. He landed with a resounding crunch, his vision was blurred, but he turned to inspect his leg anyway, and, even with this visual impairment and the agony he felt in every iota of his body, he could tell that it was a twisted, mangled bloody mess of flesh and bone. The monster’s crimson eyes suddenly appeared above Austin, its breathing heavy, like the bellows of a blacksmith. It moved its face closer to Austin, sniffing the meat that it had just mangled, then, suddenly, it turned its nose up at him and retreated back into the part of the forest where he had first encountered it.
 
Austin lay on the forest floor, was this it? Was he to die in this forest alone? Had this monster left him to slowly bleed out on the forest floor? Or to be consumed by other creatures in the forest? Was there a point in continuing on? Austin began to feel himself losing consciousness, then, suddenly, something sparked inside of him, he shook off the urge to give up, twisted his torso around, ripped off one of his long sleeves and tightly wrapped it around his leg to cut off the bleeding. He couldn’t give up, his brother was here somewhere, Austin had to find him, he had to find out why his brother had been gone for so long, where he had gone, whether or not he was in danger, he had to have answers. Austin crawled towards the nearest tree and used it to help him pull himself up onto his good leg, even if he had to limp across the entirety of the forest with threats all around him, he was going to find his brother… He was going to get the answers he had needed for the past 5 years.  
Word count: 770 (Rounded, not including task description + context)
 
















Task + Important Context
Note: read out loud as it sounds much better (like you said in class when you read it out loud as opposed to in your mind) 
Context: this is a scene from what would be from a longer script about Jack London, the scene is about the initial struggle Jack went through trying to get his first novel “A Daughter In The Snows” published. What would have came beforehand would be him posting the novel to publishers and then a montage of the book being rejected, up until 1902, which is where this scene takes place, hence the ending of him saying “finally”, as a publisher finally accepts his novel.”
Facing Rejection - Jack London (By Adam Johnson)

INT. JACK LONDONS STUDY, THE ROOM IS LIT BY A LAMP AT THE BACK END OF A SMALL WOODEN DESK, CASTING A WARM GLOW AROUND THE ROOM – NIGHT
ENTER JACK LONDON CARRYING A NUMBER OF LETTERS, A LOOKS OF NERVOUSNESS ETCHED ON HIS FACE, HE PULLS A CHAIR UP TO HIS DESK AND SITS DOWN, HE CAREFULLY PLACES THE LETTERS UPON THE FLAT SURFACE, HE PULLS THE FIRST LETTER FROM THE TOP OF THE PILE, HE THEN PROCEEDS TO USE THE TIP OF A PEN TO TEAR THE SEAL, TAKING MATICULOUS CARE NOT TO DAMAGE THE CONTENTS INSIDE, HE PULLS OUT THE LETTER AND HIS FACE DRAINS OF ALL COLOUR 
Jack 
No… No! This cannot be, another letter of rejection? How can it be? What do they say holds my work back? Ah, there it is, “Dr Mr London, this book is a myriad of mistakes and misconceptions, it is poor in its execution, and mired in awful pseudo intellectual concepts!” 
JACK RUNS HIS HAND DOWN HIS FACE IN FRUSTRATION AND CONTEMPT 
Jack 
Ah, I see, so another intellectual boor has once again been sent my work, a close-minded man with little interest in writing unless it reaffirms his currently held delusions, a man who would criticise my intellect when he so plainly dismisses ideas within a narrative which he disagrees with rather than engage with them… How sad it must be to be so close minded, to stifle progressive thought to continue towing the status quo! 
JACK SCANS FURIOUSLY OVER THE LETTER AGAIN, HIS NOSTRELS FLARING AS HE POURS OVER EVERY WORD
Jack
What kind of man rejects progress? Was the writer of this letter born like this? Or was this conditioned into them? Were they once a burning comet, cutting through the night sky, carving a path across the stars? Or were they merely always a sleepy and permanent planet who accepted and still accepts the norm rather than challenging it?! What is so wrong with a woman who chooses to wear short skirts? Or who partakes in sports as opposed to being trapped within the walls of a house like a prisoner? Why are women restricted by such ideologically petty men?! 
JACK TOSSES THE LETTER TO THE GROUND, HE POUNDS HIS DESK WITH HIS FIST IN FRUSTRATION, THEN, FEELING A LITTLE EMBARASSED, HE RISES FROM HIS CHAIR AND PICKS THE LETTER BACK UP, PLACING IT TO HIS RIGHT SHEEPISHLY AND SITS BACK DOWN
Jack 
Or perhaps it’s me who is wrong, perhaps I am not ash, but dust, dully sitting here in a quiet study, settled, boring and simple, never special, never a burning comet emitting a brilliant glow, just a desolate mind, a mind so empty that it could be described as a desert of thought, dry of any insight… Am I? Is the reason that I cannot get this novel published due to ineptitude on my part? Have I lost myself in a violent snowstorm of ego and ambition? 
JACK SITS IN HIS SEAT QUIETLY CONTEMPLATING THESE QUESTIONS FOR A MOMENT, THEN, HE TURNS TO THE PILE OF LETTERS ON HIS DESK, HE PULLS THE NEXT LETTER OFF OF THE TOP AND AGAIN CAREFULLY TEARS THE SEAL, HE GLANCES OVER THE LETTER QUICKLY, THEN, SUDDENLY, A SMILE WASHES OVER HIS FACE 
Jack 
Finally!

Word Count: 560 (rounded, word count for script and bibliography, context + task description not included in word count) 
Total word count for short pieces (not including task description and context): 1920 















2 Long Pieces 
Task
Since we were allowed to do anything for the Sylvia Plath section, I decided to create a poetic rant on Trump 
Ode To A Tyrant (A Poetic Rant) (Adam Johnson)
You’re as orange as fucking Ernie,
But you lack his innocence, 
You walk around the white house, 
With a Voldemort lookalike called Mike Pence, 
You laugh and jeer all night long, 
You indulge in Fox And Friends to make your brain “strong”, 
And yet everything you seem to do is plainly morally wrong, 
Let’s start off “mr president” with your personal life, 
How it’s somehow even more twisted than a clockwork orange, 
How you grab women by the pussy and you “don’t even wait”, 
Wait for what exactly? 
A fucking parade? 
Do you expect Tigger to come bouncing and play carnival games? 
No of course you were referring to god damned consent,  
And despite this there’s still a sea of Republicans hell bent on “conserving your name”, 
Despite you being entirely at fault and entirely to blame, 
But I suppose you don’t care about that, 
You’ll scream “fake news” all the same, 
So lets move to your business failures of which there are far too many to name, 
How about Trump airlines!
What a staggering success, 
A $245 million investment that failed to impress, 
In that situation even you had to concede… 
Although I’m sure you “tried your best”, 
And the company went to your debtors, but I digress, 
But how about Trump The Game? 
Who can forget about that masterpiece? 
A game which undersold by over a million, 
And would see two circulations, 
Both times seeing an early decease, 
Oh and lets not forget about Trump mortgage, 
Back in the good 06, 
Where you predicted a strong market, 
For years and years to come, 
Only for the market to crash a few months later, 
And Trump mortgage to become just a large crater, 
Of Wasted effort and money galore, 
And in 2007 it shut its doors, 
Then we look at your strange claim, 
Of a “small loan of a million dollars” to your name,  
As with the changes caused by inflation, 
You lied to the entirety of the American nation, 
But most of this was when you were brash and young, 
A Iceland Poppie within bright green fields, 
So let us jump into the present, 
Where you, the talking Cheeto, are now president. 

Whenever I go online, 
I can hardly avoid your name, 
Whether you’re trying to make hazmat suits the new thing, 
By provoking nuclear war, 
By antagonising a Korean war lord, 
Into dropping nukes at your door, 
Or you’re crying over the media, 
Reporting on the facts,
Instead of worshipping every word that comes out of your pretentious wotsit ass, 
And how about your escalations in wars nobody wants to fight? 
Why do you bomb civilians in Syria in the middle of the night? 
What use is there of strikes if all they cause is suffering and spite? 
Hey mr law and order, 
I have an epiphany for you,
If you order strikes which kill innocents then many war crimes you’ll accrue,
The blood of innocents is on your hands, 
You’re a terrorist it’s true, 
Honestly at times I think we should change level orange, 
To warn people it’s you, 
Terrorists feel like less of a threat than a man who worships dictators through and through, 
And returning to that drone thing,   
I really have to ask, 
Do you do it out of ignorance or is that just a mask? 
Do you view it as a way to protect America? 
Or is it a way to just merely bolster your ego and feel like a big man? 
Would it help you mister law and order if we placed traffic cones? 
Around the houses and areas of innocent zones? 
As long as they’re American made, 
That way we can hear from channel orange,
About how you create so many jobs, 
And you can sit in the white house,
Watching that circle jerk of knobs, 
While you douse yourself in sea of praise, 
While bathing in doritos and butternutsquash, 
To keep your complexion in shape, 
I wonder what you really do as a president, 
Other ones have led the country, 
But you seem to just play golf, 
And if you’re not doing that or bombing countries, 
You’ll often run your mouth, 
About bringing jobs into America, 
Or about tax cuts for the rich, 
Or about how you’ll still give Saudi weapons, 
Despite them killing a journalist,
Sometimes I think it would be better if you stayed at home, 
And played monopoly, 
Collecting all of the orange properties, 
Sipping orange soda from a Trump looking can, 
Dancing around in your bad spray tan, 
I sometimes wish this is what you would do,
I’d certainly be thankful if you’d just stay out of the news, 
It’s insanely infuriating,
To know that you mr mushroom dick will plague me for another 2 years, 
Maybe even six if you manage to take the democrats unawares, 
Can you just end your presidency? 
Please just admit you failed and give up, 
Your bollocks probably look like circus peanuts, 
I don’t know how Malina doesn’t throw up, 
And now I come to think of it your skin reminds me of a road works sign, 
Orange fake and flakey so hideous it boggles the mind, 
But despite having said all of this, 
I really must admit, 
That as a Republican you’re not uniquely shit, 
You’re a liar, 
You have an ego the size of a whale, 
You love draining the cocks of big corporations,
And saving them on bail, 
You crave the respect and attention of the wealthy and elite, 
The only real difference is that you tweet, and you tweet,
You’re more transparent than the others, 
You don’t make your dangerous views discrete, 
Despite how awful many of your views are, 
You lay them down at your feet, 
But enough about this and enough about you 
I’ve really had enough, 
I think I’m going to move on from you, 
And ponder more important stuff.   
Word Count: 980 (rounded, not including task description)

























Task
Ros told us to research a profession, a place and an event, then to write a piece based on that event, what I have decided to do is write a diary as if I were a mortician who experienced the attack at Boston on April 15th during the Boston marathon. I wanted to explore the psychological effects of that event on a single person, especially one who works so closely with death 
Surviving Terror (Adam Johnson)
May 20th 2013 – It’s been almost a month since the event in Boston, I finally returned to work today after taking a long sabbatical, I feel much better now. Honestly, I’m just glad to be back to helping people, it allows me to escape my own mind… Afterall, it doesn’t do any good to linger too long in dark thoughts, if I am defined by this event, then I will fall behind, and I refuse to fall behind while times arrow continues to march forward. 

May 27th 2013 – Frankie and his family came in to check on me at work today. It was good to see them again, outside of my wife I had scarcely seen a familiar face for over a month. They all embraced me in a warm hug, wrapping their arms around me like sloths hanging from trees, it felt comforting. Then, suddenly, I started crying, I don’t know why, but I’d felt so empty recently, my wife, Judith, had helped me, but for some reason, when I was caught in the embrace of my friend and his family something snapped inside of me. I dabbed at my eyes with a tissue, the skin had become sensitive and red, Frankie put a hand on my shoulder and looked into my eyes, giving a kind smile, he then invited me to come out for a meal and some drinks so that we could catch up. I agreed that I’d see him tomorrow, then I tried to apologise. A look of confusion washed over Frankie’s face, I told him that I should have called, that I was sorry, that I just couldn’t find the words over the last month. To my surprise he burst out laughing, slowly his laughter subsided, and he gave me a comforting smile, then he said, “John, it’s fine, I’d have waited a year for you to recover, or a decade, I’m just glad to have you back… Anyway, me and the family best get going, see you tomorrow mate.” And with that he and his family left 

May 29th 2013 – Went out with Frankie last night, it was fantastic, we first went for a nice meal, he and his family were all there. I had a magnificent steak and ale pie, a hearty meal after a long (although fulfilling) day of work. Then, me and Frankie broke from his family to go on a night of drinking in the town, we talked about life, work, where we wanted to go, our relationships, we cracked jokes about the state of the country, about our shitty ex teachers, about the time Mr Farley sat down so hard on a push pin that he had to go to hospital… And the fact that Frankie had been the one to put it there. All the while we downed pint after pint as if we had the guts of horses, it was not until 2AM that we exited the pub, at which point we decided to make our ways home. Me and Frankie hugged eachother quickly and then, we split up, on the way home, I heard a woman screaming, her voice cut through the air like a knife through butter. I looked around frantically, desperately trying to find the source of the scream, my heart was pounding violently, creating a sickening drum beat. Then, a young couple came from around the corner, the young woman wasn’t screaming but laughing… Albeit a very shrill laugh, but a laugh nonetheless. With this discovery the tension left my muscles and as they passed me I let out a deep sight of relief, I was safe… But why did I feel so endangered and scared to begin with? 

July 30th – I can’t seem to escape what happened in Boston, I’ve finally came to the realisation of why I’ve been freaking out so often as of late. Yesterday I was cremating a body, when the furnace malfunctioned, the smell of burned flesh escaped and flooded my nostrils. It reminded me of the smell of burnt flesh from when the bombs had gone off, how it clung to the air, it reminded me of the screams and the sea of frightened faces, my men found my hunched over on the floor, shaking like a leaf. When I got home, I decided to go straight to bed, my wife followed me up, trying to pry answers from me, I screamed at her, I didn’t want to talk, I just wanted to sleep. But I found no solace in sleep, in my dreams I saw the three victims of the Boston bombings and the faces of the ones who were responsible, those scumbags looking down upon me laughing as a chorus of screams flooded the air. Then, suddenly, I wake to Judith shaking me, tears stinging her eyes, I look to her and burst into tears. I then tell her about my panic attacks, how they keep coming in hideous waves, how they consume my mind with fear and uncertainty, and how the experience of witnessing the Boston Bombing has been plaguing me even after allegedly recovering. After an hour of sitting in silence in her embrace, Judith suggested to me to go to a support group, I agreed to go, although I fail to see how talking about and putting even more focus on the issue is going to help me recover or move on from it 

August 20th 2013 – I’ve been going to the support meetings for a couple of weeks and, despite my reservations, it’s actually really helping. I think the best aspect for me is that it makes me feel less alone, there’re people who go to these meetings who have had similar experiences to me. One man, James, was in close proximity to the 9/11 bombings, he saw people jumping from the twin towers, he was so scared that on bonfire night he dared not to leave his house, he his himself under the bedsheets like a scared child… Then of course one day he realised that he couldn’t keep going on like that, jumping at every loud sound, living in that moment, if he did, the terrorists would have won, and so he came to the meetings, so he could share his experience, so that he could release his thoughts and not let them fester away. He’s right of course, we shouldn’t allow ourselves to be ruled by these terror attacks, these people want us to be scared to walk out of our doors, they want us to live in fear, to deny them of that is imperative, if we do that, then the terrorists have failed  

October 30th – I think I’m about ready to leave the group, I no longer have nightmares about the bombings, I feel like I’ve finally moved on, like I’ve got everything off of my chest and that I’m as fully recovered as I possibly can be… I’ll never forget that day in Boston, the day the sound of explosions tore through the air, but I can move on from it, because times arrow marches forward, and as it moves further and further ahead, the bombings become a distant memory

Word count: 1200 (rounded, not including task descriptions) 
Total count: 2180 (rounded, not including task descriptions)
Total word count for both long and short pieces (rounded, not including task descriptions): 4100


Reflective Critique (Adam Johnson) 
Reading/readers I like 
I adore Derek Landy for his ability to create a dark and rich fantasy world, which also manages to be picked with hilarious jokes which don’t take away from the tone of the overall books. I’d say that his book series Skulduggery Pleasant has been a massive influence on my humour and style of writing as it has formed over the years. He had a large influence on my writing “The Room”, as the humour in that is very silly and yet it’s sharp and charming. He also had an effect on the way I wrote “The Beast”, the way Derek writes is so intense and frenetic, it draws the reader in, I also drew inspiration from Skulduggery Pleasant and Harry Potter by mixing the real world with fantastical elements. Sylvia Plaths “Daddy” had an effect on the way I wrote “Ode To A Tyrant”, the scathing words directed at a Nazi father inspired my scathing criticisms of Trump, also, due to the rise in anti-Semitism under Trump, I believe that “Daddy” had a very strong subconscious effect on who I wrote about for “Ode To A Tyrant”. I also found it fascinating to hear about Jack London’s life, which of course had a large influence on my piece “Facing Rejection” as that was directly about the rejection he faced up until 1902 of his first novel, I really identified with the personal struggle of trying something and failing, and of course I also recognised Jacks ego as a part of the piece. 
The Room 
I chose to place “The Room” in my portfolio as it shows a side of my that I far too often don’t explore, that being my sense of humour. I often shy away from this side as I’m often afraid I’ll offend people with my often brash and offensive style of humour that I often forget that, when I do it correctly. So, I’m not just using this piece due to the high praise is received, but due to the fact that it gives the portfolio more variation in tone, proving I can handle a swathe of different genres and forms of writing. Major influences for “The Room” include things like South Park, which have very silly and downright surreal jokes, which is the perfect inspiration for a surrealist poem
Facing Rejection 
Facing rejection was written as a film script in order to help to differentiate it from the others pieces of course, I wanted to make the forms of writing I did vary in order to increase my versatility and the variation I could achieve which will hopefully open up more doors for me when I have left Uni. I also, of course wrote the piece due to the inspiration I felt from Jack Londons personal life story, the script I wrote would of course just be a scene from a longer movie. I decided to focus on a scene where Jack was getting rejected as I believe it would be relatable to the viewer as everyone knows what it feels like to fail, or to struggle to get what you want, I also believe many would relate to eventually achieving that dream like it is implied at the end of the script. 
The Beast
The beast was written in prose, once again this adds another form of writing making my portfolio all the more varied, I decided to write what would be an excerpt from a longer novel. The focus on this piece was to create intensity, to do this I tried to create as strong a picture of the beast that roamed the forest as I possibly could, the way it moves, breathes, the threat that it imposes were all important things to get across. I also made sure to focus on Austin as well, the fear and danger that he was in when in this beast’s presence. I did receive quite a bit of criticism due to the fact that I seemed to have not given Austin much motivation and that the ending didn’t really fit. Due to this, I changed the ending with these two criticisms in mind, instead of Austin being focused solely on survival for survivals sake, I had his mind turn to his brother, how he has been missing for years, how Austin can’t die on the forest floor, it basically gives it more thematic and dramatic poignance to the ending of the passage that I wrote. 
Surviving Terror 
I wrote this in the format of a diary, I believed that it would help me to get inside the head of a character who has witnessed and survived a terror attack. I, however, made a large mistake in my execution of this, as I ended up writing about specifically what fascinates me, I focused far too much on the psychological issues that it became overbearing in its execution. To rectify this, I rewrote the entirety of Surviving Terror, giving more of in the life, giving more subtle hints towards what actually happened before stating it directly, dragging the audience along and making them question why the character is reacting in such ways. The most important aspect to my changes was giving the diary writer more character, I realised that, due to my focus on self-pity with no other traits, that this event was defining my character and was creating apathy as it bludgeoned people over the head with the sheer repetition
Ode To A Tyrant 
This ended up taking the from of a poetic rant based on Trump, the fact that, seeing him in the news every day is making me become apathetic to politics, the fact that I’m sick of his stupidity and cruelty. The poem represents how inescapable politics are, to the point that I felt the need to write about it, of course this serves to expand on my portfolio variation as the other poem was surrealist, and while this poem contains some surrealist jokes, it’s mainly too focused. I did edit this piece in order to tighten it up a bit, I removed some lines and fixed up the ending to end on a different note than I did in “The Room”, I also removed a reference to that last piece as it didn’t feel like it fit. 

Conclusion
[bookmark: _GoBack]Approaches to Creative Sources has helped expand me greatly as a writer, its allowed for me explore multiple different forms of writing. It has shown me the importance of variation in genres, I’ve learned how to draw inspiration from my environment through observation, I’ve learned how to draw inspiration not only from other people’s works like Sylvia Plath’s “Daddy”, but from writers/creatives themselves like Jack London. Finally, I’ve also learned how funny and powerful surrealism can be from a writing standpoint, how the mind can make the weirdest and most random of connections and how having a focal point (in the case of The Room, the room itself) can be a great build up for mystery and a great punchline 
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