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S. Adams 1600044 

HPEN6023 Creative Sources 

1. Three Workshop (short) Pieces 

TASK 1 – Jack London 

London in London 
Act one the play begins without a dress rehearsal,
Jack London steps out in full glare wearing costume,
Sniggering, prompt stage fright fear of the role reversal.
Screaming streets as wild as a tropical typhoon 
Gently the waves allow calm from sir to mate.
The honeysuckle and the bee in harmony sing,
Vivat Rex (God save the King!) and all Pomp and Ceremony

Powerful Empire and the greatest, wealthiest Estate.
Spit drenched pavements offer free delights, a cig and apple ring

Carrying the banner deprived of sleep and money.

Act two the poor wake as the workhouse bells strike.

The widow enters the workhouse and Ellen Hughes Hunt dies at fifty-two.

Suicide in lieu of the workhouse spike.

Filthy men in the smoking-room, the cheerful and the sodden and blue.

Juvenile paupers handed to society.

East End children dying to die before they reach five.

Feed up England! Not wake up England, fool!

Whitechapel, Hoxton, Wapping, grey and drab with no variety.

Greasy wind blows, and rain drops hard on the sleepers trying to survive.

The Ghetto folk have no homes, living in amongst the cesspool.

The final act they sleep in the silhouette of the great church,
The wealthy in the upper circle comfortable and overfed,
Looking down on the East End like the church, they observe

London’s Pied Piper of little happy dancing girls drop dead.
Scrap heaps sleeps paying for King and country
Women selling themselves for tuppence or a stale loaf

Doctor Bernardo cares in search of the child amiss.
Jack shares with Chippy and Carter two slices and some tea

The final curtain falls on death and money of England’s growth

Made by the slums and The People of the Abyss.
The poem was inspired by Jack London’s The People of the Abyss. Whilst reporting the 

Coronation of King Edward VII, his publisher allowed Jack London to write a book about the East End of London. Jack took a taxi (hansom) to the East End to buy second hand clothes to wear as a disguise. He wanted to live with the people in the East End, thinking that if he made himself look like a poor and out of work sailor, he would blend in with the real people of the East End. Children crowded around his hansom because taxis did not drive through the East End. The man in the market who Jack purchased his disguise from, called him sir and thought Jack had done something criminal and needed the clothes to disguise himself. The next morning, Jack London, wearing his ‘rag tatter’ clothes felt apprehensive. No longer did people call him sir. He smiled when they called him mate and his confidence grew.

Helen Hughes Hunt committed suicide because her husband had no choice but to go to the workhouse and she refused to go with him.

Jack London compared the abysmal slums of the East End to the pomp and ceremony of the Kings Coronation. This riled Jack as there were so many people starving and dying and yet only a few miles away there was the King and his entourage dressed in finery and showing off their wealth whilst people were eating black apple cores and picking up dog ends to smoke from the shitty, filthy streets in the East End. There were many homeless people and homeless families in the East End. At night, the law would not allow the homeless to sleep and they had to walk during the hours of darkness; this was known as ‘carrying the banner.’ In the daytime they would sleep in parks and Jack thought it ironic when he saw hundreds of homeless people asleep in a park with a Church standing nearby. Jack London refers to the organ-grinder as the Pied Piper of London. This was the only time Jack saw a ‘beautiful sight’ in the East End; when the organ-grinder comes around, the children danced in the street. 
 

Task 3 – Jack Kerouac

The White Horse

Helen took the last storage box that she had just filled with odds and ends and placed it with the rest of the junk she had collected over the last couple of years. She poured the remainder of the Malbec into her glass and sat looking out of the window of her third-floor apartment on West 11th Street that looked out onto The White Horse Tavern. The low autumn sun was setting, and the small courtyard below was littered with leaves. Helen could hear the muffled sounds of the drinkers in The White Horse and it reminded her of him. She sipped the last drop of wine and contemplated going across to The White Horse to get another bottle and there was the possibility that she might see him in there. Helen was at peace with the world and tomorrow would launch a new beginning for her. Moving out of the apartment and into a new job was giving her a new lease of life and at twenty-six years old, the world was her oyster. Helen rinsed the wine glass under the tap and dismissed the idea of going to The Horse and went to bed.

Jack Kerouac became an overnight sensation after his novel On the Road was published and became the number one bestseller. Jack was uncomfortable with the fame that went with the package and he was bored and too tired of appearing in yet another television interview – he was also too tired from drinking. Jack was a good-looking man and the television cameras loved the way his shyness came through. He had a permanent squint as though the glare from the lights was always highlighting him. He put down his pen and grabbed his coat. It was noon and he was only a block away from The White Horse. At this time of day, he was hoping there would not be anyone in the bar. He wanted to drink and to be left alone. Jack was right in his assumption, there were no customers in the bar when he entered the White Horse Tavern. 

‘Beer and a large shot of whisky, I’m going in the corner.’ Jack said to the girl behind the bar and made his way to the corner table which was hidden by a pillar. The corner table was usually a spot for lovers as the pillar blocked the view from anyone else in the bar seeing who was sitting at the corner table. Jack unzipped his bag and took out a copy of Jack London’s paperback Call of the Wild and began to read with his head bowed down and one arm stretched out on the table. The girl behind the bar placed his drink order on a tray and walked over to the corner table.

‘One beer and a large whisky Jack.’ She placed his drinks and with a wink she walked back to the bar and returned to her cleaning duties.

Jack threw the whisky down his throat and turned the page of the book. He sipped at the beer and started to feel the benefit of the whisky.

‘Same again please, Jo.’ Jack called to the girl behind the bar who was polishing the beer fonts. The alcohol helped Jack to relax and he felt at ease with Jo now and was able to at least acknowledge her by using her name. He had known Jo for a few years since she started working in The White Horse; many a time she had helped Jack when he was too drunk to stand up and Jo would call a cab and make sure he was alright. 

Jo returned with a fresh pint of beer and another large whisky.

‘Thanks Jo, this is just what I need.’ Jack looked up at Jo and gave her a smile.

‘As long as you behave Jack.’ Jo replied and looked towards the entrance to the bar as the doors opened and a couple of tourists came through. They were British and headed straight for the bar and Jo could hear the familiar sounds of a Welsh accent and rushed to serve the Welsh tourists. Jack spent the rest of the afternoon reading and drinking and was surprised to look up from his book and see his friends Peter and Allen. He did not know how long they had been in the bar. He closed his book and walked over to join them sitting at the bar chatting to Jo. The pub was starting to fill with customers as Jo said her farewells and three new members of staff took her place. Jack was very drunk and started to tease Peter. Allen was not impressed with Jack’s behaviour and made small talk hoping that Jack would quit teasing Peter. 

‘I need a piss.’ Jack slurred. ‘Get another round of Boilermaker’s and put it on Peter’s tab.’ Jack swayed as he got off the stool and made his way to the gent’s toilets. Jack washed his hands and laughed to himself as he read the faded letters of the marker pen where someone had scribbled ‘Jack Go Home!’

He thought it was best if he did go home. Peter did not deserve the abuse which he had given him, and he thought about this as he washed his face with cold water. He looked up into the basin mirror and blinked, then he blinked again not believing what he was seeing. There was nobody else in the toilets; looking in the mirror Jack Kerouac did not see his own reflection but that of Jack London. 

‘Hi there, Kerouac.’ Jack London said. 

Jack could see the whole face of Jack London, nothing else, just Jack London’s face smiling straight at him and saying hello.

‘Hi London.’ Kerouac replied nervously

‘John Barleycorn has got you hasn’t he, Jack Kerouac?’

‘It’s the Garden of Eden and anything goes!’ rejoiced Kerouac

Jack London chuckled at Jack’s response and said, ‘The Greeks believed that the Gods gave them wine so that they might forget the miserableness of existence. Why are you drunk Jack?’

‘Because, Mr Jack London, I like ecstasy of the mind!’ 

TASK 7 – Sylvia Plath 

I’ll Never Speak to God Again

Of course, she is mad

And sad.

God has a lot to answer for

The little girl lost in grief,

To the thief

Who stole her dad.

The Seven Year Itch

His large wedding ring,

Rolled along the floor.

Sylvia could take no more.

Of course, she is mad

And sad.

The woman lost in grief to the thief

Who came into their life,
And out walked the wife. He found her voice.

It was 1963, what other choice

Did she have but go to her grave.

Listening to interviews in lectures from the people who knew Sylvia Plath and reading poems from Ariel by Sylvia Plath. Inspired by Sylvia Plath’s Poem Daddy. 
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2. Two extended pieces

Task 5 - Ros Workshop 

Pick a specific profession – something you are not familiar with and pick a setting/place/event and research them. You need to think of facts when researching.

My Boy Lollipop

Autumn 1991

‘You have made my day.’ Susan said to John as they walked hand in hand along the country lane towards their home. 

‘You have made my life.’ replied John and stopped to kiss Susan, holding her closely to him. They did not hear the car speeding towards them.

Paul knew he had hit the couple but did not have time to stop. He was running late and needed to get out of Brecon and on to the main road before he got caught up in the school run traffic. 

Paul Price was is in his final year studying Politics, Philosophy and Economics at Oxford. He could not believe how quickly the last years had passed as he drove on to the M4 heading to his student digs, in Oxford. He had had a pleasant childhood growing up in the beautiful rural surroundings of the Brecon Beacons in a country house that had been his father’s childhood home, where his father had grown up. His mother was devoted to Paul and his father worked hard to provide for the family. Paul smirked to himself as he remembered the crush that he had on the lollipop lady, Susan, who he had known throughout his childhood and been a constant visitor to their home. What he did not know was that his father also had a crush on the lollipop lady. It was five years ago when Paul and his mother had moved to a cottage in town because his father had been having an affair. His mother drank heavily after leaving Paul’s father; she had never fully recovered from the divorce. Last Christmas, on returning home from University, Paul had found his mother lying dead in her bed, eyes wide open staring sightless at the ceiling. She had taken an overdose and Paul was too late to save her.
‘See you soon, Blodwyn,’ the handsome driver called out to Susie as she let the children cross the road holding the damn heavy lollipop stick, and annoyed that her fifteen-year old sister was puffing away on a cigarette as she walked passed.

‘Mum will be so cross with you.’ Susie shouted to her sister 

‘Not half as cross as she will be with you if you bring him home.’ her sister replied.

Susie’s mother had worked as a lollipop lady for years at the local school in Theale. It was typical of her mum to be poorly on the first week of the school term, but Susie jumped at the chance to cover her shift and to earn extra cash as her student grant payment was not due for another week.  

As soon as she finished her shift, the young man in his posh car picked Susie up.

‘But I need to change.’ Susie said as he opened the passenger door to let her in.

‘You are beautiful.’ he said to her.

‘What, in this outfit?’ she asked, looking at her uniform.

‘Especially good.’ he said and told her to jump in the car.

She was beginning to get on his nerves already as she chatted on about her student studies in her awful Berkshire accent. She wore far too much make-up and the scent of her perfume stuck in his throat. He stopped the car as he could take no more. 

He quickly leaned over and squeezed his hands around her neck until she no longer could breathe and then dumped her body into the Kennet and Avon canal. 
Paul was lying on his bed in his student digs thinking about his mother, if only his father had not gone off with Susan, his mother would be alive today, now they are all dead. 
Summer 2018

Paul was running late and beginning to lose patience with his daughter Megan, who was taking her time getting ready for school.
‘Come on Megan!’ he called as he opened the front door and walked up the path towards the car. Megan slammed the front door shut and ran to catch up with her father as they both got into the car for the short drive to Megan’s primary school.
‘Last day at school today and you have the whole of the summer off.’ Paul said to his daughter
‘Are we having a holiday, daddy?’ his eight-year old daughter asked.
Paul reversed his car into a parking space just a short distance from Megan’s school. Holding tight to her father’s hand, Megan walked towards a group of her friends who were waiting to cross the road into school. Paul got back into his car and set off for the long journey to London where he had made a successful career in politics. He had got his first job in London working for the Government in the Department of Transport as an Administrative Officer. He was a keen member of the Conservative Party and after working for the Department of Transport for a year, Paul took the opportunity to work and live in West Wales. Paul Price was voted into the position of Member of Parliament for Carmarthen West and South Pembrokeshire following a local by-election at the age of twenty-eight.
Paul was enjoying listening to the Fifteen Minute Drama on Radio Four when his mobile rang. He pulled the car into a lay-by to take the call. 
‘Hi, darling.’ Paul said into his phone; it was his wife Eleanor. Paul had been married for thirteen years to Eleanor who he had met in his office in Carmarthen. She had supported Paul throughout his political campaign and was now a full-time mum and volunteer community worker within the local area of Whitberth where Paul and Eleanor lived. She was calling to let Paul know that his friend, Dylan Davies, had cancelled their plans for dinner the following night. Paul was a bit disappointed as he had wanted to throw some ideas at Dylan concerning the next General Election.
The Radio Four drama had finished by the time Paul pulled his car back onto the road to rejoin the heavy traffic on the M4 and he turned the volume up on the radio to listen to the news headlines. 
‘Good on you, Theresa,’ he said to the radio after Theresa May put one of the opposition members into their place. The news announcer on the radio continued reading out other news as Paul listened.
‘Police today have announced that they are making further progress in the series of murders apparently committed by The Lollipop Killer, a name given to the perpetrator by the media because all his victims have been women employed as crossing patrols outside schools. The police say they have several interesting new leads; and now for today’s weather. Paul glanced briefly at the radio and then clicked it off and took the next slip road off the motorway and drove into Swansea. An hour or so later he left the travel agency and making a few calls to his office in London, then Paul drove his car in the direction of home.
Eleanor could not believe it when Paul came home and told her his plans. 
‘But I thought you were going to London today.’ Eleanor said to Paul.
The following evening Paul, Eleanor and Megan were in British Columbia, Canada staying at an exclusive ranch and spa in the middle of the wilderness. 
Megan spent the first week horse riding, fishing, swimming and visiting the farm animals in the children’s club and was making new friends, whilst her parents spent time in the spa relaxing and enjoying gourmet meals. They walked like lovers through the scented Jack Pine forest and shared a champagne picnic on the lake and soaked in the beauty of the sunset.
Their first week at the ranch went too quickly. They were fitting into their new surroundings comfortably and like their daughter had made friends with two families from the British Isles, James and Sydney Jones, who lived in Ascot, and Patrick and Lulu from Dublin. Patrick and Lulu had stayed at the ranch resort before and were there to enjoy the peace and tranquility. They did not have any children and had no wish to ever have any. James and Sydney adored their twin girls, Mivvy and Betty, and as the twins were the same age as Megan, the three girls became best friends. Often in the evening the three couples would share a table and talk over drinks, exchanging stories ending in laughter over a funny comment made by Lulu who was always cheerful and easy going. She was an attractive woman who men would always look twice at, but she was not interested; she only had eyes for Patrick and he doted on her. They were a perfectly suited couple, blessed with good looks and great personalities that were even more endearing when they spoke in their Irish lilt. James and Sydney were more like Paul and Eleanor and were happy to allow Patrick and Lulu to lead the topics of conversation. After one such evening, they all agreed to join each other for a barbecue taking place next day. Patrick and Lulu said goodnight and retired to their room; Sydney was discussing Wales with Eleanor. ‘Did you know that Mivvy’s full name is Myfanwy and Betty’s is Bethan?’ enquired Sydney.
‘No way!’ exclaimed Eleanor and asked Sydney if she was Welsh.
‘No, I was born and bred in Reading, I didn’t move far from home, but James’s grandmother was from Swansea.’ Sydney replied.
‘So, you’re a Welsh boyo, James.’ Paul said to James smiling.
James grinned back without comment.

The following evening, Megan and the twins were sitting at the long table by the barbecue with Lulu who was showing the girls card tricks. The girls’ parents came loaded with food and soon everyone from their party was seated and tucking into the meat. Mivvy took a gulp of Paul’s wine.
‘Hold on there, Blodwyn.’ Paul teased, and they all laughed except for Sydney.
Lulu was topping up the wine glasses for the adults.
‘Oh dear, we seem to have run out of the laughing juice.’ Lulu said turning the wine bottle upside down to demonstrate the bottle was indeed empty.
‘I will go and grab a couple of bottles.’ Paul said and walked towards the makeshift bar where the bar staff served chilled wines and beers for the guests. It was a short walk but uphill and the heat of the evening made Paul thirsty. He stopped to drink some water at the bar and took two bottles of wine from the waiter. As Paul turned around to make his way back to the barbecue, a deafening bang caused him to drop the wine bottles as they slipped from his hands and smashed to the ground. Paul could hear the crack of a rifle and could clearly see a gunman reloading, screams rang out from people at the barbecue who were fleeing for cover, fearing for their lives. Paul ran at the gunman and tackled him to the ground, the bar staff rushed to Paul’s aid and disarmed the gunman. 
It had happened so quickly; there was a pool of blood by the table close to where Paul’s family and friends had been sitting, and Paul was bleeding. 
The police and ambulances arrived at the ranch; four people had died, and Paul Price was hailed a hero for saving the lives of the guests and staff at the resort. The four people that lost their lives in the horrific attack were identified as an Irish couple in their forties, Patrick and Lulu Fitzpatrick, and the owners of the ranch, Bob and Mary Brown. Paul Price had sustained a small injury to his arm from wrestling the gunman to the ground. 
A week later, television cameras and a police escort were ready to interview Paul Price as he and his family made their way out of Heathrow Airport.
‘Paul Price, I am arresting you for the murders of John and Susan Price.’ a police officer informed Paul.
Sydney waited until the plane took off and the twins were settled before asking her husband to order drinks from the cabin crew. She sat there and toasted the wine glass with her husband and began to tell her version of the events leading up to the discovery of the Lollipop Murderer.
‘I completely forgot at the time, but after what he said to Mivvy, the memory just came flooding back.’ Sydney was explaining to her husband and continued with her story, ‘I was a bit cross with my sister as she was all high and mighty with her bloody student life and cross with me that I was smoking. Of course, she never smoked or did anything wrong!  There was this real handsome guy driving a flash car who was talking to Susie. And before he drove off, he called Susie, Blodwyn.’ and when I saw the photo fit on the internet of The Lollipop Murderer, I knew it was Paul who the police were hunting in connection with the lollipop murders, I knew for definite that he was the man. I could not do or say anything until we left that bloody ranch.’ Sydney gulped down her wine looking out to the clouds from her window seat and was finally at peace.
Paul Price stood up in court after hearing the guilty verdict of killing his father and step mother in a hit and run. He made his next appearance in court and pleaded guilty to the manslaughter of Susie Males, Karen Willis, Tracy Webb, Gail Evans, and Jannette Jones. The Lollipop Lady killer had been found and charged.
2. Extended piece – Task 12 W. H. AUDEN
After watching documentary on W. H. Auden in lecture.

A Play. 

The Rake

It is 1951 in Venice. Wystan Hugh Auden, his lover Chester Kallman, and his friends Stephen and Natasha Spender and Rhoda Jaffe, are sat outside the Florian Café, Venice. It is the morning before the Premiere showing of The Rake’s Progress, an Opera written by W H Auden and Chester Kallman. 

Scene:

Outside Restaurant. Table set for customers dining, with six places, on wooden table with a white tablecloth. Back Fittings shows window with a big sign ‘FLORIAN’ and spotlight on table area and back screen. Flooring is paved with marble effect flooring. The rest of the stage is in darkness. 

Characters: 

W. H. Auden

Chester Kallman

Stephen Spender

Natasha Spender

Rhoda Jaffe
waiter
Sailor 1

Sailor 2

The six guests of Auden are all sat at the table. It is 9 o’clock in the morning and they are having champagne for breakfast.
AUDEN. To my wonderful friends. May all your ups and downs be in bed.
(Auden stubs his cigarette out and lights another.)

STEPHEN. Here, here.
NATASHA. And here’s to The Rake’s Progress and its success.

(Everyone cheers and clinks glasses.)

AUDEN. It will be a success. You have two of the best writers in the world involved, have they not Chester?

RHODA. And the best composer.

AUDEN. (lifts his glass) To the beautiful Stravinsky.

RHODA. To the beautiful boys.

(The waiter arrives serving more champagne and pastries.)

NATASHA. Do tell me, how do you manage to write so creatively? 

AUDEN. What one secretly hopes for from my reader, My God, is they come to the conclusion with what they knew all the time but never realised it before. That is my ideal reaction. The reaction of my reader and that is because you know something that you have wrote is true.

STEPHEN. Yes, we all want that.

RHODA. What do you mean?

AUDEN. Dear, I want my reader to say yes, that’s exactly how it is. I understand what you mean because this has happened to me and this is what it felt like and I experienced this too. No matter how trivial or how important it was, I felt it too. It is life and I understood where you were coming from.

(as Auden talks, two sailors walk pass and the spotlight is on them.)

(Kallman takes his comb from his pocket and combes his hair. Leaves his seat and follows the sailors.)

NATASHA. More champagne and tell us about last night.

AUDEN. Do you mean the fire? 

RHODA. Of course, we are all dying to know.

AUDEN. Well my darlings, you all know I like my fags. They are my addictions. I was alone in bed and drifted off.

I woke pretty damn quickly because the cigarette was burning my finger. It bloody well hurt. That did not bother me as much but the thought of trying to get back to sleep bothered me. I called for room service and was delighted when a beautiful young lady came to my room and served me with a large vodka and she had a British accent. I asked the girl where she was from, as one does in a hotel room with a beautiful girl in your room.

(Laughter from all)
(Kallman has his arm around one of the sailors and kisses him on the cheek.)

AUDEN. She was a student studying Creative Writing. She knew who I was and told me how she deliberately opted to work the night shift hoping that she would see me. Well she did and 

STEPHEN. Are you sure you want to go on with this?

AUDEN. She was a pretty girl and intelligent. She reminded me of someone. We talked for a while about her studies and I made her day by giving her tickets to the opera. So now you know. 

RHODA. Are you sure that is all you gave her?

AUDEN. Now you know better. And she loves Oxford. We talked for a while. I was happy to have someone in my bedroom to keep me company for a change. Shame there was no sex but that’s nothing new. But I want to tell you about the girl. 

RHODA. Go on then

(Kallman walks off stage with sailors.)
(Auden has tears in his eyes.)

AUDEN. She was just a student. A bloody good student because she had already worked the morning shift and found out that I was a guest and made sure she was on the rota for the night room service and wished by chance that she would meet me. I understood this and made sure that I did not take a pill before she left. We talked about Keats, we chatted about Plath and she even went on to ask my opinion of Jack London’s work.

RHODA. And what was your advice?

AUDEN. In headaches and in worry, vaguely life leaks away and time will have his fancy tomorrow or today. And my finger is bloody sore.

(Curtains)
Reflective Critique.

I was looking forward to this module Approaches to Creative Sources, as it was my second Block but the first in Creative Writing which is my preferred subject. It involved a lot of reading to prepare for my studies, I downloaded audio and electronic books which gave me the time to read and listen to the material as I travel to lectures and when I had any free time. I also have a note book where I write down conversations, words, quotes, tips and anything of interest that I read in books especially works of authors we are studying in lectures. I also rely on the internet for research as well as in books. In the first lesson for this module, we studied the works of the writer Jack London. There was plenty of information on Moodle about Jack London which encouraged me to search more information about him on the internet. 

I have a file where I put all my notes and work into for every lecture. I organise my file from the dates of lectures; for example, week one task one and the date, week one task two and the date and so on. I do a lot of independent learning away from lectures and the file is very important. After lectures, we do a creative piece on the task and enter it in on the forum where it is discussed in class the following day. I do not mind our work being discussed but it is not good when students put their work on a week after we have done the task. We have already covered the topics and have to go over the work again when we should be discussing the present module. I also dislike writing comments on fellow students work. I prefer to praise their work, but I do not wish to discuss where they are going wrong. I enjoy lectures and contribute to discussions and in Block Teaching it gives the students a chance to get to know each other. 
I always find it difficult to name the characters in my stories and did some research online to see if there was an easier way to name my characters. I found a printout guide from the Writer’s Digest website; The 7 Rules of Picking Names. These tips included, getting the right era; i.e do not choose a name that is popular today that would not have been fashionable in the 1920’s. Using alliterative initials helped; I used Paul Price when I did my short story about the lollipop lady from this tip. I also played about with characters by changing their original sex. In the lollipop murder, I was going to use a woman as the lead but changed it to a man that resulted into a short crime story just because I changed the sex of the character. This was based on information I read in James Scott Bell book Plot and Structure, a recommended reading book for creative writing modules. I wrote the lollipop murderer and had a lot of editing to do. After reading the story aloud, it did not make much sense. I did not give enough clues and so I changed the middle part to the beginning and added more details to hint that Paul Price was a murderer. As we have very little time to play with our work, I found that by keeping to the story but adding and changing the structure, it flowed better. Advice from the lecturer is always a bonus and I added another verse to my poem on Jack London and with another verse, the poem had improved.
I have a character chart for fiction writing that I use for my short fictional stories. I printed a lot of copies of the guide online and keep them in a folder to use in the future; this was a useful tip that we covered in the level five module, Reading & Writing Poetry and Prose. The chart creates a personal file for your main character, name, date of birth, nickname, religion, ethnic background, if they drive, or own pets, their occupation, sexuality and so on. 

I read The Awakening by Helen Weaver, a memoir of Jack Kerouac and the fifties. I did online research on Kerouac and Weaver’s name appeared along with several mentions of the word ‘Go Home Jack’ written on the wall of the toilets in The White Horse pub in New York because he would normally cause a fight when he was drunk. I thought this would be great to put into a story. As Jack Kerouac liked to drink and I wanted to introduce Jack London into the story, what better way to do a story with Kerouac under the influence and having a conversation with London! I wanted to do an extended piece on my White Horse short story and introduce Dylan Thomas but have decided to write my dissertation with a 2018 version of Under Milk Wood. I admire Dylan’s poetry and was excited when I attempted my own poetry in the style Dylan Thomas. I try and write in a similar manner to the authors and poets we are studying. I admire writers who write with a sense of humour and enjoy reading short stories and crime novels. The Great Gatsby by F. Scott Fitzgerald and The Call of the Wild and John Barleycorn, by Jack London are great books that I enjoyed reading on this module and I admire their writing and would like to write like them.

I was inspired to write a small play on W. H. Auden from a documentary on Auden. In an interview with Lady Natasha Spender, she recalled the time when they were sitting in a café in Venice and Auden was talking in full flow when Chester Kallman got up and went off with two sailors. Auden carried on with the conversation as though nothing had happened but had tears in his eyes. The story moved me, and I wanted to retell it and thought it would be a good idea for my portfolio. 
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