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Shakira Peters
Personal experience essay
Topic: A lesson learned 
Word Count: 1886	

After a long day of jumping from one shopping site to the next, I’ve managed to accumulate three hundred pounds worth of clothes in just one night. I’ve been compulsively shopping for years, I can’t seem to find a way to feel better about myself, so I use shopping to help me. Everyone has their reasons why they do the things they do, and why they act the way they do. My mother once told me, “Be careful of who put your trust in.” I remember feeling overwhelmed with the constant reminders and life lessons, it felt like a never-ending cycle. After years of experiencing a domino effect of traumatic experiences, you start to remember every encouraging word a person as influential as your mother told you. “Be careful Shakira, People can easily pretend, make sure they’re genuine,” she would tell me as much as she can. I can’t imagine how much trauma I could have saved myself if I just listened, but I think everyone might share that same feeling of regret. They say that wisdom comes with age but with the knowledge I have now, it seems like wisdom comes with your own experiences. As a young adult, I wanted to experience life and make my own mistakes but I’m not sure if it was worth much of my time, so much wasted time that I can never get back. 
Although I maybe drowning in regret, If I hadn’t put my trust in people, I may have never been able to taste betrayal and the feeling of worthlessness. I am still grateful for the trauma because how would I guide myself through life without the knowledge that I have gained on my own. Even with the hurt, I still try to be a normal person or at least feel like a normal person. I still try to smile and search for the good things in life, but I still feel empty. I want to feel like myself again, but I am lost, I can’t find my way. I want to be saved but where do I go to be saved? I pray everyday and every night for directions to find my way out of the darkness despite that, I still feel hopeless. I was never an aggressive person but I’m this hostile girl in a shell of what I used to be. I’ve been working on a way to be calm, but I always seem to fall back into that belligerent way of living life. Knowing who you used to be and knowing what you are presently, leaves an unsettling feel of wondering how you got to this place of darkness. Wondering why’d you let experiences change the person you are and break your spirit beyond repair.
Even though I have friends and family who love me, I feel like I have no one to turn to. I can’t clearly put into words how I feel to a breathing person, so I am not sure how I’m writing this. I hide how I feel quite well, they can’t see the pain and I make sure of that. How can I begin to tell my loved ones that I don’t feel alive. I prefer to drown in my own pain than sit and lay my problems on someone else. I strongly believe that everyone has their own problems, everyone struggles so I’d prefer to figure it out on my own. Some might say “tell me how you feel”, but how can I? Everyone has their life to live. I’m not bitter about that though, I have accepted that this is the circle of life. I try my best to be there for others and ignore how I feel because I shy away from being helped but sometimes it’s hard, because I’m fighting for my life. I can’t blame anyone for not helping because I don’t speak up and closed mouths don’t get fed. If someone told me I would be this cold and detached earlier on in my life, I would’ve laughed hysterically. The life I’m living is on airplane mode, flying around with no sense of direction and different obstacles blocking my way.
Sometimes I wonder if pain is real, or is it my brain? In reality, I think pain is real. I feel it every day; I wonder if I tell my brain to stop feeling, would it? I’ve tried, it doesn’t work. I also ponder about if I’m overreacting, but I do have feelings and everyone’s feelings are valid. Should I feel this way about past events? Yes. How can anyone tell me differently? How can I downplay events that altered my brains chemistry? That may be why I hate talking about how I feel because what if they think my feelings are invalid? That would hurt more than dwelling in my own sorrows.
I used to cry so much, now I don’t do it, not because I don’t want to but because I can’t. The tears don’t escape my eyes, they may pool but they sink. I wish they would flow over; I have so much built up that I can’t but need to get out. I have none left, I cope differently now. I smoke, I always smoked, but it’s spiralled out of control. I am not proud of that, but it helps me sleep, I can’t sleep. My mind goes faster than my father’s Audi, and that car is fast. I want to turn it off, weed does that. I like that, I don’t want to hear my thoughts, get them away from me. Music helps, but it’s not enough to push the thoughts away.
I am self – aware and that is the worst part, I know something is wrong with me but how do I fix it? I need therapy but it didn’t work one bit, what’s the next step? How do I get my happy ending? Someone told me life is a series of obstacles and you have to leap over them, but my feet are tired. I am ready to give up, but I know there maybe more out there for me and the thought of not knowing what’s next haunts me, I’m afraid of ending it before getting the best of life. Living is getting the best of me right now though, how funny is that? I can’t even end this on a good note because life has not shown any improvements yet, that’s if it ever shows any. That’s brave, to decide to continue after seeing no improvements. Bold to think things would get better after no signs of greatness, I’m struggling mentally. I’m broken beyond repair, and I guess that’s my lesson learned. Maybe I would look back one day and laugh at my despair. I need to be prayed for.
On a day-to- day perspective, depression affects our behaviour in particularly diverse ways. As people, we have different ways of coping with situations and feelings when they affect us. After making a purchase, I feel a sense of accomplishment until I think I need something else. I then have another basket full of items to check out, when will I be satisfied? Is satisfaction guaranteed after doing something you think might satisfy you? No but we do it anyway. 
Throughout my day, I visit different shopping sites to occupy myself, out of boredom but it has turned into an unhealthy obsession. I like to think of shopping as therapy, it keeps my mind off things and keeps me busy, but others may think otherwise. Finding outfits for myself or when others ask me to pick something out for them excites me, making myself and others look good makes me happy. I enjoy seeing other people happy makes me happy, generally looking good makes others feel good about themselves and I get a charge from that. My obsession may not be with shopping, but with an escape. This is a distraction from reality, in my opinion. I believe that everyone has their own way of escaping, some less invasive but we do. Some people may not have a way of decamping and may drown in whatever they may be feeling in the moment, which I choose not to do. I would hate to drive myself crazy in my thoughts. I don’t think I want to quit shopping because I would hate to take my sanity away.
This “obsession” does not bother me because I can support it, but should I be this obsessed with materialistic things? I wouldn’t even say that I’m obsessed with materialistic things, I just like nice stuff and a lot of it. That may the real problem. On the bright side, I know I have a problem and self-awareness is the key to improvement. Knowing you have a problem and being strong enough to fix it, maybe a task for some, especially if it does not compromise your life in bad way and others think it’s wrong but it does not harm you in any way. In my opinion, this obsession can be seen as bad if I start choosing materialistic items over necessities like food or even toiletries. Another reason can be if it throws me into debt, trying to buy something that I cannot afford. That is when it should be seen as gruesome. This can be compared to drug abuse; drug abuse is normalised until the person becomes an addict and starts controlling their entire life. Resulting in choosing drugs overeating, taking care of children or wreaking havoc, among others. That’s their escape and every escape is different until turned into a bad life choice.
Satisfaction in my opinion comes from doing what you love and being content with it. Being satisfied is a feeling driven by constantly doing whatever makes you feel happy and cutting your happiness leaves you unsatisfied. I believe in doing what I love, and I will continue to do exactly that with caution, regardless of how anyone views that. I think everyone should live for themselves and regardless of choices made, at least it keeps you happy.
Depression is a complex disorder that can be easily misunderstood, one day you may feel like you are improving but your feelings then show you later on that you’re getting worse. Only a person going through the situation can accurately put this into words if they have the right words to express it. This disorder affects your behaviour to the point of using different things to ease your mind that can affect you in ways you can barely understand. Life experiences give us the power to be better but sometimes an experience cat make someone feel better. The bird’s eye view of depression and the way others who are not going through it, is completely different. The effects of depression and the way it changes your behaviour on a day-to-day basis can be hard to understand. Getting help in the greatest struggle to the ones struggling. Even after spending three hundred pounds on clothes, I still found time to continue to shop, some habits die hard. I learned nothing from this because I still prefer to shop. This may not change anytime soon because compulsive shopping is not the main issue, depression is – If I get help, there would be no need for distractions. 




Shakira Peters
Poem
Title: The Great escape
Word Count: 539

Chaos fills a world that is lost,
hard to see beyond the masks.
Chaos terrifies any soul,
the earth is a treacherous place for good souls,
and the merciless take advantage of those with a good heart.
The brave holds on to their good intentions.
Terror crumbles the brave heart, but bravery is commendable.
A battered person's cries are unheard.
Cries of the tired, cries of the weak, those who really try.
When the aware face paranoia, the cold-hearted face acceptance.

Acceptance of loss, mourning things that can’t be seen again,
mourning the loss, of all things ripped away,
the only remaining card to draw is tears.
Taking life as it comes, breathe in all grievances,
exhale as the world balances unfairly, the art of tackling.
Tackling all obstacles life throws, a real champion.
Stress squeezes the heart, bleeding out inside with nowhere to go,
Just like a lost soul, no sense of direction.
Ignorance is manifested by misunderstandings of the heart,
and an angry heart shadow a kind heart.

Belligerently walking through life,
survivorship like a beast, living like the blind.
The change from good to bad is frightening,
watching a person wallow away due to experiences is gut wrenching.
Gut wrenching till it’s hard watch, a sad tale,
A sad tale that only leaves the sad to tell, a hard experience.
An experience only who goes through it can tell, 
Hard to see only they can share that sacred piece of them.
Scared to look in the mirror, afraid of who you’d see,
but can you blame me, perplexed at what you turned into.

How can you be afraid of what follows you around at every hour?
Leaves in the dark but always there in the day light,
your only friend, yourself.
Really alone because even your shadow leaves you at night.
Escape reality alone, born alone, stand alone, walk alone.
The strength it takes to be okay by yourself,
that is magnificently underrated in the eyes of the wanderer,
longing for better days, an empty heart.
A yearning heart, a stressful predicament,
pushing them to be soulless, why so cruel?

Hard feeling lost, surrounded by people but still feel alone,
alone, not the alone that some yearn for, the alone that is prayed against.
Is this what loneliness to no avail feels like?
No one wants to feel like this, but beggars are not choosers, or are they?
Some may say we choose the life we live but why would one choose to hurt?
Why’d I choose a lifetime of guaranteed happiness over one of despair?
All questions need no answer for they did themselves.
Lost in the chaos but stand tall like a horse,
the strength of a lion, impeccable strength to have at bay,
crazy how a world with millions in it, you still feel alone, you can’t turn back.

Funny mentioning no turning back,
Turning back isn’t an option for the distressed, 
moving forward only.
When dragging your feet to the finish line,
zero care about being in one piece.
As long as you cross the finish line, that’s an accomplishment by itself,
Small victories before big wins, 
no more room for failure,
no more room for suffering,
no room for turning back.





Shakira Peters 
Monologue
Topic: Smoking on my ex-pack 
Word Count: 1068

Now, I’m walking through the park with only one layer of clothing on, it’s currently four degrees out. It doesn’t look like four degrees though, the sun fooled me, nature is weird but exciting. I’m cold but I’m telling myself I’m not, but I am, it’s a mind thing. Damn, the air is refreshing, the wind whistling a melody that I enjoy but I don’t understand. That’s real peace, trees always seem tranquil, just doing their own thing. I’m jealous of that type of peace, the one you can’t buy, I want to feel it. Instead, I feed off nature’s peace and hope to suck up as much energy as I can. Funny how trees can’t talk but I always feel like they’re talking to me, delusional? I know. Shit, that puts my mind at ease so I’m going with exactly that, have to do what you have to do to survive mate. “Ah damn it, stupid rock” I exclaim, while looking around to see if anyone heard me talking to myself. “I probably look so crazy right now, I don’t even care really - but.” I’m so wrapped up in my mind, that stone jumped out in my way and hit me, not like I walked into it or anything.
 	I find comfort in being alone, with my music, no one to bother me. Lost in my own world, taking long walks, and drinking all the scenery nature has to offer. I don’t care how much times I’ve seen Lampeter, I still feel like every time I take a walk, I see something new. discovering places that I haven’t seen before because I wasn’t paying close attention, battling myself wondering if it was always there. The mental struggle, but is soothing, keeps my mind busy - how I like it. Chef kiss, a lovely place, especially if you’re earthly and okay with being surrounded by trees, flowers and animals, my type of vibe. 

“Ah, where’s my vape pen,”” I whisper to myself as I rummage around my jacket’s pocket. I then feel it at the bottom, “Why were you hiding from me mate?” I ask my pen. Sometimes I think even this vape is tired of me, shit, I’d be tired of me too, I do too much when it comes to smoking. While looking at the sun setting, I take a pull, trying to calm myself further than the tree. As I exhale, the trees rustle in approval, ah they are with my life decisions, I mean who wouldn’t be? Smoking and walking? Magnificent, talk about the most mind-blowing way to clear your head.
           See, now that I’m looking at the vape, I’m thinking of my piece of shit ex, let’s smoke him away mate, ha, I’m too funny for this world. I take a pull, smoking him away, ah, the art of moving on. Don’t we just love it? Completely forgetting someone you once loved, your entire world almost revolving around them and them only. Save yourself from that before you get swallowed. Would hate for anyone to take as long as I did to get over their ex. Ha, sometimes I wonder if it was that serious, like girl just move on, are you that dumb? Shit, I’d be ashamed of me too because that’s embarrassing mate. Sometimes, I wish my brain would just shut him out, and gather some self respect in that split moment. I guess that doesn’t come easy, or in the moment because for you to have self respect and love yourself, you have to want it. Maybe I didn’t want it at that moment, the new is screaming at the old me right now and boy is she embarrassed. On the bright side, I’m not that person anymore and a win is a win mate, have to start somewhere to get where you want to be. Damn though, the second-hand embarrassment I’m feeling for my previous self is crazy, luckily, I’m smoking on this pack today. 
         As I continue walking, my mind occasionally wandering over to my ex, I take my last pull and simultaneously walk back to my dorm. Whew, what a good walk, it amazes me every time how good I feel after walk. Some people ask me “what do you get from walking?” I don’t even explain because the fact that they’re asking that question, means that they won’t understand anyway. Why would I waste my time explaining to a brick wall something so simple but simultaneously complex? Miss me with that bullshit really, I rather go on my walks in peace without explaining anything to anyone. Minding your business is one of the keys to happiness, hop on that train mate, do better. 
            I’m now approaching the long steps before the building, I’m already tired and I haven’t started hiking it as yet. Why does it have to be this long? What was the point? Is student torture a thing because I’m very convinced at this present moment. Okay, maybe I am exaggerating but that doesn’t matter in this present moment, what matters is my leg giving out by the fifth step. Shit, I’m actually contemplating my entire existence right now, let me just shut up and walk. After complaining the entire way, I finally reach the flat footpath to the door and boy am I thanking God for bringing me up those steps in one piece. 
Looking up, the sun has basically gone, I feel the temperature drop. Wow, an amazing sight to see. I haven’t realised that I was outside for this long, well I should have because I can literally hear my stomach cry for help. Damn girl, you’re starving yourself, do better. Okay, I’m going inside.
             I wonder if the trees have feelings. I wonder if they can feel my energy, all the pain I radiate, I hope not. I wouldn’t wish this on anyone, I wouldn’t want to taint the tree’s sense of happiness and tranquillity with my baggage. They may have problems of their own because some are green, some are brown, drying or already dead. Is that their way of losing themselves and coming back to life? The disadvantage to that is that everyone can see when they’re down and when they’re up, a reserved human’s worst fear. Wondering about unanswered questions is unsettling but gives me peace that we’re all the same in our own unique way.  


Shakira Peters
Critical Essay
Word count: 1038
	
        Over the course of the “Writing Voice” module, I have written three creative pieces. In a personal essay called “A lesson learned,” I discussed how my mental health affects my daily activities and habits as a young person who has experienced trauma. Additionally, a poem titled “The Great Escape,” was assembled to highlight the tragedies in the world. This poem depicted explicitly the way those who struggle mentally are exploited. Furthermore, a monologue labelled “Smoking on my ex-pack,” was constructed to shed light on inner dialogue, casually zoning out and using substances to cope with problems. This essay will cover the contextualization of my creative pieces, development of the creative pieces, the problem-solving techniques used to complete the creative pieces, and other theoretical considerations for my writing approach. 
	Inspired by the theme of “Depression,” in my personal essay, I chose to write on this to show readers that even though everyone may look normal – we all have our struggles that we face quietly. I used this piece to try to engage with readers emotionally, while finding a way to have them have a run with my emotions. In my poem, the desperate grasp to feel normal attacks the readers by the theme of “hopelessness” are displayed by the poet. The despair and disdain that the poem shared with life is clear in the poem, I used these feelings to tug at the readers heart – just like the personal essay. This was to have my readers emotionally engaged in my poem and have them see the double meaning of life that is portrayed. I drew on the concept of the read feel like they are in the moment with my character in my monologue. I used present tense, and I made the reader feel like they were in the mind of my character and with them in the real world – simultaneously. This created the sense of reality I wanted the monologue to present, so the reader can feel like it was real. 
	The updated version of my poem was inspired by A Poet’s guide to poetry. In this book, the three parts of A Poet's Guide to Poetry supply a careful introduction to the ways we understand poetry, including formal elements, meter and rhythm, and free verse. When I sent my first draft in, I realized that I was not well rehearsed with poems, so I decided to refer to this book for tips. In the book Crafting the Personal Essay, it highlighted by Dinty Moore that “Scott Russell Sanders once compared the art of essay writing to the pursuit of mental rabbits. The personal essay is an ideal vehicle to satisfy the human urge to document truths. It further mentioned that Crafting the Personal Essay is a first-hand, creativity-expanding guide to help you infuse your nonfiction with honesty, personality, and energy.” This book helped me immensely with the construction of my personal essay, it helped me academically shape my feelings into work that can be published one day.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Moore, Dinty W. 2010. Crafting the Personal Essay (F+W Media). Subsequent references to this source are given in the text as “Moore.”
] 

As a result of feedback, I received on my personal essay "A lesson learned," from my tutor, In the first draft I only presented raw emotions without explaining why I experienced these emotions. The second draft of my essay supplied insight into why I felt the emotions I did. The feedback I received made me realize that you can't leave the reader hanging onto your words without an explanation. My essay was better shaped as a result of this method, and I was able to reiterate my feelings sequentially and tell a story. Based on my tutor’s feedback on my poem “The great escape,” I was informed that I don’t need to capitalise every line of my poem. I was further recommended to incorporate some rhythm and line turns into my poem. Since I’ve never written a poem before, this feedback gave me the opportunity to think deeper about poetry and develop my writing style. In response to feedback, I redrafted my monologue, "Smoking on my ex-pack," with a change of story line. By redrafting the story into a first-person point of view, in the present tense, I was able to show what it is like for a person to zone out and to tap into their emotional side in a more direct, immediate manner. The redrafting helped me to achieve my aim of taking the reader with the character on a walk, and making the action feel immediate. As a result of the positive feedback, I received on my second draft, I am confident that the monologue now has a profound impact. In the monologue, I used internal dialogue and scenery to get my picture across to my reader, an example of this in my piece is “it’s currently four degrees out. It doesn’t look like four degrees though, the sun fooled me, nature is weird but exciting.” As a result of listening to my peers' work and understanding monologue writing, I have also gained an understanding of how monologues are constructed. The feedback I have received from my peers has allowed me to identify the strengths and weaknesses in my creative practice. When I edit and proofread my work, I now take tenses into account since I tend to slip between them. 
In conclusion, this essay showcased small details about the creative pieces constructed. Additionally, this essay displayed my creative pieces and the process of how I finalized the pieces. During the production of the pieces, I realized that I need to improve in the grammar and tense area, along with the sequencing of my work. I further noticed that I am strong story- teller and able to adequately put my feelings into thoughts. During the construction of the pieces, I faced a considerable number of issues, however, with the feedback from my peers and my tutor – I was able to creative pieces close to perfection. As a writer I have profusely developed through my creative, critical, and reflective practice in diverse ways. I have explored the distinctive styles of writing and got comfortable with adapting to my surroundings and using it as way to create a story. I have matured as a writer with the use of the feedback supplied and the opportunities given to me to improve my work. 
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