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1ST WORKSHOP (SHORT) PIECE 

This short piece is an imaginative replay of Keats in his final hours in Italy.


His Last Hours
(John Keats)




prithi shukla

“When I am dead, ‘I will be among the English Poets,’” said John Keats to himself as he lay supine in his bed. He gazed out of the window of the house he had shared for the last four months with his dear friend Severn in Rome at the foot of the Spanish Steps. Even though he had escaped the London winter and here in Rome the warm weather accorded perfectly with what the doctor had recommended, his health continued to deteriorate.  
Delirious, burning with fever and suffering from hallucinations, he muttered under his breath, incoherent to anybody in the room besides himself. He was aroused by a rich full-throated melody from the casement window. Perched there, was the same nightingale he had encountered under the plum tree in his garden in England. 
“Are you a reality or just a dream?” he asked the nightingale, trying and failing to sit up, too weak to move. He slumped onto the cool linen sheets, contemplating with relief his final few hours before his death.  
He could see the dryad now lurking by his feet singing his requiem; a lone opera singer serenading perhaps his final sleep. It felt, he thought, like it was that time just before death when the process of disease takes over, leaving him to slowly descend Lethe wards into a state of suspended consciousness. The accredited practitioner once again was practising on himself, just as he did when he first diagnosed the blood on his handkerchief as a death warrant.
“Have I at last sunk into oblivion?” he enquired again of the bird. “I am a prisoner here on the Spanish Steps, entrapped in a sepulchre.”
“I yearn for my beloved Fanny Brown who is so far away. Our romance gave me refuge from my dark moods, but this contagious disease has robbed me of the pleasure of her companionship,” he sighed “for her safety, I must stay confined to this room.” 
The nightingale chirped at his feet as he lamented, distracting him from his depression. Perhaps the bird could help him escape.
“Your light wings possess a power to soar me far away,” he said, “transport me nightingale, so we can fly merged as one, past the meadows and over the streams and up the hillside into the valley glades, back to my English garden.” 
But his state of delirium tumbled him back into reality, his fevered mind turning to his adversaries’ callous cynicism. Fuelled by his anger, he again attempted to rise, only to fall back, cursing. He sighed wearily:  
“Soon, neither Croker, Lockhart nor any of my malevolent enemies will be able to use their malicious articles and hostile reviews to snuff me out,” 
“…and though I have asked for my epitaph to read ‘Here lies one whose name was writ in water,’ …I know you will give me perpetuity. I know with your assistance I will be among the English Poets after my death.” 
Keats mused for a while longer, searching for solace. He stared at a bright star he chanced to see through the window, “Ah… see,” he said excitedly to the nightingale, “look, there’s my star.” 
His weary leaden eyes returned to the bird as it fluttered on to his shoulder, its intense lament ringing in his ear and echoing through the room. That night Keats’ nightingale sang out full-throated and it didn’t stop. From then on, the Nightingale continued to sing Keats’ immortality into being as he rested in a quiet corner of Rome in the good company of friends and other English poets. 
***
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2ND WORKSHOP (SHORT) PIECE 

Ros’s Lecture: Tuesday, 29th October 2018 

Select a Profession, a place setting, event – research it and write it up as a narrative. 

For this short piece, I chose the profession of surfing and deep-sea diving


The Blue Surfer
prithi shukla
Madelyn adored her renowned non-conformist father.  He was an accomplished surfer and deep-sea diver in Australia who had swapped the tough dry bush country for a carefree existence swimming off the West Coast. Numerous professional surfers and deep-sea divers had been trained by him at Cottesloe Beach, not far from Perth. 
His daughter Madelyn was more like her Australian father than her Italian mother. She had pale skin and dusky blonde hair, with brown freckles that ran along the bridge of her nose. The freckles bothered her, especially the large one at the tip, which turned red in the sun. 
When she was in primary school, the kids would laugh and call her Rudolph. 
 “Dad,” she would tell him, “School is a tricky mean place.” 
“Yes, I know,” he’d say laughing, “It’s the indoctrination yard!” 
Then one day she came home from school with a bruised arm.
“What happened?” asked her dad.
“It was Mrs Grant,” Madelyn said grimacing, “she was mad because I was laughing.”
After several similar repetitions, her father decided that the school was not a good environment for Madelyn and that he would educate her at home. 
Arnie, a surfer’s son, had come to live with them when Madelyn was fourteen. He was the same age as her. 
With her dad as her ‘guru’, Madelyn had become an expert on the surfboard, outdoing most of the older kids in surfing competitions.
“Dad’s the best,” she’d tell them proudly, “you should see him on the breakers, … when he surfs the big waves… it’s just magical. He knows exactly when to navigate through the swell before he stands up and just cruises.”
Arnie too had gradually become an expert surfer. They would challenge each other but Madelyn invariably outshone the lad. 
One afternoon when Madelyn was at her father’s shop ‘The Surfers’, Madelyn’s mother, while deep sea diving, ascended too quickly to the surface. She had “the bends” and did not survive. 
“Something lurking in the cold underwater had startled her,” one of the crew told her father. 
Five years after the incident, a disastrous cyclone struck Cottesloe Beach. The storm, stirred up by the Trade Winds, destroyed everything in its path. It ripped apart her father’s shop with him in it, killing him. Madelyn was with Arnie at the time in Brisbane. He had asked her to accompany him as he had to leave urgently. He had a commitment he had to meet on the East Coast. Unknown to Madelyn he had bought them a house on the beach, ready for his proposal. 
She was engulfed by grief after her choice to go with Arnie and blamed herself for the tragedy. 
“If I hadn’t left with you, I would’ve been able to stop dad from going to the beach.” This belief continued and slowly soured their relationship. Soon everything about Arnie annoyed her. His continued secretiveness aggravated her and caused mistrust. She also rebuked his boyish crude beach ways.
Later in Brisbane, Madelyn met Karl Korhonen, a young man from an affluent family in Helsinki. She struck up a relationship with him, leaving Arnie out in the cold. 
A week after meeting Karl, she left with him for Finland. Madelyn hoped with Karl she would find happiness. She was tired of fighting life’s injustices. Helsinki was so cold, and Madelyn hated living there. In his own home, Karl became dominant and she found herself trapped in an abusive relationship. 
 “Is this what I want?” she had asked herself, yearning for her old life back surfing on the seas with Arnie. 
“That’s it,” she told Karl one night “I’m leaving tomorrow morning.” Madelyn tried to contact Arnie, but he did not answer; he must have got on with his life, she thought. 
Two days later she disembarked at Brisbane Airport, hoping to restart her life. Madelyn realised she was alone. As she waited blankly in the queue for a taxi, her phone beeped with many replies and an unexpected tap on the small of her back startled her. She spun around to find Arnie grinning.
“Sorry I’m late,” he said, “my flight from Sunshine Coast was delayed.”
“Arnie, oh my God what are you doing here?” Madelyn threw her arms around his neck. 
“I’m here to meet you, silly. Why else? I understand what you’ve been through…I do… Let’s go, I’ve something to show you…do you remember the house we both loved on the beach…?”
 “Yeah!” Madelyn replied gazing at him, glad and relieved to have Arnie back!
***
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3RD WORKSHOP (SHORT) PIECE 

This short piece includes three poems: (i) Sylvia Plath (ii) T S Eliot (iii) Jack Kerouac


(i)    Sylvia Plath (1st poem)
This poem is based on Sylvia Plath’s poem ‘Daddy’ and her husband Ted Hughes. It is about Sylvia Plath’s desire to reunite with her father.

Daddy and Ted
prithi shukla
Confined like a foot, in your black shoe
Wedged in with pain I called for you, 
I tried to connect two decades on,
You lay supine, I, twisted withdrawn
Without a doubt, you detached from me, 
In life and death, for eternity!

I never found happiness in your black shoe
So, I searched for a man just like you
My endless hunt did not stop
Till I read ‘Hawk in the Rain’ in a coffee-shop
A dusky marauder…this poet, I dare say he was
I ended my quest, no more clutching at straws
 Awe and fear spilled through my veins,
 As I slowly passionately drew in the reins.
Very shortly after we tied the knot
I pondered, I asked, ‘who the hell have I caught!’

Oppressed by a husband my brow beaten blue
I mused when This vampire said he was you
You two men in my life I’m unable to grasp 
This bitter mortality I must quickly unclasp
Daddy, I know my rashness is considered taboo, 
                                       still…
I’m once again going to come looking for you!
                                      ***
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(ii)    T S Eliot (2nd poem)
This poem portrays T.S. Eliot as a phenomenal poet 
Sensually Alive 
(T.S. Eliot)
prithi shukla
Hah! He’s the principal master, the caretaker of words
the mystery of life, he carves out with ink swords,
The custodian of poetry that never ceases to fail
powerful lines bursting through in full sail.
There’s a magic presented in the disillusionment of being
He’s a brilliant scholar illuminating our eyes in seeing
the images of purposelessness that’s bitterly diseased
the horror of reality through poetic language seized.
His desire for dramatic form portrayed with a soul
to bring out the boredom of humanity in this world as a whole
Meaninglessness crippled in misery which was his, is now ours
the present confronted with scepticism extending clock hours
He is a philosopher, a poet, with his verses well-meant
His words are not just observations but are the event!
***
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(iii)    Jack Kerouac (3rd poem)
 The poem is based on the novel ‘On the road’ by Jack Kerouac. ‘Sal’ the alter ego of the author Jack Kerouac describes his experience shared on the road with Dean Moriarty, in real life his close friend Neal Cassady.

My Alter Ego and Dean
prithi shukla
On the road 
with a lust for life, 
[bookmark: _Hlk529623262]tangled us together, 
Dean and I
Transcending numerous highs, 
Beating numerous lows 
witnessing jointly
a jewelled embedded sky.

Ascending Mountains
descending valleys, 
Booze flooded veins
never questioning why.
Just wandering, drifting over
long-convoluted these roads 
going, somewhere, anywhere
with no worry no alibi, just us
From shore to shore 
From East to West
Backwards and forwards,
Dean and I 

To a beat, spinning 
white knuckled, 
fingers rhythm tapping, 
we identify, with 
drunken moths 
around a candle 
circling to a rhythm that electrifies

Amatory encounters 
picking pretty flowers,
with butterfly eyelashes
and lipstick kisses that lie.
Intimacy with music blasting
on now and off later 
the pollen and pistol that purifies

On the road again 
no limitations 
Spliff tips glowing, ashtrays 
overflowing, one cannot deny
Living emphatically
Unapologetically
boundaries we never apply

Embracing the now, and how
No money no notes, while
transient friendships die,
yet our bond is
a connection of souls 
two euphoric geeks on the road 
that spiral together high 
That’s us
Dean and I
           ***
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1ST LONGER PIECE

Jack London 
My extended piece On Piedmont Hill is based on Charmian reflecting on her relationship with Jack London after his death.

On Piedmont Hill
prithi shukla

The wind was bitter that November in 1916. The evening sun on Piedmont Hill outlined a woman’s silhouette slumped on the porch steps of the Bungalow, a cottage overlooking the bay.  Charmian hugged her legs tightly as she reminisced about her late husband Jack London, who had died six days earlier. She felt disconnected from life and experienced an urge to transcend beyond her sorrow through the landscape they both treasured.  
She had a spectacular view of the bay and the city of San Francisco shimmering in the distance. The estuary far below, with its sailing vessels, yachts and steamships, sent a shiver down her spine. Jack and she had been excellent sailors and they had travelled extensively together on the Snark, but Jack’s health deteriorated after a series of illnesses and they both decided to return to California. She hated being alone and sighed as she recalled the past. She scooped up a handful of red earth, hurling it into the rapidly chilling air. She remembered his words:
“Mate-Woman, I tell you I am standing on the edge of a world so new, so terrible, so wonderful, that I am almost afraid to look over into it.”
The specks of soil whirled in the sea breeze past her, scattering over the land. A few flecks settled on her face, making the little hairs stand up on her arms and behind her neck. She caught her breath and pulled her coat tighter, disillusioned by his broken promise that he would survive. 
“Don’t worry,” he had said, “I’ll soon be in splendid physical condition again.” 
Their eleven years as constant companions replayed through her mind. His absence crushed her. 
“I feel so alone and afraid,” she said. As she looked out at the bay, observing the wild terrain that bordered it, stripped of its indigenous redwoods, she mused that both she and the landscape had suffered irretrievable loss.
Charmian remembered meeting him as a young man of twenty-three, with his boyish physique. She loved his cheeky grin. He had barged into her office one afternoon at the parsimonious Overland Monthly to try to collect his pay for The White Silence, disregarding the receptionist puffing up the stairs after him. 
“Mr Eames, it’s been over two months,” he had announced as he burst into the office, “can I please be paid.”
He was taken aback to see Charmian sitting behind what had been Mr Eames’ large desk. She was twenty-eight at the time and was secretary for the magazine. Amused, she stared back at Jack, straight-faced, suppressing a grin as she said: 
“Mr Eames’ office has moved; it’s at the end of the hallway now, but he’s out.” 
Charmian smiled as she recalled the sudden flush rushing up his neck, colouring his cheeks and forehead. To conceal his awkwardness, he swiftly extended his hand to shake hers. She was surprised by the absence of a grip, but his grey eyes were alluring, and his honest openness never failed to impress her. She grinned as she remembered the incongruities he had presented and how his boyish appearance had overlaid an attractive masculinity, which persisted as he grew older. 
“And you are?” she enquired, feigning not to recognize the man in front of her, attempting to conceal her interest in the upcoming author about whom she had heard so much.
“Jack London,” he said, “I’m here to collect payment for my book, The White Silence.”
“You’ll have to ask Mr Eames; he’ll be back in an hour.” 
He impetuously sat down on the chair opposite her desk to wait, jumping up when his attention was diverted by the bookcase behind her desk.  He mouthed the titles and authors on the volumes that lined the shelves.  
“He was a big bag of charm,” Charmian thought as she recalled how she had found Jack’s capricious demeanour intriguing. The stories were so conflicting: that he was a hard-shouldered sailor, a drifter, an oyster pirate, a hoodlum in Oakland, a gold-seeking vagrant in Alaska, a convict in New York and a rugged socialist rebel. All of these were at great odds with the appearance of the man who stood in front of her.
“Where’s Mrs Eames,” he enquired, unaware Charmian was her niece, “I wondered if she had an opportunity to review my last book?”
“Which one is that?” she asked.
“The Son of the Wolf,” he replied.
“Oh yes. She asked me to do a review of that for the Overland, but she still needs to send me the book”
“Will you be available at about five this evening? I can come back with a copy of the proof to avoid delaying matters,” Jack asked, eager to get acquainted.
Outside office of hours, Charmian loved horse riding, socialising at evening dinners and yachting on the waters of San Francisco Bay. However, this evening she had a press appointment, which she had to attend.
“It’s Friday” she retorted, upset with herself for being unavailable “I have a prior engagement, sorry.” 
She got up from her desk and strode over to the window to look out at the clock tower. Just then Mrs Eames entered.
“Hello Aunt Eames,” said Charmian. “Mr London is here to collect payment for The White Silence.”
Mrs Eames acknowledged Charmian’s greeting and put out her hand to welcome Jack. 
“You’ll have to check with Mr Eames, Charmian. You know he handles the finances for the magazine.” She walked across to Charmian’s chair behind the desk and sat down. 
“Mr London,” Mrs Eames said, looking at him, “Charmian will be doing the review for The Son of the Wolf. You would need to give her some interesting facts about yourself for the article.”
“Uh…of course,” he replied. “Should I come by on Monday?”
“Why don’t you come down to the bay tomorrow instead” butted in Charmian. “I shall be sailing with a few friends, we can talk then if you like?”
A keen sailor himself, he jumped at the invitation. “I’d love that,” he said eagerly, “I’ll bring a copy of the proof.”
“Good, that’s settled. Be at the Long Wharf at nine sharp in the morning.”
“I’ll be at the pier early.” Jack replied, “I can’t wait to go sailing again.”
That afternoon Jack did leave Overland Monthly with a full pocket, but he also left with a skip in his step. 
Though Jack’s appointment with Charmian went exceptionally well, force of circumstance kept them apart. A few years later Jack chanced on Charmian again on Piedmont Hill when he was walking his dog. He was married to a woman named Bessie, but the marriage was in shambles and Jack, unable to contain himself, had indulged in numerous illicit affairs.
“Hey, Charmian,” he called out, trying to get her attention when he spotted her riding up the hill that afternoon.
She pulled the reins and diverted the horse over to him.
“It’s been a while,” he said. “I understand from your Aunt you were away.” 
“That’s right,” Charmian replied, concentrating on trying to steady her horse, “I’ve been on vacation in Europe and on the East Coast.”
“Nice, you should come visit us at the Bungalow.” 
“I will. I’d love to come by.” 
As time progressed, Charmian and Jack became secret lovers and later married. They were both great adventurers and together they voyaged across the Pacific, dreaming of further expeditions. 
Gazing out into the bay that evening on Piedmont hill, Charmian remained absorbed in the past. She envisaged herself sailing on the Ocean with Jack. She could hear him yell out to her in delight: 
 “I’m alive again Mate Woman, I’m so alive!” 
“Come…quick,” he said to her “come… over here… help me with this sail.” She breathed in the smell of the ocean as the waves kicked up a spray, soaking them both. 
“I love this,” he shouted enthusiastically as the breakers crashed against the stern.  She observed Jack with affection as they both leaned over the side of the boat, laughing and admiring the seagulls cruising gracefully above in concentric circles. 
A chill gust of wind brought her back to reality and she shouted:
“Damn it, why did you have to die?”  
Just then she saw a lone snowy egret soar through the evening sky. A white feather fluttered down, and she lunged to catch it. Charmian clasped the feather between her fingers and sadly asked: 
“Is this from you Jack, is it?”

***
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2nd LONGER PIECE 

Ros’s Lecture: Tuesday, 23rd October 2018 

Combining memory of a setting with real-time observation, using imagination to convert the same setting into a narrative.   The setting is UWTSD Campus and drive into Lampeter.    

Held Captive
prithi shukla
Crystyn Lloyd, an upcoming oil painter, had bought an old Ford from an acquaintance in the autumn that year. She had joined the ‘Pembrokeshire Group of Artists’ after her mother died, to recover from the deep despair that clouded over her. Her creativity and her artistic friends helped her deal with her demons. Now rehabilitated, she had discovered that she was a self-motivated independent woman. 
“This car means the world.  I’m thrilled, I can now travel without relying on friends, or buses.” 
She lived in St Davids but had to leave for Lampeter to meet a buyer who was keen on purchasing her family home there. Crystyn wanted to detach herself from her unforgiving roots but had to return to sell the house. Arriving in the small rural town that afternoon, she pulled into a vacant parking spot on the street just outside the dreaded building. As she stepped out of her vehicle, dust swirled up from the road, stinging her eyes as cars drove past. She noticed a chilly breeze and pulled up her collar, tugged her coat closer and tightened her scarf snugly around her neck. 
As she lumbered up the narrow-pebbled path to the front door she began to feel much older than her thirty-three years. From where she stood, she could see the low houses haphazardly scattered on the hill opposite. Nearby was a small bridge over the river Teifi, which Crystyn remembered had a set of stone steps leading down to the water, surrounded by a dense undergrowth. The conifer on the slopes there were sparse compared to the woodland she remembered. Lofty trees had given way to open meadows where sheep and cows now grazed. The beauty of the valley side-tracked the painter from the purpose of her visit.
Stop it!” Crystyn reprimanded herself, “I’ve got to sell this place…it’s bad for me…,” she thought as she approached the front door and stopped in her tracks. 
 “I just hate this place.” The house seemed to exude a reek of death and dying. She was overcome with fury and a sense of hopelessness. Exhausted, she stood still on the front step determined to focus on the present moment. She rummaged in her bag for the house keys.
“Now where are those keys…,” she exclaimed with exasperation. “Oh God, I’m turning into my mother…
Poor dad, if only he had realised. It all’s such a shame and I wish it hadn’t ended the way it did!” 
Crystyn clumsily fumbled with the key, turning it in the lock and opened the door. An unrelenting torrent of grimness confronted her. 
“It’s like opening Pandora’s box,” she thought as she entered the house shuddering. Placing her suitcase on the floor, she braced herself against the misery and bitter memories the sale would stir. 
It had been six months since her mother had passed away. The property had been locked up since then, except for when the estate agent let buyers in to view it. Most of the house had been emptied and was now bare except for a few bits of furniture. The place was suffused with suffocating memories of her father and mother.
“This place reeks! …it smells like a morgue …it needs fresh air and light,” she said and walked to the far end of the lounge to open the window. Gazing out, she recoiled at her view of St. Thomas’ churchyard, where both her father and mother now lay. The tragedy left Crystyn feeling betrayed, abandoned and immersed in desolation. They had both met terrible ends by their own hands.  Her thoughts blurred her vision. 
As she stared out, she noticed a cold mist had descended over the town, stealing the afternoon sun. Without the light, the house felt gloomy and dark, beckoning the mist inside.  Dank air brushed against her face, which made her breath catch and lock in her throat. She felt worse than ever since she entered the house that afternoon, in stark contrast to the freedom and emancipation she felt in Pembrokeshire. In this house, she felt she was one of the Dead. 
“I need a stiff drink,” she thought, as she pulled her Penderyn whisky out of her bag. She poured herself a double and allowed the smoothness of the single malt flow down her parched throat. She poured herself another and another, numbing the pain. A drowsy impassiveness took over, as she sank down onto the old sofa and fell asleep. 
An unceasing: ‘drip’, ‘drip’, ‘drip’ slowly filtered into her consciousness, making her gasp and waking her from a nightmare of crushing suffocation. An unbearable panic swamped over her. She jumped up completely disoriented in the dark and gloomy house, 
“What’s going on?” Listening closely, she located the source of the sound.
“Oh no, I just don’t need this now. This place is the bane of my existence,” she cried, looking up at the ceiling. Water was seeping through. 
‘It’s that blasted pipe again. The bloody plumber hasn’t fixed it…damn it, the buyers arrive tomorrow!” 
She hurried upstairs to investigate the problem. After turning off the water mains and making a call to the plumber, she went into her parent’s room and collapsed onto the bed only to leap back up in horror as she seemed to see the corpse of her dead mother there. Staring at the bed she marvelled how the house never failed to evoke sentiments that attacked her psyche.
Her mother had always been a fragile and delicate woman, with numerous ailments that she conveniently used whenever she had a desire not to be left at home alone. Neither Crystyn or her father could be out at the same time. She was warned as a child of her mother’s susceptibility to heart problems if anything upset her. Her father was always very gentle with her mother, giving into every fancy. After he had passed away it became Crystyn’s responsibility to take care of her, a daunting task. 
“I hated her unreasonable pouting and temper tantrums,” Crystyn recalled with annoyance.
Everybody supposed that Crystyn’s mother would die well before her father. He was a robust man who loved his sport, especially hunting, a hobby that Crystyn despised. 
“Guns are dangerous, dad,” she’d warn, “…besides, what pleasure can you get killing a wild creature?”
“Bah! Crystyn…live a little,” he would say, laughing.
That same afternoon he had gone out partridge shooting with his brother. He had called home, horrified. “I’ve done a terrible thing,” Crystyn recalled him saying. 
She tried to remove the thoughts from her mind, but they persisted. There was no closure with something as awful as this. 
“I’ve done something unforgivable,” he whispered. “…and there’s no going back!”
 “What is it dad?” 
“I can’t say, I feel terrible,” he sobbed. 
Seconds later she heard his shotgun go off. The ear-splitting sound resonated through her skull, shattering her eardrum. She froze, nailed to the floor, her pulse beating wildly. Had he intentionally shot himself and what was the “really bad thing that happened”?
Her father had shot himself in the head after accidentally shooting his brother, the police had informed her. She often questioned why he had killed himself. She knew killing his brother was bad enough but wondered if her mother had anything to do with his extreme reaction to it. 
“Was he afraid the shock might also kill her? Was that the final ‘straw’ that drove him to shoot himself?” The more she thought about it, the more Crystyn blamed her mother for both her father’s despair and her own anguish. She was angry at her father for being weak and for deserting her, but he still seemed to evoke a feeling of empathy.
After the incident, her mother was in a perpetual state of shock. The constant questioning by the police panicked Crystyn’s mother and made her even more controlling. In the face of her mother’s vulnerability, Crystyn felt weak like her father. Her mother responded to the increased chest pains and spasms she was experiencing with wild threats of her imminent death if Crystyn left the house, which made her feel even more claustrophobic and caught in a trap. 
Her mother’s cantankerous behaviour increased after Crystyn started applying for work close to home. She refused any help from care workers. 
“She was extremely selfish,” Crystyn thought to herself remembering the sense of the trap door closing as the money ran out. One morning Crystyn left home to attend a job interview. When she returned, she found her mother dead with an empty bottle of pills clutched in her hand. A cold chill prickled Crystyn’s neck as she remembered the incident. Guilt fought with relief.
“I cannot forgive her,” Crystyn murmured bitterly. She often wondered if her mother’s suicide was her spiteful way of teaching her a lesson. She felt stifled remembering the past, the darkness and the mist seemed to engulf her even with the window open. 
Crystyn remembered the mixed feelings of guilt and release as she escaped by relocating to St Davids and putting the family home in Lampeter up for sale. She loved the valley but its beauty overlaid horror and harsh memories. 
She recalled with relief how her little art studio and the artists’ group in Pembrokeshire had helped her to recover. She felt fortunate she had friends who gave her a profound support that she never received from her parents. 
The doorbell rang, jolting her back to reality. She breathed in with relief and hurried downstairs to open the front door.
“Hi I’m Jim…. your estate agent...,” he smiled, “are you Crystyn?” 
“Oh hello...yes I am!” Crystyn said, stepping outside to join him, “I wasn’t expecting to see you today.” The sense of oppression she had been feeling dissipated just as the mist had done, as soon as she left the house.
“That’s right. I was just passing by and saw the light on upstairs, so I thought I’d stop and check if you had arrived…I’ll see you tomorrow then.”
 “That’s sweet of you! I’ll see you tomorrow,” Crystyn replied. 
As soon as he turned to leave, she decided that she couldn’t spend even one night in that house. She was overcome by a sudden sense of tranquillity over her decision to sell. Crystyn was no longer held captive either by the house or her parents. The few turbulent hours she had just spent made her want to distance herself completely from the sordid memories. Relived, she grabbed her bags and walked out to check into a local bed and breakfast down the road. 
***

REFLECTIVE CRITIQUE

Approaches to Creative Sources has been an insightful module enabling me to evolve in my own capacity as a writer. The value of research, emphasised in the lectures, has enriched my creative practice. The lecturer’s feedback has allowed me to comprehend where I have been going wrong and improve my writing style, as I strive to produce work of publishable standard. 
The introduction to a diverse group of writers and literary genres, both contemporary and historical, has broadened my perspective. The creative approaches, writing techniques and imagination of these writers provide me with a framework for developing my own creative style. The literary and online independent research required by the module has been a catalyst for the development of original intuitive ideas. It has propelled me into reading more broadly and accumulating information through creative sources like online documentaries. I have enjoyed examining material and reading books on the life and works of Jack London, John Keats, Jack Kerouac, Sylvia Plath and TS Eliot. They inspire me with their writing style and literary techniques portrayed in their work. Hence, I have chosen to submit for this module my workshop pieces based on these writers and poets. Each of the writers covered in the module, including those I have not submitted in my portfolio, have influenced me with their own individuality and distinct style borne through their environment and personal experience, encouraging me to also adopt similar techniques in my own writing.
Separately, to relax I read both non-fiction and fiction books written by a diverse range of authors. George Orwell is my favourite author. His writing is simple with a captivating imaginative theme throughout. His books, particularly Nineteen Eight-Four and Animal Farm deal on topics that intrigue me. I enjoy Dan Brown and Stephen King as well. Their novels keep me completely absorbed in the narrative. 
These three writers and those chosen from the module influence my imagination and writing style through their human-interest narratives and themes tackling the stark realities of hope and fear in life. These characteristics are reflected in all my submitted workshop pieces.
I have split this critique into two parts: 
· Dic’s lectures 3 pieces (one extended and two short pieces)
· Ros’s lectures 2 pieces (one extended and one short piece)
Dic’s lectures:
(i) Jack London (an extended prose piece)
My extended piece On Piedmont Hill is based on Charmian reflecting on her relationship with Jack London after his death. My initial workshop piece was lengthy and had to be condensed. I have edited the piece focusing on Charmian’s thoughts making her the protagonist. I also eliminated excessive detail on London’s life history. I have adapted my work according to feedback received in class using literary techniques such as psychic distance. In addition to using Charmian’s voice in dialogue to bring her closer, her emotions are highlighted in the use of words such as “‘hated’ being alone”. Excessive adjectives for example ‘silver-sheen’ bay, ‘damp face’ ‘bleached by the midday sun’ have been removed. Imagery and figurative language have been employed such as “flecks of dust” to symbolise Jack’s ashes, while the ‘feather’ at the end depicts hope. Jack London’s tenacity to succeed instilled me with a similar determination. Following in his example I try to write from the experiences I have lived. His books have a simple language style and the traceable essence of his narratives along with his romantic imagination, his sympathetic personality and clever use of human interest are some of the key characteristics of his style that I have tried to adopt in my writing. The sad realities of life depicted by Jack London and the authors I read have influenced the thought behind this piece.
(ii) John Keats (a short prose piece)
I selected John Keats’ Ode to a Nightingale for a short piece. The grim uncertainties depicted by Keats and the authors I read are reflected in the writing of this piece.
John Keats’ work possess an energy and magic I would like to manifest in my own writing. I received encouraging feedback which emphasised I was able to bring in important themes centred on the nightingale. I did redraft and edit the piece by using crisper shorter sentences and removing detail such as - ‘English District’. 
This short piece is an imaginative replay of Keats in his final hours. Like Keats, through metaphors and symbols, I try to reveal Keats’ anguish and his own imaginative reality in his last hours. Keats’ room is like a ‘sepulchre’ while the nightingale signifies hope and companionship at this critical moment. The nightingale ironically sings, full-throated like an opera singer, bringing him immortality. 
(iii) Sylvia Plath, T.S. Eliot and Jack Kerouac, (three poems as part of a short piece): This short piece consists of three poems.
Sylvia Plath
‘Daddy and Ted’ is based on Sylvia Plath’s ‘Daddy’ and her husband Ted Hughes. Sylvia Plath’s own dilemmas and crisp writing style with a focus inspired this piece. The poem is short, precise in intent and has a rhyme. I did edit this piece three times before posting it to make it concise. ‘never-ending’ was replaced by endless, while ‘never remained happy’ changed to ‘I never found happiness’. Words such as ‘marauder’ have been used for Ted who stole her heart; while she ‘passionately drew in the reins’. ‘Unclasp’ is her releasing her grip on a bitter life through her ‘rashness,’ which is her suicide. 
T.S. Eliot
The poem ‘Sensually Alive’ is on T.S. Eliot, which depicts him as a phenomenal poet having full command of the language. It stresses his ability to inject the horrors of life eloquently into metaphors. It is this skill that inspires this piece and influences my style. My poem uses imagery to describe T.S. Eliot and his technique. I edited the lines often to ensure I was projecting my thoughts about the poet correctly such as ‘swords’ to ‘ink swords’; blowing to ‘bursting’.
Jack Kerouac
The poem ‘My Alter Ego and Dean’ is based on his book ‘On the Road’. ‘Sal’ the alter ego of the author Jack Kerouac describes his experience shared on the road with Dean Moriarty, in real life his friend Neal Cassady. The initial draft was haphazard. The poem was redrafted and edited with words and lines rearranged. The geographical route and their emotions: ‘numerous highs and lows’ are now confined to the beginning verses rather than throughout the poem. Jack Kerouac has a freedom in his style of writing which influenced my use of metaphors and symbolism to portray the whimsical carefree attitude of the two travellers. The brevity of lines has been maintained to create a rhythm in keeping with the beat movement. ‘Butterfly eyelashes’ ‘lipstick kisses’ and ‘pollen and pistol that purifies where added later. The resubmitted draft received a positive response. 
Ros’s lectures:
 (i) Combining memory, real-time observation and imagination for a narrative’ (an extended piece) 
This extended piece ‘Held Captive’ is based on combining memory, real-time observation and imagination for a narrative. The qualms and dreaded fears of life and death have been influenced by writers of this module especially Ketas and Sylvia Plath.  It also depicts themes used by authors I generally read. 
Initially, I wrote a complex plot that did not work for a piece of this size, so I changed the character and narrative using the same real-time observation to suit the feedback I received. The story is based on the protagonist’s relationship with her parents and her wish to sell the family home in Lampeter. It initially lacked the feeling of desolation, anguish, anger, betrayal felt by the protagonist and her despair to return to a house reeking of death. I edited the piece to include these emotions and to bring out her susceptibility. 
Real-time observation embedded into the story imaginatively includes the slopes with conifer trees, sheep, the autumn atmosphere, dripping water, dust spiralling into the air in the car park and the local graveyard.
(ii) Research analysis on a profession, setting and event converted into a narrative (a short piece)
For this short piece ‘The Blue Surfer’, I chose the profession of surfing and deep-sea diving as they evoke a carefree existence. I kept the language simple and easy to read, to reflect life on the beach. It has a simple narrative without a complex plot. I understand from the feedback I received in class that this style made it an enjoyable read. The first draft had long sentences and unnecessary adjectives which were removed. To write this narrative I had to do extensive research on the profession of a surfer and deep-sea diver and on the locations in Australia renowned for their surfing beaches.  The event I used was a cyclone that tore one of the Australian coastal towns to pieces. The story is based on the protagonist’s own personal life story of her relationships, life dilemma’s and regrets which have been influenced by the writing themes of the authors I generally read and have read for this module. 
Conclusion
To conclude, I have found the module Approaches to Creative Sources beneficial to my further development as a writer. It has allowed me to explore my own creative capacity by researching a range of resources including literary authors, poets and historical events, as well as real-time observation, combining this with imagination. This has enhanced my appetite for reading, for purposes of acquiring material for fuel for writing as well as for pleasure and relaxation. The module has assisted me to adopt a more focused approach to converging interrelated resources, and the feedback has made me aware of the expected standards required for publishing through the drafting, redrafting and editing of my work to cut out repetition and to curb my tendency to use excessive adjectives. I enjoyed all the sessions of the module and feel I have understood the importance of the critical approaches to writing.
***
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