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30th, December, 2018

Nobody feels words anymore. Don’t get me wrong, the words still make sense. The ability to understand the words has not changed. Only the ability to feel them. I saw a man reading a newspaper yesterday; he was not perplexed by what he was reading but as he told me, 

‘I don’t know whether or not I should put the newspaper down’. 

When I heard this. I felt nothing. The words he was using did not make me sympathise with him, nor did his words worry or surprise me. They were just words. We all still feel. Yet only through raw emotion. I stubbed my toe yesterday and felt anger. The only difference is now, when I explain my feelings, I cannot do so with any level of feeling. 

So what are words now? Some people have suggested they are tools used to gain power, yet that only works if a person can recognise the feeling of power within the words. The words would have to sound domineering, maybe threatening, passionate, rhetorical but none of them do since nobody feels anything within the words themselves. 

Some people have suggested it was always like this and we are only now realising it. Well that cannot work either. Surely we would have the feeling of realisation? Also, how were we feeling before when using our words? What changed to make us feel nothing when we use them now? 

The issue is. I have a thought or an idea. Perhaps a raw emotion. I look over to my pen and paper and have a compulsion to write. I do not tell myself before I start writing, “I am going to write” I simply have the feeling. Yet when I pick up the pen and write, after the first word, the emotion goes. 

So why am I writing right now? Because before I started writing I was confused. So confused I thought I would try and make sense of my thoughts about words having no feeling. So first I took out a sticky note and wrote: 

“Even though you don’t feel anything right now, you felt confused before writing on this sticky note, I think your emotions were trying to tell you something before you started using your words, try and document why words have no feeling and why that might have come about, you’ll have to look at this from a purely objective point of view considering as I am you and as I am writing this and as you are reading this and about to write something else, we both know none of us feel the words we write”. 

I guess I would be more confused if I did not start writing then. The only problem is, I do not feel confused right now. I know I am confused because the idea of words not making me feel anything does not seem very coherent. Yet, if I put the pen down, it would not make any difference than if I kept writing because I am not motivated through my confusion. So the sticky note was pointless. Then again, at the same time, it was not pointless at all. I am not motivated through any feeling of lethargy either. I know there is a contradiction here. I cannot stop writing but at the same time I most certainly can. 

I was about to argue with my father a few weeks back. When we realised we would lose interest in the argument, if we started talking, we both made the conscious decision, without verbal communication, to fight one another. We imagined our viewpoints on the subject as pictures and then became devoted quite violently to the integrity of those pictures. A primal reasoning came over the both of us; “whoever kills the other, wins the fight, not the argument”. There was no verbal communication with one another to have an argument. Secretly, I think we both wanted to kill each other in that moment, the only thing that ever stopped us was a dialogue. Instead of explaining ad hominems, circular arguments or fallated logic, I just imagined what I thought his picture was, I hated it. I knew if I said that I hated it, then I could not do anything about it because I would find myself in the position I am in right now, having no emotion to fend against the picture but no emotion to not fend against it. So instead I tried to kill him and then he tried to kill me. A site which I see a lot of lately. Not just with my father and I, but with people in the outside world. 

My emotions have shown me that this fight has been bothering me. I have the entire fight memorised. I thought my emotions might want me to write themselves down. I can do that to some extent. Despite not feeling them as I am writing, I can still remember, broadly speaking what they were during the fight and in light of the events that transpired. 

During the fight; anger and disgust. My father’s picture was bad. I know it was bad because I felt it was bad at that moment in time. Afterwards. Guilt. I think my emotions were trying to show me it is not right to murder my father.  

The reason I am telling you about my father and I, is because my emotions have made it somewhat clear to me that this is exactly the problem with words being detached from the emotions themselves. I see people acting like my father and I, and I hear people acting like my father and I. Every time I leave my house, presumably for the same reasons. People have just started killing each other. Sometimes one or more succeeds. Sometimes they are stopped just in time. However, nearly always, they walk away with the expression of guilt. I think my emotions are also trying to show me there is something wrong with everybody killing each other and if you are anything like me, they will probably tell you the same after you finish reading my letter. 

So there has to be a way to fix this problem and if I find a solution to the problem, that information will be shared, via this journal, with you, the reader. I think I am going to run out of things to think about and like the man with the newspaper, I cannot stay in such a contradictory state forever. So I think I will end here for now. 

Lecture- Garden Furniture, Eagles, Fireworks, Marilyn Monroe and Earth’s Core

Dirt

Garden furniture:
· Reclining
· Wood
· Chair
· Barbecue
· Summer
· Durable

Marilyn Monroe:
· Blonde
· Actress
· The 50’s
· The 60’s
· Kennedy
· White dress
· Pop art
· Pin up posters
· Denied more ‘serious roles’
· Started her own acting company
· Christmas movies?
· Diners for some reason
· Golden globe
· Barbiturates
· Hollywood
· Americanization
Earth’s core:
· Hot- Feature  
· Equator- Opposition
· Volcanos- Opposition
· Hell- Feature
· Mining
· The book Journey to the Centre of the Earth
· Geology
· Inferno
· Iron
· Digging PAST the equator to end up in China
· Hot coals
· Past the dinosaurs
· Mineral
Eagles:
· America
· Bald Eagles
· Flying
· Worms
· Eyes similar to humans
· Talons
· Feathers
· White headed
· Soaring
· Descended from reptiles
· The eagle from the muppets
Fireworks:
· Explosion
· 5th of November
· Christmas again
· New Years
· Many colours
· Loud noise
· Potentially dangerous
· Rockets
· Celebration
· St Patrick’s Day
· Whizzbangers
· Sparklers-



Boston, 1958, Roxbury. In a diner on the 7th of March, St Patrick’s day, a woman working in a diner, at roughly 8 o’clock in the evening, is waiting tables. The day has a specific sentimental value to her since she has Irish-American heritage. Her appearance is tired and bitter through years of working at the diner. The diner, to her, is a direct symbol of the false promises of the American dream. All we see in the opening scene is her, sitting behind the diner counter in a white uniformed dress, hiding the exterior of the rest of the diner. She is speaking to us, her audience, about the tribulations of not just, the miserable day-to-day of her work, but the reality that she may never achieve her dreams.

Cait:

I can’t believe my great grandparents ever settled on these rocks. If anybody ever tells ya America’s where dreams are made, tell ‘em they’re a fool or a damned liar. I think China’s the only place worse than this. Trust me, that soaring bald eagle? In all those patriot posters? He’s not all feathers, he’s got some sharp talons too.

Cait rolls her eyes over to the diner’s radio as it gives news of Senator John F. Kennedy’s re-election to his second term.

Cait:

It’s the same every Christmas and New Years too. Dragged over hot coals at this diner just to make a scratch of money. Put on the same stupid uniform for work, walk through streets with dangerous thugs, get barbecue sauce on the same uniform after spillin’ an order. ‘Cait? Can you work an extra shift?’ ‘Cait? We need you to work all through Summer’.Just once it’d be nice to go outside and see rockets in the air, whizzbangers, go to a party under a gazebo, get some sparklers.

A hand comes into frame as Cait is talking. A plate of food has been placed in front of her with a table number. She picks up the food and moves from the first frame of the counter, to the rest of the diner. As she walks to the designated table, we see a stereotypical, Americanized looking diner. There is a plethora of pop art across every wall in many different colours. A pin up poster model in a Leprechaun costume as an insulting reminder to Cait about what day it is. Worse yet, the diner is more or less empty apart from the one table with the order.

Cait:

I keep my chin up though. See I’m gonna make it big as an actress. I can just picture it. Maybe even start my own company in years to come; fly across states, maybe live out in the woods somewhere, real hot food. Hell, what a great life that’d be. Just need to get the right roles really, instead of an extra in all these low budget Christmas movies.

Cait places the food in front of the appropriate table and, for the first time, breaks her monologues with the audience in order to briefly speak to the gentleman who placed the order. He has blonde hair and is sitting in a reclining chair next to the diner’s door. He is alone and looks quite studious with a variety of papers and books in front of him.

Cait:

Here’s your order, sir.

The focus is on Cait standing over this gentleman whilst smiling. The gentleman, on the other hand, looks irritated by her presence and somewhat perplexed by the fact she has interrupted his study.

The Gentleman:

Oh, yeah. Thanks but in future, just leave it on the table. I’m in the middle of something rather important and you’ve just cut me off. I can’t remember what I was doing now thanks to you.

Cait:

Oh. I’m sorry sir, I’ll leave you alone.

The gentleman’s voice raises slightly.

The Gentleman:

You don’t get it do you? What I’m doing here is very important. Not that you, a waitress in some diner somewhere would get that that. I am studying to be a Geologist. A word, I imagine you’ve not heard before. My thesis is on the relation volcanoes have with the equator and how the mining industry may be indirectly causing irregular activity from said volcanoes. So, if you don’t mind, I’d rather not be disturbed.

Cait backs away slowly, the way she came. Trying rather sharply to return to the counter in order to talk to the audience about the gentleman’s behaviour.

Cait:
See the sort of shit I have to deal with here? If he’s not careful, I’ll put him in the ground further than the fuckin dinosaurs if he loves dirt so much. Just because he’s got the money for a fancy degree and I’m working here, he has the nerve to look down on me. Everybody working here is twice as smart as him but we don’t feel the need to go around boasting about it. We work our asses off here and he walks around town talking to people like that and then expects a big celebration after all his, ‘hard work’. If I ever do make it as an actress, I’ll give him what for.

Cait, pauses, the frame moves over to the gentleman as does Cait’s head. Both her and the audience are watching him eating.

Cait:

Ya see? That’s the problem with this town. The real people don’t get a break. Him and his crew live in big houses soaring over the rest of us and they just want to know if we’re durable enough to stay alive and work for them til’ we die. Fuck ‘em. He’ll probably settle down with a fake, superficial trophy wife who only wants his money and also guzzles a bottle of barbiturates a day just to stomach being married to ‘em. Meanwhile, I’m gonna be here, going in and out of that inferno of a kitchen, sweatin’ my ass off making sure I’ve taken his order.That eagle is starting to look more and more like the one from the muppets. A joke. I’m not stupid. I know it’s unlikely I’ll make it in film, big films anyway. I’ll still be working here through the 60’s and 70’s. The brown hair on my head will go white headed in a year or two and I’ll have to use my neighbours iron to get the creases out of my uniform for years to come.Better get used to it. And better get used to servin’ HIM.

The phone makes a sudden loud noise and the frame comes back to Cait. She looks annoyed by the prospect of breaking the conversation to answer it but does so anyway.

Cait:

Argh, sorry, gimme a second. Company phone.

Picks up the phone to break from speaking to the audience momentarily.

Cait:

Hello? How may I help you?

Yes this is Cait.

Really? When?

You absolutely sure?

You got no idea how happy you’ve made me, sir, I could literally cry right now thank you.

Suddenly, Cait has an explosion of energy, not being able to control her breathing over the positive news. Surprised and wide eyed, she returns her attention to audience.

Cait:

My agent got me a part! I can’t believe it! Journey to the Center of the Earth! I’ve gotta go home and tell everybody. Tell my brothers. I bet that asshole over there would watch it. Ha! I really am gonna be a star.

A cheeky smirk comes over Cait’s face.

Cait:

But, before I do anything. There’s one thing I have to do first.

Cait disappears momentarily from frame in order to go into the kitchen. We are left hearing her quite loudly sharing the news with the chef and the other kitchen staff. Laughing is heard, cheering, people clapping and then a quick silence. The silence is followed by the sound of a fridge door opening and the top being removed from a glass bottle. 30 seconds later, Cait returns to the original frame of the counter. With a bottle of mineral water in her hand.

Cait:

Come, watch this.

We pan across the room as Cait begins walking, until we are back to her standing over the gentleman from earlier.

Without giving the gentleman time to look up, Cait splashes the bottle across his face.

Cait:

And a nice fuck you before I leave this place. Go back to Northeastern if you don’t like being disturbed by lowly waitresses such as myself. What? Ya think ya better than me? Because you like the ground? So do worms and they probably have more charm than you do. See ya never.

Cait immediately steps outside into the street outside. She is greeted by the festivities of the remaining hours of St Patrick’s Day. She stands in front of the audience and speaks to them for the final time.

Cait:

Free at last. Maybe this place ain’t so bad. Next stop is Hollywood for my Golden Globe. Can’t wait for 1959.



Lecture- Israel and Palestine

The Window


Her house was always cold
 Even in winter
She made the conscious effort
 To remain with her heating off
Embracing the harshness of winter
Close to her window
She would look scathingly on the world outside
 Indiscriminately judging man, woman or child
Behind her frosted window
Wrapping each calloused hand around her walking stick
Calculating a new set of reasons why each passerby
Could be worse than the last
The wheelchair fixed in position
Directing her towards the window each day
Merely to frown through glass
She made a nest out of her negativity
Not because she liked to feel that way
But she wished to enhance her feelings
Of bitterness and resentment while perched in her nest
The world made her what she was
And this was her protest against the world
 
When not making austere glances to the adjacent street
She would sit and think of her past
Meditating upon the years removed from her
The purpose of this exercise, was not to forget
But refuse to forgive
Imprinting her own brand of anger
Constantly in her mind
This is why she kept the photographs
Be they of her Mother or the others
Names were forgotten of course
Since the only symbolic meaning she could find
Was in their ill stricken faces
These photographs were not a celebration of the dead
The half starved bodies in those pictures
Were a motivational tool
For her soul to remain in the past
Refusing to leave the camps
 By bringing them to Bethlehem
 
Aided in her task of revamping the terrible
She would often use the television
Be it the history channels
Documentaries surrounding the accounts of survivors
Whom she secretly envied for their strong wills
Fictional war films
Actual war films
Today she was lucky in her search for a memory
Lucky for a memory of the ‘good old days’
Schindler’s List
3 hours and 15 minutes to recharge all the resentment
Enough necessary to sit back in her chair
By the window
After a day spent contemplating the tribulations of her life
And boring into the eyes of strangers
She moved her wheelchair to the centre of the room
And turned on her television
Only to find, her television did not want to work
As if it grew tired of her contempt
She would turn it on
And the television would go back to sleep
 
On the phone with the television repairs
She heard the voice of a young Palestinian
Not that she noticed
She regarded Jew, Muslim, German, human all the same
Irredeemable
She passed judgement on all people regardless of creed
And after the phone call was done
She went back to her window
To size him up as he would walk to her door
 
As his car pulled into view
She kept her stonelike demeanor
But felt moved when she saw this man step out from his car
A man roughly 20 to 25
You would think he would look vibrant
Yet he looked like her
Her 90 years matched his hardened face
His body hunched forward
Dragging his feet along the freezing winter earth
All her years manifested themselves in his body
However
He was smiling
And laughing
He looked so ill
Yet he looked so capable of bearing the harsh winter
He could face the adversities of the world
With a sense of boyish bravery
Looking at the young man from her window
She felt embarrassed
A sense of shame hung over her
As she realised just how long
She had sat by that very window
Asking not what she could do for the world
In light of her suffering
More, what the world can do for her
She also felt her soul realign
Stepping out from the darkness
Admiring the figure trudging towards her footsteps
She found an ideal in him
Perhaps a long lost ideal from her youth
She had now ceased the need for her television
She only wanted to turn her heating on
And shelter him from the cold 

Lecture- Gothic

Forest Walls 

For every step she took, more trees would appear. They would come out from the darkness and greet her after hearing each crunch of dead leaves beneath her feet.  Laying more wreaths of dead leaves onto the path in front of her, to lead the way. They would come and go. They would come into the light from the darkness and leave her again, returning to their place of origin. There was no use looking towards the stars. The trees had covered the whole sky and enveloped the world around her. There was no way of knowing whether the trees really lead the way but beyond the leaves, they were all that existed, so she had no choice but to trust them. Their looming power above the sun forced her trust in them. 

Despite being lost, she often felt protected in the forest. As though returning to the outside world after all her walking would be a worse fate than remaining in the forest. She knew what could hurt her here. It could either be her or the forest. She was either captivated by the forest or a captive of the forest. The forest decided her path and she would walk it. 

The dead leaves never seemed to smell dead. Their scent was always fresh, green, which to her, always seemed rather perplexing. It was hard to tell which part of the leaves had died; the essence or the appearance. The dead leaves would fall and lie across the already existing piles. The stench of the pile was stronger at the bottom than the top. She hated that stench since she always felt it was working in reverse. 

The trees had their own particular hum. Neonatal and fertile. She often thought they could not be very old, just judging by her nose alone. 

Yet her eyes bore a different story. All that was ever in front of her was a couple more trees and then, blackness. Constant, never ceasing blackness. She could never know what was ahead nor could she stand the aimlessness of always walking in what appeared to be nothing. Like a lost child. An innocent, naive drifter void of any true meaning. Turning back, seeing her footsteps traipsing back into the forest’s only other direction was no use either. She had followed that chord before and she knew, for whatever reason, going back to where she started would never place her outside the forest. 

One day, she had an idea. To mark a tree along her path. If she saw the tree again, she would know that she definitely was lost. Taking her knife from her pocket she carved the word, ‘lost’ into the tree. The tree released its slow fluid of sap as she dug the knife into its trunk. After leaving the tree to bleed, she carried on. 

She felt as though she had been walking for miles. Her trust in the trees was diminishing quickly She was beginning to rely only on herself, a prospect which greatly agitated the trees. The warm shelter of the forest was becoming increasingly more suspicious to her; as though she had been there far too long. Yet she still kept to the path, never going off road. Off road always looked more uncertain and tremulous than sticking to the path. The walls of the forest looked thick with trees and to go off path may mean never refinding the path again. 

Kicking her feet through the leaves, she kept going. Onward down the path, through the never ending forest. Her feelings of being protected had turned to resentment. Her feelings towards the forest odors increased. The feeling of captivation was now lost; renewed with a feeling of breaking out of the forest walls. 

One day, when walking, she came across a familiar tree. A tree with, ‘lost’ carved into its trunk. She was correct. The forest really was aimless if you stick to the path. She had no other choice now, but to go off road. To create her own path. To push her way through the forest instead of going in circles. By now, she had surpassed the use, to listen to the trees. She was ready to go out into the unknown. 

Lecture- Death and Rebirth

The Passage of Time

The clock was still ticking.
 
Not that he noticed. What was time to him? Whether he kept his schedule at 10:43 or 10:44, it really made no difference. His only requirement was to do it. The ticking was just noise, synchronizing to his dull, lifeless heartbeat.
 
His head facing downwards, too tired to look up. His head and body still aching after all those years. Not that it mattered. He had gone beyond the migraines, the insomnia, the fatigue, the chest pains, the exhaustion, the passing out. Whatever the world could do physically, bore nothing on what had already happened and more importantly, how he felt in that moment.
 
The clock continued ticking.

Each tick rebounded off the light-blue walls of his home office. He sat in his wooden office chair, with his arms lazily placed on the table desk, responding to the ricochet of the walls with a slow, mechanical exhale. Oblivious to the mess in front of him. The bills, the mortgage payments, the newspapers, the magazines, the leaflets, the takeaway menus, the dusty bible, the letters from concerned friends and family, the letters from concerned doctors, the letters from concerned councillors and the letters from the police. His ceiling light mapped out his entire desk and he looked only at the rope he placed before him ten minutes ago. 

He stood slowly. Scanned the room quickly. Grabbed the rope in his right hand and the back of the chair with his left. Face pointing towards his floorboards, he proceeded to drag the chair 8 feet across the room and position it under the beam of his office ceiling. The only sounds, his clock and the scratching of wood pulled against wood. 

He climbed the chair and slung the rope around the beam. The chair had elevated his weight, so his head met with the beam, face to face. With each new knot he tied, the ceiling light would mimic his task with a cruel depiction of a shadow-like figure performing the same set of actions on the floor beneath his feet. 

With every knot properly tied, he carefully placed the noose over his head and tightened it around his neck, listening for any sound which was not the everpresent ticking. 
 
Refusing to move his head up, he stood thinking of her. All the would-be memories they could have made. Every film they would miss, every joke they would not hear, every food still untried, every birthday or Christmas erased, every holiday erased, every bowling tournament erased. He knew how much she loved bowling. She was always so competitive and any problem she had, she could work her way around. Anything. She was his rock and he needed her in that moment. 

The ceiling light reflected a contorted frown across his face. She had been gone for 3 whole years now. He stood thinking of all the nights he spent at work neglecting her. He really was working for both of them. He wanted to build a happy life for both of them but in the process, he began ignoring her to focus on work. He thought if they simply had money, the the rest would fall into place. Suddenly, he realised. His work had become such a priority that he had no idea whether she was unhappy or not. He never actually asked. However, if he did not know now then he would never know and if he did not ask then, considering he lost her 2 years ago, he would never get to ask. All he was required to do at this point was, do it. 
 
The clock carried on ticking and he tightened his nooce further.
 
It seemed somewhat silly, even comical, that the chair he stood on was the difference between life and death. The gatekeeper between this world and the next. A final destination predicated upon mere flimsy wood. The chair had travelled all the way from Ikea to aid him in his last minutes on earth and was willing to sacrifice the rank of tree in order to do so. His last minutes were fated within its very oak.
 
He adjusted his right foot, eager to kick back the chair he stood on. He clenched his fists, closed his eyes and breathed deeply. All thoughts of her were gone and all that remained was the determination to alleviate his pain. He was not afraid. Nor was he angry. His pulse and the ticking of the clock were one and the same, never out of sync. He would leave the world calm and on his own terms.
 
Yet before he could continue with his task, he heard the sound of a key in his front door. He knew full well only two people owned a key to his house. It was her. Raising his head up towards the ceiling light he felt as though he were a new man. A man, void of physical ailments and a man glowing with potential. Transfixed with his ceiling light, he could see all the possibilities of what they could both become; each possibility radiant throughout time. He smiled for the first time in years and the light reflected reverently off his face, reawakening him.

Had the police found her? Did she decide to come back? Did she ever want to leave and was this the best chance to return to him? Did he have a guardian angel who watched over her, bringing her back into his life? 

His heart played a new rhythm in syncopation with the clock. 

Loosening the noose around his neck, pulling it off his head, he leaped onto the floor from his office chair. Laughing to himself, in the midst of the brightness of those light blue walls, he quickly grabbed the handle of the door and pushed it open. Determined to beat her to the corridor he tapped each foot as fast as he could down his stairs and when he reached the bottom, he halted at the door.  

As she opened the door he stood with his mouth open, waiting for her to speak.
 
“Dad? I’m home”.

Reflective Critique:

Due to Creative Writing not being my degree title or a subject I specifically study, I have sometimes looked towards my own field of study in order to create various themes within my portfolio pieces. I felt as though blending aspects of Philosophy which have interested me, alongside Creative Writing, gave me a greater position to write stories relating to the assignments given. A good example could be the story I wrote for the magic realism assignment. A man, writing a journal in a world in which nobody feels any emotion behind the words they say, hear or read. I was intending on using such an angle as a criticism of postmodernism. If all words are void of any real value then dialogue breaks down and slowly, as I tried to show through my story, a form of primal violence takes hold.

Similarly, the poem of the Jewish woman, living in Israel, was supposed to have an overarching theme of existential resentment. A feeling of longstanding bitterness in which the person feeling bitterness, projects their feelings of hostility onto something else. In the case of the Jewish woman, the events she went through in the holocaust have caused her to be resentful to the entire world and merely judge passers by.

With each portfolio piece I made, I tried to make sure I kept a theme in mind but in hindsight, I think I sacrificed too much time in applying the theme and not enough time on story structure, who the audience for the pieces was supposed to be, whether the stories actually read well and whether or not the writing was relatively well controlled.

To give an example of a piece which focused far too much on theme would be the piece written for the FOCUS lecture in which we had to write down what came to mind after we were given 5 different words. The theme was supposed to be about the nobility of the common man/woman. However, the theme feels forced and I put no time into developing the main character’s persona. The main character comes across as obnoxious and self absorbed rather than a character the audience can empathise with. I also do not entirely see why I thought it would be necessary to make that specific piece into a script.

I did however, turn to other places to find themes for my portfolio pieces. During this module, I was reading Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punishment and became interested in the very sporadic change in personality for the main character. I liked the idea that one person can become two people in a regenerative sense and thought such a theme could work for the assignment on death and rebirth. To have a character worn out by life and close to death suddenly, in a short space of time, come forth as an entirely new person seemed like the perfect theme for death and rebirth.

The portfolio piece for the part of the Gothic lecture again seemed as though more time was spent on the theme than the actual structure of the story. The descriptive language seemed to be trying too hard to prop up the main theme of the story. Growing up and becoming self-reliant was supposed to be the main theme but the language used throughout seemed to always pander to that fact. The forest was supposed to be depicted as a womb, whilst having a parental relationship with the main character. The main character slowly begins to realize that the forest (like parents) cannot protect her forever.

Despite all of the stories having quite depressing and melancholic elements to them ranging from suicide to the humdrum life of work, they generally seem to have a happy ending. I believe I may have done this because I like the idea, no matter how bad the situation could be, there is a vague possibility it could improve. A redeeming factor for a character or a sudden turn in luck. In fact, I believe this may be the reason why I chose Dirt, The Window and The Passage of Time for my portfolio piece because they end on rather positive, life affirming terms.

The other two portfolio pieces, 30th/December/2018 and Forest Walls, were warnings more than anything else. One, the danger of treating dialogue/language as ultimately meaningless and the other, about the issues of not growing up. Again, being so wrapped up in themes rather than other elements of fiction writing, meant the characters were often undescribed and sometimes nameless. In both these stories, that is the case and it is also the case in The Passage of Time.

Either the main characters are vague in character or the other characters are vague and without description. Cait, the diner waitress has barely any description nor does the man in the diner with her. Side characters in the pieces are either described as, ‘blonde’ or, ‘a man with a newspaper’. I believe, more than anything, this is what I should take away from the module to learn from; to adapt characters. The scenery is described relatively well but the characters who inhabit are not.

Bibliography:

Dirt- Now I’ve quite the diner, might go and meet the ‘gal pals’.
Dirt- I’d be the envy of every pin up poster model.

Dirt- Send him to hell if he likes the ground so much.

The Passage of Time- The ceiling light shone down before him to reveal his dusty bible.

The passage of Time- The only sound was wood screeching across the floor

The Passage of Time- With every knot, necessarily tied properly, he tightened his nooce.

30, December, 2018- I do not tell myself before I start writing, ‘I am going to write, because if I did, I might put the pen down again.











