Creative Sources Portfolio 

 3 SHORT PIECES
Piece 1
Primate art

Dear Isaac Tobias Issues(I know, it’s spelt Eschewes, but how could I resist making a pun on such a hilarious name?),
I heard you have an interest in animal life, particularly of the primate persuasion. Our esteemed friend Elizabeth Falcondale, the high-class zookeeper and renowned socialite is exhibiting an entire houseful of chimpanzees and gorillas on Friday. Apparently she’s trained the fellows as artists, and she wants them to do a massive still-life portrait of an entire crowd of nude people! So you can tell there’s ton of amusement to be had. I’d like you to come and visit her with me, so that we might get a good portrait done by the primates, and possibly impress a few of the ladies with our stunning bodies, eh? You have to pay 1 pound for removing your clothes, though, so that she can determine whether we bring beautiful bodies or if we just put on patterned model shirts to hide our fatness, because if you’re not well-toned, then the gorillas aren’t going to work with you. So stop sneaking those fatty puddings behind your wife’s back, old boy!
Incidentally, do you remember old Henry Chaise-Longue(we called him the Chair on account of his funny gait)? Apparently he’s bought a Saltwater crocodile from someone in Australia and he now uses it to get back at anyone who used to bully him. Lizzie Falcondale harbours affections for him, I hear, so if he should happen to attend the party, and he sets the croc fellow on you, feel free to order a sheet of paper and slap him in the head repeatedly until he stops biting your leg. If the paper doesn’t work, get hold of a Bunnie Automatic Hairdryer and blow it down those upturned nostrils. Crocodilian hayfever’s a splendid thing, isn’t it?
If you should have trouble connecting to your e-mail or wifi, try it out in the bathroom, but please remember to flush the toilet after you go, because the urinal’s supposed to save up to 100, 000 litres of valuable drinking water all year, and people have complained about the stench.
I look forward to seeing you at the party, old boy. Bring your best clothes (for however long you’ll be wearing them), and 1 pound, and remember, writing poetry is an act of discovery.
Yours sincerely, James Ponty Crassparrot. 

Piece 2
Kerouac

Have you ever heard of a man called Jack?
Better known by his last name of Kerouac.
For the Beat Generation we know him still,
Along with his good friends Allan and Bill.

In the Massachusetts he first came to be,
In a lively mill-town in the mid-19th century.
He lived with Leo, his father, and Gabby, his mother,
And (until he died), Gerard, his older brother.

The Great Depression brought them troublesome thoughts,
His father turned to drinking, Jack turned to sports.
But in 1939 his life was filled with pizzazz, 
When he got introduced to the culture of jazz. 

In 1944, he met four men at C.U.-
Allan, Bill, Lucien and Herbert too. 
They had a vision for society,
Promoting their own views of equality. 

Jack met with his friends for a private chat,
Said, “I want to write a novel, how about that?
I’m going on a travel; it’s gonna be great,
a quirky adventure from state to state!”

“Alan, Will, you’re gonna be in it too,
We’ll pick some mellow hotels, sleep in rooms with a view,
We’ll take drugs and sing songs in our humble abode.”
Then his friends replied, “Jack, we’re hitting the road!” 

They caught bus after bus across the USA,
Cars proved too expensive? They wouldn’t pay!
They attracted a crowd of wild spectators,
Playing jazz in New Orleans with the alligators. 

They lived it up at night, cutting the rugs.
Experimenting with recreational drugs.
Searching for sex, they went on the prowl,
And after they got it, boy, didn’t they howl! 

They lived their life, they lived it like they pleased:
They got women pregnant, they got riddled with disease.
They spent their nights in jail just because they slept with men,
And when the morning started, they just did it yet again.

Jack and his friends were happy with their country-hopping games,
But when he wrote the story, he had to change their names.
He became Sal Paradise, Alan was Carlo Marx,
And William was Old Bull Lee, who gave off bright sparks.

61 years later, they’re the pride of the State,
Jack’s birthday in Lowell is a cause to celebrate.
If you want to find out more, then give that book a try-
On The Road, the story of a pretty groovy guy! 

Piece 3
The Overthrow

11th September, 1973. 

All is chaos.  The rifles are barking. Planes scream overhead, people scream in the plaza. I press myself against the wall while the soldiers rage past. Our country is not a perfect one, I will be the first to admit that. There are workers bullied in the streets, and the big moneys line the pockets of the politicians. But under Allende, our system is stable enough. He aimed to build a peaceful, united social front to get rid of the criminales. 
But now all that is past us. The streets are flooded with soldados, Pinochet’s little gun dogs, en route to the Moneda. And I have to get out of here. As soon as I am sure the streets are clear, I step out, taking care to hide my baton inside my rucksack.
Que ironía. I am a policeman, an enforcer of the law. But these soldados, they profess to serve the law also. And as far as they are concerned, we have less power than they. I race through the streets, spotting tunics everywhere. Only a few are Carabineros evacuating the civilians. The rest are soldados, with iron helmets and iron faces, clutching rifles, glaring with eyes that hunger for blood, for conquest. The screams of civilians clash with the yells of the soldiers, voices deepened like the jaguar’s. Windows are smashed, doors are kicked, anyone who charges at the soldiers is beaten back. Babies are screaming, women are crying, men are bleeding. Ustedes monstrous! Ten piedad de estras personas! 
I stagger round the corner, just in time to see a couple pulled from one another by a soldado in his mid-thirties with thin lips and thick hands. The woman’s hair is loose and frayed, grasped in the soldado’s left hand. The man has a black nose and a bleeding cheek. Three other soldados restrain the man, while the woman is shoved onto her knees in the rough granite, the thick-handed soldado drawing a massive baton of his own and raising it as though he wishes to bludgeon off her head. 
“Detener!” I shout, drawing my own baton and charging across to him. “Let go of them! Get out of here!”
The thick-handed soldado grins at me with all the warmth of a piranha. “Do you know who I am, sargento?”
“I know who you are, Teniente Martillo! And I am ordering you to let this couple go! This is Allende’s city!”
He laughs coldly. “Allende is not in charge of this country anymore, Sargento Águila. We answer to Pinochet! And people who refuse to support him must be punished!”
He raises his baton and I sweep out and catch him across the left eye. He screams and releases the woman, hand flying to his eye. Her husband leans back and slams his head into the face of the soldado stood behind him, breaking their nose. I raise his wife to her feet and hold her close, while the other soldados let the husband go to free up their own hands for guns. I pull out my own gun from my rucksack with my free hand, pointing between all three of them. 
“Stay calm, senora,” I say to her. “I will get you and your husband out of this…” But I do not get to say more, for a hard hand grasps my neck from behind, and I feel hot raging breath in my ear.
“You shouldn’t have done that, sargento,” Teniente Martillo snarls at me. With his other hand he holds his baton against the woman’s cheek. “Now my boys will shoot you, and these traidores, and we will put you in with the rest of the dissidents, and no-one will know what you have done for your-“
CRACK! A miniature eruption of blood sprays from his head, staining my cheek and the woman’s hair. For a few moments he stands behind us, and then his monstrous hands slip from both our necks, and I hear his body hit the ground like a sandbag. The three soldados lower their guns, incredulous, and then I see the green tunics of nine Carabineros, racing forth with loaded rifles. Capitan Delfín clicks a pistol and fires again, this time, hitting one of the soldados in the shoulder. He screams and drops his rifle, and his two comrades lower their own rifles and sprint away, while Delfín lifts the man with one shoulder, gritting his teeth and pocketing the revolver.
“Capitan!” I call, finally releasing the woman. “Thank you for the help!”
“At ease, Sargento,” he replies. “We heard there was trouble in the plaza. We’ll take this couple back to the ambulance. Senor, senora, what are your names?”
“Esteban Palcondor,” the man replies, rubbing the back of his head where he headbutted the soldado.
“Maria Palcondor,” the woman adds, massaging her neck.
“We have an ambulance waiting within twenty minutes of this plaza. They will take you to a hospital in Bolivia. Do you have anyone here in Santiago we should know about?”
“No,” Maria replies. “We are Argentinians, Capitan. We were on honeymoon here, and these soldados broke into the hotel and pulled us here. I do not know what they have done to the rest of the guests.”
“We are not staying here to find out,” the Capitan replies. “We have to leave now. The Palace will offer no comfort soon.”
“What has happened, Capitan?” I ask.
“President Allende is dead, Sargento,” he replies, and I spot a tear in one green eye. “The soldados say he shot himself. Augusto Pinochet holds the Palace now.” 
For a few seconds I am quiet. Our beloved president- the one man who promises to raise our country out of the misery of the juntas- dead? By his own hand? HOW DARE THEY DO THIS?! HOW DARE THEY DISHONOUR HIS NAME?! I WILL PUNISH THEM!!!
I find myself racing forwards and drawing my handgun, and barely notice the Capitan’s arms winding around me and pulling me back. I writhe, I bawl, I scream. 
“PINOCHET!!!” I rage.  “HAS MALDECIDO A ESTA CIUDA!! HAS MALDECIDO A NUESTRA GENTE!! NOS HAS MALDECIDO A CHILE!!” 
I feel my knees slump below me and I sink to the ground, sobbing like an infant. The Captain pats my shoulders, tears lining those rough cheeks too.
“No, Joaquin,” he growls bitterly. “We have cursed ourselves.” 

Two extended pieces

Piece 1

Jack and Charmian 

Yes, I knew Charmian Kittredge. Loads of people in Los Angeles knew her. She first came into the world in November 27, 1871, at a railroad spot. Her father was a poet, her mother owned a hotel. When she was six, her mother died of valley fever and she was sent to live with her childless aunt and uncle. She learned about the arts from her aunt and typing and accounting from her uncle. And then she moved to Berkeley to learn arts and crafts. I was also learning there. I was foreign royalty, living by the coast, learning arts and vital skills. I wasn’t like the men she knew. I was deeper, more complex, the type of person she thought unique to ancient stories. And my swimming skills were above the average person; I lived on the ocean. We got along very good, but we were never more than friends, despite the fact that she didn’t view sex as anything to be ashamed of. She was a woman with a vision, always struggling to improve herself. And she made quite the scene in public, riding her horse with both legs astride, instead of side-saddle like most women were supposed to do.. She worked as a secretary for a San Francisco shipping company, and lots of people in Berkeley liked her and knew about her. She received plenty of attention from men, but she never married any of them. We still met up, chatting about poetry down by the harbour inns. I recall one time I attacked a man for talking foul rumours about her. We were inseparable, me and her. We were like siblings in all apart from blood.  
Then in 1900, she met him. Jack. He stepped in to a lunch with her and her aunt, and they got to talking. He was five years younger than her, with windswept curly Greek hair, a tanned and charismatic expression, and a passionate thinking mind that matched hers. They were both…captivated by one another. And when he met me… he’d never met anyone like me before. We used to meet up by the water, sharing secrets on our pasts, our lives, our interests. 
Three years later, we met him again while he was on a trip with his family- his two children, whom he treasured, and his wife, Bessie Maddern for whom the spark of passion had long since failed to ignite. Friendship slowly blossomed into affection, affection into love. Her mind, her spirit, her passion is I think what drew them together. While she knew womanly skills, hers was not an entirely house-centered mind, and she could sport and read with great skill. In 1905, Jack and his wife dissolved their marriage, and Charmian soon sported a ring upon her own finger. They moved to a mountain farm, Beauty Ranch for their honeymoon, and it was theirs for as long as they lived together, but they could never leave the sea behind. Soon enough, they returned to visit me on their ship, and while at night they sang to the crew and made wild, liberated love, by day they sat with me upon the waves, and I shared with them the secrets of the sea. My experiences aided both their writing, and whenever they visited the coast, they always awaited their gracious friend. 
Sadly, though I soon found a wife of my own and bore many children, their own marriage remained childless. One died within the womb, another lived only for a few hours. I mourned with them, but they continued, working on their farm, writing for the masses. And I was there for advice and support.
Then, in 1916, Jack died, his kidneys destroyed by disease. We cried together, me and Charmian, and then she strengthened herself. She returned to the Beauty Ranch, keeping it rich and unsold. She was strong, my almost-sister. While her stepsister kept the farm running, she travelled across continents selling her husband’s books and writing her own biography on their life together. She worked alongside her stepdaughter Joan in writing their story. She supported young and talented artists in sharing their own visions with the world. She attended theatrical outings, plays, balls and operas. She loved other men, gifted men, but she never remarried. But I was always there for her. And when she, too, died, I lit the flames, and brought her home to plant her alongside Jack on the grounds of her own farm. And then, I had to leave, beyond the mountain, and back to the sea.
Who am I, you ask? Where did I come from? What is my name? You shall never know, nor shall others who do not know of me tell you. For I am a Triton, a prince of the ocean. And who asks the people of the sea what business they have with the people of the land? 
Piece 2
Hunting a hunter 

Uganda. The Queen Elizabeth National Park. The grass is tall and vibrant green, the sky is clear. Twenty feet from where I sit there is a wide lake. Around the rims it is dry and cracked and white like meringue, but closer to the centre it is brown and dark, like café. The air is rich with the calls of hornbills, and the odd whinny of zebras in the background. And I am sitting in a tree, smelling like leopard, with only a walkie-talkie and my machete to keep me company. Oh, les choses que je fais pour mon argent et mes enfants. 
A branch across from me, 5 oxpeckers are perching. Charcoal bodies, pastel yellow and red beaks. Judging by their squawks, they’re waiting for their next meal to come along. Below, I can make out the tiny nut-shaped footprints of gazelles littering the ground. I can even spot a few giraffes far off across the land. C’est belle, la nature. 
But what’s this? Someone’s speaking? I can make out the white spot of a hat poking up over the top of the hill, followed by a head, then several more heads. They are initially faint, indistinct, but then they step closer, brushing the grass with fierce, assertive strides, and I see them in better detail. 
The man in front is short, with thick brown hair and a goatee, and two cold blue eyes. He dresses in simple green khakis, but he has a bandolier slung over one shoulder and a rifle that doesn’t look like it fires darts. Two of the men with him are black, two of them are white, but all of them are similarly armed. I gag as they approach. The stench of untreated animal skins clings to them like bad aftershave. Des chasseurs. Of course they are hunters. It’s why I’m here. 
“Kriefer, remind me. What is your gun for?” the khaki man speaks with a Johannesburg accent. I’ve heard that voice before. The last time I saw his face, he was smuggling Vietnamese children into a slave market. I clench my teeth and growl quietly. 
“Shooting elephants, boss,” one of the white men replies. He has a softer, more reticent voice. He barely appears older than his twenties. 
“Thet’s right, shooting elephants,” the khaki man hisses. “It’s why they call this thing an elephant gun. NOT an impala gun!” 
“I told you, boss, it was an honest mistake!” Kriefer protests. “I only spent a week learning how to differentiate between rifle types, how was I supposed to know which one I was aiming et the impala?”
“If you can’t distinguish between the guns, et least try to distinguish between the bullets!” His boss thunders. “You use large bullets with elephant guns! Large bullets for large elephants! Kill them fast, take their skin end tusks with you! I don’t care how bedly you demage them, provided there’s enough skin intect to make into hendbegs end wastepaper baskets! You do not use elephant bullets on impalas!”
“I didn’t clip him thet hard!” He sounds like a petit garcon, begging his father not to belt him across the cheeks. 
“You didn’t clip him thet hard?! You blew out a whole piece of thet impala’s shoulder! How are we supposed to make a carpet out of him now, eh? He doesn’t look symmetrical now. Only thing we cen do with him is put his skull on the wall.”
“I didn’t take you to be the type of man who grows attached to the quarry, Zwaard van Bloed,” one of the black men says, his beard and dreadlocks giving his head the appearance of an uprooted upside-down tree. His accent is Zimbabwean. Hmmm…
“I’m not atteched to the stupid beasts, Massote!” Zwaard van Bloed snaps. “But I em atteched to our money, so if we want to get any, we heve to get the right stinking emmunition in the right stinking guns! Now let’s take this stinking impala back to the hideout. I want to beg some hippos end crocs this afternoon.”
I’ve heard enough. I climb down from the tree, just in time for them to pause upon spotting me. I straighten up, flip my hair back over my shoulder, then lock eyes with the leading hunter. “Bonjour, Monsieur Zwaard van Bloed.”
Initially paused, his startled mouth bends into an eager grin. Too eager, too fast, as he knows whom I am and what I can do. “Ah, Merienne Dupoignarde! La Mechette du Marseille herself!” 
The two African hunters take off their hats and nod respectfully. I smile. “Glad to hear my reputation precedes me. Dirke Zwaard van Bloed. What are you doing here?”
“Extending my repertoire of skills, Merienne. A Jepanese millionaire I work for wants eccess to the most luxurious hunting trophies. So he sent me and my soldaats here to collect them for him.”
Soldaats? You? Soldiers are not hunters, Dirke. But then you wouldn’t know that, would you? You like to make yourself appear more cultured, more like a civilised robber than the grasping thug you are. I speak aloud, “And two of your soldaats are black, correct? I’m surprised, Dirke. I thought your father and grandfather were both apartheid supporters?”
He laughs, a painful rubbery noise like someone strangling a donkey. “You’ve got to eccept the money when someone offers it to you, Merienne. However you earn it, whoever you work for it with. You’d know all about thet, wouldn’t you? What are you doing, by the way? How is Guillaume?”
I clench my left arm at this brutal shift of topic. “He died, Dirke. There was a shootout in Guinea 3 years ago involving two military contingents. He got caught in the crossfire. I take care of Jean and Eloise by myself now.”
“End they’re here in Ugenda with you?” I don’t like the way he’s smirking.
“Of course they are. Do you think I could afford a babysitter with my occupation? They’re staying with the man I work for right now.”
“Which man is that?”
“You wouldn’t know him. He’s a millionaire businessman from Scotland.”
“Scotland?” Massote snorts.
“Yes, Massote, Scotland,” Dirke drawls. “This country’s second president claimed to be the king of it.”
“I’m not from this country, Zwaard van Bloed,” Massote’s retort cuts like a whip. “I’m from Zimbabwe, remember?”
“You’ve told me enough times,” Dirke replies. “Anyway, you didn’t answer a key question, Merienne. What are you doing here?”
I lock eyes yet again. “The total contrast of what you’re doing, Dirke. You’re here shooting wildlife. I’m here defending it.”
A flicker of unease in those cold eyes. “Merienne, I didn’t want it to come to this. Please do something for me…”
“Non, Dirke, you can do something for me,” I reply, brushing back my coat to show my machete handle, and stepping closer to him until I can sniff the sickening aftershave on his chin. “You can pack up your guns and your traps and your little friends and leave this park behind, and I in turn shall leave all your body parts intact. Otherwise you can consider yourself my hunting trophy of the day.”
His men reach uncomfortably for their guns. He laughs, loudly yet weakly. “Don’t be stupid, Merienne. You are one woman. We are five men. You heve one blade. We heve more then enough guns. End if we kill you now, what then?  I heve workers all over this region of Efrica. It would be a shame if one of them were to get wind of your children’s location…”
All at once, my vision becomes red. It is as though I stare at the world through a wine-stained glass. All I can hear is my roaring, and I can only see my right arm lunging out and engulfing his throat in one elegant hand, my left hand whipping out a machete and pressing it against the point between his legs. He screams high and fierce, like a fox. I hear the click of four shotguns, but all I can focus on is his visage gras et moit.
“NE TOUCHE PAS MES ENFANTS, TU ME COMPRENDS, FILS DE CRAPAUD?” I roar at him, relishing my strength, my anger, my total hold over him. “NE TOUCHE PAS MES ENFANTS!!”
“MEN!” he squeals. “SHOOT HER!”
I laugh, strong and harsh. “Yes, try shooting me, you weak little chasseurs! And in the time it takes each of you to fire one bullet, I will have painted this whole plain with your entrails!”
They don’t fire. How can they? My sheer rage paralyses them with fear, like a cow locked in the eyes of a tiger. 
“You were right, Zwaard van Bloed,” I chuckle ferociously. “You shouldn’t use an elephant gun on someone who isn’t an elephant. And you know that, don’t you, garcons? You’re not attacking an elephant now.  You’re not attacking a leopard, you’re not even attacking an impala. Just one woman, with one machete, and unmatchable speed and strength, and enough skill with a blade that the merest swipe would cause such bloodshed, Quentin Tarantino would wet himself. Much like you’re wetting yourselves now. And you should wet yourselves. Except for you, Dirke. For if you do that, my hand will slip … and I’ll make a veritable Bolognaise of your testicules. You don’t want that, do you, Zwaard van Bloed?”
I jab to make my point. He shakes so violently he appears puppetlike, his eyes leaking tears of agony, yet he still feels one small rag of challenge within him. “But how will you get us all beck to the Polisie? There’s only one of you…”
“No there isnae,” a deep voice with a Scots accent drawls out from behind me. I turn my head at a level angle, and I see him. 
6 foot 2, with two impressive shades hiding his eyes, greying hair and a broad moustache, in a casual denim jacket and vibrant green trousers, pointing a crossbow at Massote, while four more people stand behind, each armed with various semi-automatics, and clearly eager to use them.
“Dirke Zwaard van Bloed,” he continues, with silken tones. “Mah name’s Stewart Dagenham. Yer friends know me as Big Stewart. Ah’m Marianne’s current employer.”
Dirke goes white in my grasp. “Big…Stewart?! The Skotse?! You’re working with HIM, Merienne?!”
I smile with all the warmth of an alligator. “You’ve got to accept money when someone offers it to you, Dirke. However you earn it, whoever you work for it with.” I toss him to the ground at Stewart’s feet, while he gasps and writhes, clutching at his soft spots. “Stewart. You look good.”
“Sae dae ye, Marianne,” he replies, slipping 30 euros into my hand. Stewart’s hand is rough, yet warm and comforting. “Dae ye know if there’s any crocodiles doon by this lake?”
“Plenty, mon frère. Why do you ask?” 
“Ah hear the local people regard these crocodiles as guardians,” he says. “They defend them from intruders an’ malicious influences. Ah’m loadin’ up the motorboat. Ah think there’s one specific malicious influence that these people arenae gonnae miss…” 











Reflective critique

Over the course, we learned new facts about various famous writers that I didn’t know before. I was surprised to learn how much I didn’t know about them- for example, I discovered that T.S. Eliot, famous author of The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock and Old Possum’s Book of Practical Cats, had an unhappy first marriage to Vivienne Haigh-Wood, compounded by Vivienne’s severe emotional instability that eventually caused him to put her in a mental hospital, and that such a sad divorce was responsible for a shift in writing tone. Nor did I realize the horrors carried out in the crime spree of the German radicals known as the Red Army Faction- watching a documentary on them made me sick to the pit of my stomach realizing both that they and the government they opposed were known to take equally ferocious stances towards one another. Over the course of the module, we learned a lot from our tutors about writing effectively, and constructing scenarios connected to the people we researched. 
In my private time, I am an avid reader of descriptive and sometimes hilarious fantasy fiction, such as the works of Terry Pratchett, Rick Riordan and Tolkien. I learned the advantages of a first-person narration, particularly if that person has a sarcastic inner train of thought, and tried to bring that across in my exercise pieces. I also learned to appreciate an eye for descriptive detail, establishing the setting of each story both through dialogue and observation. Even in a piece that I didn’t explicitly base in a fantastical milieu, I tried conveying something of the fantasy heroes in the actions of Marianne and Sargento Áquila.
I was influenced to write each piece based on my own personal literary and comic preferences. My first piece, Primate Art, was based on a class exercise in which we went around the campus recording words we found on notices and combining them to create surreal poetry- I combined the exercise with my own love of surreal comedy to create a quirky aristocrat inviting a friend over for a night’s entertainment. My second piece was based on Jack Kerouac and the Beat Generation travelling across the States- I depicted their exploits as having influenced those of the book’s characters. My third piece focused on a Chilean policeman on September 11th 1973, exploring the policeman’s desperate attempts to defend the people while Pinochet’s soldiers ransacked the city. For my extended pieces, I depicted a fantastical account of the life of Charmian Kitteridge-London, in which I identified the narrator as a mythical entity who befriended her throughout most of her life and her famous love story. The other piece connected to a profession and country with which I was unfamiliar, so I chose to base it on a character I had created for an earlier module with Dic Edwards- Big Stewart, a Scottish millionaire businessman and anti-hero connected to various international gangs. Instead of Stewart, however, I chose to write the story from the point of view Marianne Dupoignard, a French single mother and mercenary who carries out work for him. Apart from making a sympathetic mercenary, I also set the story in Uganda because of my interest in the films Blood Diamond and The Last King of Scotland, focusing on the atrocities carried out by military African factions and former Ugandan president Idi Amin, respectively. In contrast to those films, however, I made the main villain a white South African hunter, so that Marianne spent the story defending Ugandan wildlife instead of a persecuted populace. 
In compiling this portfolio I made a few necessary edits. After reports that the narrator outing himself as a Triton at the end of my second Charmian Kitteridge piece could have done with some more foreshadowing, I edited it to make more references to the narrator’s true nature, without spoiling too much. After I realized my Kerouac poem was too long, I not only shortened a few verses, but I took out a few altogether. And upon reviewing my entire ensemble, I submitted it to a spell check in order to make sure that my pieces appeared well-planned, creative and descriptive.
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