Task/exercise explination
A piece we did with Ros, we were told to go out and observe our environment, we were then told to either implement this into a autobiographical piece, or that we could create our observations around Lampeter into a fictional one, I decided to create a fictional piece. 
The creature is inspired by the local, rural environment, with lots of trees, grass, forests, it’s the kind of creature I could imagine living around these more rural parts in a fantastical setting, the same can be said for the forest environment in which the creature lives. 
The character in this, Austin, was inspired by a man whom had a twisted/broken leg, the idea behind this short piece being how the mans leg gets broken, but of course applying a fantastical element to it 
The Beast (Adam Johnson)  
[bookmark: _GoBack]The tall lumbering creature towered over Austin, its cold crimson eyes fixated upon him, its chest rising up and down rapidly as it scanned the perceived threat, creaking and cracking as its wooden abdomen expanded, constricted and expanded once again. Slowly, the creature’s back legs bent, they looked like misshapen tree trunks in this moment, however Austin knew that this meant the creature was getting ready to pounce, to crush him into a fine paste with the sheer weight of itself or tear him to bloody crimson shreds with its serrated ethereal claws. The creatures red eyes switched to thin murderous slits and it launched itself forward with a torrential torrent of force, shooting off like a bullet, Austin rolled out of the way, narrowly avoiding being violently crushed by the sheer force and ferocity of its colossal paws. The creature snapped its head towards Austin, evoking a creaking sound like an old, rickety abandoned boat, it emitted a low growl from its throat, then thrust its head forward with the speed and ferocity of a harpoon. Austin leaped back just in time to avoid the monsters enclosing wooden maw and its mouth clamped shut upon nothing but air and a sound similar to that of a swiftly collapsing tree emanated from the monster as the upper part of its jaw collided with the lower. Austin suddenly broke off into a sprint, the monster had made a move, and he knew that it would give him but a few seconds to escape before it recovered its stance and would be ready to attack again. As he sped through the forest, trees zipped past him in blurs, browns and greens fused into each other, leaves and branches snapped and crunched under foot, the wind rippling violently through his hair as if he were a jet about to take off. Then, suddenly, a terrifying, guttural screech like that of a banshee pierced the air, followed by the sound of great paws pelting the ground with the might and fury of a dwarven forge. Swiftly, the monster charged towards the still fleeing Austin, knocking over spindly trees as if they were skittles and shaking the ground so hard that it seemed possible it would crack open and swallow the world whole. Austin glanced back to see the monster was on his heels, his heart was hammering in his chest now, he could feel the blood coursing through his veins, his mind was erratic, fear and adrenaline were the only things keeping him going. Then, suddenly, Austin felt a great agony shoot down the back of his right leg and he was launched into the air as the monster’s ethereal claws tore through flesh and tendon, he let out an agonised scream as his body plummeted towards the forest floor. He landed with a resounding crunch, his vision was blurred, but he turned to inspect his leg anyway, and, even with this visual impairment and the agony he felt in every iota of his body, he could tell that it was a twisted, mangled bloody mess of flesh and bone. The monster’s crimson eyes suddenly appeared above Austin once, its breathing was heavy, like the bellows of a blacksmith, it moved its face closer to Austin, sniffing the meat that it had just mangled, then, suddenly, it turned its nose up at him and retreated back into the part of the forest where he had first encountered it. Austin was not sure whether or not to feel insulted by this or relived, it had decided to attack him, and it had chosen to chase him through the forest and mangle his leg, yet it wasn’t willing to eat him? Did he really taste that bad? On the other hand, this infinitely increased his chances for survival… As long as there weren’t other creatures interested in eating him alive… Or as long as his wound didn’t end up going septic… Or as long as he didn’t die of exposure, in the end… It seemed to Austin that the best way to survive this ordeal would be to start crawling and to stop thinking about the many ways in which he could end up dying, he had a long way to go afterall…  

 
