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Hopscotch to Hell - Chapter One
Pin the Pig's Tail

The knife. It's always the knife, innit? I knew this day would come, the bastard finally catching up to me. Always getting in the way when I'm trying to do something decent, something worth more than this life. It's not that I want to get caught, you understand? It's just... this is how it always ends. Like me mum used to say, “You’re neck-deep in shit again, son.” 
There's a kind of thrill to it, I suppose. Your life, completely at the mercy of someone else, like whether you live or die ain't no big deal. You piss off the wrong person, boom! You're done for, stabbed like the pig you are. That's just how it goes, isn't it? 
Anyway, here's the knife, with its icy edge digging into my throat. I'm trapped, this tiny figure – woman? Man? Hard to tell – wrapped around me like a python. Feels like I'm stuck in a bloody Gregg's bag. Now that you mention it, a chicken bake sounds amazing. Hot, steaming, that crispy crust melting in your mouth... just like the knife starting to bite into me. This is getting interesting. 
"Alright, mate," I say, trying to play it cool. Don't want them thinking I'm trouble (even though I usually am). "Sorry, must have the wrong address. Me missus, she's moved, and I just came from, uh, her friend's place...?" Ah, shit. Now I sound like every other lowlife on the street. 
"Quiet, scum," a woman's voice hissed. 
A woman! Always a woman.  
I grin, a predatory gleam in my eye. "Ah, a bird! Oh, what's that accent? Estuary? RP? It ain't cockney, I know it when I hear it, see! Well..." I chuckle, a low, rumbling sound, "Although, bit out of your range to call someone scum, innit? I thought you would say something like ‘quiet, you silly sausage!’ something weird like that, or-?” 
"Will you shut your stupid mouth!" she snarls. Her grip tightens, a surprising strength for someone so… petite. I never expected this much force from a woman. They're delicate creatures, aren't they? Ridiculously naive. No way a bird like her could hold down a six-footer like me. 
But she's strong, this one. A feisty little bird with a filthy, posh mouth. I like her. 
"Alright, alright. Steady on now." I hold my hands high, not wanting to patronise her. "I get it. I'm going to shut up now." 
"Good," said the woman firmly. She pushes me forward, nearly knocking the wind out of me. Christ, she's strong. The last time a woman got this hands-on with me was some old witch outside the River Ale, me and her both drunk as newts, trying to stop my mate from groping her friend. To be honest, before it happened, he did say she was interested. Getting all cuddled up in the corner of the bar. But then, things got a little out of hand. The witch went mental, thought I was in on it! I tried telling her I wasn't like that, but she had the cheek to start throwing punches! In the end, the police had a laugh about it. They saw the whole bloody thing! They stepped in, eventually. But that night truly ruined my dignity.  
It’s funny. How I think about that one night, thinking about her of all people, considering the situation. Do you think she’ll be laughing when they find my dead body in some derelict building?  
Now that I think about it, I think everyone might. 
I feel myself start to sweat from the closeness of her grip, suddenly hyperaware of her presence like a bloody shadow I can't shake off. Our shoes scuffle against the threadbare carpet as we pass a load of doors lining the dingy hallway. One of those circular lights flickers in my vision, the knife still pressed against my throat, catching my Adam's apple when I swallow. Uncomfortable? Sure. But not enough to make me piss myself. If she wanted me dead, she'd have done it by now. But she's leading us down this hallway like she's got a bloody wasp up her arse, turning around every so often to check behind her. Why's she doing that in an abandoned building? 
"You know, this may sound daft, but-" 
"I thought you were going to shut up?" 
"Gesundheit. Um, listen. Who are you hiding from?" 
She pauses, shuffling her grip slightly. "Hiding?" 
I click my fingers in front of her face. "That's it. You're worried about something, aren't you? I can feel it. When a bird's worried about something, she shows it. She never tells you specifically, because she knows if she does, she'll lose control. It's just how it is. And you, love, you're so unpredictable, you'd make Michael McIntyre look like a bloody Zen master." 
"The hell you mean by that?!" she snarled.  
We stop walking as she slams my head against the wall, edging the knife further into my throat. I grunt from the impact, feel the knife begin to sear my skin slightly, hissing at the sensation while goosebumps traverse through my body like tiny shards of ice. I shiver under the metal’s enticing touch. 
For a moment, she just stands there, sizing the place up. Then, she swings open one of the doors to our left and throws me inside. My feet stumble over the crooked carpet, nearly face-planting the edge of what I reckon to be a wooden chair that hasn't been used in ages. The room itself was mucky with that stale dust smell which lingers in the air, choking me haphazardly. Coughing loudly, I get up from my knees using the wobbly chair while covering my face with my sleeve. “Fuck’s sake! I was trying to avoid rooms like this!” 
“Oh, I’m sorry.” she says, all sarcastic, “Did I offend someone who was already in the building before me?” she gasps, “Oh no! I’m gonna cry my fucking eyes out.” The room itself was dark, so I could only make out her figure from the outside light. My first instinct was to shove her aside and just leg it out of the room. I could do that. The bathroom to her right was right there! But something held me back. Knowing the electricity is running, I reached out for one of the lampshades on the desk and flicked the switch. 
Before me was a familiar face, one that was pure and delicate just mere hours ago. My eyes widen at the sight. From my scarred throat, I feel my breath hitch. “You.” 
She tilted her head slightly, giving me a coy smile. “Me.” 
She slowly saunters into the room, the knife glinting appallingly in the light's reflection. Her eyes never leave mine, like a cat stalking its prey. “Jacob, isn’t it?” 
I swallowed, rubbing my bloodied throat. “You're not supposed to be here... Why? Of all places? And that accent? You've been faking it this whole time?” 
“Of course I have. Why wouldn't I?" She shuts the door behind her with her foot, never looking away. It slams shut behind her, vibrating the room in agony. "Besides, I wanted to see you as I am. See that stupid look on your face when I corner you. Because you know, women don't tell you how they truly feel, right? So here I am. Telling you.” She gestures to herself as if she is the answer.
Her snide comment twists within my gut. I feel my body begin to tremble. Nervous? Me? I don't get nervous. I've seen and done worse to get to where I am. But this was different though. Totally unexpected! I need to lay her down a bit; get her to ease on my level somehow.
“Alright, okay. I see what you did there.” I laugh nervously, trying to play it cool. “You got me! So, officer. What do you want to tell me?” 
Her smile falters, her demeanour turning cold. “You killed Maya Clarke, didn't you?” 
I pause. Maya Clarke? What the hell is she talking about? 
My own demeanour falls, clenching my fists tightly as I try not to lash out. “I know damn well I did not do it. I’m investigating her bloody murder!” 
“Which makes you all the more suspicious!” 
“How the fuck does that make me more suspicious?!” 
She tusks, “Why the hell is a guy like you investigating her murder? Who the hell even are you?” 
“Who are you to judge me?!” 
She points the knife, quick as a flash. Her eyes darken like an eclipse, shading me in. I can see her anger; this silent yet harrowing aura of rage that she’s been holding back. Usually, I try to be gentle with women. Charm them a little. Persuade them I’m not like other men to get them to like me. Sometimes it works. Sometimes it doesn't. But she’s on a whole other level of women I didn’t even know existed.  What should I do? How the hell do you convince a woman to drop the knife? 
“I gotta be honest with you, Jacob.” Her slow voice rasps me out of my haze. She still has the knife pointed at me, her arms still with no sign of hesitance. I shudder under her watchful eye. “I don't like you. Not one bit. You're lucky you're even standing here right now. I can gouge you, tear you, embarrass you as I display your body to your friends and family. However, from what I heard, you’ve also got some valuable info that will do me just fine. So, I am going to give you this one chance.” She takes a step forward, beckoning me over to the wooden chair. Begrudgingly, and without a choice, I take a hesitant seat.  
“You will tell me everything. Starting from the very beginning..."

Chapter Two 
Ring-A-Ring-A-Roses!

A woman's body lay dead on Lassell Street at 12:34 in the afternoon. A bit of a shocker, innit? In broad daylight, right there on the steps. Most deaths in London don't happen bang in the middle of the day, do they? Usually it's under the cover of darkness, or maybe a quiet morning. But this poor woman was found lying in her own blood, right on the steps of this massive building – all glass and steel, towering over everything and everyone like it owned the place. Word was she'd jumped from the top, but her body wasn't mashed up enough for that kind of drop. She wasn't exactly pristine, mind, but not like someone who'd splattered themselves against the concrete from twenty storeys up. Some reckoned she'd been dumped there, maybe bundled out of a car, but there wasn't a sign of a scuffle or that she'd been dragged. No tyre marks, no dropped belongings, nothing.
Some even said she'd just appeared out of thin air, like she'd popped through some time portal or something. Proper spooky stuff. 
From then on, I had been hooked! I mean, who says that about a real-life death? It's the kind of thing you hear in a dodgy pub, not from serious coppers.
Normally, I wouldn't touch anything as grim as a murder. Too messy, too depressing. I'm usually dealing with lost cats – Mrs. Higgins' fluffy Persian, that sort of thing – or nicked drugs from the local wannabe wide boys. The usual petty crime that keeps the local bobbies busy. But this one, something about it grabbed me. The sheer audacity of it, happening in broad daylight. The scandal! The mystery! The why, the when, and the who! Who could do something like that? Who'd kill Maya Clarke, who was just starting to make a name for herself, in such a weird and brutal way? Now that I think about it, she was on the telly just last week, acting on some new show. Now she's just…gone. And right there, on Lassell Street, like a discarded bit of rubbish. It just didn't sit right. So, I started digging. A bit of asking around, a bit of discreet questioning. And let me tell you, the whispers I heard… they were enough to make your blood run cold.
Look, I'll be straight with you. Pre warning for this story, yeah? I'm no fancy-pants Sherlock Holmes, right? I'm more of a... local nose, if you get me. Never went to no fancy detective school, never got the bigwigs ringing me up to sort out their dirty laundry. And to be honest? I'd rather not be in debt for something I can learn on the job.
So, when I heard about this, I knew I had to think big! Bigger than Jack the Chipper's fish and chips, anyway! It all started when I asked my mate, Terry, to have a gander at the scene. I'm lucky to know him, family friend and all that. Terry used to be on the force, but he packed it in I’d say... thirteen years ago? Never really liked it, he said. But ever since we teamed up, he's been itching to get his teeth into something proper. And when I told him about this, hah hah! I've never seen a bloke's eyes light up so much!
I remember asking Terry to use these AI smart glasses I just happened to snatch on Amazon. I wanted to go all out, even if it meant hurting my bank account a little. Somehow, though, I needed to find a way to see the crime scene without being there, knowing the damn police would take one look at me and take me in as a suspect. But with Terry and those glasses, I didn't even need to leave my own place! It was genius.
“Alright! You can hear me, yeah?” I asked him over what I hope to be the glasses speakers.
“Loud and clear,” Terry said.
It was a typical grey afternoon by the time Terry arrived. The police were on patrol while the forensics team brought in the big white tent and their fancy supplies and gadgets. I don't particularly know what they used exactly; I wish I knew. But regardless, a bunch of people way out of my league were prowling around, keeping nosy buggers like me out of the picture. And this is where Terry came in.
From Terry’s glasses’ viewpoint, I sat at home watching everything through his laptop. Terry is good like that, see. He’d always let me use his fancy laptop for anything I needed to search; whether it's within the police and army records or even finding where certain people get stuff on the black market. Now I know what you’re thinking. How can someone like him get all that valuable information and just give it to someone such as me? And I say, don't you remember, dumbass? He’s ex-force! And a family friend. I’m just incredibly lucky and charming, I suppose! I watched closely as Terry used his old-fashioned police badge and walked straight into the scene. I chuckled to myself, “Not even a glance, and we’re already in. Crazy how easy it is, eh?”
“Hm,” Terry said.
Seems he couldn't say much else, which is fair.
“Alright! Quick reminder of the plan. Get in and get as much information as you can without getting too suspicious. You’re an ex-cop, which means whoever smarty-pants is on duty will be asking questions. Which also means those fake authorisation papers should be on you, right?”
“Hm.”
“Good. Wait, was that a confirmation or something? Or are you just…”
“Hmph.”
“All right! No need for the attitude, princess. Geez.”
I heard Terry sigh, a slight shake of his head from his point of view. He continued past the many people in the surrounding area who talked amongst themselves, holding clipboards and doing the usual hands-on-hips stance. I noticed this and laughed to myself.
Terry continued to ignore me as he simply kept his pace. I watched him come across a man wearing a dull grey suit. He seemed to be deep in thought as he stood outside the white tent, texting on his phone. I was positive that Maya was still inside it. I just need to connect the dots to see if she wore those the night she died.
"Alright mate. Try to get closer to that guy in the suit," I whispered, my voice probably a little too loud by his ear. "He's our block, but also a possible clue digger. Oh! And try to overhear whatever he's saying, see if he mentions Maya or anything about the case."
Terry subtly shifted his position, angling the glasses' camera towards the man. The man was still engrossed in his phone, now holding it up against his ear. I could not hear much expect for the man's slight rise of his voice. "Anything?" I asked.
He took a moment as he observed the man, "Nothing yet," Terry mumbled, his gruff voice barely audible. "Mostly about working, the time, the weather. Nothing special."
I scoffed. "Classic. Okay, the guy’s out of the picture. Just get closer to the tent. See if you can peek inside without being too obvious. You're an ex-cop; you've seen things. Act bored, unimpressed. Like you've seen it all before!"
Terry gives me a chuckle, “I have seen it all before, Jac.”
“...Right. Sorry I got-”
“Excited? Yeah, I know.”
Terry continued his approach, walking past the suited man who was now speaking in a quiet harsh voice into his phone. I couldn't make out the words, but his tone was way too serious to be complaining about trivial things. When Terry reached the tent, opened the flap and casually walked in, from his perspective, I could see three people in white suits doing their usual work, feigning disinterest in Terry’s presence. Probably thought he was a real detective from his fancy getup. This was perfect! He takes off the glasses and adjusted them to his stomach, still giving me a clear view of the inside.
"Get in!” I whisper-yell to myself. I knew talking to him at that point would be pointless. So, I sat back and made sure that the footage was being recorded. We needed to look over it when Terry got back.  
 “What’d we have?" Terry pressed quickly.
One of the people in the white suit glances in his direction, pauses for a moment, then proceeds with a clipboard, “Victim, Maya Clarke. Aged twenty-seven, female, was found this afternoon by a bystander at twelve thirty-seven pm. No apparent brain injury or other, only that the victim was punched several times in the abdomen.” He gave Terry the clipboard as quick as he had spoken. 
"Blimey," he muttered, taking the clipboard in his hand, which gave me a weird angle from the glasses. "Horrible stuff.  May I see the victim?”
When he asked that, a sudden wave of nausea washed over me. It felt like I was intruding on something deeply private, something I wasn't meant to see or hear. The feeling was a strange mix of fascination and unease, like when you're a kid and you sneak a peek at something you know you shouldn't – watching I'm a Celebrity for the first time, maybe, or overhearing your parents arguing, or hearing a swear word slip out from them specifically. It was that same sense of being on the outside looking in, witnessing something raw and real, something usually hidden from view. It was foreign, definitely, this thing with death, this glimpse behind the curtain. And yet, despite the queasiness, the slight prickle of fear, I was utterly, completely invested. I couldn't look away. I had to see what happened next.
“Of course.” said the man in the white suit. Terry shifts again, moving forward to the left. My stomach clenched, my eyes never blinking from the screen, Terry finally adjusts the glasses, giving me the full picture of Maya’s body, covered by a blue sheet.
"Maya Clarke, you said?" Terry asked.
“Yep,” said the man, “She was an actress, I believe. Seen her on TV just last week. Shame really.”
“Hm.”
I swallow, trying to dislodge the growing lump in my throat. This is it, I thought. My first dead body. A person who was alive, breathing, probably laughing, just mere hours ago. It's a horrible thing, really, isn't it? This sudden switch from existence to… nothing. Like a light being flicked off. I wondered if the man in the white suit ever gets used to it, this constant parade of the departed. Does he become immune, a sort of professional detachment kicking in? Or does a little bit of it always stick with you, a quiet unease at the fragility of it all? I imagined him going home after his shift, the image of Maya Clarke, still flickering behind his eyelids. Did he talk about it with his family? Probably not. It’s the kind of thing you keep bottled up; a secret language spoken only between those who’ve witnessed it. 
And now, I was about to join their ranks.





The Witches Journey and the Enchanted Tree
|First Step|




"Finally!" thought the witch, a giggle bubbling up from the depths of her stomach. After twenty-one years of arduous study and tireless practice, she was going to see the Enchanted Tree of Lycru!
She could not contain her excitement any longer. Her muddy boots, with a loose lace on her right boot, squelched loudly as she hurried through the mystical forest. With each step, the leaves crunched beneath her feet, and the air hummed with an unseen energy she could feel tingling on her skin. It was the sort of magic that could lift her broomstick high above the distant clouds! And she, well... let’s just say her mind seemed to be amongst them. Her loose lace catches onto her tippy toe, and there she goes! Onto the muddy ground with a mighty thump. 
“Oof!”
It seems her excitement got the better of her. 
She had heard many legends surrounding the forest: the War of the Lion, where the brave beast with a roar that shook the very stars, had defended the whispering willows from the encroaching shadows; the Bargaining of the All-seeing Googles, when a cunning gnome with eyes like glittering emeralds, traded secrets for spectacles that could pierce any illusion; and the Reformation of the World, a cataclysmic event, whispered to have been caused by a fallen star, that reshaped the very landscape of Kirma. It was a mystery to her, a wonder a witch such as herself could only dream of witnessing! And here she was, finally on her way.
The task she had been given was very important! Something that had been passed down through generations of her family, whispered in hushed tones around crackling hearth fires under the watchful eyes of ancient familiars. A task that could change the fate of Kirma itself, a land brimming with magic and wonder.
It was a good day, as all days began in the enchanted land of Kirma. Everywhere she looked, she saw green, in a thousand different shades. Emerald moss clung to ancient tree trunks, their gnarled branches reaching towards the heavens, lime-coloured leaves unfurled on branches kissed by the morning dew. And the brightest, most vibrant green of all could be seen in the middle of the land, where all magic resided, pulsing like a beating heart! And where there is magic, there are witches! All big and small, using their fantastical powers for the good of their environment: growing their gardens for medicinal herbs that could cure any ailment, from a simple sniffle to a dragon's fiery breath; eating the plum fruits that grew from the whistling trees, their sweet juice granting visions of the future, swirling with stardust and moonlight; even using the earth's soil! Rich and dark, imbued with the very essence of Kirma, to make their hair grow faster and stronger, a symbol of their deep connection to the land, each strand shimmering with magic.
Everything had its purpose, its place in the grand tapestry of Kirma. But most importantly, the Enchanted Tree of Lycru. It resided just outside the land, at the very bottom of the map, which was given to her by her grandfather. He was the most powerful sorcerer with a beard as long as a river. She remembers their last conversation before she began her journey. “It is said to hold the key to Kirma’s magic, the source of its vibrant life, intertwined with the very fabric of existence! You must go forth, Enchantress. Restore its power! Before it is too late.” And to this, the witch was determined to find it.
The fate of Kirma. With its shimmering rivers, its whispering forests, it's very magic, rested upon her dainty shoulders.
“Woof! Woof!” said a small, furry creature. Her familiar, bounded into view, its tail wagging furiously.
The witch turns her head and smiles widely. “Poppy! Come on, girl! We can’t be late, or we’ll miss this chance!”
Poppy, her dutiful companion and friend, bounded into view and quickly scurried past her in frantic heaps. She is a good dog! A special one at that. With her and the witch, they were the best team; scouring the trees for elder fruits that hung high above the clouds, Poppy being ever so brave and vigilant, crossing branch after branch, even reckoning with the pitiful Mr. Dragon who got a terrible papercut at Molly’s Treehouse Library. Oh! And not to mention Poppy catching the witch’s hat which flew right past her grandfather's head. The bounds she can jump are second to none!
She has been a part of the witch’s life since her training days, and the witch would not be without her.
Poppy, as ever, was eager to get a head start.
The journey awaited them both, with its infamous enchanted tree. The witch could only imagine what would happen. However, she was most aware of its danger, for one does not know the true mystery of why the tree must be viewed with caution. For a quick check, the witch took out her grandmother's diary once more and quickly flicked through the thick pages. She loved this diary, how rustic and golden it looked, inscribed with her grandmother's quaint yet beautiful handwriting. It made this journey all the more real! “Now then, let’s see... Aha! Here it is!”
‘My mother recalls the time her great-grandfather ventured out to the forest in spite of his own mother's demand not to visit the Enchanted Tree of Lycru. But like all young fledglings, such as my great-grandfather, he set forth to see the Tree for himself. She does not particularly know how he got there since he did not have a familiar. However, he was so magical that he could summon the trees to manoeuvre to his command! Hence the creation of the Nature of Port spell!
“Wow,” breathed the witch, her little heart beating faster. She reread the passage, a shiver running down her spine. Summoning trees? That was powerful magic, even for her great-grandfather. She wondered if she possessed such a talent, a secret yearning blossoming in her chest. But the diary entry wasn't finished.
“From then on,” the diary continued, “the tale becomes shrouded in whispers. Some say he communed with the tree, learning secrets of the forest. Others claim he angered it, and it cursed his bloodline. What is known is that he returned a changed man, quieter, more withdrawn. He never spoke of his encounter, only leaving behind this warning: ‘The Tree of Lycru offers knowledge, but demands a price. Approach with caution, and only when your heart is pure.’”
The witch’s fingers traced the faded ink. A price. What price could the tree demand? She glanced at Poppy, who was now sniffing excitedly at the base of a gnarled oak. “Come on, girl,” she murmured, tucking the diary back into her satchel. “Let’s see what secrets this old tree holds.”
As they continued deeper into the whispering woods, the air seemed to shimmer with a gentle warmth, and the trees appeared to welcome them with open branches. The path ahead was suddenly shrouded in mist, but now it felt like a veil, not a barrier. The only sound was the happy patter of Poppy’s paws and the witch’s own confident footsteps. The Enchanted Tree of Lycru was waiting, and with it, the promise of knowledge and the chance to finally let go of the things that held her back. What would the witch learn when she finally stood before it? What gifts would she bring, and what wonders would she discover?


Reflective Essay
This essay will discuss how feedback from both students and lecturers has informed the development from two of my ‘works-in-progress' for this portfolio. It will explore the genesis of the ideas for each piece, outlining the inspirations and references that shaped them, and then consider the feedback received, demonstrating how this will be used to guide future development.
The assignment offered a choice of two themes from a selection including Historical Fiction, Crime/Cosy Fiction, and Fantasy Fiction. I chose to focus on Crime and Fantasy. Historical Fiction was not selected because I felt that crafting a compelling historical narrative would require a deeper understanding of the period and, consequently, more research time than was available. My preference for Crime and Fantasy stemmed from a greater personal interest for these genres, examples from Sherlock Holmes by Arthur Conan Doyle and Lightlark by Alex Aster.
My first piece was inspired by the alarming rise of knife crime in London in recent years. This issue has had a profound and unsettling impact on me. Consequently, when presented with a selection of images from this module to inspire a story, I incorporated them all into a narrative about a young, wannabe London detective investigating the murder of a rising actress. The images, which ranged from a man with a gun to his head to a somber room filled with formally dressed individuals, provided a rich source of inspiration. My aim was to create a story that was enjoyable to write, yet grounded in suspense and narrative integrity, along with having children's games as titles to depict the story as a ‘game’. In the student forum, I received valuable feedback, notably the suggestion to adopt a neutral yet engaging tone for my London detective, rather than relying heavily on London slang. Students also provided positive feedback, expressing their engagement with the story and affirming its potential. This feedback has resonated with my own assessment of the piece, and I am continuing to develop the narrative even further.
My second piece draws inspiration from the fantasy stories of my childhood, including Enid Blyton's "The Faraway Tree," about three children who discover an enchanted forest near their new home, and Jill Murphy's "The Worst Witch," which chronicles the misadventures of a perpetually clumsy witch. These books were formative influences, and elements of both authors' styles have enriched my creative process, contributing to a story that aims to be fun, adventurous, and magical. The target age range for this piece is 7-12 years old. The student feedback indicated that the story evoked a sense of nostalgia, reminiscent of their own childhood reading experiences. This response was particularly gratifying, confirming that I had successfully captured the desired tone and atmosphere of the narrative.
In conclusion, I believe I have produced two pieces of work of which I am proud of, in which I may continue to develop in the future. Prior to this module, my literary interests were primarily focused on classic literature and fantasy, with little enthusiasm for crime or cosy fiction. However, this genre has grown on me significantly over the course of the module, and I intend to further explore the story of Jacob and his increasingly outrageous and discreet methods of uncovering the truth. Regarding the fantasy piece, I had not fully appreciated the enjoyment of crafting a children's narrative with a simple yet effective tone of voice. Overall, I have particularly relished in the process of constructing these world’s piece by piece, like a jigsaw puzzle, and seeing how all the elements came together to create a complete picture. 
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