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Out of Place
I want to explain what happened, and I will try to, the best I can.
The leaves had turned. They were passed their deep orange and vibrant yellow, and now they were a brown mush littering the garden and paths with their mis-match of green- brown slime. The trees were almost bare, and Ruth thought someone should find the time to clear up the heap of mess, as it smelled mouldy and damp as you approached the wooden slatted gate. 
She had decided that she would make a point of this and express her thoughts to the owners. That someone should put it right, as it should be. It was a shame to see this neglect. 
The evening had closed in early, and she was feeling cold. She drew the curtains and decided on an early night. She banked up the fire, checked all the doors were locked, and she called to, Jiffy, her Jack Russel, who was not happy to be called away from his tartan blanket, placed, just so, in front of the fire. But Jiffy followed and to bed they went. 
Ruth was alone, she had been for a year. Her and her husband, Archie had never been apart all their fifty years together. This was her first holiday without him. 
Her friends had invited her to join them, on trips abroad, which was very kind of them. But finally, she decided to take a break, and she chose an Airb&b, just for a week. 
Ruth had checked online for various places, then, out of blue, this lovely, White-washed cottage popped up. Situated in the Welsh countryside, a few miles out of town. It had a small garden and drive, and wildflowers blooming in the sunny photograph, surrounded by woodland and open fields. A far cry from the relentless rain and mist of the season. But it had charm, and with Jiffy in mind, who she thought would love it, she made the booking.
It was somewhere away from it all, from everyone. 
That night, the rain rapped at the shuttered windows. Ruth usually liked the sound but not this. it was constant and the wind thrashed at the trees like the sound of crashing waves. 
Ruth tossed and turned and tried to block out the noise. Then, the TOCKING of the tall, old clock downstairs banged in her head, that it became all too much, and she got up, pressing the lamp switch on. Jiffy was completely undisturbed by all the rapping and crashing and tick-tocking of the clock. ‘You just lie there.’ she said as she watched the dog for a moment, but he didn’t move at all, ‘some guard dog, you are. Really Jiff!’ she said, and she left him to sleep.
She made her way down the narrow stairs in the glow of the lamp from her room, and to the living room where the fire was still burning as though it had just been made, which puzzled her, but then, thought how the kilned dried logs were really very good. 
Ruth watched as the shadows played on the Chinese rug, that graced the flag-stone floor, then climbed the patterned wallpaper, making the room seem alive and busy. 
Ruth watched with intrigue then, a waft of cold touched her face and in her surprise, caused her to jump and turn away sharply where her eyes were drawn to movement on the large portrait set in the alcove. The image of a young boy shivered with the shifting waves of light and dark, and Ruth was drawn closer. she stood, bare foot in her white pyjamas, mesmerised by the flawless face and the shaded eyes fixed on hers. This portrait was out of place she had thought on first arriving. It was a grand picture more suited to a grand house. Not in a small cottage like this. She continued to gaze at the translucent young face.
 	‘Come.’ The face of the boy spoke to her, ‘come closer.’ He whispered; his voice was smooth as whipped cream. Ruth responded willingly, there was a faint smell of raspberry, was she imagining this? His lips were deep pink and soft. They spoke her name, ‘Ruth. Ruth.’
Suddenly Ruth tripped, although, she would swear, later she had been shoved. She fell, head-on into the frame, which moved. The whole picture and alcove moved forward, which launched her into a space of blackness.
Her screams had no sound, not hers anyway. They were screams of a faraway place. Like the cry of a wolf mountains away. 
Ruth was spinning in darkness, never ending.

Reflective Commentary
For task three, with the summery in mind, to think about plot and character. Memory and  
I wrote this short story, its title, Out of Place, and my chosen character, is a mature woman, Ruth, a widow. She is wise and has a strength she is not yet aware of. 
I chose the plot, ‘voyage and return. The main character, Ruth, the protagonist, has lost her husband and after a year decides to take a break with her dog, Jiffy. 
The space I chose is a small, charming cottage where Ruth has chosen to take a break. The cottage has a story of its own to tell.
Ruth decides on an Airb&b, holiday cottage in mid Wales. It has charm but she discovers it has more than just charm. I have not decided yet the full storyline.
However, the challenge for Ruth will be a journey where she will experience a variety of twists and turns that will challenge her worth. A journey of self-discovery where she will return home with her dog, perhaps, a more confident person with no regrets.
I have described the cottage using descriptive imagery to create a visual of the cottage, the exterior and interior. The outside, ‘The leaves had turned. They were passed their deep orange and vibrant yellow, and now they were a brown mush littering the garden and paths with their slime. The trees were almost bare, and Ruth thought someone should find the time to clear up the heap of mess, as it smelled mouldy and damp as you approached the wooden slatted gate.’ And the interior. ‘, the TOCKING of the tall, old clock downstairs’ ‘the narrow stairs’ ‘the Chinese rug that graced the flag-stone floor. the patterned wallpaper’ the alcove and the portrait that is out of place, out of character with the small cottage.
I have used the senses to give depth to the story, the smell of mould, the smell of raspberry when she is drawn to the face of the boy in the portrait. I have used colour to describe the end of autumn, ‘The leaves had turned. They were passed their deep orange and vibrant yellow, and now they were a brown mush littering the garden and paths with their mismatch of green- brown slime’.
I used dialog between Ruth and her dog Jiffy, ‘You just lie there.’ she said as she watched the dog for a moment’
I have thought to add a side-kick but I have not got that far into the story.
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