Excerpt from Adventure of the time slip, Dragons breath. 4518 words. 
The children landed in a heap and scrambled about trying to find their feet. Molly was the first one to shout out. 
  “Owww! You’re standing on my hand! It really hurts!!” Molly was only very small, but that didn’t hold her back from being heard.
She gave Lula a shove, but suddenly stopped and looked around, realizing they were outside, and it was pitch black. 
  “Wait,” she said, “we’re soaked. it worked! We’re somewhere else. I told you! I knew it was real!” Being heard, and being right was incredibly important to Molly, even though her mum had often told her that being right is not as important as be open to learn. Molly was quite sure that didn’t apply to her as she was usually right and had verry little left to learn. 
 “What are you on about,” said Lula, “you said it would take us to your grandma Rosamund, not throw us out into the woods.” 
  “Yea well, I told you something happened and you didn’t believe me,” Molly retorted. 
 “I thought you were just making stuff up. because you’re sad, because your grandma died,” said Lula. She was 12, which made it very hard to be open to learning from six-year-olds.   
 “Well, I’m not! I’m not making stuff up … I’m not stupid you know!” Molly shouted. 
 “No, but you are six,” Lula said as she got up and crossed her arms. 
 “Molly,” said Django quietly. 
“Well anyway, stop being an idiot. It’s pitch black,” said Lula “we need get back. We’re gonna be in huge trouble. Nobody is gonna believe us about this”. 
“You’re an idiot,” said Molly under her breath.
“Molly ...” Django sighed … “MOLLY!” 
“What?!” Molly looked over to Django.
“Look… it’s not dark. I mean… it’s a little bit not dark.”
“Do you know where we are then, Django?” Molly replied. 
 “No, it’s all full of fog ...” Django said, “stop fighting anyway.”  
Nobody had a chance to respond, as through the foggy darkness a deep rumbling sound reached their ears. The children held their breath for a moment, afraid to talk. 
 “What is that?” Molly whispered.
“it must be thunder,” said Lula as she gave them both a reassuring hand squeeze. “Yes. let’s go back”.
 “I don’t know … let’s go home,” said Django. “I can smell smoke; we might be near my camp anyway. Dad might be lighting a fire to make breakfast”. 
Molly pulled her hand away and stomped her soggy, slippered foot in the squelching moss.
 “How do we do that?” she said.
All three stood quietly and looked around for a while. The dawn was slowly breaking, and the thick fog held a pale grey light that dimly illuminated the forest around them. They could just about make out a mess of tangled shadows and daunting shapes. The children were confused by the unfamiliar surroundings, but pip the dog seemed unfazed. She sniffed around and disturbed birds that were sleeping in the trees. They heard the rustling of many wings, and the sound of squabbling rooks began to fill the air around them. Slowly but surely the forest took shape.
 Giant trees loomed high above them, the branches dripping with lichen, and the forest floor was a maze of deep, moss-covered boulders and tangled brambles.  
Living in a bus in the woods as Django did, was very helpful when it came to being lost outside, as it meant he knew all kinds of interesting outdoor things you wouldn’t expect an eight-year-old to know.
  “It looks like a hill,” he said, “the ground is going up, maybe we should go up too?”
They all decided he was right and maybe if they climbed high enough, they would find a view, and be able to figure out where they were. 
They began to slowly work their way up the hill, climbing over boulders and picking their way through the branches. 
Molly was struggling in the dim light, her wet slippers were heavy and she kept tripping over the big night dress. 
“Hang on!” she said, “Maybe if I take off this nighty? I mean, last time I took it off and then things were normal.” 
“Yes Molly! good idea,” said Django.
“It’s not like it’s just gonna magically zoom us back, is it?”  Lula sighed, but as she talked, she walked back to Molly to help her lift off the night dress. 
The nighty had been dragging on the floor and was now soggy from the drizzle and a little muddy.
“Put your arms up and I’ll help you,” Lula said. 
She lifted the bottom of the dress up over Molly’s head and pulled … it wouldn’t come off…
 “I think it’s caught on something,” Lula said, “hang on.”
She tried to look, but it was still quite dark, so she felt with her hands to see why it wouldn’t come off, but that didn’t help. She couldn’t figure it out at all.
So, she pulled again, and then pulled some more!
“Stop!” Molly shouted, “ you’re just going to pull my head off or something!” 
They couldn’t get the dress off no matter how hard they tried. 	
 “At least let me help you tuck it in so that you don’t trip over it then,” said Lula 
Lula cleverly took off Molly’s dressing gown, tucked the night dress into Molly’s pyjamas and put her robe back on over the top. Off they went, trudging up the hill to find a view and to see what they could see. 
The climb was hard in the dim light and the soggy slippers were heavy. Molly took hers off and left them on a fallen tree, making it easier for her to clamber over the wet moss-covered branches and boulders. Lula said she was silly, and she would get cold, sore feet. She was right of course, Molly’s feet were soon red with cold, but she was far too stubborn to complain.  As they climbed higher, the fog thinned out and everything around them became a bit clearer. 
After battling through some tall ferns, the children came to a part of the forest that was mostly pine trees. In this part, the forest floor was less rocky and squelchy. Instead, it was made of deep layers of pine needles with a soft layer of moss growing on top. it looked like a vast humpy bumpy, bright green, place of magic. 
 “Wow, it looks like goblin territory,” said Lula, laughing.
“Yes, and it’s really bouncy!” said Molly.
All three children began to laugh and jump from springy mound to springy mound. 
“Look at me,” laughed Django. “Molly look, it’s so boingy!” 
“This is my territory!” Lula commanded, “I’m the king of the goblins”. 
“You mean queen,” said Molly. 
“I can be king if I want,” Lula replied, and with that, she jumped off from a springy mound and landed SQUELCH ... one foot into a deep narrow hole filled with black mud that stank of lovely dark bog water.  
“Nooo!” she howled, and all the children burst out laughing. She really had to pull and wiggle to free her leg. And when she finally heaved it out, her slipper was gone, and one leg was black and sloppy all over. She pulled off her other slipper and plunged it into the black hole laughing. 
“You can be doomed down there with your friend,” she said to the slipper as it vanished into the mud. 
They journeyed onward, still following the upward-sloping ground until finally, the forest thinned out and began opening into scraggy moorland.  Ahead of the children was a vast heathery plain leading up to the mountain top. 
 “Yes! Look up there!” Django shouted, and pointed to a large stack of bluestone at the peak.   
“It’s the top of Home Hill!” 
“Can you believe it? We’ve been climbing away from the Big House this whole time!” Molly said. The Big House was in fact the name of Grandma Rosamond’s big house. If you asked her why, she would tell you to stop asking stupid questions.
“Race you to the top!” shouted Lula.
And with renewed energy, the soggy, pyjama-clad gang stomped off through the moorland with Molly leading the way. 
When the children reached the top, they climbed onto the tower of flat stones that lay criss-cross like giant Jenga. Then hand in hand, together with Pip, they looked out at the view. 
“Wow,” said Molly.
Stretching out in front of them was a vast ocean of golden mist. Poking up through the mist lay the tip of “Tiny Hill” and beyond that “Dragon Hill”. 
 “The sun rise really is better than the sunset,” said Molly. 
 It was clear now that they stood on the top of Home Hill, and that down the mountain behind them, nestled in the trees should be Big House. SOOO … If they carried on over the top of  Home Hill, they should come to the ledge above Django’s camp.  
“I think we should go down there and have breakfast at my place,” said Django looking down at the golden waves of fog.
“Yea, it’s much closer,” said Molly. 
Lula groaned, “how will we even explain this? Nobody is gonna believe …” .
She broke off, as
 once again the deep rumbling sound echoed around the valleys. The sound was so big that they could not only hear it but they could feel it coming up through their feet. 
They all looked at each other with wide eyes, Pip’s ears shot back and she let out a deep growl. 
 “It doesn’t sound like thunder to me,” whispered Molly, looking up at Lula and then over to Django. 
 “No, not to me either …” Django said, “let’s go home.”
With a new air of solemnity, the gang carefully climbed down from their viewpoint and headed in the direction of Django’s camp. 
Now that the children were sure of their whereabouts, they became ever more confused. Everything was just a bit different than it had been the day before. The heather was deeper, the fog was thicker, and all familiar footpaths where gone.
“I don’t know where the path has gone, but my camp is that way. I just know it,” said Django, pointing down the hill into the fog. 
As they ventured carefully down the hill, the uneasy feeling grew ever thicker. Down into the trees they went, and back into the fog. The morning glow was left behind as they became fully submerged in thick forest. The murky gloom closed in and there was the eery absence of woodland life ... no bird noises, no scurrying in the undergrowth, but an ever-apparent rumble, gently echoing beneath their feet. 
The gang proceeded slowly but steadily, holding hands, with Pip creeping in front, on guard.
It soon became clear that the land beneath their feet was sloping up and they were ascending the stone ledge that jutted out above Django’s camp. Unfortunately, the path that led down the side of the hill to the camp was nowhere to be seen, and the fog was drifting up the hillside in thick warm gusts. To make matters worse the undulating breath-like rumble of the ground was growing stronger. 
Afraid to utter a word, but keen to find a safe place, the children got down on their knees and crept up to the top of the ledge. Django held onto Pip’s collar to keep her close, and they peered over the edge, wishing silently that they would see Django’s lovely, cosy camp, safe below them.
At first they saw nothing, as a dense wave of hot salty fog wafted up into their faces; when the snotty smog cleared, they couldn’t believe their eyes. Molly looked over at Lula in disbelief ... it couldn’t be real.
Below them, where Django’s home should be, nestled under the ledge, lying fast asleep, were three ginormous beasts. One of them was so big than even curled up, she was the size of a house, and nestled beside her, were two smaller ones, each the size of Django’s bus. 
The largest of the creatures looked like a monstrous lizard, with huge bat-like wings sheltering her two babies. She was the colour of rust and covered in scales the size of car bonnets. As she breathed in, the scales seemed to lift slightly revealing a smouldering orange glow like an ember catching the breeze.
The three children froze … unable to move, in shock and terror. 
“Dragonsssss” … whispered Molly in awe.
Again, the mother beast breathed out a wave of hot smoggy breath, this time letting out a snore that shook the mountain and struck Pip the pup with terror!  The little dog pulled suddenly, and managed to get away from Django’s hold. Off she darted back into the fog the way they had come. 
“No Pip! Come back!” shouted Django … “Ssshhhhhhh,” said Lula… but it was too late.
Django’s shout had disturbed the dragons below and the movements of giant stretching limbs and uncurling wings started to rumble through the hill. The children did not wait to see what was going on; they jumped up and rushed  after the small dog. 
Running back through the smog, they were hardly able to see two feet in front of them. In the eery gloom of the lifeless forest, it was now  obvious why the other animals stayed away.  Back up the mountain they climbed, towards the pile of blue stone at the peak, tripping and falling, pulling each other to their feet as they went.  
The gang of three did not stop to take a breath until they reached the top and crawled under the slabs of blue stone into a deep hiding space that they knew  well. Finally slumping down into a pile, the children gasped for breath.  The space beneath the stones was just big enough to fit them all inside and was lined with soft dry soil and heather.  Molly and Django both began to cry. 
Lula being the oldest did everything she could to hold back her own tears and wrapped her arms around her little cousin and their friend to comfort them. 
 “I want to go home…” said Django looking up at Lula.
 “I know, I do too.” 
 “Dragons,” said Molly. 
“Yes, they are definitely dragons. They look like dragons to me. My mum has told me all about dragons,” Django said.  “Mum says they used to live all around here and now they’re all gone.”  
“Well, they’re not gone now. They’re right out there.” said Molly pointing up to the sky.
“Hmmm,” said Lula, “so … we’re obviously on  Home Hill , but there’s dragons and everything is different. Molly… I think your night dress has taken us back in time!” 
“So that’s where Rosamund keeps disappearing off to!” said Molly. “Oh no … so everybody must be gone now?”
“Or not here yet,” said Lula, “that’s confusing.” 
 “What about Pip? Those big dragons might eat her for breakfast,” said Django, “we have to find her!” 
Outside of the cosy hiding place a bright morning had risen, and the family of dragons had indeed woken up for breakfast. Their morning routine was a noisy one, and after the thumping and growling had subsided the children could hear loud echoing screeches coming from high above. 
Lula decided that as she was the oldest, she should poke her head out from the hiding place and see what was going on, and to see if she could see any sign of the beloved little dog. 
When she looked out of the hidey hole, she saw the bright light of the morning and the heathery mountain top stretching down towards the forest below. She looked up to the sky and saw, high above, the three dragons circling and swooping, screeching, and looping, even blowing smoke rings to dive through!  
“What’s going on out there?” said Molly. 
“I think there playing, in the sky, and they sound really hungry,” Lula responded, as she crawled back into the hole. “We can’t go out there right now, or we might be breakfast ourselves.” 
“But I’m hungry too, my stomach is growling really loud like those dragons out there, “said Django. Django was always hungry. But he really was extra hungry then as they hadn’t had any breakfast yet. 
The children decided to stay put and hide until the dragons had gone away. All three were very scared, hungry, and worried about Pip.  After what seemed like forever it finally grew quiet outside and the small gang crept slowly out from their hiding place.  With no dragons in sight, they decided to look for Pip and some food. 
The dragon’s breath mist had risen from the treetops and the bright morning sun was shining down on the golden autumn forest. The children took some time to look around; it was like a different place altogether without any familiar paths or trees. They figured out which way would lead down toward the spot where Rosamund’s house would be if it was there at all. They had no idea if it would be. They knew it was old, Grandma Rosamund had always said her ancestors had built it long ago, but they had no idea when that was, or even what decade they were in.  
Molly took off her dressing gown which was still quite soggy and hung it over one of the giant bluestones. Lula thought that was a great idea and her and Django followed suit. 
“My slippers are not that wet … sheepskin ones are the best. Dad always says that.”. 
“Look at this,” said Molly, “the nightdress is not so big now, is it?” 
She was right. The nightdress had seemingly got to know its new wearer and had shrunk down a bit, fitting snuggly over Molly’s striped pyjamas.  Molly tried once again to lift the nightdress off, but it still wouldn’t budge. 
“Maybe we need to complete a quest or something before we can go home?” she suggested. Molly knew a lot about adventure stories. Her grandmother told her many and she was always listening to books and making them up in her head.  
 Django said he was sure they would find wild strawberries and blueberries in the woods on the way down to the big house. But before they got halfway across the scraggly Moore they heard the immense wafting sounds of giant wings approaching from behind them. They all looked around to see the three dragons swooping down toward them … 
 “RUUUUN! Lula shouted … but it was too late. 
Each child felt giant claws reach around their waists and lift them right up off the mountain top ... up and up into the air they went. 
Molly screamed out. 
 “Help me, Lula “ 
But it was no good … she looked over to her left and saw the biggest dragon of all, flying with Lula gripped in her feet, she looked to her right and saw one of the baby dragons with Django kicking his arms and legs whilst caught firmly in its clutches. 
The dragons flew over the ledge where they had been sleeping, over Little Hill and Dragon Hill. The autumn woodland stretched along the valleys as far as the eye could see. There was clearly way more forest than there was in the future where the children had come from.

The dragons flew low, close to the tops of the trees, swooped up over mountains, then dropped down into valleys to follow the great rivers. At first, it was so terrifying that the children were all consumed with thoughts of falling and being eaten … but after a while, they became mesmerized by the flight. The wind rushing over them smelt like wet trees and bonfires. And the beating of the tremendous wings was hypnotic. 
 They didn’t seem to have a destination, because sometimes they would turn around and fly in great swooping circles or drop down to feel the spray of a waterfall. 
After a while, the dragons seemed to stop playing and formed an arrow formation in the sky with the mother leading the way. They flew now with purpose, over hills, wooded valleys, and great lakes. Beyond a lake of shining copper water, a medieval castle came into view with a silver moat that wrapped around it like a snake. The moat was surrounded by brown huts with straw roofs and the children could see tiny people and donkeys moving about the streets. Molly imagined they were little toys that she could pick up and play with. When they flew over the top of the castle, they saw a courtyard with a giant oak tree in the middle. Standing next to the tree was a humongous man looking up at them. He was as tall as the great oak and on top of his head he wore an upturned cauldron that shone like a copper lake.  
The children didn’t know this at the time, but that big man was one of the last giants left in the world. His name was Big Bill, son of Tall Tom. Giant mums and dads always liked to include the words big, or huge, or such like, in their children’s names, because being big was their most important quality. Big Bill had been chased out of England by the new king. The new King of England had decided he was the King of the United Kingdom, as he liked to call it, and that included Wales. The king had gained popularity with his citizens by getting rid of all the giants, but Big Bill had run off to Wales with his family and decided he liked the idea of being a king. He soon crowned himself King of All the Valleys, and gained a following of locals who presumed he could keep them safe from the invading English armies. 
 King big Bill had seen the King of England’s golden crown, and as he couldn’t find one to fit him, he was using a copper cauldron, which he thought very clever. The giant king often saw the dragons of the realm and wanted more than anything to have a dragon of his own. He couldn’t find a horse big enough to ride and he imagined himself flying into battle on a dragon. That would surely give him the upper hand. The dragons however were very clever. They had avoided lots of stupid traps set out by King big Bill and thought the whole thing verry funny. So, they made a point of flying over his castle as often as possible to wind him up.
After flying over the newly appointed Town of Big Kings, the children could soon see the sea stretching out on the horizon.
 “I see the sea!” shouted Lula.
 “And the see sees me!” shouted Molly in return. The same words they would say every time the sea came into view when they were on their way for a day at the beach with their families. 
 When they reached the thinning edge of the forest where it joined a vast sandy beach, the dragons flew low and dropped the children at the edge of the trees, before landing, running and thumping down the sandy stretch. 
 “That was amazing!!” shouted Molly. 
“And scary,” said Django. 
The dragons which were now a little way down the beach walked around in circles for a while and then began to roll in the sand. They tucked their wings into their sides and rolled on their backs with their feet in the air, sand flying all around. Then the mum dragon seemed to fall onto her side into the waves where she splashed about and used her wings to hurl water at her babies, who followed her into the water to play. As they bathed, steam rose from their huge bodies, sizzling and crackling.  
Molly and Lula stared in amazement at the steamy bath time. and then Lula said, 
 “Do you think they brought us here to eat us?” 
 “I don’t know, I think they have forgotten about us,” said Molly.
 Django, being the sensible boy that he was, had been looking around the edge of the forest to see what was about. 
 “Look at this you two! Strawberries!” he exclaimed triumphantly.
The patch of wild strawberries sprawled out into the forest, right up the thick borders of bramble bushes laden with ripe blackberries. The gang was so hungry that they forgot all about the dragons and began to crawl around picking and eating strawberries. They tasted like the sweetest, most delicious thing they had ever eaten and when they felt sick of strawberries, they gorged on blackberries. Before long they all had purple hands and big purple smiles. 
After they had eaten Lula suggested that they walk up the beach until they find a stream that joins the sea so they could have a drink of fresh water. 
“Look over there,” said Lula pointing out to sea, where the dragons were now flying in circles over the deep water. 
“What do you think they’re doing ... playing again?” said Molly.
But then with a sudden swift and graceful motion, the mother dragon silently swooped down close to the water’s surface.  As her belly contacted the waves, her giant talons dipped into the sea. When she rose again, she had a gargantuan sea creature firmly in her grip.  It was so big it must have been a small whale or a shark. She then flew back to the beach with her babies close behind. 
 “Look at her , she is hunting!” shouted Django, jumping up and down in excitement. 
When the dragons reached the beach, the mum dragon dropped what turned out to be a whale, down onto the sand from a great height. It came crashing down onto with a belly trembling thud. 
The children had never seen anything like it. The three dragons followed the whale down and landed on the beach. They didn’t start eating it, as the children were expecting ... well not straight away. First, the mother dragon sat for a while, she then began to gently rock back and forth … with the rocking motion her scales tilted up and that warm orange glow from within her began to build. Back and forth she rocked, slowly drying herself off and catching the breeze onto her internal fire. When she was all roasty toasty, she raised her wings and with an enormous huff, she blew out a stream of fire that roasted the whale! With the giant whale carcass blackened and smoking, all three dragons began to eat. 
The smell of burning blubber was not one the children wished to remember.
“Maybe they don’t need to eat us now?” said Molly.
“Oh great, so we’re not dragon dinner! Now all we have to worry about is staying alive, the lost dog, finding our way home through time, food and water, and not being dragon breakfast tomorrow,” said Lula. whilst she talked, she stared in amazement at the dragons down the beach eating the whale. 
“I need a poo,” … said Molly.
“Me too,” said Django. 


 






Reflective essay, 1309 words
Introduction
In this essay, I will discuss the process of writing the above excerpt of the adventures of the time slip. Dragons’ breath
I will be focusing on three aspects of my writing process, Drafting the bones of the story sense of place, and writing voice. 
Within these headings I will explore, Narrative perspective, theme, writing for children, imagery, and syntax. 
Due to lack of space, I will not be discussing dialogue or character breakdown.

Drafting the bones of the story.
I moved forward with the story using omniscient narration instead of close third person. This method allows my narrator to have a wider choice of vocabulary. It is also a good choice for this story as it allows me to reveal the story through the narrator’s voice at my chosen pace. Omniscient perspective also allows the writer to reveal plot points within the narration to help the children understand what is happening in the story. This narrative perspective is proved effective by Enid Blyton in her popular children’s books series the famous five. In the following quote you can see how in just one paragraph, omniscient perspective allows Blyton to tell the story whilst revealing the physical scene, what the children are doing, what Timmy the dog knew, and what Richard felt.
“Stumbling through the dark wood, Julian and George hurried the best they could. Timmy hurried too, knowing that something was worrying both his friends. Richard followed behind, half-crying again. He really had been very much afraid.”[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Enid Blyton, The famous five , five get into trouble: Hodder and Stoughton ltd, 1997 edn. (London: 
Victoria, 1997), p. 60 . All further references will be, Blyton 5 followed by page number.
] 

My first draft gave me the down the bones of the story, giving me something I could then enhance and refine. The writing process began with the situation (children who have just been thrown back in time). As steven king says in his book on writing.
 “The situation comes first. The characters – always flat and unfeatured, to begin with, come next. Once these things are fixed in my mind I begin to narrate”.[footnoteRef:2]  [2:   Steven King, On Writing: Hodder and Stoughton, 10th edn. (London: 
NW13BH, 2001), p. 187. All further references will be, King followed by page number.
] 

Once the situation and characters were in place, I found my narrator’s voice by imagining I was telling a story to my children. 
I then let the story unfold using the themes of adventure, danger, and mystery. Children on a lone adventure with animals has proved to be popular in such books as Edin Blyton’s famous five collections,[footnoteRef:3]  and her secret seven collections[footnoteRef:4] to name just two.  [3:  Blyton, famous five.]  [4:   Enid Blyton, The secret seven, Well done, Secret seven: Hodder Children’s Books, 2009 edn. (London: 
Euston road, 2009) . All further references will be, Blyton, well done secret seven, followed by page number
] 

And we mustn’t forget the well-loved Rudyard Kipling’s the jungle book. In Kipling’s story of adventure and danger, the orphan child is raised only by animals in the jungle. [footnoteRef:5] [5:  Rudyard Kipling, The Jungle Book: Penguin Random House UK, 2020 edn. (London: 
Viaduct gardens, 2020).
] 

Whilst writing my first draft I also considered the children’s love of the daft and bizarre. Alf Proysen based his entire book Mrs pepperpot to the rescue on a woman who randomly shrinks to the size of a pepper pot.[footnoteRef:6] And Roald Dahl’s fantastic Mr fox is about a fox and his friend who are more intelligent than three farmers.[footnoteRef:7]   [6:  Alf Proysen, MRS Pepperpot to the rescue: The Random House Group,2012 edn.(London
Uxbridge road, 2012).]  [7:  Roald Dahl, Fantastic MR Fox: Puffin Books,2001 edn. (London
Strand,2001).] 

With the thought of daft and bizarre happenings, I created a giant that wears a cauldron as a crown and dragons that like to wind him up. Not to mention the preface of my story (a magical night dress that enables time travel).
second draft, enhancing Voice and Place
When considering the voice and place of my story I looked at Welsh myths and fairy tales. Both are deeply rooted in magic and inspired by the landscape. An example of this is Matt Brown and Eloise Williams’s edition of the Mabinogi Them Mab.  This collection of retold ancient Welsh stories is filled with Dragons, monsters, giant serpents, legendary kings, queens, and even a giant king.
 Like my story dragons breathe the stories in The Mab, interweave the magic of legend with the magic of the Welsh countryside.  The paragraph below is taken from, Rhiannon, Pwyll, and the hideous claw. In this story the prince wants an adventure, so his advisor takes him up a beautiful Welsh hill. It is from that new perspective that he spots Rhiannon.  His mystical lady love. 
“But he had barely spoken when a shaft of morning sunshine burst through the cloud and, down into the valley, Pwyll suddenly saw a horse and rider caught in a blade of sunlight.” [footnoteRef:8]  [8:  Matt Brown and Eloise Williams, The Mab: Unbound, 2022 edn.(London
Mayfair, 2022), page 2. All further references will be Brown and Williams followed by page number.] 


 To further develop a sense of place I put my children in the medieval period, adding  a medieval castle and village where big king bill lives. I read Ian Mortimer’s the time traveller’s guide to medieval England.[footnoteRef:9]  It was here that I learned, oak trees and Scots pine were among the native trees of the UK in the Middle Ages. [footnoteRef:10]  And that copper was widely used.[footnoteRef:11]   [9:  Ian Mortimer, The time travellers guide to medieval England: Random House 2009 edn.(London
Vauxhall,2009). All further references will be Mortimer followed by page number.]  [10:  Mortimer, p29.]  [11:  Mortimer, p22.] 

I worked on visually setting the scene throughout to help the reader establish a strong sense of place. I did this by describing what the children could see as they moved through their adventure. for example: 
“They journeyed onward, still following the upward-sloping ground until finally, the forest thinned out and began opening into scraggy moorland.  Ahead of the children was a vast heathery plain leading up to the mountain top. 
 ‘Yes! Look up there!’ Django shouted and pointed to a large stack of bluestone at the peak.   
‘It’s the top of Home Hill!’”
 As King says in his book on writing “always remind yourself that your job is to say what you see and get on with telling the story”.[footnoteRef:12] To achieve this I had to delete a lot of fussy imagery in my second draft.  [12:  King, p210] 

I also considered syntax and word choice. In Roald Dahl’s Georges Marvellous Medicine Dahl uses gruesome words to appeal to children. For example, in just one paragraph, Dahl uses the words: caterpillars, slugs, gobble, crawls, squeezed, wrinkled, delicious, beetley, and bugs.[footnoteRef:13] And in the first paragraph of Salman Rushdie’s novel Haroun and the sea of stories, he creates a feeling of a sad city, by using words such as, ruinously, forgotten, mournful, glumfish, miserable, belch, melancholy, and blue.[footnoteRef:14]   [13:  Roald Dahl, George’s marvellous medicine: Random House, 10th edn.(London 
Vauxhall, 1981), page12.]  [14:  Salman Rushdie, Haroun and the sea of stories: Puffin books, 029 edN (London
Strand, 1993). Page 15.] 

I aimed to emulate the use of syntax to create a mood of shock and awe. In the paragraph first describing the dragons. I used words such as ginormous, beasts, big, monstrous, lizard, batlike, smouldering, and ember. I then enhanced the feeling with concrete imagery such as scales the size of car bonnets. 
Finally, I would like to mention that I have not had time to consider all of the constructive criticism offered by my first readers. I am also aware that when the children are taken by the dragons it is unrealistic that they are not afraid. I am considering changing their first meeting with the dragon to explain the lack of terror.  





conclusion
In the above essay I discussed Narrative perspective and why it works well for children’s literature.
I explained why I chose themes of adventure, danger, mystery and myth.
I also touched on how I approach imagery although, I didn’t have space to write my method.
 I included examples of how I emulated techniques of writing for children. 
With regards to syntax, I ran out space and couldn’t cover that as much as I planned.
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