[bookmark: _Hlk478734978][image: TSD_logo2010]
Undergraduate assignment feedback form
(to be completed by marker)


	Student Name: Eleanor Jones

	Module Code: HPEN5009
Module title: Writing Fiction

	Student number:
1503268

	For completion by marker:
Comments:












	Marker’s signature:
	Date:

	Provisional mark: 
NB.  All marks are provisional until confirmed by the final examination board. 




HPEN5009Writing Fiction
Eleanor Jones 1503268
Task 5 One Syllable                                       
                                                        My Gran and I  

I am a 13-year-old boy, and my mum told me to go for a walk with my gran. You see the G.P said that my gran should have her daily walks, but we lived on a rough site. Mum made me go with gran to make sure no one gave her any issue. At that time, I really did not like going on those walks. Gran was on a go slow, so it would take an hour of my time. I rather hang out with my pals and be with friends who were my age. I did not want to be that kid who was known as “gran’s boy”.
On these long walks, gran used to ask me the same old thing every day. I thought she was going mad. How was your day? What did you do? My reply to that was “good thank you”. After that, gran would tell me load of story from the old days. She made it a goal to add a life task in every story. It was all new to me. I gave slight nod of my head and would wait till we got home.
This went on until I left for Uni. Through my first year, I had a phone call from my mum. She had some sad news to tell me. My gran had died in her sleep. The news hit me so bad like a ton of bricks. It was so quick. I got in my car and drove back home. During the drive home, I’d get all these flash from the past about our little walks and chats. Tears from my eyes, I knew that all my gran ever did was love and care for me.
While the walks were all about her, she made them all about me. Gran made sure to ask how my day was as she loved me. She would tell me a story with life tasks as she truly cared about me. I was just too blind to see. I was more drawn to being with my friends and other folk who didn’t even care about me.
Wish I could have been so kind to her. Even tell her how much I love her. Oh, how I miss my gran.










HPEN5009 Writing Fiction
Eleanor Jones 1503268
Task 13 Memory

I was young and in denial.                                                                                                                    
I remember the day when I first met my partner. Who would have thought that he was the one for me. Nobody gave me instruction book telling what to expect out from a relationship, and how living together would be like. 

My memory of this relationship I still can remember to this day. It happened so quick as if we were meant to be together.
It all started end of December 2003 when I got talking to Chris on a dating website. I was not too sure about the site at first as anything could have happened. He might have been a masked murderer. I wouldn’t have known. We got talking to each other every night for month. We both had similar issues with our previous relationship. So, we clicked. 
We decided to exchange phone numbers. When he rang, I was frightened to answer the call. Didn’t know what to say to him. Anyway, I answered. I could tell I was nervous, words came out all wrong. I really thought I had fucked it up with him. I couldn’t understand his accent and he couldn’t understand mine. I thought to myself what a bloody joke this was. I couldn’t stop laughing it was so funny. His accent was very broad coming from the Midlands. 

We must have talked for an hour or so. It was nice I felt relaxed at that point. Six weeks went passed and Chris decided that he wanted to meet me. I thought OH MY FUCKING GOD. What do I say to that. So, I agreed.
It was a Friday night 20th February 2004, and this was the night Chris came to visit. Throughout the day I felt sick, butterflies in my stomach, didn’t know what to expect.
My phone rang at 7pm, he had arrived and wanted to know the way to the house. I couldn’t speak I was shy. I opened the door and waited for him.
It was amazing how we got on with each other. 

After two months of being with each other Chris decided to move down to Wales. This is when the relationship started, and this is where the instruction book, I needed. I remember the saying that relationships are never easy and those who say they are either live in a dreamland or are lying. One or another.
Don’t get me wrong, the first few months are lovely. Even years. But then things start to add pressure to that. Money commitments, children and even pets etc…

The first pressure I found was living together. Wow, no-one can prepare you for that. When the idea circulates it’s amazing. You start imagining how fabulous it’s going to be when you wake up next to each other every day. You go shopping for imaginary paint and curtain ideas until the next day comes.

No-one warned me about the dirty earbuds by the side of the bath, even though the bloody bin is right there. No-one warned me about the toenail clippings pinging everywhere on the sofa, why he couldn’t he clip them in the bathroom had me baffled. No-one warned me about the financial conversations and the argument over who’s turn it is to get the food shop. No-one warned me about the arguments over who’s bloody turn it was to hoover up, because you’ve done it three times this week. No-one warned me that I had to actually cook every night for ourselves. No-one warned me about keeping check on how much toilet roll we have left. No-one warned me that they leave their clothes piled up and never bother putting them away, even though you spend all day washing, drying and ironing them. No-one warned me about the fact they decide to leave the dirty washing by the side of the basket, about as much effort taken as it would actually put it in.
No-one warned me about the screaming match over who’s turn it is to walk the dog. No-one will tell me about the three-day silence because you have argued over the negative pregnancy test, I took again, for the twelfth time this week.

No-one told me about the struggle I would go through while trying to conceive. No-one will tell me about the distance the pain or not falling pregnant causes every month. And when it finally does happen, no-one warned me about how the bloody hormones affect my body so much, you can’t even stand to be in the same room as your partner. Never told me about the sleepless nights of a new born cause such tension that you can barely look each other in the eye. No-one warned me that we would argue over silly things like who’s turn it was to switch off the light, because both of us are exhausted, but we can still cause an argument because your mad that I read the kids bedtime story for the sixth time this week. No-one told me about how annoyed I would feel when you decide to drink themselves stupid, so that I had to go home with the kids again. But still we argued because nobody had warned me about the arguments because of the fact you are going on night out. Jealously does happen.

No-one told me about the negatives, because that isn’t what it’s about right? Every Disney film, rom-com and storybook told me we’ll meet someone, fall in love, get married and have children live happily ever after.
Well that is a big fat bullshit.
I asked my gran once god rest her sole. How she managed to be married for fifty years, and did those things not annoy her as much she had to leave. And she said one thing to me.
There comes a time, when you go to pick the washing up from the side of the basket and it isn’t there, the nail clippings no longer exists and you’re the only one there to turn the light off. Yes, marriage is hard, but you get used to it, you have own faults, remember that. Try and enjoy the good times and don’t dwell on the bad, because one day, it’ll all be over.

And yes, it is all true. Nothing ever compares to falling asleep next to the one you love. Let the argument happen. But remember, tomorrow is a new day a fresh start.
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Choose three objects Bottle, Scarf, Bag

                                                                Falling in Love 

I have fallen in love so many times. But never said “I love you” to any man in my life. Well maybe just four to be precisely. Shall we forget about the others then.
 
My first boyfriend was Alfie who I met in York college. I didn’t mean to say, “I love you,” to him. It was wrong of me. But it was worse when he said, “I love you to,” back to me as he looked into my big blue eyes. There was something about Alfie that I couldn’t put my finger on. I knew he was a control freak. He couldn’t make me laugh even if he was a clown. When I laughed, he didn’t like it. So, it was over between us. He didn’t like it when I broke it off. That was the shortest relationship ever. 

Then there was another boyfriend before Alfie. I never told him the love you word. But deep down I did love him. Even though he would wear shorts and flip flops in the cold weather. Even though he gave me stupid name “kicky.”  Even though the sex was dreadful. We broke up before he moved away to Dundee university. After all the years apart, he still rings and speaks. We’re still best of friends.

There was Mark my second boyfriend who I did love.  One night while watching tv I whispered “I love you” in his ear. As he kissed me, he held me tight. Whispered back that he loved me too. Tears rolled down my face, they were happy tears. I broke up with him thirteen months later. Not long after my birthday. Mark bought me this lovely silk scarf, must of cost him a fortune. I didn’t want to sound ungrateful, but I didn’t want a present.

Then there was my third boyfriend Dec from Bath.  He was the longest person I ever had in a relationship. After three years of being together we decided to rent a house. A nice three-bedroom house with a spare bedroom for guests, room for office and a big garden. Was I too young to be settling down with a house? He was a good boyfriend, with a big heart. He would buy me lovely gifts. I took him to meet my family which they were fond of. Fourth year into our relationship my love for him ended. It wasn’t the same anymore. We drifted apart.

Then there was Alfie, the one I had short relationship many years ago with. I miscalculated Alfie for something else. He was back on the scene after all those years.
I wanted to meet up with him and get to know him better as it was only a short relationship we had. “Let’s play,” that’s what Alfie would say. But we were already friends. I agreed to meet him for drink the next couple of days.
Couple of months passed. Alfie caught me laughing while I was talking to friend in a bar. He had forgotten how sexy my dimples were. As we took a sip of our drink. I saw that hungry look in his eyes. He leant forward and kissed me. There was something about his kiss that made it for me.

“That’s a good kiss I thought”.

“I melted.”

“My knees went weak”.

 “I felt like I was on cloud nine.”

I meet Alfie at my house. We sat in the garden whilst drinking and having smoke. Just me and him.  
It was hot day, and I wore short red skirt and white tank top. I pulled a bottle of water out from ice bucket and poured the water over myself as it was too hot. One thing led to another. 
We laid in bed that afternoon. Was it wrong? He looked into my eyes. I just knew he was the one I loved. I never told him that. It wasn’t the right time. That feeling I had for him, was unreal. Butterflies in my stomach I could feel my stomach fluttering. I knew this time it was defiantly love. While lying next to him in bed, I could hear his heart thumping like a sound from a drum.  He stayed the night it was lovely. 

Next day he left so early before I got the chance to say goodbye. I always waited for him to call me. I knew he was always busy at work. Sometimes it was matter of days before he would ring. That didn’t bother me the slightest. As long I heard his voice on the other end of the phone.
My flat mate showed me Instagram message. One of him in the kitchen with only an apron on making breakfast for this girl. My heart sunk it was broke. We had a deal, that we would never keep secrets or lie to one another. Obviously, he forgot to tell me that he was already spoken for. Did he have a change of heart who knows? 
 He rang me, wanted to meet up and talk. Told him I was busy at work. Meet him on my dinner break in the park. He bought a picnic for our lunch. We sat on the fresh cut grass. We talked and talked, laughing and joking with each other. We knew then that we could be right for one another.
But he was happy with the girl he had. I was only a bit on the side when he wanted to have fun. I wanted more than that. That hour came around to quickly. I knew this was the final goodbye. I could not have the man I love no point stringing him along. 

The sun was shining. It was too hot. I could feel the sweat dripping under my arm pits. A slight smell of body odor was lurking as I lifted my arms up to give him a hug and kiss. Even I could smell the odor. Wondered if he had too.
Just before I moved away from my beloved friends. I was back at his house in his bed. 

 “I have to tell you something. I must tell you because I want you to know,”

That’s when I told him

“I love you.”
 
As he looked at me, he asked if I meant what I said.

“Yes.” 

He told me that he could not love me. 

“That’s fine.”

That was the last time I had ever told somebody that I loved them.
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Task 11 Show Don’t Tell.
   
14.12.18
Ferry ride home to Fishguard.
FADE IN

It had been a long week for husband and wife Geoffrey and Anna. They were returning home to Cardiff following an invitation to Geoffrey’s brother’s wedding. His brother Aidan had married an Irish lass Shauna.
Anna is in her early 50’s with wavy blonde greyish hair. Smartly dressed in her skinny black jeans, navy blazer, white blouse, multi coloured silky scarf and black pixie boots. She smelt of black opium perfume when she passed by.
Then you have Geoffrey the husband, a proper ‘jack the lad’. Laid back guy in his late 50’s, always dressed smart. Dark navy suit with waistcoat, pale blue shirt and brown shoes. His greyish short hair always slicked back with gel. He is a smoker and smelt of stale smoke.
Anna had argued with Geoffrey while in Ireland. 
It was going to be long evening traveling on the ferry from Rosslare to Fishguard.

After driving his car on to the ferry, parked up his silver BMW 3 series down in the bottom deck of the ferry. Geoffrey pulled his coat out from the boot of his car and put it on. Anna grabbed her black handbag from the back seat of the car. Pulled out her crimson lipstick and applied it to her lips.
They could smell the fumes of other lorries and cars which made them both feel sick.
The lights on the wall were pale yellow and flickering. Big red arrows on the wall showing the way up to the deck. They walked up some narrow stairs holding tight to the railings. 

ACT 1
They opened the door and entered the ferry lobby. Flashing lights from the fruit machines, children running around screaming. Music playing in the background faintly. They made their way to the lounge bar where they are greeted by slim, tall, olive skinned barman.  






Waiter
Yes, sir how can I help you?

Geoffrey
Two americano’s please, one black and one with milk.

Waiter 
Please take a seat and I’ll bring them over.

Geoffrey and Anna went to sit down in the corner where it was quiet. The waiter bought over their coffee, put the tray on the table nodded his head to Anna and walked off. Geoffrey poured the milk into his cup, passing the other black americano over to Anna. 

Geoffrey
Going for a smoke on the deck, can’t keep looking at your miserable face all evening, it’s enough to turn the milk sour. God you are worse than a child.

Anna
Do whatever. Watch the wind doesn’t blow you overboard. (With slight smirk on her face.)

SCENE 1
Geoffrey walked towards the sliding doors and entered the deck. Seagulls flying low squawking. Wind is a bit wild blowing him all over the place as he held on tight to the railings. A spray from sea blew into his face. He wipes his face with sleeve of his coat.
He pulls out his ciggies and lighter from his coat pocket and tries to light up. The wind blows the flame out. He tries again with his back to the wind and manages to light up under his coat.

Geoffrey was enjoying his ciggie minding his own business wondering when Anna would stop her sulking. A young woman walks up to Geoffrey. Tapped him on the shoulder. He turns around sees this beautiful girl standing there in short black skirt, boots up to her knees, her auburn hair blowing in the wind. Her coat buttoned half way showing her cleavage, her lips looked so nice with her crimson lipstick. 

Irish Girl
Have you spare ciggie please?
 (with such a polite sexy Irish voice).

         Geoffrey pulled a ciggie out of the box and put it to his mouth lighting it for her.


Geoffrey- Hi I’m Geoffrey but you can call me Geoff.
 (Handing the girl, a ciggie he had lit for her.)

Joanna- Thank you, but I could have lit it myself. I’m Joanna.

Geoffrey- Hi Joe, you look bit young to be traveling by yourself. Where you off to?

Joanna- I’m Jo to my friend’s and you aint one. Just because I asked you for ciggie does not mean you are my friend.
I’m off to West Wales to a small town called Aberaeron. Going to live with my uncle Max on the coast. Anyway, what’s with all the questions? Are you a police officer or something?

Geoffrey- Sorry I did not mean to offend you. I was just being polite making a conversation. No, I’m not an officer, just a Solicitor. No, have not heard of Aberaeron, but I am sure it’s a very nice place to live. But why Aberaeron? I live in Cardiff not far from the city.

Joanna- My ma and da thought it be better if I went to live with uncle Max. As I’m always in trouble with the police. The kids are all killing themselves in Limerick.

Geoffrey- Well it was nice talking to you. I must go back in and see that the wife’s okay. She’s not happy with me at all.

Joanna- You going? Oh, you married?

Geoffrey- Yes, I’m afraid so.

Joanna- Look me up if you ever come to Aberaeron. It’s Max Hicks you need to look for. Oh, and thanks for the ciggie.

As Geoffrey walked through sliding doors, he said goodbye. He walked down the steps from the deck towards the lounge bar where Anna was still sat in. She still had that sour face on her. You could hear a pin drop, it was that quiet between them both.

Geoffrey
Still in a mood?
 (miserable cow as he mumbled under his breath) 

In the lounge bar on the wall is rack of papers. Geoffrey pulled the Guardian paper off the rack to read, he saw Joanna walk in to the lounge. She sat on a table opposite him. He nodded to her. He couldn’t stop staring at her.
Geoffrey knew her from somewhere else but could not remember from where.

Voice announcement over tannoy 
 
The ferry docked in Fishguard. Geoffrey and Anna walks down the narrow staircase, noise of the engine humming under their feet, smell of the fumes. Sat in car ready to drive off the ferry. Silence is a row. A row is brewing between them. It was very late by the time they got back to Cardiff.

Couple of weeks passed and Geoffrey and Anna were on talking terms with each other. Geoffrey started to remember a few things that whent on in Ireland. Listening to Irish music in the car. Geoffrey could not stop thinking about Joanna and decided to take a drive to this place she was on about Aberaeron. He had already booked B&B at the Castle Hotel, 20 Market Street Aberaeron.


Early that morning at 7am. Geoffrey got in to his silver BMW 3 series and drove towards the M4 motorway. Radio on in background with his GPS on the voice remained him of Joanna. It was so sexy.

Geoffrey had arrived at his destination. He checked in.
He took his bags up to his room and changed into some casual clothes, a nice white t-shirt, khaki shorts, flip flops and of course his shades.
Geoffrey walked along the beach exploring around Aberaeron. He could smell the salt from the sea, sun shining down on his shades. Boats bobbing up and down on the harbour.
He couldn’t believe his eyes. All the houses were painted in assorted colours. Reminded him of Ballymorey - a kids tv programme.
Popped into Monachty pub for bar meal and pint.

Geoffrey 
Excuse me sir do you happen to know where Max Kicks lives please?
 (People would look at him disgusted and walk off. He couldn’t understand why).

Geoffrey sits on the wall outside smoking ciggie, sun shining, as stranger walks by with his staffy dog. 

Geoffrey 
Hi, mate you from around here?
(as Geoffrey makes conversation while stroking his dog)
Stranger 
Yes, mate I live here. You lost?
Geoffrey
Do you happen to know where Max Hicks Lives?

Stranger walks his dog with Geoffrey and shows where Max lives. Stranger points Geoffrey to Max house3 Maes.Yr. Heli, a big yellow house with wooden door and frames painted in pink, with big heavy brass knocker.

Stranger 
Enjoy
As the stranger walked off.
(Geoffrey looked very sheepish couldn’t understand when the guy said enjoy.)

Geoffrey knocked the big heavy brass knocker and waited for somebody to answer. A small fat guy answered the door. He looked very dirty, his hair looked greasy, his fringe swept to the side. He had holes in his vest with some sort of food spilt down his front. His trousers were held up by braces that were half way up his stomach. Ciggie hanging from his mouth.

“Hello, can I help you”
 (as the fat guy slightly opened the door blowing cigarette smoke into Geoffrey face).

Geoffrey- Erm…. (short pause) not sure if I’m in the right place. But is this where Max Hicks lives?

Max- Yes, I am Max how can I help you?

Geoffrey- Hello I’m Geoffrey…I was told to look for you if I ever came to Aberaeron by your niece Joanna.

Max- How do you know Jo? What has she done? Are you a police officer?

Geoffrey- I met her on the ferry from Rosslare to Fishguard. She asked me for a ciggie we got talking. She told me to look her up.

Max invited Geoffrey into the house. The hallway looked dark and gloomy, carpet sticking under your feet, wall paper peeling. Cat hair everywhere. You could smell stale sex and smoke. Smell of sweet perfume lingering around the house.
Max
Jo it’s for you
 (Max shouted for Jo to come downstairs).

She came down in her black negligee, suspenders with matching underwear and bra. On her feet she had fluffy black slippers. Her auburn hair tied up in a bun out of her face.
She was shocked to see Geoffrey standing there in the hallway.

Joanna-Erm… (long pause) you came. Didn’t expect you to look me up.

Geoffrey- Well you told me too, so here I am. Think we need to talk?

Max- Jo is busy at the moment. But you are more than welcome to wait until she has finished.

Geoffrey- What you mean finished? Do you mean Joanna is a prostitute?

Max- Yes, why is there a problem sir?

Geoffrey- Erm……. (long pause) you mean I had it off with a protitute while I was in Ireland?  She never mentioned who she was on the ferry.

Max- Oh right I see.

Geoffrey- I was right. I had seen her before. It was during my brother’s wedding. This is mad what the fuck have I done. My Anna must never find out never.

Geoffrey felt embarrassed he could feel his temperature rising. The sweat on his forehead was dripping. He wipes away with the hankie he pulled out from his shorts. He could not believe what he was seeing. He was lost for words. His jaw dropped to the floor. Geoffrey left so quick goes back to his B&B.

ACT 3
Next day Geoffrey goes back to the house to talk with Joanna. Without the praying eyes of her uncle Max.

Geoffrey 
Knock Knock…

                                                   (as Geoffrey bangs on the door)   
Still no answer and he kicks the door. You see upstairs curtains twitching. You hear footsteps running down the stairs towards the front door. Joanna opens the door slightly pulls Geoffrey in.

Joanna 
 Quick get in. House being watched,
Geoffrey 
Who’s watching?
Joanna 
I don’t fucking know, just know that blue Mondeo has been parked there all night.
Geoffrey
You need to get out of here. Come with me back to Cardiff.
Joanna
I can’t. I’m sorry.
Geoffrey
Why?
Joanna 
You don’t understand. I can’t go.

After trying to talk some sense to Joanna for an hour Geoffrey left the house without Joanna. Goes back to the B&B packs his bag and heads back down on M4 to Cardiff. As far as Geoffrey knew Joanna had gone back to Ireland.
Still thinking of Joanna. Will he get to see her again. Who knows.
Anna was glad to see Geoffrey back from his business trip. Anna started to get suspicious of Geoffrey. She could smell perfume from his clothes. She started to ask questions where he kept going to. 
Anna 
You having an affair?
Geoffrey
God don’t be silly woman. Me affair, where did you get that idea from?

Things were not right between Anna and Geoffrey. Since he came back from his little trip to Aberaeron. The arguing was every other day with Anna shouting horrible remarks to Geoffrey. 
Anna
Surprised you haven’t slept with a prostitute.
(as she quietly shouts to Geoffrey)
Geoffrey did not say a word to Anna as he knew it was true. He was not in the mood to argue.

SCENE 3
Months and months went by. Geoffrey received a text message from his brother Aidan. He was coming to Cardiff for a visit.  He would be bringing his wife Shauna and a Naomi. Looking very puzzled over the text, Geoffrey was none of the wiser knew who Naomi was.
That week arrived and Aidan, Shauna knocked on Geoffrey door. He was glad to see his brother as it been a while. With both men hugging and a gentle hand shake who walks in behind Aidan was Naomi. Geoffrey looked pale as if he had seen a ghost. 
Aidan
Geoffrey meet Naomi Joanna my daughter, your niece.
Geoffrey
What the fuck, when did all this happen.
Aidan
Well apparently 22 years ago when I was living in Ireland. Put it like this, it was also a shock for me.
Anna 
I’ve seen your face before Naomi. Can’t remember where though.

Geoffrey
I need to tell you all something. Anna yes you were right I did sleep with a prostitute, and you have seen her face before on the ferry in Roeselare to Fishguard. I am sorry what I have done to you, but it was never meant to happen.
Anna 
YOU ARE FUCKING TWAT. That’s it I want divorce.
Geoffrey
Yes, that’s fine Anna. At least I won’t need to see your bloody sour face anymore. I’d advise you to get good solicitor.
(laughed at Anna as he walked away to speak to Aidan).

Well little bro, this is going to shock you even more. You see when we were out in Ireland enjoying your wedding. I got drunk. Myself and your best man went into the city. Yes, I paid for sex but could not remember much. It’s only when I came back to Cardiff. Things started to fall into place with this Joanna girl who I meet on the ferry talking while having a ciggie. She told me to look her up. So, I went to Aberaeron to look for her uncle Max as she was staying there. 
When I found the place after asking people if they knew Max. After knocking on the door and this little fat guy answered he shouted for Jo. I saw her standing there in the hallway, I never knew she was prostitute.
Aidan my pal. I’m ever so sorry. If I knew she was my niece I wouldn’t have touched her.

The place went quiet. Nobody said a word. Aidan and his wife left the house and stayed in a hotel. While Anna packed a few overnight bags and stayed with her mate until she sorted things out. 
Joanna as she calls herself stayed with Geoffrey. She worked for Geoffrey as his personal sectary.
Things were never the same between Geoffrey, Aidan and Anna. Aidan went back to Ireland. Anna divorced Geoffrey. Joanna stayed in Cardiff to be with Geoffrey where they had plenty of fun and sex.  
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Critique of some of the work


I produced a ‘very neat and lyrical ballad’ from Dic– in the tradition of Keats and Coleridge that one member of the class described as clever. Despite this Dic says it hits upon something really deadly serious – namely the trafficking of refugees…I wrote this poem just for fun, but I am very grateful for the feedback. 
My second piece was the prose work related to the illegal immigrant who is reported by an irate neighbour… 
This was again a delightful story to write. I wanted the story to read well but giving it a twist at the very end that did it for me. The neighbour kept, and eyeful watch on the young lads. He never left the house; every slight move the young lads did the neighbour rang police. So, it back fired. But I had to consider some of the details (fat of the story). It had its good basis – for a story. I thought the creative aspect was good, but the story could have been more realistic with some fine polishing of the details.

We then began with a task related to the ONE SYLLABLE EXERCISE. My mind went blank. I could not think what to write. I had to search what were the words consisting of one syllable. I first wrote a poem using one syllable but still managed to include a few to use two syllables, so it was back to the drawing board. I wrote the first draft of the story My Gran and I and knew there was a lot of words that needed changing with bit of tweaking as well. Basically, I tried to use just the one-word syllable to make the story read well and it worked in the end. The purpose of the exercise was to concentrate the mind on minimalism.

I then wrote a script. Which I really enjoyed writing. Again I wrote a draft before getting the script right. Dic did say that stage directions should ALWAYS be in the present tense…BUT this was more akin to a novel than a film script! As noted above film scripts are written in the PRESENT TENSE and you do not need inverted commas. We were also advised about using too many words – and avoid too much dialogue.

The Lecturer advocated some editing – for example putting the paragraph that says where she is at the beginning – to give it context. Lecturer wondered if my story could be made clearer – but is this not intentional – some ambiguity is good? 
Lecturer then said we would look at objective – correlative – where we imbue the description of the character’s mood by saying something of the time/place/setting she is in. This, if the character is feeling down or depressed – the description of the day – or night/setting will also be sombre…
[bookmark: _Hlk533184052]OBJECTIVE CORRELATIVE: as noted – when a writer imbues an object or landscape or scene with the emotions of the person in that scene: this, if the individual is depressed or sad – then the scene is portrayed in this way – darkly it evokes the mood of the person. This, the writer often uses SYMBOLS that evoke the emotions of the person. 

Then we had another task to consider a memory of yours and had re-write it…embellish it and rewrite it not as it really took place…I wrote a story about my memory that I still remember to this day.  
This is an idea from PROUST and it is a challenge that says DO NOT ALWAYS WRITE FROM EXPERIENCE.

I have read many books. The author that influenced me to write short and long stories is Stephan King. I like the way he has written his films. The style he has also written his books. 
I think by reading Stephan Kings books. I have taken on board the style and the way I could write like him one day. 

[bookmark: _GoBack]
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