Writing Fiction HPEN 6009 Tuesday, 27th November, 2038.
F – Character’s world.
O- Opposition, conflict.
C- Catalyst.
U- -Unexpected, surprise.
S- -Sythesis, denouement.
A middle-aged woman at bus stop.  Argues with?  Young man intervenes.
Ethel a middle-aged woman of indeterminate age, not dressed fashionably in fact she is quite dowdy in her grey wool coat, black felt hat and sensible black, lace-up shoes.  She works in an accountants, but today is her day off, and is meeting her two friends for coffee.
She stood in the bus queue shivering, a cold wind whistled round the miserable huddle of people and just to make things worse, it started raining.  She put up her umbrella.  Standing next to her was Dot, a young mother with two children who are whining about being cold and don’t want to go to school because it is boring.  She is married to a man who spends his spare time in the pub and gives her no help with the children or the house even though she works full-time in a supermarket on the tills.  She is feeling headachy and short=tempered.  So when Ethel’s umbrella jabs her in the ribs she exploded.
“’Ere, watch what your’re doing,” her face a picture of fury.
“I’m sorry,” said Ethel, I didn’t mean to knock you.”
“Well you flaming well did and it hurt, you ought to be ashamed of yourself, you old witch.”
Ethel did not quite know how to deal with this young harridan, but wasn’t going to let her get away with calling her names.
So she pointed a finger at her and said ,”Don’t you go calling me a witch, for all you know that is exactly what I am.  I could turn you into a dirty old rat and then you would find out how long you would live, everyone would be after you to kill you.”
“Threatening me are you,” said Dot and with that she pushed Ethel so hard she stumbled against someone behind her in the queue, who if they hadn’t caught her she would have fallen, but strong hands were holding her.  Ethel turned to apologise and found herself looking at a young man who was showing concern both at the altercation between Ethel and Dot.
“Now ladies we don’t want any trouble do we?”
“Mind your own business, keep your nose out of what don’t concern you. This is between me and ‘er.”
“But you are causing a disturbance and as far as I see it, quite unwarranted.”
“Oh! Quite hoity toity aren’t we using big words, keep your bleeding nose out of it your royal wordshipful.”
“There’s no need to be rude, I only wanted to stop things before they escalated.”
“Well it wasn’t you she stuck her bleeding brolly into, was it?”
“I’m sure it was purely an accident and it would be polite if you let the matter drop.”
Dot scowled and was ready with a reply, but just then the bus arrived.  Everyone boarded, Dot ushered her two children onto seats and looked around, the only seat left was next to Ethel and to Ethel’s horror Dot plonked herself down next to her.
They sat in silence for a while, Dot biting her nails and sighing from time to time, shaking her head as if to let loose something not wanted.  After some time she did seem calmer and turned to Ethel and said:
“It’s ‘im you know, I don’t get any ‘elp from ‘im.  E’s always in the betting shop, or the pub, or just sitting watching sport on the telly swigging beer.  ‘E doesn’t ‘ave much to do with the kids and I know they feel it because they come home from school and say what the other Dads do with their kids, like taking them swimming and things.”
She sighed again.
Ethel felt obliged to ask what the names of her children were.  “Delice she’s eight and Baron he’s six, they’re good kids even though this morning they were pissed off with the weather an ‘all.”
Ethel said, “I had a child, a girl, she would have been thirty years old now, but she died with her father, my Tom, in a car accident.  It took me a long time to get over it, but I’m okay now.”
Dot looked stricken, “Oh, I didn’t know.”
Ethel said, “Well how could you, we’ve only just met.”
“I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to my two.”
They sat in silence each with her own thoughts, then Dot burst out, “I’m sorry I shouted at you and called you a witch, I don’t know what came over me, I don’t usually do things like that, but lately everything seems on top of me.  I went to the Docs and ‘e gave me some pills, sometimes they work and sometimes they don’t.  But I am sorry, really sorry because you seem a nice lady.”
Ethel smiled, “Well it’s all blown over now and everything is fine, in fact very fine.”  Dot smiled too and Ethel saw a lovely face appear, all smooth not wrinkled with frowns, or red with anger, a pretty woman with bright blue eyes that crinkled when she smiled.
Just at that moment Dot realised her stop was approaching.  “I get off here, come on kids, by the way I’m Dot.”
“And I’m Ethel.  Things will get better for you believe me,” she said with an enigmatic smile as she waved goodbye.
Later sitting with her two friends, she recounted what had happened and how she and Dot had parted on good terms.
“Happily for her,” said one friend.
“Agreed,” said the second friend.
“Well, you know,” said Ethel, I think we should send her a spell that guarantees her a better future, what do you say?”
“Well she obviously deserves it,” said one friend and the other nodded in agreement.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And so the members of The White Witch Coven were unanimous in declaring the motion passed, ensuring that indeed Dot would have a better life from now on.
